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 Prologue



You’re sitting across from me at my kitchen table. Your hands are shaking, and you look like you’re on the verge of tears. We’ve just had a long talk about what you need out of this relationship. What we both need.



We’ve been together for almost six months. Everything has been going well except for the sex. Not that it’s bad, but something is missing. You have seemed unfulfilled nearly every time.



And now I know why.



I’ve told you I understand why you want what you say you want. It is a lie, one of the few I will ever tell you. I will understand it, I tell myself. I’ll listen to you, I’ll read books, I’ll find someone to talk to about it. And if I never find that understanding, I trust you when you tell me it will make you feel whole, and that’s enough.



Anything done for you will always be enough. We’ve only been together for six months, so that almost sounds ridiculous. But when I fall for someone, I fall hard and fast. I can’t see myself ever stop falling for you.



I already know I will never regret putting your needs above my own.



What you’re asking from me is a lot, but I think I am up to the task. I want to be, at least. I’ve never even considered being a Dom before, a Master, a “Sir.” The whole concept seems foreign to me. Silly, even.



You want to be controlled. You want your pleasure contained at times so that when I finally allow you to have it, you go out of your mind. You want me to mock you for being horny. You want to be humiliated, in public even. You want me to push you close to your limits without going over.



You even want me to hurt you.



You’ve thrown all this at me over the course of the last hour, knowing full well I might not be okay with any of it. I have to admit, it’s a lot to take in. A lot to figure out. But for you, I am more than willing to learn.



There’s more to tell, but you cover only the basics.



You’ve had a Master before, and no, you don’t want to talk about him. Maybe someday. I respect your privacy and don’t push for more. You do offer that I’m the only man since your first Dom with whom you’ve had this conversation. I feel honored and intimidated at the same time.



You have a pen in your hand, and it’s shaking as you move it toward the tiny notebook in front of you. You’re going to write down a word. A word you can’t even speak aloud right now. A word that could mean everything to both of us if you ever do give it sound.



You begin to write, then tear out the page and wad it up. Your hand was shaking too much, and you need this word to be legible. You need to make sure that when I see what you’ve written, it’ll be as clear in my mind as it is in yours.



You try again. And again. On your fourth try, the perfectionist in you is satisfied with your work. You hesitate, for only a moment, before tearing the acceptable page from the notebook. You take one last look at it before sliding it over to me.



I pick it up and see that my hand is trembling nearly as much as yours. You have placed so much importance on this moment that this becomes an important piece of paper, an important word.



The most important word in our world.



It’s a word that would never accidentally come up in casual conversation. Or during sex. Or while doing things to you I’ve never considered doing to a woman before.



Its purpose will be deliberate. Intentional. All-powerful.



Despite my lack of experience in this area, I know what a safe word is. Many people use a “traffic light” system, where “yellow” means you’re uncomfortable and things need to slow down. “Red” would mean a full stop. But you only want one word. You’ve assured me it’s enough.



You’ve told me there’s a meaning behind the word you’ve chosen and that you’re not comfortable sharing that meaning with me yet.



Given the things you’ve been comfortable sharing with me this evening, that’s saying a lot. But I don’t pry. You told me you’d tell me the meaning behind the word when you’re ready. I believe every word that comes out of your mouth, so I will wait patiently.



For now, the word itself is what’s important. I look at it for what must seem to you to be a long time, but I want to burn it into my memory. It’s a unique enough word -- and the situation in which you’ve given it to me is memorable enough -- that there’s no danger I will forget it.



But I need to be sure. More importantly, you need me to be sure.



I’ll forget my own name before I forget your word. I ask you if I can keep the paper. When you nod your reply, I fold it up and put it in my wallet. This simple piece of paper is holy writ. It is scripture handed down to me by a goddess, and I want it with me at all times.



I know how cheesy that sounds. How over the top. But I can’t help what you do to me.



You drive me crazy. I almost wish it wasn’t so. Almost.



You look as if a weight has been lifted from your shoulders. All you've ever wanted, you’d told me, was to be able to be who you are without being judged, without being shunned. You’ve dreamt of being able to find fulfillment in your sex life while feeling safe at the same time. Understandably, needs like yours may lead someone to feel unsafe if things get out of control. I wonder if that was the issue with your previous “Master,” but I don’t ask.



I will later regret not pushing you to talk about him.



Our business concluded, you look me in the eye, your lips moving to form a smirk I will come to know all too well. You reach across the table and take my hand in yours. You ask me a question.



“What are you going to do to me tonight, Sir?”







 



 



 Six months later…









 Chapter One



I adapt quickly to your needs, as I hoped I would. I’m starting to set up entire “scenes,” as they’re known, to play out with you. Today, you are a sex-starved captive in our basement.



You’re just as I left you, standing in the center of the room. You’re wearing lingerie so insubstantial you may as well be naked. Around your neck is a shining silver collar. Your hands are tied behind your back.



Behind you, on the floor, is a bare, filthy mattress. The stains of previous adventures are a harbinger of what’s about to happen. It’s a disgusting thing already, the mattress, well-used from being our most common surface on which to fuck. We never clean it.



You love it, and you love that I call you disgusting for loving it.



As instructed, you are staring up at the ceiling. It doesn’t look like you’ve moved in the half-hour I’ve been gone.



Good girl, I want to say, but I don’t. It’s much too early to reward you.



Even from this distance, I can see your juices leaking down either thigh. I know as I get closer, I’ll be able to smell the heady scent of your pussy. The dildo held tightly inside it must be driving you crazy by now, even if you aren’t allowed to move it in and out.



I take a minute to look at you. Even though I see you -- every part of you -- almost daily, I always enjoy seeing you again. Long, glorious red hair frames a truly gorgeous face. Your body is fit, and it’s obvious you work out daily. Your legs -- which I know to be powerful enough to squeeze my head so firmly as to make me dizzy -- are slim but toned, reflecting the jogging that is your second favorite physical activity.



You make for quite the intoxicating sight. I feel a shiver down my spine as I realize, not for the first time, that the question of who is in control here may not be as simple as it appears.



When I close the door, I think I see you sway ever so slightly. I’m reasonably sure your head moved just a bit as if you were straining to make sure it was just me who’d come in. I decide to go easy on you for that, although if you had indeed moved without being told it was okay, it would certainly merit a punishment.



I can’t blame you for wondering who came into the room. You would be entirely at the mercy of whoever it was, and we have discussed the possibility of other playmates joining us sometime. It’s one of your biggest fantasies.



But I’m saving that for a special occasion. Your birthday is coming up, after all. Tonight, you are mine, and mine alone. Body and soul. I control everything you do, and my hands are trembling because of it.



I quickly strip down. My cock is not quite hard. Time for you to help me with that.



“Hello, Kitten,” I greet you.



You reward me with a sigh from your lovely lips. You seem relieved to hear my voice.



“Hello, Sir,” you reply. You are always so polite.



My prick is standing at attention now, as it always does when you address me properly.



I rip off the fabric that can only charitably be called a bra, exposing your tits, nipples already erect, to the cool basement air. You remain perfectly still, seemingly unaffected by what I’ve just done. You will not be able to stay unaffected for long.



I grab your left nipple with my left hand’s thumb and index finger and then do the same with the right. I squeeze as hard as I can. You reward me with a squeal of pain. Your cry is so long and loud I’m afraid I’ve actually hurt you, but I’m not overly concerned.



You’ve always been able to take whatever I give you. Your safe word, for all the gravitas it seemed to generate when you gave it to me, has never once escaped your lips.



I sometimes wonder and worry if I will ever be as hard on you as you need me to be.



I release my grip on your nipples and start massaging them instead, marveling again at just how red they can get. I have an urge to kiss them but am afraid that would show too much tenderness at this point in the game.



I’m still learning how this works, even six months in, but I know you don’t want to be comforted until after playtime.



So I squeeze them again, throwing in violent twisting for good measure.



You cry out again, longer and louder this time. But you’re grinning from ear to ear.



I pull my hands from your breasts and use one to manipulate the dildo in your sopping wet pussy. Your cries transition from ones of pain to ones of pleasure, but you know better than to let yourself enjoy it too much.



With my other hand, I grab the back of your head through all that hair and pull you to me, kissing you roughly. I swirl my tongue around yours and then bite hard on your lower lip. I taste iron on my tongue before you lick it away.



 



---



 



I’m amazed you haven’t come after a few minutes of that, but your desire to please me is usually greater than your desire to please yourself. You are visibly shaking now, your typically strong legs starting to betray you. I’m surprised you’re still standing.



“Are you tired, Kitten?”



When you nod ever so slightly, I ask: “Would you like to lie down?”



“If it’s okay,” you say with quivering lips. “If it’s what you want.”



I turn you around slowly, so you’re facing the mattress on the floor. With a gentle shove, I push you forward. Even with your arms tied behind you, you somehow control your fall to minimize pain; this isn’t the first time I’ve thrown you onto a mattress.



I look at you, lying on the dirty mattress, your hands tied behind your back. I make myself think of you as a filthy slut on a filthy mattress, no doubt thinking filthy thoughts. The dildo in your pussy strains against your panties. I can almost feel the heat radiating from you. You move your ass upward ever so slightly, knowing -- hoping for -- what’s about to happen to it. You’re silently begging to do your favorite physical activity.



My heart pounds. I’m looking at my favorite sight in the world, and part of me -- the weakest part -- wants desperately to tell you that.



But I don’t. You’ve made it clear you don’t want compliments during our playtimes any more than you want comfort.



I kneel beside you and rip off your panties. You squirm as I do, and the dildo threatens to leave your cunt. I shove it back in with perhaps a little too much force, but you seem to like it. You make all the sounds I’ve come to know that indicate orgasm is near as you push your crotch into the mattress.



“Careful, Kitten,” I warn you. You stop moving. You don’t need me to continue. You know you’re not allowed to come until I tell you to.



I grab a bottle of lube from beside the mattress and lie down next to you. I dip the index finger of my left hand into the lube.



With no warning, I shove my finger into your asshole. Your body shakes, and tears start forming at the corners of your eyes.



“God,” you whisper. “Please.”



“What was that, Kitten? Please, what?”



“Please let me come,” you reply. “It’s been so long.”



Shoving my finger even farther into your asshole, I laugh at you. I know being ridiculed because of your ever-present horniness is one of your biggest shames and also one of your biggest thrills.



“It’s been three days, Kitten. Three days since I let you come. Is that really so long?”



You hesitate before giving the correct answer: “No, Sir.” I can barely understand you. It’s getting more challenging for you to speak even a handful of words.



I pull my finger out of your hole. I’m going to give you what you want. What we both want. I would like to make this torture last longer, but it’s been three days since I’ve come, too, so the suffering is not entirely one-sided.



And I’m not as strong as you.



“I’m going to fuck your ass now,” I tell you, smearing lube all over my cock. “But first, you’re going to beg me to do it.”



“Fuck my ass,” you say, still finding it difficult to get even the most desperately needed words out of your mouth. “Please, Sir. Fuck my ass.”



I move on top of you, opening your ass cheeks with my hands. “I’m not sure I heard you,” I say, touching your hole again with my finger. “Tell me what you want me to do with your nasty asshole.”



You love it when I say you’re filthy, but the truth is you’re always immaculate before we begin. Your asshole is clean enough to eat out of. Which I might do on any other night, but the urgency I’m feeling right now doesn’t leave much room for foreplay.



“Fuck,” you say softly. Then louder: “Please just fuck my filthy asshole! Stick your cock in my ass, now, please, Sir! Please!”



“That’s better,” I tell you.



And so I do. The tightness of your anal cavity is enhanced by the dildo still inside your pussy. I occasionally reach down to make sure it doesn’t come out, working it around a bit for good measure. If I said I wasn’t exactly gentle, I’d be understating things.



Many sounds come out of your mouth before I’m finished, but your word is not one of them.



 



---



 



I don’t last long. The euphoria I feel as my cum floods into your ass is quickly replaced by shame at how fast it was over. I’ll never actually tell you that, of course. You’ll believe it was over because I wanted it to be.



“Sir?” you say before I’ve pulled myself out of you.



“Yes, Kitten?” I ask.



“Can I come now?”



“Yes, Kitten,” I say, pulling my softening cock out of your ass. My cum runs down to meet the dildo still in your cunt.



You start grinding on the mattress, careful not to let the dildo slip out.



“Sir,” you say. “Can you untie my hands?”



“Why would I do that?”



“I need to touch my clit,” you say. “Please, Sir, let me touch my clit.”



“No,” I tell you. “I’m not going to let you touch your clit.”



You whimper, and I think you might start crying. But you have no idea what I’m about to do for you.



I reach under you as you continue grinding against the mattress. My finger finds your clit, and you explode.



 



---



 



You’re asleep before I get a chance to untie your hands. I don’t know how you manage to fall asleep so quickly after an experience like that, lying in the soggy mess we’ve made together, but you almost always do.



I am wide awake.



I pull the dildo out of your pussy, taking a moment to enjoy your scent before setting it aside. My cock twitches in anticipation of future conquests.



I don’t bother cleaning you up. I’ve offered before, but you’ve always seemed to enjoy waking up with dried jizz and pussy juices on your body.



I go to the table in the corner and grab the blanket and the box with water bottles and fruit. I place the box next to your side of the mattress and cover you with the blanket.



I flip the light switch and then join you on the filthy mattress, under the blanket.



This is our tenth full scene. I don’t exactly know anyone in this lifestyle with whom to compare myself, but I think I’ve come a long way.



 









 Chapter Two



I drop a couple of strips of bacon into the sizzling pan when I hear you coming up from the basement. I turn around to take you in, and you smile at me. You’re wearing nothing but your collar and the dried evidence of our fun, glistening under the kitchen lights.



“Good morning,” I say, going to you to hug you.



You put up a hand to stop me. “Please, Sir, let me take a shower first. I’m gross.”



The “Sir” isn’t strictly necessary since we’re not acting out a scene, but you’ve told me you want our dynamic extending to almost every aspect of our lives, so I humor you. The only time we’re not “playing” in some sense is when we’re in public (unless we’re out of town, and then everything’s fair game) and when you’re at work. The “gross” part is for my benefit, you think, as I know how much you enjoy feeling the way you must feel with all of that mess sticking to you. The truth is, seeing you like that is not exactly terrible.



“Nonsense,” I say, but I don’t hug you. I do lean in and kiss your forehead, though.



You look around me to see my work on the stove. “Breakfast?” you ask.



I nod. “I was going to come down and get you before putting on the eggs. Go take your shower; it’ll be ready by the time you’re done.”



You’re on your way to the bathroom when your phone buzzes from the other room. You go to it, and I hear you mutter, “Fuck.” You probably don’t think I hear.



“Who is it?” I ask.



“Nobody,” you say. “Wrong number.” You take your phone with you to the bathroom. I know you like to listen to music when you shower, but I can’t help but be curious over the text that obviously upset you.



When you get out of the shower, you’re wearing a black sports bra and black panties, and you’ve changed out your silver collar for your gold one. You let me hug you this time, and I take a moment to breathe in your shampoo.



Pulling away from me, you gently pat my cock through my sweatpants. “How is the big guy this morning? I was worried you might have injured him while you were tearing me apart last night.”



My cock twitches at your touch. The “big guy” certainly feels like he made it through unscathed.



“He’s fine,” I say, pushing myself into you. “I can show you if you want.”



You laugh and go to the stove. Grabbing a moderate amount of eggs and bacon, you say, “I’m going for a run after I eat. Gotta burn off all these calories you force on me.”



It’s a joke, of course. I don’t force anything on you, despite what it might look like when we play.



“You’re going jogging with your collar?” I ask. You usually don’t wear it outside the house unless we’re on one of our special dates out of town. Where no one you know could possibly see you.



You shrug, lightly fingering the gold around your neck. “This one can pass for regular jewelry. But I don’t care what people think. For the most part.” You give me a playful wink. “Last night was really fun. You could be a little rougher with me. If you want, that is.”



I thought I had been pretty rough, but I guess I was wrong.



“I’m sorry.”



“Don’t be. Just don’t feel like you have to hold back. I can take it.”



This whole arrangement between us wasn’t my idea, but I have to admit I get hard as a rock when you talk like that. I want to ask you to forgo your jog -- order you to do so -- so I can use you right here in the kitchen.



You’d take off those panties so fast if I told you to.



But I let you run, knowing you’ll be running back to me soon enough. And you’ll need another shower after your run, so maybe I’ll join you this time.



Besides, I can use the time to finish planning your birthday party.



 



---



 



I send off the final email to firm up my plans for your birthday party next week when I hear you yelling outside. I can’t make out what you’re saying, but you sound angry. I rush to the door, worried, and swing it open.



You stab your finger at your phone screen, disconnecting the call you were on. You look shocked to see me.



“Hey,”  I say. “Everything okay?”



“Peachy,” you snap.



“Who was that?”



I know you’re lying, and you probably know I know, but you do it anyway. “Wrong number. I’m tired of them bothering me.”



“You sure?” I ask. “It just seems—”



“I don’t want to fucking talk about it.”



You shove me aside to get into the house and slam the door behind you. I stand there flabbergasted. I’ve never seen you like this, and certainly not since you started calling me “Sir” all the time. I feel a desperate need to know what’s really going on, but I don’t think I can just order you around on this one.



 



 









 Chapter Three



I’m lying in bed with a book, sleep threatening to take me while you get ready for bed. We’ve hardly spoken since this morning, since your angry phone call and your lie about it. You don’t seem like yourself at all, and I am truly worried about us for the first time since that night at the kitchen table six months ago. Between my worries and sleepiness, I decide the book I’m trying to read should be saved for another evening.



I roll over to my favorite sleeping position, facing away from the bathroom. I hear you come into the room a few minutes later and feel the movement as you sit on the bed. I roll back over to look at you.



You’re sitting there, naked. The light from the bathroom illuminates your pale skin; you look like you’re glowing. Tears are trickling down your face.



“I don’t want to talk about it,” you say. “But it has nothing to do with you, and I’m handling it.”



“I want to help you,” I say. “Whatever it is.”



You sigh. “You’ve been so good to me, really. I love the way you take care of me. But I need to do this on my own.”



“Are we going to be okay?” I ask.



You laugh through the tears and look me in the eye. “Sir, we are always going to be okay.”



“No ‘Sir’ tonight, okay?” I say.



You nod and crawl under the sheet with me. I think you probably just want to snuggle and go to sleep -- you certainly don’t seem to be in the mood for much else. But, as you often do, you surprise me.



You start by rubbing my chest, giving my left nipple the gentlest of pinches. I just keep lying there, unsure of your intentions, but you don’t keep me in the dark for long. You slowly move your hand from my nipple down to my belly button and then into my underwear.



Your hands barely slip over and around my cock, bringing it to life. You shove my underwear down to allow greater access, and you spend several minutes just running your fingers all over my cock and balls while enjoying the pleasure you’re teasing out of me.



You slowly pull your hand away, and I take the opportunity to strip fully. You fling the sheet off of us and crawl on top of me toward my dick. You settle your crotch over my face as you lower your mouth to its target.



It’s the first time you’ve ever offered me your pussy to eat. You’ll let me do it if I insist, but usually, you’re much too anxious about receiving oral pleasure. You think it’s entirely one-sided, something only you could enjoy. Joke’s on you; it’s one of my favorite things to do, and you taste better than anyone I’ve ever had. I am excited about what this might entail.



We touch mouths to genitals at the same time. You kiss the head of my cock, and I mimic what you’re doing by kissing your clitoral hood. You sigh as your lips surround my tip, and my tongue pushes ever so slightly into your slick folds. You reach under me as my dick gets lost in the warmth and wetness of your mouth and push a tentative finger against my anus. Probing my ass is something we’ve never talked about. I don’t even know how to feel about it, but I start licking you harder and push the tip of my index finger into your ass.



You start drooling all over my cock, and bring the finger that had been flirting with my ass up to the base of my shaft. Working your spit onto your finger, you return to my ass and slowly start to press against my anus.



It already feels a little uncomfortable, but I don’t stop you. Instead, I imply agreement by shoving a bit of my unlubed finger into your asshole while continuing to lap away at your pussy. You giggle and start sucking harder while pushing that finger, ever so slowly, further into me. You’re swaying your hips, pressing your crotch into my face. Your pussy is flooding my mouth.



Your finger in my asshole fills me with conflicting sensations. It feels very uncomfortable, almost unbearable. But it’s also strangely satisfying. There are nerves there you’re messing with that I logically knew existed but have had no real knowledge of before.



I want you to stop, and I want you to keep going at the same time.



You take my cock out of your mouth but keep stroking it with your free hand. You start licking at my balls, my perineum, my ass crack. You bite my inner thigh so hard I almost cry out. All while shoving the last bit of your finger inside me.



You’re hurting me, but I don’t say a word. I realize what you’re doing, that what you need at this moment is contrary to what it usually is.



You’re taking control. And I am wonderfully, fearfully lost to your need.



You move your finger until it’s almost out and then push it back in. Again. And again. My head spins. It starts to feel good, and then you pick up your pace. You’re going so fast it feels like I’m coming apart.



Just when I’m sure I can’t take anymore, you stop. You’re panting, visibly shaking. You get off of me and lie down beside me.



You look me in the eyes, and I can tell you want to say something, but you don’t. Something is very wrong, and that phone call and those texts are part of it, and I want desperately for you to just fucking tell me.



Instead, you lie on your back and pull me toward you. I spread your legs and rub your soaked pussy with my prick.



“Fuck me,” you say. Not in a whispering, sexy voice. Not a question. A demand. I almost expect you to call me “Kitten.”



You look me straight in the eye and say, “Make me come.”



I slide into your warmth and hold you close as I do what you’ve commanded. You wrap your long, powerful legs around me and pull me into you with each of my downward thrusts. I can feel myself getting close, but I can’t come until you do.



Thankfully, I don’t have to worry about that. You come much more quietly than usual, but it’s clear that you do. You bite into my shoulder when it happens, and I think I do a good enough job of not letting you know how much it hurts. My back strains against the force of your legs.



My lips brush yours as you finish, and you moan into my mouth.



“Can I finish?” I ask, my nose touching yours. Me, asking you. I feel embarrassed and full of lust. If you say no, I’ll obey, but it will be torture.



You nod, and I barely get two more pumps into you before my release.



 



---



 



I’m lying here, wide awake. You’ve been asleep for a while now. You tried to apologize when we were done, but I told you there was nothing to be sorry for. I don’t know what that phone call was about, but it seems to have altered you. I don’t mind the dynamic shift; I never asked to be in charge all the time, and I enjoyed switching it up. But you’ve never once hinted it was something you would want.



I’ll take you however I can get you, but the sudden change has alarmed me. I will be lying here, confused, for some time.



 



 









 Chapter Four



You’ve been off-kilter for most of the week since the phone call that got you upset. We’ve barely discussed that day, or that night, except you told me the next morning you couldn’t believe I let you get away with what you did.



I didn’t tell you I loved it, despite my concerns.



I’m hoping your birthday gift will cheer you up. What it is is hardly a surprise to you; this kind of gift requires your consent and specific preparations. Now that the day is here, you seem much closer to your old self.



I can see you tense up as I enter the room with my friends. You’re not in your usual spot in the middle of the basement. Instead, I’ve allowed you to wait on the filthy mattress, wearing nothing but a blindfold. I want you to be rested when we begin; I don’t want you running out of energy too early in the evening.



You tense up because you know tonight is different. You’re not usually blindfolded, and you’ve heard the extra footsteps. You knew tonight was the night, but until this moment, it wasn’t real.



You’ve never been gangbanged before, but it’s one of your biggest fantasies. Tonight I will give you that gift. I know I’ll be jealous, but you’ve assured me this has nothing to do with us. It’s an extension of your need to be controlled. To be humiliated. To show how much you get off on things ordinary people act like they wouldn’t do if given half the chance.



My three friends are already naked and chomping at the bit. Two of them -- Jack and Roger -- are larger than I am in the only way that matters, and I smile. If you’ve been honest with me, you’ve never been fucked by someone bigger than me.



Jack is, in fact, big all over. He dwarfs me, much less you. He would be able to throw you across the room if he wanted. Frank is smaller than the other two in all regards but looks like he could still hold his own in a fight -- and in sex.



This will be a special treat.



I say they’re my friends, but I don’t know them, and neither do you. I’ve never met them in person before today, although I did pay for -- and got the results from -- their STD testing. I can’t have you harmed.



At least, not like that.



I am fully clothed and won’t be participating until my friends are done with you. I am here to make sure they don’t get too carried away. To make sure they respond to your safe word, should you finally use it.



I am curious about that. This will be a lot rougher than our everyday adventures, with men who don’t care for you the way I do. Men who, perhaps, are more willing to treat women the way you like to be treated than I am. Maybe it’ll come more naturally to these strangers than it has to me.



It’s something you’ve assured me you want. The morning you told me I could have been rougher plays again and again in my mind.



That won’t be an issue tonight. These guys are practically drooling.



You’re starting to squirm on the mattress, no doubt eagerly awaiting hands on your body and cocks in your holes. I look to my friends, who look as if they haven’t seen a naked woman in months. I hold them back for just another moment; there’s something I need to do.



“Hello, Kitten,” I say.



You visibly shiver at the sound of my voice and smile. “Hello, Sir,” you say, your voice quivering.



“I’ve brought some friends to play with.” Your smile grows wider. “But I need to make sure you’re okay with this.”



“Of course, Sir.”



“I mean it,” I say. “I want to hear you say you’re okay with what’s about to happen to you. That you will be a willing participant in tonight’s festivities. That, as long as we make sure things will stop if you say your safe word, everything else is on the table.”



“Yes, Sir,” you say, as I knew you would. You want this more than almost anything. “I consent to all of that.”



“Good,” I say. “At least one of these guys needed to hear that. And so did I.”



“Such gentlemen I have around me,” you say, caressing your nipples with both hands. “Thank you, Sir.”



“Of course, Kitten,” I say. I take a seat in the corner, nod at the three men, and it begins.



You gasp as Jack and Roger kneel next to you on the mattress. Instinctively your hands reach out for them, and when you find their cocks at the same instant, you simper when you do. You can feel the size of them, you know what you’re in for, and you can’t wait.



Frank grabs your legs and pulls them apart. He’s told me his favorite thing is eating out a girl while jacking himself off, so he starts in on that. I’ve told him receiving oral really isn’t your thing, but he thinks he can change your mind. I’ve also warned him that he must come inside you. I know how much you like the sensation of warm jizz in your various crevices. After all, it is your birthday, and I don’t want you to be denied a single thing you crave.



Assuming you remember your place. Which suddenly becomes apparent that you don’t.



Frank is apparently an expert at cunnilingus. His tongue and lips bring on your first orgasm of the night. You’re not supposed to come until I tell you -- all you had to do was ask! -- but you’ve already forgotten that. I must decide what your punishment will be, but I don't say anything right now. I am too transfixed by what you’re doing to the biggest cocks you’ve ever held.



You’re sucking on Roger’s dick as he force-feeds it to you from above. You’re making the loudest gagging sounds I’ve ever heard you make, and I’ve heard plenty. Jack’s cock is even bigger than Roger’s, and you’re doing your best at stroking it with a hand that can’t quite wrap all the way around it.



“This slut really wants it,” Frank says, moving from his position between your legs to mount you. I confess I might have told them it was okay to call you whatever came to mind. I can see the glistening wetness of your cunt as he slaps against it with his dick -- smaller than the other two but around my size. Not exactly a slouch.



You pop Roger’s cock out of your mouth long enough to raise your head at Frank, even though you can’t see him through the blindfold. “God, yes, I do! Shove it in, now!”



I am ashamed at how hard my own cock is right now, how much I wish it were me about to penetrate your sopping snatch. I can have it anytime; I can make you let me have it with just a word. But this is different. I’ve never wanted you more than I do right now.



You resume your attention on Jack and Roger, this time taking Jack’s monster into your mouth while stroking Roger. It’s a difficult job, given that Frank is pulverizing your pussy with his cock as if his life depended on it. You come again before Frank does, and I make a mental note that this is the second time your need has betrayed you.



All you had to do was ask me, and I would have allowed it. I’m afraid you’re not going to like your punishment.



With an exaggerated groan usually reserved for porn, Frank empties himself in your cunt. You wrap your legs around him as he does, so he can’t even think of pulling out. I marvel at your ability to control legs, hands, and mouth so dexterously.



Frank moves from between your legs to let Roger have his turn with your cunt. As Roger gets into position, Frank moves to the top of the mattress and straddles your head. He lowers himself toward your face, and you stick your tongue out to greet his asshole.



Roger teases your cunt with his cock as you greedily eat the ass of a man you’ve never met. You use the hand you’re not already using on Jack’s giant prick to massage Frank’s as you lick him, as if you’re hoping he’ll be able to go again soon. Still kneeling next to you, Jack looks like he’s lost in the pleasure you’re providing, and I worry he’s going to come on your chest instead of inside you.



“Settle down, Jack,” I say.



Jack knows what I mean, and he smiles. “Don’t worry, man. I know where she wants it.”



I’m paying too much attention to keeping Jack under control and miss Roger entering your pussy. You don’t miss it, however. For a brief instant, your whole world is that big cock inside you, and you scream as it rips you apart. You shove Frank off your face and lose all interest in Jack’s cock as Roger slams into your cunt again and again. You grip onto the mattress, trying to find any traction you can, as your body bounces helplessly. Your blindfold falls away from your face, but you keep your eyes closed. You don’t want to see these men because then they may be people instead of the forces of nature you’re enjoying.



Roger is so violent that you must be feeling the impact of the concrete through the thin mattress. Your sounds are pain that has little, if any, pleasure mixed in. For the first time so far, I worry this might be too much for you. I am ready to leap out of my chair if you even start to say your word.



You don’t.



After only a few minutes, Roger grunts a single grunt and stops his movement. He pulls out of you, and an ocean of cum gushes from your opening. Your pussy is bright red, inflamed. I don’t see how you can handle taking another cock inside you there.



But you must.



Your eyes still closed, you mumble “Fuck my ass,” to Jack. Jack looks at me, and I shake my head. Rules were previously discussed, and among others was one concerning your favorite hole.



No one fucks it but me. Something else you seem to have forgotten.



Jack knows who is in charge. He nudges Roger out of the way so he can take his place between your legs. He carefully ties your blindfold onto your face again, and you smile up at him for it.



Jack starts off more gently than Roger, easing his monster prick into your pussy. Once inside, he moves in and out very slowly, almost sensually. I’m surprised that such a beast of a man turned out to be the gentlest one. It aligns with him being the only one who thought to ensure consent, I suppose.



“Oh, God,” you say, whimpering with delight. “I’ve never felt so full before.”



My heart hurts to hear that from you, but I’ll get over it. The whole point of this was to give you something you’ve never had, and despite the hollowness in my stomach right now, I smile when I realize you’ve gotten your wish.



Just when I think Jack is a big softie, he pulls you to him and manages to stand up while holding you, his massive cock still buried inside you. He pulls your entire body up until it’s almost off his dick and then shoves it all the way back down. I am impressed with his strength, but his grip on your arms is going to cause bruising.



Jack moves to the cold concrete wall, and you slam together into it. I hear a snapping sound and hope he hasn’t literally broken some part of you. If he has, you don’t seem to mind. You’re still clawing into his back, and your legs, wrapped around his waist, are pulling your lower body desperately into his.



You are close to orgasm again, but Jack has no plans for that. He is silent as he comes, but the moment is unmistakable as he gives a couple more twitchy thrusts into you and holds you still against the wall for a moment. Roger and Frank, stroking themselves hard again as they watch, murmur to each other about what a whore you are.



Jack pulls himself out of you and holds you against the wall, a huge hand gripping your throat. You strain on tip-toes to avoid choking on his grasp, and you are almost successful. You’re gasping for breath as he holds you there, the cum of three men trickling down your thighs. This is something you often beg me to do -- choke you -- and I make a show of it, but I haven’t been able to get to this level yet.



But this may be too much. I realize you can’t say your safe word even if you want to, and I start to get out of the chair.



But then Jack lets you down gently. You’re still catching your breath, leaning against the cold wall behind you, as you struggle to talk. I think this is it. You’ve had enough. What you say surprises me.



“More, please.”



Jack grabs you, throws you onto the mattress. Roger and Frank are ready for round two, and they start in on you. Jack is stroking his cock and will no doubt be up for at least one more round as well.



It’s another hour before they’re finished with you. They each come another time, two in your mouth and another in your pussy. Your performance is remarkable.



Your ass remains unmolested, waiting for its master.



 



---



 



After they leave, I spend a few minutes just looking at you. You’re lying on the mattress, shivering, cum all over your crotch, thighs, and face. Your hair is a mess; bruises litter your body, your beautiful neck.



There’s a tear running down the side of your face, but you are smiling.



“Happy birthday,” I say finally, moving toward you.



“Thank you,” you reply.



I don’t remove my clothes. I kneel beside the mattress.



“Did you get everything you wanted?” I ask.



“Almost,” you say, rolling onto your stomach and raising your ass high. I’m surprised you still have enough energy to move.



I sigh. You sense something is wrong. You probably know what’s about to happen.



Or not happen.



“Please,” you say, whimpering as you shake your ass. “I’m sorry.”



“For what?” I know, but I want you to say it.



“For coming without permission,” you say. “And for asking the big one to take my ass. I couldn’t help it.”



“We both know that’s not true, Kitten,” I say. “You have excellent control.”



“I’ll beg,” you say. “Please, fuck my ass, Sir. I need it.
 You
 need it.”



The temptation is nearly too much. I am so worked up right now I might come just from getting my dick anywhere near you. But you need me to be stronger than you. Or at least act the part.



“No,” I say quickly. I don’t want to leave you too much time for hope. There are consequences for our actions, but I am not a cruel master.



You can tell by my tone I mean it. There’s no room for negotiation, for begging, for compassion. Your midsection slumps back down to the mattress, and you turn onto your side, facing me. I pull off your blindfold, and you look at me, smiling.



I lean down and kiss you, tasting something on your lips, your tongue, I never thought I’d taste. I’m surprised at how little it bothers me. I brush your cum-matted hair away from your face, and I can tell that sleep is on its way for you. You must be exhausted.



I retrieve the blanket and your refreshment box from the table in the corner and come back to you. I set the box by your side and get under the blanket with you. I can feel the juices of you and three strange men soaking through my pants, but I don’t care.



You snuggle close to me. You’re asleep before I can tell you good night.



 









 Chapter Five



I don’t sleep very well, and I am up long before you. I feel beside myself, filled with even more anxiety than usual. I’ve done many new things with and to you since you opened up to me about your needs, but this time feels very different. This time it feels like we may have changed something irrevocably.



It’s not like we haven’t played with others before. I’ve had you give a stranger a blowjob in an alley. More than one man (and woman) have felt up your tits and even your pussy at my command. But this is the first time you’ve fucked anyone but me since we’ve been together, and I wonder if it was a mistake.



It’s not that I’m jealous. I am, a little, and I feel what a friend of mine who lets his wife sleep around would call “cuck angst.” I’m not a cuckold; I don’t think there’s any doubt of that. As much as I enjoyed what happened last night, I would never want the continual humiliation or sexual denial that is often part of the cuckold dynamic. And I can’t imagine sharing you very often. I’m selfish like that. I can’t deny that seeing you in action was a major turn-on, but it’s not something I would want all the time.



I guess I’m worried you will. And I know I’m supposedly in charge here, but I also know that when you want it again, I will let you do it. Will encourage it, facilitate it.



I don’t care how many men you fuck. Not really. I just want to know that, if push comes to shove, I’m enough for you.



The first words I hear from you, as I’m frying more bacon and you emerge from our playroom, don’t do much to calm my fears.



“That,” you say, pausing between each word, “was… fucking... awesome.”



I turn to you and force a smile. You practically dance into the kitchen.



“I’m glad you liked it.” And I truly am. I’m just not sure what that means for our future. There’s only so much control I’m willing to assert.



You walk toward me, a hot mess smelling of cum and sweat and tears. Much of your body is black and blue, and you move as if you’re much more stiff than usual after a rough play session. The satisfied look in your eyes may very well be the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.



You hug me now, and I wrap my arms around you. Neither of us is particularly concerned with how filthy you are. I breathe you in -- all of you, and all of them -- and my cock betrays me by pushing against my pants to get to you.



“Does it hurt?” I ask, hovering my fingers over your bruised neck.



“Not as much as it must look like,” you say. “But I’m probably going to have to take a couple of days off work.”



My heart skips a beat when I think of you staying home from work a few extra days.



Your phone buzzes from the living room. You look in that direction and seem worried, but then you look back to me.



“I’m sorry I was a bad girl,” you say, and I think you mean it. At least a little. “But what makes me most sorry,” you continue, unzipping my pants, “is that you didn’t get to enjoy yourself as you deserve.”



My pants fall to the floor. You turn around and bend over the kitchen table. I watch as you finger yourself and then rub your soaked fingers over your anus. It’s not nearly as much lubricant as we usually use, so if I do what you’re inviting, it will hurt you.



I have a fleeting thought that I should go down to the playroom and get the lube, but I am moving toward you, cock first, before the idea is even fully formed. I am suddenly dizzy, my head in a fog, as I place the tip of my dick against your opening. I think maybe I shouldn’t be doing this, that you want this as much as I do. Weren’t you being punished?



“C’mon,” you say, moaning as you finger your own ass. “Show me I’m yours, because I am. No matter how many cocks I get to play with, there’s only one man I’ll ever…
 need
 .”



Fuck, that’s too much. My apprehensions, my fears, disappear as I touch your anus.



As the head of my cock spreads your hole and goes inside, I forget everything but you and your perfect ass. I do go slowly, much more slowly than when you’re properly lubricated, but I get the sense you don’t need me to. You press yourself back against me as if you can’t wait for me to get deeper and deeper.



I notice your hand start working under you, between your legs. Maybe I should stop you, I think, but I don’t say anything. We are not playing now. I am not your Dom, and you are not my sub. You are not Kitten at this moment. I am incapable of thinking of any name but your real one. You can do whatever the fuck you want.



As I pick up the pace with my cock in your ass, you do the same with your fingers on your pussy. We are both moaning, lost in each other. This is the best sex I’ve ever had.



I hope it’s good for you, too.



We don’t quite climax at the same time, but it’s close. You go first, and your body spasms trigger me. Your asshole clenches around my dick, as if trying to milk every last drop of cum from it.



I lean over onto you, careful not to put too much of my weight on you. My cock is shrinking but remains inside where it’s nice and warm.



“I love you, Sarah,” I say. You gasp. You will tell me later, after I almost lose you, that it’s the first time you’ve heard those words from a man who wasn’t using them to abuse you.



You don’t say it back to me, but you take my hand and squeeze it tightly, and that’s enough for now. I am suddenly okay with you fucking whoever you want, as long as you take my hand like that afterward.



The bacon is burning behind us, but we don’t notice for a while.



 









 Chapter Six



Since you can’t go to work for a few days, I decide a mini-vacation out of town is in order. It allows us to play a bit in public, something we both love but which we are hesitant to do near our home. We wouldn’t want one of your coworkers seeing me pull you around on a leash or something.



Well, I don’t know that I would mind all that much.



At the hotel, I flip through a channel lineup I don’t know while waiting on you to get ready. You’ve left your phone on a nightstand, and I fight the urge to go through it. You’ve had it on silent for a while, so you can deal with whoever it is who’s been texting and calling you on your own terms. My need to know who it is, what they want, is almost overwhelming, but I don’t feel I have a right to invade your privacy.



I hear the bathroom door open. The sight of you banishes my worries about your phone and is, as they say, worth the wait.



You emerge from the bathroom wearing more makeup than I’ve seen on you in a while. It’s perfectly done, accentuating your natural beauty, but it does make you look a little… whorish. I’m sure that was your intention.



You’re wearing a skin-tight black mini dress that leaves little to the imagination. Your breasts are barely contained in its top, and it’s self-evident you’re not wearing a bra. The skirt is so short your long, pale runner’s legs are on full display. You will turn every head we pass by tonight.



You twirl around dramatically, offering yourself for inspection. “Is this acceptable, Sir?” you ask.



I raise a finger to beckon you to stand in front of me. I stick my right hand between your legs and raise it, going under your skirt. I raise an eyebrow when I notice you’re not wearing panties and another when my finger accidentally slips inside you. You’re so wet it just went right in. At least, that’s what I’d say if you’d objected.



You tremble and moan a little, but I pull away quickly. I can’t have you having too much fun this early.



“You are going to leave a mess wherever you sit,” I say.



“Whatever you say, Sir.” You know good and well I was only stating a fact, not issuing an order, but I don’t challenge it.



“I hope no one thinks you did this,” you say, pointing to your bruised neck. “I wouldn’t want you getting in any trouble.”



You probably also know I have that covered, but you want to see what I’ve come up with. I go to my luggage and pull out a thick black choker. It has a silver ring on the front, suitable for a leash, but I won’t be using a leash this evening. At least not in public.



I toss it to you, and you do a little dance as you catch it. You always love it when I buy you new things. You put it on and move your head around, savoring the feel of it on your skin. It covers most of your neck and all of the damage there. You wince slightly -- the collar rubbing against the bruises under it might be unpleasant -- but you smile as you do so.



“Perfect,” you say, giving the ring on the front a tug with your index finger. “Thank you so much!”



On a lark, I put my index finger through your collar’s ring. I’m holding it as we leave the room, the elevator, the hotel, on our way to the car. There is undoubtedly some pearl-clutching among witnesses, but we’re too caught up in each other to care.



 



---



 



“You’ve got to be shitting me,” you say when we pull into the parking lot of the Cozy Porch, a regional Cracker Barrel knock-off with the same sort of folksy, family atmosphere.



“Are you questioning my choice of fine dining?” I ask, hardly able to contain my laughter.



You’re not able to contain yours, and your face gets about three shades redder. “I’m just not sure how the grandmas are going to take my dress.”



“Well, the grandpas are going to positively love it.” That elicits another round of laughter from you, and you sigh.



“The things I do for love,” you say, making my heart skip a beat. You’ve never referred to whatever we have as “love” before.



“Here’s what’s going to happen,” I say. “You are not going to say another word until we get back to the hotel. We’re going to go into this nice family restaurant and have some dinner that I will order for us. Then we’re going to go see a movie. You will give me access to any part of your body I want, but you are not going to come while we’re out. If you’re a good girl, I will let you come back at the hotel. I will do my best to make sure you don’t lose control. But you have to do your part. You are not allowed to come, no matter what I make you do.”



You’re shivering with excitement. And maybe a little dread.



“Of course, you can say your safe word,” I say. “If you think you need it. But no other words. Do you understand?”



You open your mouth as if to speak but quickly remember. You nod your head, biting your lip in a way that drives me crazy.



So much of what you do drives me crazy. I’ve stopped almost wishing it didn’t.



The hostess’s mouth drops open as soon as we enter the restaurant. Surrounded by a gift shop that makes up the entrance, just like in a Cracker Barrel (the founders of the Cozy Porch aren’t all that original), you look deliciously out of place. We approach the hostess stand, where the pretty young lady looks like she might have a heart attack.



I tilt my head quizzically. “Is something wrong?”



“No, sir,” she mutters, looking at you. “I…”



“Can you please get us a table with a little privacy? But not too much.”



She nods her head. She looks like she has to force herself to look away from you. I wonder if she’d be fun for you to have a taste of in a supply closet or something.



“See, Kitten, you’re not the
 only
 good girl around,” I say, giving your ass a nice little slap.



The hostess leads us to a relatively private table. There are people at tables within view, but not too close. Part of you hopes you won’t attract much attention.



The rest of you is at war with that part, and it will win out this evening.



As predicted, all eyes are on you as we take our seats. I try not to make eye contact with the other patrons, but I do steal a glance now and then to see them admiring you. You are undoubtedly the best thing they’ve seen in a very long time.



Everyone watching you goes back to their menus or their meals before the waiter comes to take our drink order. Maybe they got their jollies and decided to go back to being polite. I’ll make sure that doesn’t last long.



The waiter finally shows up to see what we want to drink. He’s a pimply-faced kid whose hands are shaking as he tries to write down what we want.



“I’ll take water,” I tell him.



He turns to you, trying not to look at your cleavage and failing miserably. “And for you?”



“She’ll take a Diet Coke,” I say. He looks at me for a moment before writing it down.



“How old are you, kid?” I ask. “At least 18, right?”



“Um, nine… nineteen, sir,” he manages.



“Excellent,” I say. He looks at me, confused, for a moment, before running off to get our beverages.



I put my hand on yours. “Had to make sure he was legal,” I say. You shoot me a questioning look which I answer: “As if you don’t know.” You shake your head and roll your eyes.



I see the waiter returning with our drinks. I reach over and into your dress -- good lord, it’s drenched already -- until I reach your bare pussy. You are positively gushing. You let out a gasp and look at me worriedly.



“It’s okay, Kitten. I only ordered you not to say any words. Other noises are fine. And encouraged.”



The waiter arrives, his eyes immediately going to what he assumes correctly my hand is doing. Your bright red face and heavy breathing betray any pretense of good behavior.



“She is so wet,” I tell the waiter. He’s close to dropping the tray with our glasses on it. I think you might have let an “oh” slip from your lips, but it’s hard to tell with all your gasping, so I’ll let it slide.



I kick the empty chair on the other side of the table from me and nod to you as I tell the waiter, “Pull the chair around and sit next to my Kitten here.”



He’s as pale as a ghost. He’s still doing his best to hold onto the drink tray without dropping it. “Why do you want me to, sir?”



“Please, call me Derek,” I say. “She’s the only one I make call me ‘Sir.’ I insist. Sit down next to this hot piece of ass. I promise you won’t regret it.”



“I might get in trouble with my boss,” he stammers.



“If you knew you wouldn’t get in trouble, would you sit next to her then?” I ask. When he nods, I go on. “I run a restaurant supply chain that your company uses for a lot of its locations. I’ll contact your district manager -- Steve is his name if I recall correctly -- and offer him a big discount all because of your service this evening. And I think we can arrange a hefty tip for your… trouble.”



I turn to you and smile. “Kitten, why don’t you be a dear and check your purse for a suitable tip.” I still have a finger inside you.



You look confused, but of course, you comply. The only thing you find is a $50 bill, which you pull out hesitantly.



“Look at that,” I say. “A $50 tip on a meal that probably won’t even come to that much. You can’t beat that.”



“I guess not,” the waiter says, breaking out in a smile. He finally sets the drink tray down on the table, and as he does so, my water glass shakes dangerously against your Diet Coke. He drags the chair and positions it next to you.



I take my finger away and tell him, “She wants you to take that $50 tip and then find out how wet she is.”



“Are you sure, sir?”



My eyes lock onto his. “I’m positive. She wants you to take her money and stick a finger -- or three -- into her sopping wet cunt. Isn’t that right, dear?”



Your face is redder than a stop sign, but you nod slowly. You are embarrassed, humiliated, but you wouldn’t stop what’s about to happen for anything in the world.



I’m mildly surprised he takes the bill from your hand. I’m not sure who’s shaking more, you or him, but you’re both going to get a kick out of this, so I’m not sure why you’re both so nervous.



He sticks the money into his pocket and looks at you. He looks like he wants to ask you if it’s okay, but you anticipate his question and nod at him, granting consent for the second time.



“Go ahead,” I tell him. “You have no idea how much she wants you to. She’ll let me know if she wants you to stop.”



He looks around nervously, but no one seems to be paying us any attention. For now.



He starts by putting a hand on your bare leg, just below the dress. When you gasp appreciatively, it seems to encourage him, so he begins slowly inching his way higher.



You soon start breathing even heavier, so I know he’s found his target. I can’t see exactly what’s happening, but I know he’s touching something better than anything he’s handled before.



Diners at a couple of nearby tables look in our direction. Most of them look away quickly, almost as red-faced as you. One old geezer, though, looks to be really enjoying the show. Maybe you should pay him a visit when the kid is done with you, see if he still has anything to work with.



You squeeze your legs together and grind yourself on his hand. He doesn’t look like he’s doing much in the finger movement department, but that doesn’t stop you from enjoying yourself. The smile on his face tells me how much he’s enjoying you.



I can tell your orgasm is near. I wait until I’m sure you’re right on the edge and then tell him forcefully to stop. He does, and you whimper as he pulls his hand out of your skirt.



“Thank you,” I tell him. “I think we’re ready to order our food now.”



 



---



 



Unfortunately, the old man who was getting off on your show left in a rush, no doubt going to take care of his own business you’d created for him, so we head to the theater. I make a big deal, very loudly, about you paying a random Cozy Porch waiter $50 to finger you as we stand in line at the crowded movie theater. People whisper all around us, unsure if you’re a nasty slut or if I have a mental illness. It doesn’t bother me, and it certainly doesn’t bother you. We don’t usually get to play this humiliation game in public, but you absolutely love it.



While we’re watching the movie -- it’s an awful chick flick starring Reese Whitherspoon, but it’s what you wanted to see -- I grab your scarlet hair and pull you to my lap. You give me a loud, sloppy blow job without hesitation.



As we drive back to the hotel, you look at me expectantly for nearly the whole ride. You want to ask a question, and I know what it is.



At the last red light before the hotel, I turn to you and say, “Yes, Kitten. You were a very good girl this evening.”



It’s a good thing for you a squeal doesn’t count against you because you almost pierce my ears.



I smile. Everything we’ve done over the last few months -- the bondage, the gangbang, the increasing acts of public humiliation -- would’ve seemed unthinkable to me not that long ago. We’ve come such a long way, and I can’t wait to see where we go from here.



 



---



 



You’re on me before the door closes behind us, pawing at my shirt and kissing my neck. But I have other plans. I pull your dress off of you and shove you back onto the bed. I told you in the elevator that I want to eat you out, and I’m not taking no for an answer. You surprise me by spreading your legs in anticipation, and I dive in. I didn’t get dessert at dinner and am sorely needing some.



Your scent is overwhelming, and I love it. This whole room will smell like your cunt by morning. My tongue swirls around your inner thighs for just a moment before navigating your soft folds and finding your clit. You scream out for a god you don’t believe in, and I think you might come within seconds.



I am greedy, obsessed with tasting you. I savor every lick as my tongue lashes out at your folds. I have rarely experienced a pussy as wet as yours is now, even from you. I glance up to see you savagely twisting your nipples. It looks painful, but I’m sure you like it almost as much as what my mouth is doing to you.



When you come, your pussy floods my mouth with somehow more wetness, and I try impossibly to get it all.



You are my favorite drink.



When we settle down, you roll over onto your stomach and raise your ass. I’d already come in the theater, but there’s no doubt I am ready to go again.



 



---



 



All done now, you’re lying with your head on my chest, breathing peacefully. You’re probably already asleep, but I don’t check because I don’t want to wake you if you are. Being your “Master” was a foreign concept to me not all that long ago, but now I don’t ever want anything else. Me having control of you in almost every area of your life is what you need, but it’s also intoxicating to me.



I don’t feel completely confident in this role yet, but I’m getting there.



There’s only one place I don’t have true control, and I shudder at the thought of asserting myself there. I probably shouldn’t even try, but now that the idea has occurred to me, I know I will obsess over it.



 









 Chapter Seven



It’s a month after our trip out of town. As far as I know, you haven’t received any more texts or phone calls that have bothered you, but I don’t know that I would even know about them anymore. At any rate, you’ve seemed like you’re back to your old self since the gangbang and our shenanigans out of town, so I’ll count my blessings and leave well enough alone.



Except for the shenanigans I’m pulling right now. I’m aware of my increased heart rate as I sit in a comfortable chair in a waiting area near your office. I still can’t believe I’m doing this.



I watch you for a while before you see me. I can’t tell for sure by the way you move if you’re wearing the plug in your ass as I told you to this morning, but I’m willing to bet you are.



It’s risky, me being here, where you work. Your professional and public life are as far removed from the private life we share as are the sun and the moon. I know you are not going to like me being here, at least initially. It will probably make you angry. You’ll probably worry you’re going to embarrass yourself in front of your colleagues.



What a rush that would be!



But you have your safe word. You know it works in all of our interactions. If I ever do anything that crosses a line you genuinely don’t want to be crossed, all you have to do is whisper it to me. I’ll even accept it as a text.



I hear or see that word, and I stop. I’m gone. Everything returns to normal.



I see you through the glass walls of your office. You’re dressed very professionally, in a modest black blouse and skirt. The skirt, while showing a fair amount of your toned, long legs, hovers right around the HR-approved level of sexy. Your red hair, which I so often love to yank when I’m fucking you, is done up in a tight bun that offers no handle to guide you.



You are smart and capable. You’re one of the most accomplished advertising executives around. You’re headhunted by competing agencies on a monthly basis. You’re very, very good at your job.



I’m here to see if I can make you less good at it, for just a little bit.



I watch as a tall, dark-haired gentleman enters your office and speaks to you for a couple of minutes. I know he has no idea what you’re like at home.



I know he, and all your colleagues, don’t know that you love being tied up and used on top of a filthy mattress in our basement. I know they don’t have the slightest suspicion that you were gangbanged by three strangers on your birthday last month.



They don’t know that when you took some sick days right after your birthday, it was because you didn’t want to try to explain the bruising on your neck from being held against a wall by a monster of a man.



I could tell them, you know. That might make for some excellent water cooler talk. I wonder if they’d enjoy watching a video I have on my phone of you begging me to come in your hair.



My cock is uncomfortably hard right now.



After discussing who-knows-what with you while you stand looking over something on your desk, Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Handsome leaves your office. You steal a glance after him, and I wonder briefly if you’d like to invite him to your next gangbang. We haven’t discussed having another one, but I’ll be okay with it if it’s what you want.



After you watch your colleague leave your office, you sit down at your desk, facing me. As your gaze finally finds me, the look of wild curiosity on your face is matched only by the sheer terror that follows it.



I’ve never been to your workplace before. I’ve never met any of your coworkers. While not explicitly stated, I know you’ve always preferred having the two halves of your life separate. Now that I’m here -- in this sacred place you’ve never shared with me -- you are full of questions. Concerns. Panic.



I think you might storm out of your office and demand to know why I’m here. Instead, you grab your phone and frantically text me a message:



 



What are you doing here? Is everything okay?



 



So nice. So concerned. Worried that I’m here because something is wrong. I’m touched. I almost regret this little game I’m playing.



Almost.



I text you back:



 



Everything’s fine… I’m just hanging out



 



You look at your phone for what seems to be a long time before responding:



 



Please don’t do anything. I’m wearing the plug as you asked.



 



I chuckle and reply:



 



Oh yeah? I may ask for proof



 



You raise your head and sigh heavily. I hope you’re enjoying this as much as I am.



 



I have a big presentation in a bit. It’s very important.



 



I know… it’s why I’m here



 



What?!???



 



You know how much I like to watch you



 



I could loose my job if i mess it up



 



I almost laugh out loud. You misspelled “lose” and didn’t capitalize an “i.” Not even a period at the end of that sentence. No one else would think anything of it, but I know you’re meticulously careful in everything you write. Even text messages. It’s only when you’re truly flustered that you make these trivial mistakes.



I’m already under your skin.



 



You know how to ask me to stop



 



It’s a risky move. Today I think you may need to hit the brakes. If ever there was a situation where you felt it necessary, this would be it. When I feel the buzz from my phone that tells me you’ve replied, my heart pounds, and I collect myself before looking at the text.



 



Grrrrrrrrrr



 



I’m sure you see me laughing this time, but I can’t help myself. You’ve decided not to use your word (yet), but you want to let me know you’re resistant.



I’ve been less turned on, occasionally, during actual sex than I am right now.



Apparently, I’m not the only one. You look me right in the eye through your office window and start moving in your chair. It’s enough that a random passerby might wonder what you’re doing, but I know for sure: you are grinding your ass against the seat of your chair, working the butt plug around and around.



I should stop you. I haven’t permitted you to pleasure yourself. But I am transfixed. Every day you surprise me.



Your face grows flush, and you are pressing down hard against your desk blotter with your left hand. I realize I can’t see your right hand; it’s hidden behind your desk. If you’re doing what I think you’re doing, I have to put a stop to it.



 



You ned to stop noww



 



Great. Now I’m the one who can’t type straight. You don’t even look at your phone. You don’t break eye contact with me. I have an urge to go to you, to remind you who’s in charge of your orgasms. But I don’t. This intrusion is fun for me, but something about crossing the threshold into your office is a line I can’t bring myself to cross.



Your eyes close momentarily, but you open them before too long. As much as it looks like you’re enjoying yourself, you’d probably stop if you saw someone approach you. You’d hate it, but you do have enough control to stop if you had to.



But you can’t seem to control what your mouth is doing. I watch as you part your lips into the stereotypical “O” that often marks the start of your climax. I’m surprised at how quiet you are, at how much mastery you maintain over your body as it wants to lose all control.



You are a wonder.



With a sigh, you finish. You pull your right hand to your mouth and discretely lick your juices from your fingers.



I have suddenly forgotten what it was I wanted to accomplish here. I feel an urgent need to come, and my brain flails around hopelessly to figure out a way to fuck you within the next few minutes. I wonder if you’d fight me if I tried to have you right on that fucking desk of yours.



My phone buzzes.



 



I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me.



 



I look to you, and I’ve never seen fear in your eyes as I do now. I have fun, sometimes, playing with the fear that always seems to linger just below the surface of the wild, wanton woman you are most of the time. But this seems different.



I scramble to think of what I even intended to do with my intrusion. You’ve never expressly forbidden me from visiting you at work, but I can’t help but feel I’ve crossed some unstated line.



And if I don’t know what I’m doing here, I can only imagine the questions racing through your mind.



I can feel my face reddening with sudden shame. You seem to think you’re the one who broke a rule here, but that’s not true. It was me. I’ve forgotten the most important thing about our arrangement: the control I have over you is that which you have freely given me. I’ve tried to take more, and that’s not okay.



You’re in charge here, in this place. Not me. I’m sorry I forgot about that.



I finally type out on my phone the only thing that comes to mind:



 



No, I'm sorry… I shouldn’t have come here



 



Looking at your phone, you smile.



 



It was fun. But I have to get ready for my presentation.



 



I know, good luck… I’ll see you when you get off.



 



You laugh and type back:



 



Didn’t you just see me get off?



 



I smile at you and nod goodbye. I walk away from your office and out of the building. All the way back to my car, I’m hoping I’ll hear you running up behind me, that you’ll knock me to the ground and fuck me where we are. You’d pull that sexy black skirt down before ripping out the plug and begging me to fuck your ass, to tear you apart and take what’s mine, and you wouldn’t care that we were in the middle of a busy sidewalk.



But you don’t. You’re flipping through a PowerPoint presentation on your way to winning yet another big contract. You’re in a room full of clients and colleagues, doing what you do best.



Well, maybe
 second
 best.



 









 Chapter Eight



I’m vacuuming when you get home. I’ve been cleaning and getting ready for dinner since I got home from my ill-thought attempt to control you at work. Even though things seemed to end well before I left, I am scared shitless you’re going to let me have it as soon as you walk through the door.



You certainly don’t seem angry. You slam the door, drop your purse on the floor, and rip your blouse open. Buttons go flying. You somehow remove your skirt in one motion as you walk toward me, and by the time you’re close enough to touch, you’ve shed your underwear, too. You rip the plug from your ass and throw it across the room. You pull all that gorgeous, fiery hair down from its restrictive bun, and it flows like water over your shoulders. You’re standing in front of me, my hand still holding the handle of the running vacuum, as naked as the day you roared into this world.



You jab a finger into my chest so forcefully it hurts a little. I see a fire in your eyes and realize there is anger there after all.



“Don’t you ever pull something like that again,” you say. “You could have ruined my career. I know you think I don’t need my job, that you can afford to take care of me, and that’s probably true. But I need it. I need to be good at something besides being your submissive little whore.”



I am so confused. I half-expected the anger and deserve every bit you’re throwing my way. But you’re standing there, naked, nipples hard as diamond. I know if I were to touch your pussy it’d be slick with your juices.



“I’m sorry,” I say, and of course, I truly am. I want to get on my knees and beg your forgiveness. I almost do, but in the past, when I’ve tried to ask or beg you for anything, it’s just pissed you off. You want me to tell you what I want you to give me, not ask for it.



You break into a smile and drop to your knees. I remain confused as all hell when you unzip my pants and pull them down to my ankles.



“What you did was uncalled for,” you say, taking out my cock and stroking it to its full glory. “But holy fuck was I turned on.”



Then you take me into your mouth, and I am lost. I let go of the vacuum, which remains running pointlessly. You suck so hard on the head of my dick it’s almost painful, and then you start stroking with your hand while your tongue visits every inch of my shaft and sack. You’re drooling heavily as you swallow most of my cock in one motion, swirling your tongue around the bottom. You maintain eye contact the entire time.



As well as I know your signals for getting off, you must know mine, too. I am so close to flooding your throat with my cum it feels like it’s almost started. But then you stop. You completely pull your hand and mouth away, and I experience my first ever ruined orgasm. It’s something I’ve only barely heard of, and as it happens to me, I can’t believe some men enjoy it.



I’ve been fortunate in my life to never truly feel out of control, at least not for very long. I know how much you enjoy that feeling, but it’s not one with which I have much experience. But right now, seeing my cum sputter out of my dick onto your waiting chest without feeling the full intensity of a typical orgasm, I feel myself spiraling. It’s almost painful, it’s uncomfortable, and you are grinning from ear to ear.



I’m in a daze, dizzy with wonder at what you’ve just done, and regret over not enjoying that as much as I should have. I stumble backward, finding a chair that I plop my bare ass onto.



You’re angry, and I don’t blame you. I overstepped, took things too far. Whatever this thing is between us, it was more fulfilling than anything I’ve had in my life, and I may have ruined everything.



You’re still on your knees, my cum glistening off of your smooth skin. You spread your legs and run your right hand down your chest and stomach, gathering some of my jizz. With that hand, you start to draw circles around the folds of your pussy, mashing my cum into it, occasionally slipping a finger inside.



“You should see the look on your face,” you say. “You can’t believe this, can you?”



I can’t. Are you taunting me now? To say I’m getting mixed signals would be a tremendous understatement.



You sit there on the floor, pleasuring yourself, leaking all over the freshly vacuumed carpet, and all I can do is watch. For the second time today, I witness you doing to yourself something that I usually control. And, again, I feel powerless to stop you.



But then you make it clear that’s exactly what you want me to do. Still working my cum into your pussy, you look at me and say, “You need to remind me who’s in charge here. I’m not at work anymore.”



And I get it. Finally. It’s like a light switch flipped on in my brain. I kick off my pants and get out of the chair. I fall toward you, one hand reaching for your neck, the other for your hand to stop you from pleasuring yourself. I squeeze your neck harder than I ever have before. It’s too much, I start to think, releasing my grip a little. But then you smile and say, “Harder, please, Sir.”



You’ve told me before I could be rougher with you. You said, “More, please,” during your gangbang, after being choked so hard you couldn’t speak. Even after all we’ve done, I still haven’t found your limits.



I shove you onto your back, tightening my grip on your neck. I let go of your hand and roughly grab your left breast before yanking the nipple there harder than I think you can take. You gasp and squeal, and your body ripples, and I’m pretty sure you just climaxed from my abuse. You start snickering.



“Did you just fucking come?” I ask with faux anger, playing my part but also genuinely curious.



You try to raise your head off the floor to look directly into my eyes. It’s hard for you as you strain against my hand, but you manage it for a moment. You give me that evil little smirk of yours and say, “I sure did. I’ve been so bad today, Sir.”



“Yes, you have,” I say, roughing up your other tit and applying just a bit more pressure to your neck. “You could have just asked me to leave earlier. Could have just reminded me your workplace was off-limits. But, no, you had to fucking come right in front of me when I couldn’t do anything about it.”



You laugh, and it feels like you’re laughing at me. You want me to hurt you. “That’s right,” you say through clenched teeth. “And then I made you have the worst orgasm of your life…”



You’ve brought out your inner brat before but never like this. I rarely feel anger toward you, but that’s what this feels like. Anger, or maybe embarrassment. Both, probably. I have to show you who’s in control here.



Somehow, even though I came -- if you can call it that -- only moments ago, my cock is as hard and erect as it is after having a couple of days off. I intend to put it to good use. I flip you over and pull your ass up in the air. You’re gasping for breath as I spread your ass cheeks.



I’m going to fuck your ass. I’m going to do it without lube, and I know it might hurt. You’ve had a plug in all day, so maybe it’ll be a little easier on you than it would typically be. But I don’t care. I’m going to tear into that tight little hole of yours, and I’m going to come as I deserve. Not with my jizz trickling out of my dick while feeling some weird mix of pleasure and pain. I am going to flood your ass like the Master I am.



It takes me a minute to get it inside. I could force it more than I do, but I’m not out to hurt myself. I want to hurt you, now that it’s clear to me it’s what you want. What you need. You grunt as I go inside, and I smile. I grab a handful of your hair and pull back hard, eliciting a scream of actual pain. In the back of my mind, I worry I’m going too far.



But you know how to stop me.



You’re trying to speak as I ram into you. I slow down for a moment, wanting to make sure I hear what you say. I absolutely do not want to take this further than you do.



“This,” you say, and it’s a few seconds before you continue, “is more like it.”



Unbelievably, you come -- again -- before I do. Your cries are enough to wake the dead.



I should think about punishing you for that, but my mind is gone at the moment. All I am is my cock in your ass. And all you are is my Kitten, to use as I see fit.



 



---



 



We stare at each other. You’re still panting a little, sweat coating your whole body. I’ve just returned with a bottle of water for you, finally turning off the vacuum cleaner on my way to get it. This wasn’t a full scene, but I know it’s taken a lot out of you, and you always like to hydrate afterward.



You down the whole bottle. You lay your head on my chest, rubbing your fingers lightly along the length of my cock. Unbelievably, it’s starting to harden again.



I think maybe I’ll make you give me a proper blowjob in a few minutes. Make you taste your own ass as I shove my cock into your throat. Or maybe I’ll just let us lie here for a while and enjoy the softer side of you that I know is in there. I lay my head back, just enjoying the moment.



And then you say, “I love you, too, Derek.”



 









 Chapter Nine



I’ve been over the moon since you said the big phrase two weeks ago. I’ve convinced myself that nothing will ever make me fear losing you again. Of course, this story isn’t quite over yet.



Most of what occurs next, you will tell me later since I will not be there to witness it. The next half hour will be the most terrifying of my life.



I’m at home, cooking dinner. When you weren’t home a half-hour after you should have been, I wasn’t particularly worried. You often have to stay a little late at work.



But you’re never more than an hour late without calling me. Which you now are, and you haven’t called.



So I call you, and after several rings, you answer. Your “Hello?” is strained. I know something is wrong.



I have no idea how wrong it is.



“What is it?” I ask. “What’s wrong?”



“Everything’s fine,” you say, but I can tell you’re lying. “I just ran into my old friend, and we’re catching up. I’ve probably mentioned him to you before. His name is Monte.”



I almost drop the phone.



“
 Monte
 .”



I don’t know if you’re really with a person with that name, but one thing is clear: you’re in danger, or you would not have spoken that word.



You ask me if I heard what you said, and I somehow mumble a “yes.”



You say goodbye, and the line goes dead.



I am out the door before I know what I’m going to do. Suddenly glad you insisted on putting each other’s phone in our “Find My iPhone” apps, I use mine to see your location. It’s a half-hour outside of town. I hope it’s accurate; this kind of thing sometimes is not.



I contemplate calling the police, but even if I thought they’d believe me, I probably wouldn’t. The cops in this town are incompetent and might end up shooting you along with whoever it is who has you. So I break every speed limit along the way as I race to you.



 



---



 



You’d had a good day at work. You racked up another big contract with a local engineering firm and received well-deserved praise from your boss. You got into your car in the parking garage, not even thinking about the fact that you didn’t lock your doors because you almost always forget to and have never had a problem.



But this time, he was there. Someone I don’t know, but with whom you are intimately familiar. His name is -- was, I suppose is more accurate now -- Monte. I thought your word was the name of a fucking card game, but it belonged to the only other man you’ve ever called Sir. As soon as you closed your car door, he sat up from the backseat and had a gun pressed to your shoulder.



“Drive, whore,” he commanded. It took everything that was in you to obey his command -- you’d told yourself long ago you’d never have to obey him again -- but you did so. You were so desperate not to let him get you alone that you contemplated driving off a bridge on your way there.



I’m really glad you didn’t. As hard as I know it was for you, I’m glad you obeyed. You drove to exactly where he directed.



The place I was now driving to get to like your life depended on it.



 



---



 



I get close to the location indicated on the Find My iPhone app, and it’s a residential street. My heart pounding, I wonder how the hell I’ll know for sure which house you’re in. But I spot your car. It’s parked in front of a small white house with a chain-link fence. There are plenty of other parking spaces open, so I have to assume you’re in that white house. I skid to a stop behind your car and get out.



I’m leaping over the fence, not even thinking about using the gate, when I hear the gunshot, and my world stands still.



 



---



 



Monte had no sense of etiquette, or compassion, or decency. He seemed different in the beginning, you tell me later, as men often do. He started ignoring your safe word, ignoring aftercare, putting his wants as a Dominant over your needs as a submissive. He was a sexual predator -- there’s simply no other way to say it.



For a while, you blamed yourself, but it was never your fault. Sometimes a person you think is perfect for you turns out not to be so.



And so you ran. You ran like the wind to get away from him. And you succeeded, for a long time.



But he had you now.



His had been the texts on your phone that exasperated you, the phone call that made you angry when you came home from your run, the specter that seemed to be haunting you. You thought he’d stick to harassing you by phone.



I wish you’d just told me. I don’t know what I could have done -- likely nothing -- but I’m sorry you felt you couldn’t share this with me.



We never discover how he found you, but it’s not like you were in witness protection. Maybe it was only a matter of time. Time which you, reasonably, expected to take away his obsession for you.



Unfortunately, you were wrong.



He found you, he found where you work, he watched the parking garage until he knew what car you drive, he got into your car, and he waited.



When I called you, he ordered you to answer and pretend everything was okay. He didn’t have the slightest idea you were shining your own personal bat signal into the sky.



As I was a few blocks away from you, Monte was ordering you to suck his cock. You were resisting, and it almost cost you your life.



He backhanded your pretty face with his gun. He kicked you. He said he would kill you if you didn’t give him what he wanted. What he thought was rightfully his.



What he didn’t count on was your pain tolerance. I know you weren’t enjoying the abuse that had to remind you of that which you’d suffered years before, but it wasn’t exactly crippling you either. You used it to summon everything you had inside you to save yourself.



Maybe I would’ve been in time to stop him. Maybe I could have gotten the gun away from him without anyone being hurt. But it didn’t come to that.



You told him you’d had enough. That he’d won. The anger that had been on his face was replaced with smug satisfaction as you crawled to him and came to rest on your knees. You started to unzip his pants.



Blinded by his misguided lust for you, he never considered treachery on your part. But you can be very treacherous, as it turns out.



It still could’ve ended badly. He could have realized what you were doing at the last minute. He could have been the one to pull that trigger.



But he didn’t, and he wasn’t.



It happened so fast he probably thought you were actually going to blow him when you grabbed the gun from his trembling hand and put a hole in his fucking head.



 



---



 



I crash through the door, expecting the worst. I see Monte drop backward to the floor and a gun drop from your hand. You look at me and burst out in tears.



I pick you up, carry you away from the horror and into the evening air. I call the police, we give statements, they take our numbers. It’s going to be a while before you feel like yourself again.



But you will. And I’ll be here for you, although you can certainly take care of yourself. You’re the strongest person I know.



Way stronger than me.



 



 



 









 Epilogue



It’s a perfect day in June, and we’re months removed from the worst day of your life. I’m standing at the front of a little church, waiting on the best part of my life to walk toward me in a white dress.



It’s a small gathering -- we mostly keep to ourselves. Some of your coworkers are here, and you were only slightly nervous about me meeting them. Our old friends, Jack, Roger, and Frank, are also here, and they look dashing in their suits and ties. We’ve had them over for dinner a couple of times and have planned on a repeat gangbang for your next birthday. No doubt they’re excited for that return to our basement, but that little adventure is for a future date.



Tonight, that ass -- and everything else -- is all mine.



The traditional wedding march announces the arrival of the bride, and I hold my breath.



You come from the back, alone, no one walking you down the aisle to give you away because you want to give yourself away. You’re wearing a simple white gown that shows off your toned body and perfect breasts. You chose not to have a veil, and for that, I’m grateful. It means I can see your eyes better as you walk slowly down the aisle.



Around your neck is the thick black choker. The one with the ring on it that you wore on that memorable evening with the Cozy Porch waiter. I look at you quizzically when I see it; you hadn’t told me you were going to wear it.



I glance around at our few friends and your coworkers, trying to gauge their reaction. You’ve obviously decided you’re not going to hide this part of yourself anymore, but I’m surprised none of the people in the small crowd react. They look at you as I am -- as if they see the most beautiful creature in the world.



What they’re not doing, at least not most of them, is fucking you with their eyes. You look at me and smile. You probably know what’s going through my head.



Maybe you’re wondering if I’m bold or crazy enough to act on my thoughts. How humiliated would you be if I met you in the middle of the aisle and tore off that pretty white dress? How red would your face flush if I shoved you to your knees and made you suck my cock in front of the dozen or so people gathered here? You’re not religious, but I imagine getting face fucked in a church would only add to your embarrassment.



I’d stop your oral ministrations because I just wouldn’t be ready to come yet. I’d lay you back and spread your legs apart. You’d be soaking wet down there like you usually are, ensuring a necessary carpet cleaning that we’d probably be made to pay for. I would shove my face between your legs, savoring the surprised gasps from our observers for a moment before letting loose with my tongue.



You’d tell me to stop, but I’d know you didn’t mean it. You wouldn’t have said your new safe word, one we came up with together.



Our small audience -- here to witness our wedding -- would be transfixed by the sight of you moaning and whimpering and squirming there on the floor. I would flick your lips, your folds, your clit with my tongue until you couldn’t take it anymore, bringing you to the first of your releases today. I would jam some fingers into your hole and not stop even if you told me how sensitive you were from your first orgasm.



You’d be begging me to fuck you by this point. The audience would be appalled by your need. Some would probably be laughing at you, calling you all manner of names, only adding to your paradoxical enjoyment. I’d stand there for a minute, taunting you with my cock pointed right at you, acting as if there was a chance in the world you weren’t going to get it soon.



You’d really want to get on your hands and knees and offer me your ass, but you’d be so horny and crazy with humiliation you’d just want my dick somewhere inside of you. I wouldn’t think to deny you a good ass-fucking on this most important day of our lives, but I don’t want to pass up the chance to get lubed up inside that gushing cunt of yours either.



In my mind, no one leaves the room, even as I start pounding into your pussy with my cock right there in the middle of them all. I’d probably tell you what a fucking slut you were, that you would let me do that to you in front of so many people. I’d definitely turn to ask some of the watchers what they think about your pretty pink crevice and your rock-hard nipples.



I’d ask if you wanted Jack, Roger, and Frank to help me fuck you, knowing what your embarrassing answer would be.



I have a vague notion that I’m imagining all of this while still standing by a preacher, but I lose myself in the dream.



I’m close to the edge again, so I pull out of your pussy and flip you over. With one hand, I find that luxurious hair of yours and pull back, giving the audience a fantastic view of your now-smeared makeup. With my other hand, I guide my dick into your tight little asshole and shove it in.



You’re crying out in pain, so much that a guy from your work tells me to stop. It’s Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Handsome, who suddenly fancies himself your knight in shining armor. But he doesn't know how much you enjoy this. No one does but me.



I am fully in control of you, your body, your mind. Just the way you like it.



None of these people have seen anything like us, except maybe in porn. But we’re the real deal and so much better than porn.



You’re rubbing your clit furiously as I fuck your ass, and you come again before I’m finished. There are words coming out of your mouth that have no doubt never been uttered in this church before.



Finally, I explode into your asshole with a satisfying grunt. I pull out, and we collapse together on the floor, my cum seeping out of your butt onto the carpet, adding to the cleaning bill.



You’re red from the fucking, but not from embarrassment. You’re owning who you are and what you want, and you don’t give a shit who just saw it.



 



---



 



I’m brought back to reality by a polite cough from the pastor who will join us. Together we glance back at the aisle you just walked down. Thoughts of the show we just put on in my head linger.



I sigh. Probably not the best idea in the world.



Now, most people would be aghast that I stood there imagining all that or that I would consider doing that to you for real. But those people don’t know you like I do.



I know exactly what you need, and I will always make sure you get it.



“You seemed like you spaced out for a minute,” you whisper. “What you were thinking?”



“I think you know.”



You tilt your head toward the pastor while tugging on your collar. That evil, glorious, delicious smirk appears.



“Let’s at least let this guy do his job first. Then maybe you should show me… Sir.”



 









 Bonus Chapter: “Running You Down”



I’m standing just off a running trail that snakes through the park near our house. What I’m about to do to you we have discussed at length, although you have no idea today is the day it’s going to happen. You’re becoming increasingly open to the idea of public humiliation near where we live, and I can’t wait to give you this gift.



I only hope you immediately know it’s me who’s going to grab you and throw you onto the ground. I’ll survive an assault from the pepper spray you always carry, but it will undoubtedly not be pleasant. The goal here is not to scare you. I don’t want you to think you’re being attacked. I want you to know exactly what’s in store for you.



I want you to feel humiliated. Degraded. Used like the fucktoy you are. If anyone witnesses what I do to you, it’ll be a bonus. But I’m not doing it for my benefit. At least not entirely. I’m doing it for one reason and one reason only.



It’s what you want. What you need. And I always aim to provide for you.



I see you approaching me, right on schedule. You always run the same path, seven days a week. I’ve been here, where I’m standing, the last three mornings, but you didn’t know. Or, if you knew, you didn’t say anything. Maybe you were hoping the first morning was going to be the day. Or the next. I think I’d like it better if you had known I was watching you, feeling my heart rate increase as the sight of your ass in those skin-tight leggings of yours went bouncing by. It’s nice to think you know I’ve been out here, day after day, stalking you, waiting for just the right moment. If you have known, I bet your pussy will already be wet with anticipation before I run across the path and knock you to the ground.



I glance around just before you get to me. The chance for someone to see me fucking you is part of this thrill, but it wouldn’t do to have someone think you were being assaulted. The last thing I need is for someone to call the cops or, worse, pull a gun on me, thinking they were saving you. It’s a good thing you always insist on getting your run in before the sun is even up. I don’t see a single person around but you. The idea of getting caught will still be present in our minds, but the danger should be relatively low.



At the moment before I pounce, I think (I’ll ask you for sure later) I see you glance at me out of the corner of my eye. As if you knew I was here all along. It throws me off for just a second, but I need to be fast, or I’ll lose my chance. And maybe my nerve.



I crash into you, gently but not too gently. We go tumbling off the path and onto some freshly fallen leaves. I roll both our bodies around the big tree for which I’ve aimed, so we’re not entirely exposed to any other trail-users this morning.



You started laughing as soon as I grabbed you and haven’t stopped.



Straddling you, I pull your sports bra off to expose your perfect breasts to the world. One might say the combination of the morning autumn air and the excitement over what’s about to happen to you has made your nipples hard as a rock, but only if one didn’t know you very well. Truthfully, your nipples are almost always alert and ready to be pinched, bitten, abused.



So I do all of that.



“Why are you laughing?” I ask, hands going to work on your tits. “You should probably be quiet. Someone might hear you.”



At that, I squeeze those pretty little nipples with everything I have, and you yelp. You’re more restrained than when we’re home, on the filthy mattress in the basement, but only marginally so. Anyone nearby would surely have heard you, and I tell you so.



“Fuck,” you say, “maybe we should go home.”



I grab you by the crotch. Your tights are thoroughly soaked. “It doesn’t feel like you want to wait long enough to get home.”



“God, I don’t,” you say. Barely a whisper.



I pull down your tights, marveling as I always do at your glistening slit. You’d think I’d be used to it by now; you’re very rarely not horny.



I can’t help but notice you offered only the slightest resistance to me taking your tights off, leaving you a naked, squirming mess there in the dirt and the leaves.



“You should probably be quick,” you suggest.



I stick some fingers inside you and roughly lift your midsection. I smile as you yelp again. “You should probably not tell me what to do.”



“Yes, Sir,” you say like the good girl you usually are.



Still, I do move quickly to fuck you. I want you to experience being used and abused out in the open like this, but it’s starting to become daylight, and the trail will be busy soon. I don’t want to put us in any unnecessary danger or risk getting a police record when all is said and done.



You’re so wet and ready I go inside you effortlessly. You’re playing with your nipples, pinching them almost as hard as I do, while I massage your clit with my fingers. I slide my cock in, then pull it almost all the way out. You are losing your damn mind if your moaning is indicative of what’s going on inside that pretty little head of yours.



I hear movement from the trail and turn to look, trying not to break my rhythm. I’m not entirely surprised to see Josh, a doctor who lives a block or two over from us. More than once, I’ve heard you mention seeing him while jogging. Your “mention rate,” as they say, is higher with Josh than anyone else, and I know you find him hot. He’s just standing there looking at us, his jaw dropped open like in a cartoon.



“I’m sorry, I…” he manages to say.



“It’s okay,” I tell him, still pumping in and out of you. I notice you’ve put your hand over your face, but I pull it away, so he has no doubt who is below me. “You can watch. Isn’t that right, Kitten?”



You have your eyes closed, and your flushed face turned away from him, but you say, “Yes, Sir.” I can’t help but notice you’ve gone back to pinching your nipples.



“Good girl,” I say. “Would you like to see his cock?”



I glance over at Josh, whose stunned look has been replaced by one I’ve seen before when men look at you. Smitten. Entranced. Obsessed. His cock is pushing against his gym shorts and looks to be impressive enough that I almost want to see it. I’m sure you won’t resist.



You’re still looking away from him, and your face has gotten at least three shades redder. You’re whimpering.



“I asked you a question, Kitten. Would you like to see your friend’s very large penis?”



“Yes!” you scream, surprising me so much I laugh a little, but I realize what just happened. You were very subtle about it, so I almost didn’t notice, but you couldn’t control the clenching in your cunt. You just came and tried not to let me know.



You snap your head around to look Josh right in the eye as you say, “Get it out and bring it here.”



If you’re about to do what I think, it’s a severe breach of protocol. You know better than to sexually engage with anyone else without my permission. I have half a thought to stop you but realize I want to see you do it as much as you want to do it. I can always punish you later.



Josh displays no hesitation as he shoves his shorts down just enough to bring out his cock, which is every bit as impressive as I’d thought. He stands over your head with his dick in his hand, probably imagining he’s just going to stroke it until he comes on your face. But I know you, and I know you have other plans. Him coming on your face is probably part of them, but not quite in the way he imagines.



I see I was wrong about your hubris because you ask me, “Please, Sir, can I get him off?”



Josh looks to me with a questioning look that I find hilarious because he was already going to jack off onto you anyway. This is only one little step further.



“Yes, Kitten. You can take your friend’s huge dick in your hand and get him off.”



Josh kneels and sighs as you grab his cock and start stroking.



I pick up the pace with my dick in your cunt and my fingers on your clit while you jack off your friend. Your face is still flushed, but it’s from effort and pleasure. You’ve had your dose of humiliation, and now you’re just enjoying yourself. I have to admit, to myself, if not ever to anyone else, that I’m feeling a bit of humiliation right now, as I sometimes do when I see you enjoying another man. It’s slightly painful, but I also like it a little. It helps me understand your sometimes complicated mind, and I’m always grateful for that.



Your breathing is strained when you ask me, “Can I go ahead and come, Sir?”



“You mean for the second time?” I ask. You bite your lower lip. “That’s right. I know you already did. I’ll punish you later for that, but yes. You can come now, Kitten.”



I feel your pussy clench around my cock, and that does me in. I usually pride myself on my ability to hold off but seeing you work on Josh while I fuck you is a bit too much. I empty myself seconds after you start coming.



I pull out, and Josh asks, “Can I?” while nodding to your pussy. My cum is leaking out onto the leaves below your ass.



You look up at me but don’t ask the question I know you want to ask.



“Not unless you happen to have a condom,” I say. “Or recent STD test results handy.”



You both look disappointed, and I am a little bit, too. But it’s not worth the risk.



“Maybe some other time,” I say, and you smile.



He doesn’t last long after that. When you can tell he’s close, you slow down, then finally start edging around the tip of his cock until eventually, all you’re doing is barely touching under the tip. He starts spraying cum wildly, but you grab him and stroke him while aiming for your face. Some of it had gone off to the side, but you manage to get most of it on you.



You hold onto Josh’s prick for a moment longer before finally letting him put it back in his shorts. He sits down next to you, and I imagine he’s done jogging for the day. He looks down at you, and I figure he’d like to touch your breasts, but he doesn’t.



I hate to spoil the moment because you do look fantastic, lying there with my cum draining out of you while another man’s is trickling from your face into your hair. But it’s a miracle we haven’t been discovered by someone other than Josh.



“We should probably get going,” I say. I help you get your legs into your tights while you pull your sports bra over your head.



“I feel like I should say thanks,” Josh says, “but it seems weird.”



You laugh. “You get used to it. It’ll certainly make running into each other on the trail more interesting.”



I pat him on the shoulder and say, “Just don’t get any crazy ideas. I’m sure we’ll do this again sometime, but it has to be with my approval. Right, Kitten?”



You nod. “Yes, Sir.”



“See you around, Josh,” I say. “Thanks for your… help.”



He laughs at that and does jog off, no doubt slower than his usual pace. We start walking home, holding hands the whole way.



You didn’t bother to clean Josh’s cum off your face before we went on our way. Neither of us says anything about it, but I’m sure the several people we pass by have some thoughts.



 









 All-New Dark Erotic Romance -- Rayne’s Free-Use Weekend is now available!



 



The story of a woman servicing her boss in every way imaginable and some she never imagined!



Rayne is a sexually insatiable woman plagued by dark thoughts. She’s offered a deal for extra vacation time at work in exchange for taking part in a free-use weekend, where she must perform whatever sexual acts her boss asks of her.



She knows she has nothing to lose and agrees.



By the end of the weekend, Rayne will have been used in every possible way and has the time of her life.



But other things happen during the weekend, too. Things Rayne never would have expected. Things that give her a new outlook on life.



And maybe even love.



This dark erotic romance story features graphic scenes of sex between consenting adults, including BDSM, erotic humiliation, group sex, and much more.



 



 
Get your copy now!




[image: ]








 Get
 Bound to Your Need
 -- the sequel to
 Giving You What You Need
 -- today!



 



A romantic story of an uncertain Dominant, his lust-filled submissive, and a sexy friend from the past who could easily come between them.



 



You wanted me to control you. Humiliate you. Contain you.



 



Dominate you.



 



So I did.



 



I became what you needed and never looked back. Our love grew and overcame all obstacles, including a threat from your past who tried to take you from me.



 



Now, another threat from your past -- a very different type -- has emerged, and I fear losing you once again.



 



“I’m tough,” you tell me at the moment I’m most afraid of losing you.



 



“Worth it, though,” I tell you.



 



Watching you walk away from me and toward someone else is the hardest thing I’ve ever done.
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Get BOUND TO YOUR NEED here




 









 Don’t forget to grab your FREE book!



 



Click below to get USED BY COPS IN FRONT OF HER HUSBAND absolutely FREE!!!
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Click
 
HERE

 to get your free copy of USED BY COPS IN FRONT OF HER HUSBAND today!










 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.



 









 About the author



Sterling Wilder
 creates incredibly filthy, sometimes romantic, erotic tales featuring emotional depth and kinks such as hotwife/cuckold, humiliation, BDSM, and exhibitionism.



 



See Sterling’s complete catalog
 
here
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speeding ticket in an interesting way

A Cuckold Erotic Humiliation Story

& Get the story

Available in PDF, MOBI, and ePub

Asexywife offers her body to get her husband out of a speeding ticket
and makes him watch!

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

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

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

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





