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Author’s Note




 


This book contains erotic fiction with
graphic sex and is intended for mature readers only.

 


“He Wanted It” is a reader-requested story to
follow up “It Wasn’t What I Wanted”. Both books are stand-alone
novellas. Each one is great individually… and even better in
tandem!

 


My sincere and devoted thanks go to Thomas
Antonson for his editing acumen and his uncanny ability to
understand which word I really meant to use.

 


Please visit my website: bjfrazier.com

 


I know there are a lot of books for sale, and
I thank you for choosing mine.

 


Happy reading,

 


~B.J.

 


Severe Content Warning:
B.J. Frazier books contain *plots* and *well-developed
characters*

 


Enjoy!




Prologue




 


Since Mitch told his story... well,
our story... I wanted to give you my perspective. Not that
he lied or anything. He’s not a liar. He’s actually a great
guy.

 


But to be honest with you, he’s been talking
for me for thirty-some years. After his infatuation with
submission and domination, I realized that I have a voice, too.

 


Vicky.

 


Not wife of Mitch. Not mom to three kids. Not
the one who everyone depends on to do everything.

 


Just Vicky.

 


I’m going to tell you some things Mitch
already talked about. While he didn’t lie, it didn’t include my
perspective.

 


You know that Mitch and I met in college--and
I’m not going to keep saying what you know. Because this is about
me, and my sexual awakening.

 


Or rather, I think it’s more of a dormant
desire that blossomed... but I’ll talk about that as I go
along.

 


So, Mitch and I met in our freshman year of
college in the ‘80s. There was a Halloween party at his house. I
went with my roommates as Josie and the Pussycats. Mitch wore a
green troll wig and nothing else. I mean, that was his only
costume; the wig.

 


The height of the wig made him stand out and
my favorite color is green, so it was like a neon sign from the
heavens.

 


I was on my way to introduce myself when he
approached me. He was good-looking and funny... and I spent the
night with him.

 


It could’ve been an ‘80s movie because we’ve
been together ever since. Our friend groups merged into a huge
crowd, where Mitch and I were in the center. We were known as the
kinky couple. Mitch likes to think of himself as the king, but all
those trips to the sex store were actually my idea!

 


I never told anyone. I was okay with him
taking the spotlight. To be honest with you, I liked him in the
driver’s seat.

 


The things he had me do back then! I remember
one time he called me at one in the morning and ordered me to come
over. That was before cell phones, and my roommates ran into the
living room worried about an emergency. When I told them what was
up, they padded away murmuring about how kinky Mitch and I
were.

 


I always went in the back door of his place
because parking was in the back, but he told me to go into the
dining room. It was dark when I got in, and he grabbed me and
covered my mouth. I was kind of scared.

 


We’d played around with some roleplay stuff
before but nothing to that extreme. He told me to get under the
table before he kissed me deeply.

 


“Won’t your roommates hear us?” I asked when
he took a step back.

 


“Not if you’re quiet.” He playfully swatted
my butt.

 


As soon as I crawled under the table, he
grabbed my ankles and pulled me flat. I screamed, and he clasped
his hand over my mouth. “Holy shit, you’ve gotta be quiet or you’ll
wake people up, Vicky!”

 


I nodded. He was on top of me, both of us
face-down. Then he sort of growled, “You’re a little sleaze comin’
for a roll in the hay in the middle of the night all by yourself,
slut.”

 


He’d never demeaned me before but his voice
and the situation got me wet.

 


“No comeback?” he asked as he wriggled off my
jeans.

 


“Huh?” I couldn’t think straight.

 


“So you agree you’re a slut?”

 


“Um... yeah?”

 


“Good, ‘cause I couldn’t sleep with all this
tension,” he rubbed his hard-on against my ass cheeks.

 


I was afraid he would try to ass-fuck me
because he’d been talking about it but he slid it lower.

 


“What have we here, hmm? Only sluts would get
wet when anyone could walk in.”

 


I pressed my ass against his abdomen in
response, and he groaned as he pushed in.

 


Omigod, that night was one of our hottest.
The possibility of getting caught and Mitch’s control were
thrilling. I hadn’t realized I was moaning because I was so focused
on pumping with him and feeling him inside of me. He actually had
to pull out and spank my ass to get my attention.

 


“Why’d you stop?” I pleaded.

 


“‘Cause you’re moaning to wake the dead!”

 


“No, I’m not. Put it back in!”

 


“Someone’s gonna wake up, Vicky.”

 


“Okay, I’ll be quiet, just put it back
in!”

 


“You promise?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


He was quick to get back inside and speed up
the thrusting. He was also quick to come. Hearing his excitement
spurred me on, and I came with him.

 


But I wasn’t done. Within minutes, I had
coaxed his soft dick back to life.

 


“Vicky, it’s late...” he whispered.

 


“Yeah, and you called me over.”

 


I climbed on top of him but being under the
table impeded my leverage. I had to work to fit him inside. As soon
as I had him in, though, I ground and wiggled. Then I growled.
Like, something from the depths of hell.

 


Mitch covered my mouth and told me to shush.
I nodded just to get him to move his hand. Soon, the growl turned
into this high-pitched scream that ended in a siren. Seriously. I
couldn’t believe it.

 


Before I knew it, Mitch flipped us, so we
were in missionary... and he managed to stay inside. His mouth was
by my ear, and he spoke as he thrust. “You’re not in charge here,
slut. I am. Don’t ever forget that!” He thrust himself to another
orgasm, and I joined him.

 


When we were in a sweaty pretzel, he asked,
“What was that?”


 


“I think you just brought it outta me,” I
panted. In my wild state, I loved being taken and put in my
place.

 


We fucked two more times before we
passionately kissed good-bye, and I drove back to my apartment.

 


In a calmer state, I still thought it was
hot. But there was another part of me that wondered: What would
happen if I got to be on top the whole time?




Chapter 1




 


That was thirty years ago.

 


It’s kinda weird that three decades have gone
by. I feel the same as when I was in college, and it’s a shock when
I see myself in the mirror. Makes me think about all those cute,
little old men... who aren’t cute if they still think like they did
as teenagers!

 


So three decades. You already know from Mitch
that our sex life severely dwindled after I squeezed out three
babies. Sherry told me--she’s the sex store worker--that guys just
always want sex but women’s priorities change during pregnancy.

 


I know mine did. I was all about the kids. I
mean, yeah, I was a good wife. But something happened to my sex
drive: it vanished.

 


Mitch was right when he said we kinda agreed
not to have sex. I mean, we didn’t go thirty years without sex. But
it was definitely on the endangered activities list. And when we
had it, there wasn’t anything kinky about it.

 


Remember that scene in Parenthood
where Steve Martin and Mary Steenburgen talk about their kids’
lives while they’re having sex? Guilty. Mitch and I used to do that
when they were little.

 


There’s only so much time, and you have to
multi-task!

 


Then, as soon as our youngest went to
college, my sex drive resurfaced with a vengeance. It was like it
had been cryogenically frozen and, as soon as we got in the car to
drive home, it defrosted. To be honest with you, I didn’t weep that
day because I was too excited!

 


I think it was the next day that I made a
candlelit dinner... that I served Mitch wearing only an apron. We
barely made it through the meal.

 



Afterwards, Mitch quickly got it on, and we
were bumping and grinding. I screamed out, “We get to have sex
whenever and wherever we want now!”

 


My mind flashed to that first kinky encounter
under the dining room table, where I got on top. I’ve done a few
things throughout the years to try to recapture that exhilarating
feeling but Mitch has always been dominant. In everything. I
already told you, he talked for me in many social settings. I let
him.

 


Just like I let him do pretty much everything
masculine. I mean, he had the good-paying job where he was
fast-tracked to partner... and I did nothing.

 


Yes, raising kids is commendable. But I went
to college, too. I have a degree in biology! I was going to
discover something medically important in the lab.

 


But your focus changes when you have kids. I
just agreed to put “me” on hold.

 


Fast-forward to when we said good-bye to my
youngest, and Mitch and I held hands. I told you I didn’t cry. I
didn’t whine about being an empty-nester.

 


No, I felt revitalized! I could finally be
me.

 


And the first thing I wanted to do was
experience some dominance. I guess maybe it had to do with being
compensated for the career I didn’t have. Mitch would call it
balancing out the debits and credits.

 


So when Mitch says he’s the only one who was
reborn, that’s just so not true.

 


I am, after all, the one who suggested we
unwrinkle that list we made about having sex in all the rooms of
the house.




Chapter 2




 


Without kids, and with Mitch at work, I
didn’t have much to do. Sure, there was volunteer work and helping
at church. I could’ve gotten a job but my hormones were raging, and
I was focused on sex.

 


After our passionate night, I sent Mitch to
work with a hot breakfast, and then I crawled back into bed. I
thought about naked time with my husband... and how kinky we used
to be.


 


I had four orgasms by noon.

 


And a plan.

 


I went to the supermarket and bought
ingredients for a picnic dinner. If we were going to be laying
claim to each room of the house, it should be themed. The first
place was the patio; hence the picnic.

 


The weather would change soon, so I figured
we should take advantage of it. We have a pool... and
neighbors.

 


When we were in college, there were a few
times Mitch and I got drunk and excited, and very nearly got it on
in some common rooms. During parties.

 


To be honest with you, I’m not sure whether
it was the public passion or our sex-toy gifts that gave us the
name of kinky couple.

 


That was thirty years ago, though. I’ve had
three kids. And even though we have a pool, I don’t wear bikinis.
Not since I had kids. It just doesn’t seem like a maternal thing to
do.

 


And I’ve never been kinky enough to put on a
show. But it was a new time. Besides, there was the list.

 


I changed into a pair of floral capris and a
frilly, yellow sleeveless top. My toenails were freshly painted
dark pink. And I stayed barefoot, creating an appearance midway
between Mom and girl-next-door.

 


When Mitch got home, he was all too happy to
dine outside. He knew right away what I was up to. I never could
hide anything from him. Not that he wasn’t into it. He tossed his
sport coat and tie over a kitchen chair before following me
outside.

 


We made it through his day and mine, upcoming
events, and commented on how good the pulled brisket sandwiches
were. All the while, pretending like we didn’t want to jump each
other’s bones.

 


In less than twenty minutes, Mitch wiped a
napkin across his mouth and pushed his chair back with such haste
that it made a horrific squeaking sound. He held out his hand and
bowed while gallantly asking, “Shall we?”

 


I daintily wiped my mouth before taking his
hand. He led me to a lounge chair. “Let’s take advantage of this
great weather while we still have it, hmm?”

 



He lay on his back, and I snuggled against
him, facing the night sky. He talked about the stars and about his
little box of perfect suburbia as his hands roamed my back.

 


“You’re a little chilly,” he said, rubbing my
arms.

 


“Maybe just a little.” I wriggled closer and
draped a leg over him.

 


He caught my leg with his left hand and
pulled it closer while rubbing some heat into it. “Good thing I
make heat.”

 


“I always tell myself how lucky I am to have
married a guy who makes heat,” I joked.

 


And that was it for the talking. Mitch rolled
on top of me, and we got lost in our bodies. I didn’t even think
about the neighbors. Or maybe I figured, since Mitch was on top, it
wouldn’t matter.

 


But out of nowhere, Mitch flipped us. I sat
on him as he lay back. I was surprised because he managed to stay
inside during the flip. It was the most athletic thing he’d done in
years. But I was also surprised because I know he hates that
position.

 


To tell you the truth, it’s my favorite
position. I can control everything from there: the pace; the depth;
the angle... and ultimately, my orgasm.

 


At the time, my focus was the excitement of
the kink. There were only a few times in college that we did it in
that position, and that night fit with the nostalgia.

 


It felt so good. And I didn’t really think
while we were doing it. He kinda encouraged me to go with things,
told me to dance. And I got into it. I’m not sure if I told you but
I’m a screamer if I’m worked up.

 


I guess I was worked up because Mitch put his
hand over my mouth and warned me about the neighbors. But when I
get that far gone, there’s nothing that can stop me.

 


Except Mitch came. Not that that’s astounding
or anything, but he has a difficult time coming in that position.
And he’s never beaten me to the finish line.

 


When I asked him about it, he said I was
beautiful, but I didn’t fall for it. Then, he talked about the
noise I make. Mitch said it was beautiful, which threw me for a
loop, really.

 


I don’t normally make that sound unless I’m
on top. And since that’s Mitch’s least favorite position, I’m
hardly in it. When he said it reminded him of college and that he
loved it, I was shocked. And I told him I thought he hated it.

 


He apologized and kissed me.

 


And got hard again... while he was still
inside of me.

 


So the new sexual hormones were flying, we
were talking about college, acting like kids, and I got lost in the
moment.

 


A lot of my friends are divorced or their
husbands aren’t really sexually attractive... you know, flabby,
beer guts, extra chins. I think with the emotions running so high,
I also felt a little smug that, aside from a few extra facial lines
and grey hair, Mitch looks the same as that green-haired troll at
Halloween.

 


At least he does to me.

 


So we started humping and thrusting again. I
was still on top because he said he wanted to hear me make that
noise again. He calls it my siren.

 


I got into a good rhythm, and I had his dick
aimed right at the sweet spot. Next thing I know, he’s trying to
flip me back to missionary.

 


I already told you those hormones were
working overtime. Plus, I must’ve been on that path of no return
because I did something I’ve never done before.

 


I told Mitch no.

 


Not like no means no but like; no, don’t flip
me over.

 


But that’s not all.

 


I swatted his hands away.

 


I still pumped and I looked down, and he was
shocked. But I didn’t give him time to react. I saw his throat, and
I had visions of grabbing his neck to make sure he couldn’t flip
me. But even in my state, I knew that was crossing the line.

 


Instead, I tapped his chest and shook my
head.

 


Even though I exercise, and Mitch is always
telling me I can still rock a bikini, he could’ve easily flipped
me.

 


In my mind, though, I was an all-powerful
wonder woman. And I concentrated on the rhythm.

 


And Mitch watched me.

 


That time, he waited for my pussy to clench
his dick before coming.

 


I was exhausted... and really nervous. As
things settled down, the realization of my actions hit. And I was
afraid of Mitch’s reaction.

 


To my further surprise that night, he never
said anything.

 


I collapsed into his arms, and we lay panting
and snuggling. He traced my back and, every few minutes, he kissed
my forehead.

 


We didn’t talk. We didn’t need to.

 


I don’t even know how long we stayed like
that but then, out of the blue, we both shifted, got up, and walked
to our bedroom.

 


We got ready for bed in silence, and we
spooned the whole night.




Chapter 3




 


I got up at five the next morning and
couldn’t get back to sleep. The smug feeling was still with me, and
the hormones were on the rise.

 


But they weren’t typical. They were telling
me to wake Mitch up and take him in cowgirl again.

 


To be honest with you, I felt both nervous
and excited.

 


But we hadn’t talked about what had happened.
So the nerves anticipated Mitch’s reaction.

 


I ignored the devil on my shoulder and
carefully untangled myself. I threw on a pair of grey short-shorts
and a white tank then went to make breakfast.

 


Being with someone for three decades enables
you to read body language. The second Mitch walked into the
kitchen, I knew he was okay with everything.

 


It made me giddy, and it fueled that little
devil.

 


I nearly flew across the room, flung my arms
around Mitch, and shoved my tongue down his throat. I told him that
I felt like we were in college and wanted to make him an extra
special breakfast.

 


I didn’t tell him about the whole other
thought process in my head.

 


But I did act on it.

 


When I turned back to the stove, Mitch
spanked my ass. You know, just in good fun and flirty. I giggled,
like normal. But when he hip-bumped me, I swatted his ass!

 


He kinda frowned at me and spanked me
harder.

 


The devil on my shoulder disappeared with
that spank. It was like I’d pushed it too far, and Mitch had to
rein me in.

 


I apologized and said I didn’t know what came
over me... because I didn’t know.

 


But it happened again.

 


We fell into our typical routine at
breakfast, talking like normal and discussing news things and such.
And some of that smugness came back, because I grinned at him while
he read the paper on his iPad.

 


“What’s that grin for?” he asked, looking
up.

 


“Just you. The King of Kink.” I was still
grinning.

 


“And that’s funny?”

 


“No. No, no, no.” I couldn’t stop
smiling.

 


“But you like our new connection?” he smiled
back.

 


I wasn’t sure if he meant new, like me on
top, or new, like we were having sex again. I guess I wanted to
think he was happy to have me on top... because I walked him to his
car and kissed him again.

 


And as the kiss ended, I squeezed his ass!
Just like a piece of meat... or testing a melon’s ripeness. But it
was that devil on my shoulder who told me to let him know I liked
being on top.

 


I don’t think he liked it, because he grabbed
my wrists and pressed them against my hips. Plus, he had this look
in his eye, like he wasn’t happy. He muttered about how he was
going to be late, and then left.

 


As I turned back to the house, I glanced up
and down the street. No one else had seen Mitch put me in my place.
That’s how I felt: reprimanded.

 


I took from his demeanor that he had let me
get away with things the night before because it was about
rekindling our sex life. It was amusing at the time, but, the
morning after, he was irritated.

 


I spent the entire morning arguing with that
devil. By lunchtime, I won, and I knew what I had to do.

 


I had to be overly submissive.

 


I needed to show Mitch that nothing had
changed between us. That it was a one-time thing. That I had just
gotten carried away but that I certainly didn’t want to be in
charge all the time, and I definitely wasn’t taking away his
manhood.

 


It wouldn’t be right, after all these years.
I had given him the reins. We were the all-American family, with
the dad climbing a corporate ladder and a stay-at-home mom. It was
expected that he was in control.

 


And that look in his eyes when he moved my
hands... I saw it the whole day. I can’t quite place it but I think
it was hurt that I’d even tried to step on his territory.

 


So I had to fix things.

 


I was midway through making a pot roast with
baked potatoes, fresh salad, and a homemade apple pie when I got
second thoughts. Of course, I finished making the meal, but I then
froze it.

 


A homemade meal was something I had
prepared without any input from him. I figured it would be better
to go out to eat, where Mitch could choose the restaurant, order
for both of us, and re-establish his command.

 


The rest of the afternoon I painted my nails,
applied a facial mask, spent extra time shaving all of my private
parts, and carefully applied makeup. I put on a little, black dress
with matching heels, and wore silver hoop earrings with matching
necklace, bracelet and pinkie ring.

 


Mitch had bought the jewelry set specifically
for the dress on our twenty-fifth wedding anniversary. I didn’t
always wear them together, but I thought it would be another way of
demonstrating that he was still boss.

 


I waited for him by the door when he came in.
And he had that same, hurt look in his eye, which was confusing
because I hadn’t done anything. When he sniffed, I got nervous that
he smelled the pot roast. But I don’t think he did. I had sprayed
air freshener and lit an ocean breeze candle.

 


For a moment, I thought he was expecting
dinner to be ready, and I second-guessed my decision of going
out.

 


He didn’t react, and I felt like a silly
teenager. I had my hands behind my back, and I looked down... to
avoid the disappointment in his eyes.

 


But then he scooped me into a bear hug and
said, “Mmm, you look terrific. Did I forget we have plans
tonight?”

 


“Um, no. I just--I mean, I--I thought we
could go out tonight? Just you and me, I mean.”

 


“I don’t think there’s a rule against us
going out on a Wednesday night,” he smiled.

 


“Oh! Good! Um, do you wanna, I don’t know,
shower or change or something?”

 


“Do you want me to?”

 


“Oh, I, um. No, I--if you--whatever you want,
hon.”

 


The conversation was awkward. We don’t get
nervous around each other. I mean, we’ve been together for over
thirty years.

 


To be honest with you, I kinda thought he was
expecting me to do something. But I have absolutely no idea what
that something was.

 


He didn’t change, and we went to dinner. But
the ordering and conversation was similarly stiff and awkward, like
we were walking on eggshells.

 


Still, it was a nice meal. He placed his hand
on my thigh and teased under the table. Normally, I’d admonish him
but I stuck to my plan and deferred. But when he took my hand and
put it on his leg, I reminded him that we were in public... but in
a nice, non-threatening way.

 


I hoped.

 


He told me he had thought about my hand on
his ass all day. And I apologized profusely. I knew that’s
what the problem was!

 


When we got home, I went to turn off the
light in the dining room, and Mitch followed me. “Is this tonight’s
room?”

 


“Tonight’s room?”

 


“Yeah, where we... y’know.” He pushed me
against the wall with his body and wiggled his hips against my
ass.

 



“Oh,” I wiggled back. “It can be if you’d
like it to be.”

 


“Do you want it to be?”

 


“If you do,” I smiled.

 


He took my hand and led me to the table.
“Right here?” he patted the top.

 


I smiled and nodded shyly. I wanted to be
sure to follow so Mitch would know his masculinity was intact.

 


He sat on the table and asked, “What do you
want me to do?”

 


“Whatever you’d like to do, hon.”

 


“No, I mean, with me. If it were up to
you.”

 


“Oh, I know it’s not up to me, Mitch. It’s
your call.”

 


“Yeah, but I’m just sayin’, what if you had
to choose?”

 


“I don’t want to.”

 


“If you had to.”

 


“I’d choose for you to bend me over and take
me,” I answered, knowing that was his favorite way to get
frisky.

 


There was some more back and forth where I
maintained my position. To be honest with you, I kinda thought he
was testing me. I didn’t want to give him any reason to be
disappointed.

 


As it was, though, I’m pretty sure I heard
him sigh before he jumped off the table and pushed me against it
and took me hard from behind.

 


We held each other in bed again, and I went
to sleep proud of my performance that night. I was sure Mitch was
reassured.

 


...at least, I hoped he was.




Chapter 4




 


I woke up the next morning in a happy state
but Mitch wasn’t himself. He barely brushed my cheeks when he came
to the kitchen for coffee. And during breakfast, he kept his eyes
on his iPad.

 


Thinking I’d truly reassure him, I walked him
to the car and waited patiently--and somewhat prudishly--to be
kissed. He looked at me, tossed his briefcase on the passenger
seat, then looked back at me.

 


The urge to spank his butt nearly overtook
me, but I refrained.

 


Then, he sighed and looked away! That hurt.
He seemed to be having a conversation with himself because he took
a half-step toward the car then swiveled back to me before taking a
step back.

 


I couldn’t prevent my frown. He saw it and
sighed again. Then, he took two steps and pecked my cheek as he
mumbled, “Have a nice day.”

 


A peck!

 


On my cheek!

 


Have a nice day?!

 


Tears flooded as I watched him drive off. I
felt admonished but I didn’t know what I’d done wrong.

 


Then, I started to worry about whether his
look was from guilt. And that made me cry more.

 


I mechanically did my household tasks and
tried not to think about it. Mitch texted me throughout the day. He
doesn’t normally communicate with me at work unless he’s done
something wrong.

 


In the afternoon, the texts became more
frequent and more jovial, so I knew there was nothing to worry
about.

 


I had dinner waiting for Mitch as my way of
apologizing, though I still didn’t know what I’d done wrong.

 


He sang, “Honey, I’m home!” when he came in.
And he smiled so wide, it made me giggle. He pulled me into a
loving hug and kissed me so long, I tapped out to get oxygen.
Still, our smiles remained.

 


“I bought you something.”

 


“You didn’t need to do that,” I said as I
returned to the oven to make our plates.

 


“That’s what makes it so much more special,
don’cha think?”

 


“I guess it depends on why you did it.”

 


“Do I have to have a reason to buy my
beautiful wife a special treat?”

 


“No...”

 


“Look, I’m sorry about this morning. I was
focused on other things.”

 


Mitch didn’t readily apologize, and his smile
covered a nervous... was it guilt or sorrow? I couldn’t read it but
I knew he was sincere.

 


“After thirty years, I think you’re entitled.
But I don’t require gifts.”

 


“I know. But I think you’re gonna like
it!”

 


Gone was undercurrent. His face was one
hundred percent glee.

 


“Okay, show me already.”

 


“After dinner.”

 


“Tease!”

 


I said it with my hands on my hips but
really, I was glad we were back to normal. The conversation was
relaxed, the meal was delicious, and life was good.

 


After dinner, Mitch helped me with the
dishes. “What are you doing, hon?” I asked with a smile.

 


“Helping you.”

 


“You hate dishes. I’m fine. Go see what’s on
TV.”

 


“I’m only helping to speed up the
process.”

 


“What process?”

 


“The dishes.”

 


“Why?”

 


“So I can give you my present.”

 


“Oh.” I smiled. I’d forgotten about the gift.
The two of us were more important.

 


When the kitchen was restored, Mitch thrust a
brown paper bag into my hands. “What’s this?”

 


“For you... for us,” he said with a
glint.

 


I smiled with him as I slid my hand into the
bag. My eyes grew bigger as I wrapped my hand around a long,
lifelike tube. “Is this--”

 


Mitch nodded as I yanked it out of the bag.
“It’s green!”

 


“Yep. Had to get it for you, right?”

 


“Omigod!” My smile made my face hurt as I
looked at the dildo from every angle.

 


“I wanted to buy you a dildo. Because we’re
kinda reconnecting and doing all those kinky things, it reminds me
of when we were in college. And this was the first thing we ever
bought together.”

 


“Yeah, but it wasn’t green.”

 


“True, but like all good things, we get
better with time. Or something like that.”

 


I laughed.

 


“Wanna use it?”

 


He sounded so much like that college boy I
fell in love with. “Now?”

 


“Yeah!”

 


“Lemme wash it first.”

 


“Always looking out for us, Vicky.”

 


“I do, Mitch.”

 


“I know you do. It’s part of why I love
you.”

 


“I love you, too.”

 


We held each other’s gaze in that tender
moment.

 


But things changed rapidly after that.

 


We went upstairs, and we started to fool
around. Mitch made short, quick movements that also reminded me of
our college days. He was so eager.

 


And then I found out why: He wanted to have
anal sex. The dildo was a way for him to broach the subject.

 


We’ve had anal sex before. Mitch has been the
only one I’ve allowed to do it. It’s not really something I
enjoy... and I don’t think I’ve ever done it sober.

 


He played with the dildo against my ass, and
I protested. We had a back and forth about it before he told me the
dildo was to prepare me for his cock.

 


The more I thought about it, the more I
thought maybe he needed to go in the back door for the ultimate
reassurance of his own dominance. That thought made me regret my
previous behavior.

 


I felt like I had to endure it for him. For
us. So we could get back to where we were.

 


He teased me with it... and Mitch knows how
to tease. And I did get wet.

 


But it had been so many years, and I
remembered the first time had hurt so badly, that I kinda withdrew
into myself so I wouldn’t protest. I basically let him do what he
wanted.

 


He made it in but not with any help from
me... except that I lay there.

 


We didn’t cuddle that night, and I worried
whether we’d ever get back to normal. Then again, it was just like
the first time. If he needed to have anal, I’d do it. And I’d get
better at it, just like before.




Chapter 5




 


Breakfast the next morning was rather
stilted. I mean, it was pleasant and not as uncomfortable as the
day before but there was an underlying tenseness.

 


For the next week, things were kind of weird.
We got along, but we didn’t talk about the dildo... or anything
about sex. We stopped christening the rooms and resorted to
missionary sex.

 


It was like we were purposefully not
discussing it.

 


By the end of the week, things seemed better.
And I reminded myself that we were lucky to be having sex at all,
when most of our friends were either divorced or hated each
other.

 


That Friday, as I went about my daily
activities, I tried to tell myself that even though you don’t
forget how to ride a bike, that first ride might not be as smooth
and effortless. Therefore, I vowed to be a more active sex partner
over the weekend.

 


We could fix this.

 


If it meant more anal sex, it was a small
price to pay. I was determined to suggest we use the dildo again as
a way to get things going again.

 


But I never got the chance.

 


Mitch came home in a great mood, put on
“Stairway to Heaven” by Led Zeppelin, and danced with me in the
living room. We did it ‘80s style; meaning, we put our arms around
each other and moved in a circle.

 


When the song split into the guitar solo and
sped up, we awkwardly separated like we did back in college when we
thought it was a new song. We’ve done it ever since as a joke. And
it was a good reconciliation, if you will. I mean, it felt like we
were shedding the awkward sex stuff and concentrating on us
again.

 


Mitch brought a bottle of Santa Margherita
Vino Spumante Rosé. I thought it was funny a wine was called a
margarita. We danced and sipped for almost an hour... with him
getting more handsy as we emptied the bottle.

 


We had a relaxed dinner with another bottle
of the same margarita wine, and Mitch told me the funny office
stories for the week. Most of them centered around what clients
considered write-offs. People who took business trips thought they
should be able to write off the expense of a spouse coming with
them, mini-bar raids and extravagant “spa” packages.

 


To be honest with you, they weren’t extremely
funny. But we were reconnecting and there was wine. And I was happy
to put the bad vibes in the past.

 


I focused on the present. After thirty years,
my husband and I were conversing at dinner, sharing wine and
working our way through sex in all rooms of the house. Life was
good.

 


After dinner, Mitch took my hand, wrapped his
arm around my waist and led me to the bedroom. The rest of the
evening was a blur due to the wine but I remember the
highlights.

 


He brought a glass of wine with him and
dipped the new dildo into it before making me suck it. I was
immediately aroused and obedient. Mitch went full-on dom, and I
loved it.

 


But there was a weirdness to everything. He
brought up when I had grabbed his ass and rode him cowgirl. I
didn’t want to detract from anything but he said he liked
it!

 


Then he made me admit that I liked being in
control.

 


When I did, he made me shout it.

 


Each time I admitted it out loud, it made my
pussy twitch. To be honest with you, I did like it, and I
got off to it.

 


Then Mitch went back to being dominant...
even though he still was dominant when he forced my admissions.
That was the weird part.

 


He teased my back door with the dildo, and I
played with him. I told you, that type of play usually occurs with
alcohol, and we’d had a lot of it.

 


But then he wanted me to do the same thing to
his back door!

 


Despite the wine, I voiced objections. But he
said he wanted it. I was skeptical so he did a kind of follow the
leader thing, where he fingered my ass, and I was supposed to
duplicate it with the dildo on his.

 


I don’t think I would’ve done it without
alcohol; plus, he kept reassuring me. To be honest with you, it was
hot. Yeah, Mitch ordered me but I felt in control.

 


He ordered me all the way to penetration.

 


I pushed the dildo into his ass!

 


A fire ignited in me. Especially since he
moaned so loudly. It was incredibly empowering.

 


But I think I got carried away. No, I know I
did.

 


To be fair, though, he told me what to do. I
sawed that dildo in and out of his ass.

 


When he got that look in his eye where there
was no turning back, I reached for his cock.

 


Me!

 


I’ve never done anything as bold as that
since... well, since we were out on the patio, and I prevented him
from rolling us over.

 


That night, however, Mitch didn’t accept it.
He grabbed my wrists and held them over my head as he repeatedly
pummeled my pussy.

 


He was more hot and bothered than I’ve ever
seen him but he tried to cover it up. He whispered all the things
that make me hot and bothered... but he did it as a kind of sped-up
recitation, like there was a prize for how fast he could say them
all.

 


I wasn’t coherent enough to realize it at the
time, and I came with him in record time.

 


We fell asleep in each other’s arms right
after that.

 


In the morning, I was still a bit tipsy. So,
I remained in my husband’s arms and tried to process everything. As
I did, I lazily played with his chest hair. It caused Mitch to wake
up and say good morning.

 


I reminded him it was the weekend in a voice
heavy with wine.

 


“With no plans,” he raised his eyebrows.

 


“Mmm hmm.” I agreed and snuggled against
him.

 


“You wanna stay here all day?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“Okay. How're you feeling here?” He caressed
my pussy.

 


“Mmm, a little sore.”

 


“You took a good little pounding like a good
little girl, didn't you?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


He felt around the bed before he found the
dildo and showed it to me. “Do you remember this?”

 


“Yeah.” I couldn’t look him in the eye.

 


“Do you remember what you did with it?”

 


“Yeah.” I fought to keep the corners of my
mouth down. When he didn’t say anything, I asked him quietly, “Did
you like it?”

 


“Holy shit, yeah. Did you like doing it?”

 


That was an interesting question. I wasn’t
sure if he wanted me to like it, so I held back and replied, “I
think so.”

 


“Do you wanna do it again?”

 


His cock throbbed. It’s his tell for being
aroused, but I still felt the need to play it cool. “Maybe.”

 


“Maybe if I tell you to?”

 


And there it was: The reason I had been
cautious. He didn’t really want me to like it and run with it. No,
he wanted to direct me.

 


Mitch telling me what to do was a very
different situation, and I was glad I didn’t tell him just how much
I had enjoyed taking control.

 


But to be honest with you, too, I kind of
didn’t know what to do so I was glad he wanted to lead.

 


He asked was whether I remembered anything
from the night before. I mean, I had been drunk but I certainly
remembered that feeling of power! Still, I only nodded. Then he had
me show him what I remembered.

 


I slowly moved the dildo between us, and it
accidentally hit his cock as I was trying to get to his back door.
He pulsed again, so I traced the dildo around his cock. I was
grappling with the situation and blurted, “Are you excited by the
touch or are you thinking about another cock touching yours?”

 


I think he answered without thinking. “If I’m
honest, I think it’s a little of both.”

 


It kind of threw me, because I thought that
meant he might be gay. Or maybe he was having a mid-life crisis or
something. I’m sure I reacted in horror, because he took control.
He splayed his legs and grabbed the back of my neck.

 


It didn’t hurt, and it wasn’t in a mean way;
just definitely making clear who was in control. And he said, “I
told you to show me.”

 


I shifted to have better access. Before I
could make contact, Mitch asked if I remembered what I had to do
before proceeding. I thought he meant begging him to do it but he
was referring to lube.

 


After Mitch coated the dildo and my fingers,
I lubed up his hole. Then, I teased the toy around his opening
without pushing it in. To be sober and doing something so
wrong in broad daylight seemed... well, wrong.

 


He thought I didn’t remember what to do. But
it wasn’t that. I asked whether he really and truly wanted me to do
it. When he assured me that he did, a feeling took over: Power.
It’s alluring. To be able to penetrate him was a delicious
pleasure.

 


But then he reminded me to go slowly, and the
way he said it kinda took me outta the moment. I cautiously pushed
in, and he let out a “holy shit” that frightened me. I thought I
hurt him!

 


I dropped the dildo and apologized. But he
said it was a good “holy shit” and to keep going. If he hadn’t
ordered me to do it, I would’ve stopped and gotten out of bed.

 


Instead, I pushed it in about three inches
and stopped.

 


“Why’d you stop?”

 


“This--I think this is the point we got to
last night. Right?”

 


“That’s exactly right! But push it in all the
way.”

 


“Won’t it get stuck?” I envisioned us in the
emergency room having to explain why we couldn’t get the dildo out
of my husband’s ass!

 


“Not if you hold the end of it.”

 


“Oh. Right.” Duh. That made a lot of
sense.

 


I tentatively pushed more, and Mitch warned
me to go straight or it would hurt. So I was careful. And before I
knew it, I was fucking my husband’s ass with a dildo. I was in a
kind of trance, consumed with power. I was fucking my husband’s
ass!

 


Who knew I’d enjoy something like that?!

 


I watched as his cock dribbled and realized
that I hardly ever see it erupt. It’s normally in one of my holes.
And the rare times we mutually masturbated were done quietly, in
the dark, so the kids wouldn’t hear.

 


The power took on its own life and
infiltrated my thoughts. I wanted to fuck him until he came. I was
in charge, and I couldn’t wait to see my “handiwork”.

 


But it didn’t happen.

 


Mitch ordered me to suck him while I fucked
him, and I automatically shifted to obey. He thrust into my face,
which made me press the dildo further. My newfound power was cut
short because Mitch took over fucking himself.

 


Before I could decide whether to take back
the control, Mitch removed his cock from my mouth and flipped me
over. Without checking to see whether I was ready, he entered me
and went straight to pumping fast.

 


The previous night had ended in a similar
fashion, and I was sore. Still, I felt nothing but arousal. I
wanted him as much as he wanted me.

 


Some of the dominance lingered, because I
locked my legs around Mitch and squeezed. I don’t ever do that
normally. I think I was trying to hang onto some of that power
without letting him know.

 


It didn’t matter because Mitch was too
charged to notice. In fact, he was so aroused that he came quickly
and dismounted before he took care of me!

 


He rolled off and gasped. I was worried yet
charged. When I knew he was all right, I smacked his nipple. Again,
it was a bold and out-of-character move for me.

 


It was almost involuntary. I had a resurgence
of power along with a pang of remorse.

 


Mitch didn’t even notice. He just apologized
and said he’d make it up to me.

 


I left him sleeping in bed while I went to
shower. I needed to take care of myself, and I didn’t want him to
know.

 


As the hot water teased my privates, I
thought about fucking my husband. And I’m talking about with the
dildo in his ass.

 


I switched the showerhead to pulsating
massage, then sat on the bench and spread my legs. My hips moved to
greet the water, and I caressed, squeezed and pinched my breasts.
Taking charge had sparked something deep in me. As I envisioned
sawing that dildo and watching Mitch leak--and knowing that
I was the cause of his arousal--caused me to shudder
violently.

 


But I wasn’t done.

 


I stayed there with my legs apart and relived
the scene three more times. Then, I slid two fingertips onto my
clit and rubbed two more out to the same image.

 


I crossed my legs to protect myself from the
water because I didn’t have the strength to move. It took several
minutes before my breathing went back to normal. I grabbed the bar
and pulled myself up because I was a bit shaky.

 


Then I used the washcloth to clean all
over... and to erase any signs of glee. Right before I got out, I
turned the water to cool and felt my flush go down the drain.




Chapter 6




 


“Where’d you go?” he asked when I entered the
bedroom.

 


“Just took a shower. You were napping, and I
was sticky and crusty from last night and this morning, so...” I
didn’t know if he knew how long I was in there.

 


“Didn’t you say something about staying in
bed all weekend?” he grinned and pulled back the covers.

 


Oh, it was so tempting. But I didn’t trust
myself to get back into bed. “I did,” I smiled, “but aren’t you
hungry?”

 


He looked at the clock. “Holy shit, that’s
why my stomach’s rumbling! It’s almost noon! You could rustle us up
something and bring it back,” he grinned.

 


“You’ve gotta be just as sticky and crusty as
I was. How about you take a quick shower and we go to Breakfast and
Beyond?”

 


That was Mitch’s favorite restaurant because
he loved eating breakfast all day. Even though he enjoyed my
cooking, he had a side affair with their stuffed omelettes.

 


It got me out of cooking and out of the
bedroom. To be honest with you, I wanted to talk to Mitch about
“things”, and I didn’t know if I’d be brave enough to do it in the
house.

 


I kept things light on the way to the
restaurant and through ordering. As soon as the waitress walked
away, Mitch took my hands. He kissed the back of each one and
smiled at me. “I love that we’re getting back into old habits. It
makes me feel like a kid again.”

 


I smiled back. I almost said that we’d
never played with his back door before... but he had such a
huge grin on his face. He was so happy.

 


Is it just me who has a problem?

 


His glee was too much, and I glanced away. In
the back corner, I saw my friend Margie eating alone, almost
huddled in the shadows. A pang of guilt crashed into me. Six weeks
ago, Margie’s divorce was finalized after a bitter custody battle
that had lasted nearly two years. Her husband was on the school
board and marginally important. At least, he thought he was... and
thought he was entitled to sleep with whomever he wanted.

 


I looked back at Mitch, who was still
smiling, and stroking the back of my hand. “What’s wrong?” he
asked, when he saw my face.

 


“Margie,” I pointed with my head.

 


“Oh, yeah. Do you want to ask her to join
us?”

 


“I was thinking about it. But I also feel
like being selfish.”

 


“Me, too!” His smile grew. When my shoulders
slumped, he added, “But I know you won’t let us. Go get her,” he
said good-naturedly.

 


When I turned, though, Margie was halfway to
the register. I wondered if maybe she didn’t want to be seen, so I
let her go.

 


I still had my man, and we were working our
way back to each other... I just never thought it’d be this
way.

 


“She’ll be okay,” Mitch said as my smile left
my face.

 


“No, I know.” I glanced at Margie one last
time. “To be honest with you, Mitch, I’m so grateful for us.” I
turned back to him and took his hands.

 


“I am, too,” he said quickly and kissed the
back of my hand again.

 


“But to be honest with you,” I took back my
hands, “I’m kinda worried.”

 


“Thank you,” Mitch said to the waitress when
she brought coffee. “What are you worried about, hon?” he asked
when she left.

 


I stared into his eyes and tears welled. He
was my entire life. The father of my kids. A successful partner in
an accounting firm. The King of Kink. The macho King of
Kink. How could I ask him? It seemed almost accusatory.

 


“Vicky, what is it?” When I shook my head, he
pressed, “You can tell me anything.”

 


It was just getting stupid. I needed to say
something.

 


“Are... are... are you gay?” I whispered.

 


“Yes, it’s a great day, but what’s worrying
you?”

 


“No. Are... are you gay?” I repeated a bit
louder but not enough so anyone could overhear.

 


Mitch burst into a laugh that made the table
shake.

 


“Two stuffed omelettes,” the waitress said.
“But it’s not a good idea to eat while laughing,” she chuckled at
Mitch.

 


He tried to subdue it but failed. I
involuntarily reacted with him, if only because he wasn’t upset at
the question.

 


“So who had the bacon, ham and sausage?” she
asked, ignoring Mitch’s inability to control himself. When he
raised his hand, she placed the plate in front of him. “Bacon,
green pepper, mushroom must be yours,” she said, placing another
plate in front of me.

 


“Yes, thank you.”

 


I cut into my omelette and watched tiny
rivulets of steam escape. Too hot to eat, I moved my fork around
and waited for Mitch to settle himself.

 


It took half a glass of water and a piece of
toast before he was able to speak. “Vicky, you’ve known me
practically my whole, entire life. Do you honestly think I could be
gay?”

 


“I... no, I... well, no. But then again, to
be honest with you, I would’ve never thought you would’ve asked me
to do what you just did, either.”


 


“Fair enough. But holy shit, Vicky, you know
that area’s the equivalent to the G-spot, right?”

 


“Yeah, so you said.”

 


“It happens to be true.”

 


“Okay.” We both dug into our food without
speaking. Mitch’s omelette was half gone before I spoke again. “But
what made you think to do something like that?”

 


“I’ve always been curious. Recently, I
happened to overhear some people talking when I was at work. And
then at the sex shop, they have all kindsa things about it. So I
just figured, since we’re being adventurous again... why not?”

 


I nodded. To be honest with you, I’m not sure
whether I believed him or just wanted to believe him.

 


* * * *

 


Even though we said we were going to spend
the weekend in bed, after the gay question, I don’t think either of
us was really up for it. Instead, we played some tennis and took a
long walk. We talked about the kids, and recapped the highlights
from the past thirty years.

 


It was easy and comfortable. So when Mitch
was heavy-handed with the wine that night, I didn’t object. I
thought about how the day could’ve gone a lot worse had Mitch’s
reaction been negative. Plus, he assured me that he wasn’t gay. I
allowed the alcohol to take over so I could stop thinking.

 


Mitch suggested the downstairs powder room
for our evening activity, and I agreed. He got up from the table,
bowed and crooked his arm before saying, “Our throne awaits, my
queen.”

 


I chuckled but thought it was a silly joke
and tried to punch him but didn’t connect. As a result, I nearly
toppled over, but he caught me. He kept his arm around me until we
got to the bathroom.

 


After he shut the door, he turned on the
light, and it shone green. “Ooh, green!”

 


“Just for you, my dear.”

 


I smiled at him in my tipsy state, and he
embraced me passionately. “I love you, Mitch.”

 


“I love you, too.”

 


We shared a kiss that immediately got me wet.
Mitch sat me on the toilet and removed my clothes. Then he fingered
me as he moved to his knees. He has an amazingly talented tongue,
and he made me come... I don’t even know how many times.

 


Then he walked me the few steps to the sink,
where he stood behind me, and we both faced the mirror. I smiled
briefly as he gently pushed against my lower back. I bent forward,
and he slid in from behind.

 


After the emotional day, the wine and the
build-up, I was pretty gone. I was vaguely aware that he was
fingering my back door as he thrust. To be honest with you, I
didn’t care. I might’ve even wanted it.

 


This was the dominant man I knew and loved,
who knew how to turn me to mush. The alpha male who wasn’t gay.

 


I didn’t think to object when he inserted the
dildo. I screamed but it was from passion. God, that man pushes my
buttons!

 


With all the wine, I wasn’t sure whether he
had come or not. I was about to ask when he reached around me to
wash the dildo. He flicked off the excess water and he moved in
front of me, and we both faced the mirror again. He pressed his ass
against my pubic bone and said, “It’s your turn now,” as he held
out the dildo.

 


“Huh?” I was shocked and didn’t take it.

 


“Your turn. Remember how you liked taking
charge last night and this morning?”

 


“Um, uh-huh.” My thoughts shifted and that
feeling coursed through my veins.

 


“You’re gonna do it again. Tonight.”

 


“Okay.” I couldn’t refuse: my body took over.
I slid my hands over his ass and breathed in. I nearly choked on
the power.

 


“You like that ass, Vicky?”

 


“Uh-huh.”

 


“Show me how much you love it.”

 


When he handed me the dildo that time, I
wrapped my fingers around it. “We don’t have lube here--” I was
about to say I’d run and get some when he put a tube in my hand.
“How’d that get in here?”

 


“I put it there.”

 


“Are you sure?” I felt like I had to ask one
more time but, really, I was ready. Not waiting for his answer, I
applied lube to his crack.

 


“Oh god. Yes.”

 


“You like that?” I heard myself ask. It had
the same tenor and dominance that Mitch had when he asked me the
same thing.

 


“Holy shit, yeah!”

 


That was my green light... and not the light
bulb. That little devil was on my shoulder, guiding me through the
lessons. I remembered to go slowly and not push too hard. And then,
I sawed it in and out of his hole.

 


He leaned onto his forearms on the sink, and
I increased the pace. I was fucking him!

 


At some point, he reached for my hand and
placed it on his dick. Automatically, I worked my hands in unison
to fuck him and stroke him. He emitted a moan in record time.

 


Then, he turned around and picked me up as he
kissed me. I don’t know why, but it felt awkward to be lifted by
him at that point. I didn’t say anything but I playfully beat his
chest and demanded to be put down.

 


We walked arm-in-arm to the bedroom and fell
asleep with smiles.




Chapter 7




 


I didn’t have anything scheduled on Monday,
so I invited Margie to lunch. The near-miss over the weekend hadn’t
sat well with me.

 


I let her pick the place, and she picked
Breakfast and Beyond. “Mitch and I were just there this weekend,” I
said without thinking.

 


“Yes, I know.”

 


“You--oh. I wanted to talk to you about
that.”

 


“I’m sorry, Vicky.”

 


“Sorry? Don’t be. But let’s talk about it at
lunch. Do you want me to pick you up?”

 


“I have a doctor’s appointment at two, so
it’s better if we drive separately.”

 


Her apology confused me all morning.

 


She was waiting in a booth when I arrived.
“No, don’t get up,” I said as I squeezed her shoulders and brushed
my lips next to her face. “How are you, Margie?” I asked as I
settled onto the seat and took in her appearance.

 


I didn’t think she looked like a
newly-divorced woman who had been embattled in a fight for her
sanity. She looked like she always looked... not that I knew what I
was expecting.

 


The waitress brought coffee, and we looked
over the menu. I wasn’t sure if she heard my question and decided
it wasn’t important.

 


“I love this place,” she said, setting the
menu down.

 


“It’s Mitch’s favorite,” I nodded.

 


“So, ‘how am I’, was that the question?” I
nodded, and she continued. “I think I’m doing okay. I still wake up
a few times a week and reach for him. On the one hand, we’d been
together my entire adult life. On the other, he was a schmuck. I’m
sorry...”

 


“Not at all. It’s just you and me here,
Margie.”

 


“Thank you, Vicky. You’re probably my best
friend. It’s just that I feel so lost sometimes.” She dabbed a
napkin at her eyes to keep the flood at bay.

 


“I can understand that. Last we talked, you
were going to try dating?”

 


“Oh, Vicky! Dating’s not the same as when we
were kids. Seems like guys our age who are single--and not just
lying about being married--feel like they’ve been given a free
ticket to be a swinging bachelor.”


 


“I’m sorry, I don’t understand.”

 


“They just wanna have sex, Vicky.”

 


“Oh.” I smiled, thinking about all the sex
Mitch and I had over the weekend.

 


“Yeah, I thought I wanted that, too.” She
misread my reaction. “And I did. At first. But I don’t. Well, I
want to have sex but I want a relationship, too.”

 


“Margie, are you telling me that you...”

 


“I sure did!” she nodded. “Figured if Hal can
do it, so can I.”

 


“Wow, that’s so... I don’t even know the
word. Can I ask you a question?”

 


“Sure.”

 


“Well, what was it like being with someone
besides Hal?”

 


She nodded and held up her finger as the
waitress came back, and we gave our orders. “At first, I just
wanted to do it to spite him. But when I was actually getting
physical, it was just... weird.”

 



“Weird how?” I started to pay careful
attention at that point. Weird is exactly how I’d describe the
dildo play that Mitch and I had done. It would be wonderful to talk
to another female about everything.

 


“Well, mainly because he wasn’t Hal. We’d
done the same things the same way for years. It’s like pulling the
toilet paper from the wrong side. You know it’ll have the same
effect but it’s just not the same, y’know?”

 


“Oh. I hadn’t thought of that.” I tried not
to appear disappointed. “Did it ever get not weird or did you do
something that made it weirder?” I tried to pry without revealing
my situation.

 


“Weirder? I don’t know how I could do
anything to make it weirder. After the third guy, I think I
expected weird... or at least not the same moves as Hal. And it was
actually not so bad.”

 


“I hope you didn’t end the evening with that
compliment: Thank you, Date, that was ‘actually not so bad,’” I
chuckled.

 


Margie laughed. “Can you imagine?”

 


“So was number four any better?”

 


“No number four. Yet. I realized I want a
relationship. It’s kind of empty without it. And really,” she
lowered her voice, “it made me realize that it’s been kinda empty
with Hal for years.” She dabbed her eyes again.

 


“I’m so sorry, Margie.”

 


She looked at me, with her eyes red and
moist. “No, Vicky. I’m the one who needs to apologize. I saw
you and Mitch here on Saturday, and I just couldn’t do it. I
couldn’t talk to you, and I didn’t want you to come to me.”

 


“I kinda got that feeling.”

 


“I know, I’m sorry. I love you and Mitch.
You’re the greatest couple. But seeing you was a pretty harsh
reminder that I have no one. And I didn’t want to be that
person...” she gestured with her hands and dabbed her eyes.

 


“You have nothing to be sorry for. It makes
perfect sense. I’m glad we can talk about it.”

 


“Thank you, Vicky.”

 


Our food came, and we ate and talked about
the library club and our kids. But I came back to sex on the
off-chance that I’d be able to talk to her. “So you said dating
isn’t the same anymore. What about the sex?”

 


“I just told you--”

 


“No, I mean, did you remember how to do it or
did they want anything different?”

 


“It actually is like riding a bicycle. And
no, just the same. Why do you ask?”

 


“Oh, um. No reason.”

 


“You can tell me; you had to have one.”

 


I knew I wouldn’t get away without saying
something. “Um, well, I’ve read about women in their forties who
take on new lovers and, um, learn something different about
sex.”

 


“Like what?”

 


“Oh, um, like playing with... toys.”

 


“Toys? That’s not new, honey.” She waved her
fork at me as she chewed.

 


I was hopeful. “Did you play with toys with
Hal?”

 


“Oh yeah. Don’t you and Mitch play with
‘em?”

 


“Not until fairly recently...”

 


She nodded, like we shared a secret. “Right,
it’s much easier to use ‘em when the kids aren’t around.”

 


That was a good point. We’d have to make sure
to hide the dildo when the kids came home!

 


“Have you played with a dildo?” I asked.

 


“Oh sure. Isn’t it great? Hal picked one up
that’s longer than he is, and... I hate to say it, but damn, did it
feel amazing!”


 


At first, I thought she was talking about
using it on him. I tried to laugh my way out of the shocked
expression.

 


“What does that look mean, Vicky? Is Mitch
well-endowed? I always thought he was!”

 


“What? No. I mean, I dunno. I’ve never had
any complaints.” I knew my face was getting red.

 


“Uh-huh. What else have you used?”

 


“What else... like, on Mitch?”

 


“On Mitch? Oh,” she nodded again, “you mean
your vibe? Isn’t it funny how they love the vibe, too?”

 


“The vibe?”

 


“Vicky, please tell me you have a vibe.” When
I looked blank, she added, “A vibrator?”

 


“Oh. No.” I shrugged and colored again.

 


“Oh, honey, you dunno what you’re missin’!
And Hal loved it, too.”

 


“Where did you put it?”

 


“Right on his dick. Very low setting at
first. Sometimes when I was tipsy or upset, I’d shift it down.”

 


“Down... you mean to his ass?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“And he... he liked that?”

 


“Yep, I could tell because his hips moved.
It’s where the man’s G-spot is, y’know?”

 


“I’ve heard that.”

 


“But whenever I left it on too long, he’d
grab my wrist and shove me back, exclaiming he’s not gay.”

 


“I thought straight guys could get something
outta it, too?” I ventured.

 


“Not according to Hal. Anything to do with a
guy’s ass is straight-up gay. Period.”

 


“That’s what I thought, too.”

 


“But you know that’s wrong, right? My
cousin’s gay, and he told me every guy can get off to it.”

 


“Did you tell Hal that?”

 


“Many times. But he still claimed it made you
less of a man if you liked having your ass played with.”

 


“So, then, um, you never actually put the
vibe inside of him?”

 


“Honey, vibes don’t go inside. A dildo, you
can. But he’d never let me.”

 


“You tried all on your own?”

 


“No. God no. Why, do you and Mitch do
that?”

 


“What? No!” I shook my head vehemently.

 


“Oh. I’ve thought about it. What it would
feel like. I was looking forward to experimenting outside the
box--ha, get it? Outside the ‘box’? But that’s when...”

 


“When?”

 


“Sorry. Hal brought toys into the bedroom
about the same time that he started cheating on me.”

 


“Oh, I’m so sorry, Margie.”

 


She waved her napkin and nodded, indicating
that she was fine. I dropped the weird talk.

 


But it stayed with me and infiltrated my nap.
I dreamt that Mitch was having an affair and trying to cover it up
by using toys. Then, I reassured myself by remembering we played
with toys in college. It wasn’t a new thing.

 


As I fretted, Mitch texted that he was taking
me out to dinner, and ordered that I wear a red dress without
underwear! To be honest with you, I was excited by his attitude.
And it soothed my ego to think he couldn’t be having an affair if
he wanted to be seen in public with me.

 


While I got ready, though, I wondered if he
were trying to make it up to me somehow. Or maybe he wanted to try
the G-spot thing and hated it. Or maybe he really was gay.

 


Then I thought about what Margie had said
about wanting a relationship. I didn’t know what I’d do if Mitch
wanted a divorce.

 


Maybe the red dress and no panties was just
Mitch being fun... and dominant. Just in case it was something
else, though, I vowed to go along with it.

 


He told me to be ready at six, sharp. And at
six, he walked in and had me twirl for him. He complimented me as
he hiked up the dress.

 


“Mmm,” he said, rubbing his palm over my ass.
“Someone did follow my instructions. What a good girl.”

 


“You ordered it, so I did it,” I smiled.

 


When he turned toward the door, I thought I
saw his smile fade into disappointment. I decided to answer with
simple yeses for the rest of the night.




Chapter 8




 


Aside from a “you look very nice” comment,
neither of us spoke on the way to the restaurant. Mitch fidgeted
with the car radio and sighed several times. I wasn’t sure whether
he was upset with me or just had a bad day. I nearly asked him
about it but remembered to be submissive.

 


We went to an upscale Italian place. Whatever
had been his problem was gone by the time we got to our table. The
old Mitch was back in full dominant force. He allowed me to look at
the menu but ordered for me without my input.

 


He stopped me when I reached for my wine.
“Ah-ah, Vicky,” he held his hand up. “Everything about tonight is
controlled by me, including when you drink.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


“That’s a good girl.” He patted my hand. “You
may take a sip now.”

 


He’d never gone to that extreme before. To be
honest with you, I was conflicted. Even though my pussy moistened,
that little devil fumed. How could I long for the control yet love
him controlling me?

 


I chose to acquiesce. Begging for more wine
quelled the devil and fueled my desire.

 


It did something for Mitch, too, because,
halfway through the meal, he ordered me to slide my legs apart. It
was so daring and public... and I didn’t have panties on!

 


I couldn’t look at him. When I reached for my
glass, he slapped my wrist. The shock of it sent my knees in
opposite directions.

 


“That’s a good girl,” he said when my knee
touched his thigh. “Continue to eat like nothing’s wrong.”

 


“Yes, sir.”

 


With difficulty, I twirled pasta onto my fork
and put it into my mouth. As I chewed, Mitch hiked up my dress and
slithered his hand along my inner thigh.

 


“Someone’s very wet,” he commented.

 


“Mmm hmm,” I barely breathed.

 


“If someone didn’t get so loud when she was
aroused, I could do something with this wetness.”

 


“Oh, please, Mitch. Please, I...” My hips
rocked involuntarily, attempting to force his fingers inside.

 


Mitch, however, patted my pussy and retracted
his hand. “No,” he shook his head, “it’s not up to you. Not
tonight. Finish your dinner.”

 


On the way home, Mitch unzipped his trousers
and aired his hard-on. “You got me so hot in the restaurant, Vicky.
In public. In front of all those people. And I couldn’t do anything
about it. I can’t wait to get home. Suck me now.”

 


I immediately shifted and licked. His cock
tasted like honey, and I sucked like crazy. It was the farthest I’d
ever sucked him down. When he made that tell-tale twitch, I kept
him down the entire time. It felt like he exploded directly into my
stomach.

 


Mitch had had the wherewithal to pull over.
“Vicky, honey... holy shit,” he murmured when I didn’t let up.

 


I took it as a green light to continue, but
he slid his fingers around my neck. “Stop.”

 


I reluctantly sat up and wiped my lips. Mitch
put the car in drive. We didn’t say anything until we got into the
house. “Second door on the left. March and strip,” he ordered.

 


It was our daughter’s room. The lack of her
name kept us focused on sex. I climbed the stairs ahead of him, and
he slid his hands up my legs and squeezed my ass. I wiggled it.

 


He kissed me passionately before guiding me
onto my back. While kissing more, he pulled my dress up and his
cock out. He took me missionary while we both were clothed.

 


I was charged, and screamed out, “Take me!”
as I wrapped my legs around him. At first, he responded with hard
thrusts. Then, he pulled out, flipped me over and took me
doggy.

 


He brought me to a screaming fit again... and
pulled out again. He flipped me back and tossed my legs over his
arms. “Scream into a pillow when you come.”

 


I nodded in ecstasy. Mitch knew how to hit
every emotional and physical nerve. He brought himself over the
edge, and our fluids mixed.

 


Then, he helped me up and said, “Go take a
shower before you get into bed with me.”

 


He crawled into bed without one, and I looked
at him before I went into the bathroom. I wasn’t sure if he was
disappointed with me for shouting orders during sex. My
conversation with Margie came back to me as I sat on the
toilet.

 


Could it be that Mitch was actually having an
affair, and I was being dumb? Or was he covering up for being
gay?

 


My plan to be a yes-girl had failed, and I
didn’t feel secure. I also didn’t know what to do. Sighing, I
stepped into the shower.




Chapter 9




 


I tried to tell myself that I was being silly
but, over the next couple of weeks, Mitch changed. His control went
into overdrive. He began to text his orders for dinner, put his two
cents into household decorations, and even argued with me about
silly things.

 


We continued to have sex and christen the
rooms, but gone was the mention or thought of me having control.
When I accepted a kiss, he repositioned my face... and kept his
hand on my chin or the back of my neck.

 


One time when we were in the last of the
kids’ rooms, in the middle of everything, he barked at me that I
couldn’t come without him giving me permission. He’d never done
that before. And, in the heat of the moment, it had the opposite
effect: I came immediately.

 


Those things wouldn’t’ve been so bad except
for what I found on the computer.

 


Porn.

 


I first came across it one morning. “Honey,
aren’t you going to be late for work?” I asked as I went into the
office.

 


He jumped and quickly turned the monitor off.
“What time is it?”

 


“Seven-forty-five.”

 


“Holy shit! Walk me to my car.”

 


I think it was an attempt to distract me...
which it did. For a while. After I cleaned the breakfast dishes,
though, I went into the office. The lights on the computer were on
but the monitor was black.

 


When I turned it on, there was a porn video
of a dungeon, with a naked man tied up and a woman striking him
with a whip.

 


To tell you the truth, I sat in the chair and
watched the clip... and then played it again. But that time, I got
myself off. The little devil reminded me that all the sex we had
was missing the added thrill of being in control.

 


I marched myself to the treadmill, where I
thought about the implications. Mitch and I had only watched porn
in college, and that was on a VHS that we’d bought as a gag gift
for friends. I’m sure Mitch had watched more.

 


Well, obviously he had.

 


But why?

 


I didn’t tell Mitch I’d found the clip. And I
started to check the computer every few days. I found more
similar-themed porn. Some days, spreadsheets had been left open. On
a hunch, though, I started to check the web browser history... and
found more porn!

 


All of them depicted the female in charge.
The men were subservient, made to please the woman or were
punished.

 


If Mitch felt like he was less of a man, it
would explain his increase in control. Then again, maybe he was
drawn to that extreme to cover up homosexuality.

 


I was confused and kept it to myself. To be
honest with you, the videos were hot, and I wanted to try most of
it. But on the outside, I remained an obedient wife.

 


One night, Mitch came home in a strange mood.
I found out why after dinner. He aggressively kissed and groped me
in the hallway, which quickly escalated. With his fingers inside of
me, he warned, “Remember, you’re not allowed to come without my
permission.”

 


“It’s not something I can control, Mitch.
You try to not come when you’re at that point!” I
blurted it, and I blame the situation... and the porn.

 


His eyes flashed and he whispered, “You will
control it, kitten, or I will control it for you.”

 


Then, he pulled my hair and kissed me before
I could respond. Even though that devil wanted me to react
differently, I melted into the kiss. He couldn’t possibly be gay
and affect me so skillfully.

 


Arousal overtook my thoughts as he shoved my
panties to the side and took me right against the wall. It was
delicious, and I looked forward to my first orgasm. Mitch had said
something in warning again, but I couldn’t concentrate.

 


Until he pulled out.

 


“What do you think you’re doing?!” I
screamed.

 


Swoosh-thwack! Something stung my
pussy.

 


My stomach clenched and I looked for an
explanation. Then I saw a flogger in his hand and connected the
dots from the abrupt stop, to my sore sex, to the porn clips. I
couldn’t form a question.

 


“I told you I’d control it if you
didn’t.”


 


I nodded.

 


“Are you going to control it?”

 


Again, I nodded because I couldn’t speak.

 


He pushed me against the wall and picked up
where he left off. Even though I told him I’d control it, I
couldn’t. He pulled out and flogged me several times before he let
me come.

 


We snuggled that night but didn't say
anything.

 


The same scenario recurred over the next few
days, with different toys. I started to think maybe he was learning
how to be more dominant from the porn clips. Everything would be
okay.

 


* * * *

 


I called Margie the next day. I said it was
to check on the bake sale for the library, but I steered the
conversation to my real purpose.

 


“So, Margie, how’s the dating scene?”

 


“Actually, not too bad. I’m kinda seeing
someone.”

 


“Oh, congratulations.”


 


“Yeah, it’s kinda weird for me to say I’m
going steady with someone at my age.”

 


“No, it’s great! You think he’s a keeper,
then?”

 


“I hope he’s a keeper. He’s wild in the
sack!”

 


“Toys?”

 


“What?”

 


“You said he’s wild, I thought you meant he
brought toys to bed.” I knew I was pushing too hard, but I couldn’t
find my finesse.

 


“Is that what you consider wild sex,
Vicky?”


 


“Well, I thought you told me dating new guys
had opened your eyes to sex toys.” I heard the desperation in my
voice and hoped Margie didn’t.

 


“No, I said that dating nowadays, guys only
wanted sex. I’ve been around a toy or two in my day... I thought
you had, too?”

 


“Um, yeah. I must’ve misunderstood. I thought
you mentioned toys with the new guys.” I didn’t know what I was
fishing for, but I was drowning.

 


“No, I told you that Hal brought toys into
our bedroom when he started having affairs.”

 


“Oh.” Shit.

 


* * * *

 


That night, I took the reins because I
couldn’t live in limbo anymore.

 


“Why does it smell like lasagna when I texted
you to make chicken?” Mitch barked when he entered the kitchen.

 


“Because I felt like having lasagna.” He
glared at me, but I didn’t give in. “We’ve had chicken the last
three days.”

 


“And I told you to make it again
tonight.”

 


“Look, Mitch, I wanna talk to you about
something.” As soon as I said it, I became unsure whether I wanted
to continue. Things weren’t so bad. We were still having sex.

 


“After dinner; I’m hungry and irritated with
you.”

 


His arrogance dispelled my uncertainty, and I
forged on. “Mitch, we need to talk.” He had a look about him, and I
didn’t want to give him the chance to respond. “Seriously talk,
Mitch. Without all the other stuff. Can we?”

 


“Sure.” He placed his forearms on the table
and interlaced his fingers. “I’m listening.”

 


It was now or never. “I know we’ve been
together for a really long time, Mitch. And I know a lot of our
friends have divorced because someone ran off to fuck someone
else.”

 


He didn’t move or say anything. I couldn’t
read his face. Oh god! My body started to shake. “And so, well, um,
I--I--” my voice cracked, “I just need to know whether you’re
having an affair.”

 


“Whaaat?” He looked genuinely surprised.

 


“Are you having an affair, Mitch?”

 


“How could you even ask me that?!”

 


“Mitch. Answer me. Please,” I whispered.

 


He covered my hands with his and looked me in
the eyes. “No! I’m not having an affair. Why do you even think
that, hon?”

 


My eyes welled up in relief. I tried to hold
back the tears and get through the rest. “Mitch, I--I’ve seen what
you’ve been watching online.”

 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about. I
don’t watch anything online. Why are you so upset? Can we have
dinner now?”

 


“Mitch. I saw it.”

 


He looked down shamefully and nodded.

 


“So you didn’t leave them there so I’d watch
‘em and then wanna do those things to you?”

 


“No.”

 


“Oh.” To be honest with you, I was a little
disappointed. “Sooo, I watched some that you left on the computer
accidentally.”

 


He nodded.

 


“You--you’ve never watched porn alone before,
have you?”

 


“You know I haven’t.”

 


“Well, I didn’t think you were now,
either.”

 


“Fair enough.”

 


“Then, why now? I mean, we’ve just started to
revamp our sex life. Don’t you enjoy it?”

 


“Honey, no. Please don’t. I love you. And I’m
crazy about making love to you. And I really love that we’re
reconnecting all over the house.”

 


When he paused, I asked, “But?”

 


“There’s really no but, Vicky. I guess I got
a lot kinkier, and I tried to share it with you but you didn’t
really like it. I don’t want to force you to do anything, and I’d
never cheat on you, so I turned to porn.

 


“I can get my fix of watching femdom clips.
It doesn’t mean anything. Besides, I get to fuck you in real
life!”

 


He lowered his voice. “And it’s embarrassing
to like that kind of stuff. Y’know? I mean, really, I’ve always
dominated you. I wouldn’t want anyone else to know, and I’m
certainly not some closet fag.”

 


“To be honest with you, I was a little afraid
that when you wanted a dildo in your ass that you were gay.”

 


“Me?” he chuckled. “Vicky, I told you that’s
where the male G-spot is. It’s just a fact; nothing more.”

 


“You really want me to do those things to you
that were in those clips?” I tried again.

 


“No.”

 


“You don’t? But I thought--”

 


“Look, Vicky, I told you. I don’t want you to
do anything you don’t want to do or are uncomfortable with or
grossed out by.”

 


“I--I’m not, really. It was the gay
thing.”

 


“I’m not gay.”

 


“So, what if I wanted to do some of those
things to you?”

 


“I think I’d love it.”

 


“Yeah?”

 


“Really.”

 


I bit my lower lip. “Hmm. Let’s eat and talk
about it.” I served the meal. “You’ve acted so differently lately.
So much more dominant. And Margie said Hal brought toys when he was
having an affair, so that’s why I changed the menu.”

 


“I’m really sorry that I worried you, Vicky.
Changing the meal was a good beginning. And you should feel free to
put me in my place any time you think I’m being too dominant.” He
winked at me. “I’m also willing to be punished for anything you
consider bad behavior.”

 


I smiled at him as I thought about the clips.
We talked about some of them as we finished eating.

 


“You know, I just bought some toys. Maybe
you’d like to use one?”

 


When I nodded, he motioned to the stairs. I
was excited to duplicate some of the kink I’d been watching.

 


He plopped on the bed and asked, “What toy do
you wanna use first?”

 


“Um, I was thinking maybe the crop?”

 


“That’s a good choice, but you gotta be more
confident about it.”

 


“I want to use the crop.”

 


“That’s good!”

 


He brought me the crop, but I didn’t know how
to start.

 


“What do you want me to do for you?” he
asked.

 


“I don’t really know,” I admitted.

 


“‘Cause you can order me to do anything.”

 


I bit my lower lip again. All the clips had
taken place in a dungeon. We were in the bedroom. The actors had a
script. And the woman had a reason for being upset and using the
crop. I didn’t.

 


“Anything, baby.”

 


“I--I don’t know what to do, Mitch. And I
feel kinda silly.”

 


“No. No, it’s okay. Here, how about if I help
you?”

 


“Okay.” I was relieved, and my excitement
returned.

 


“Do you want to use that crop on me?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Okay. Do you want me to take my clothes
off?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Okay. Then tell me to do that.”

 


“Take your clothes off, Mitch.”

 


“Would you like me to strip for you?”

 


“Yeah!” I was glad he was helping.

 


Mitch pretended to be a stripper and took his
clothes off with flourish, after he switched places with me. Then,
he gave me a lap dance. I clapped and laughed.

 


“Was that what you had in mind?” he asked,
grinning.

 


“Not really but it was good, Mitch.”

 


“Well, if I overstepped my bounds, then you
should punish me.”

 


“Oh. Okay.” It gave me a reason to use the
crop.

 


With the first swat against his stomach, I
was hooked. It electrified me to take control. I reined the crop
down his hips and thighs, and I grinned.

 


But Mitch sighed, and he was irritated.
“You’ve gotta hit me a lot harder than that because I was really
bad and didn’t do what you wanted me to do.”

 


“Okay.” His tone took me out of my element
but I did it again. “Better?”

 


“No, don’t be afraid of leaving marks, Vicky.
No one’s gonna see me. And the crop isn’t really all that
dangerous. And if it is, I’ll let you know, okay?”

 


I nodded and smiled, but I got irritated. I
took it out with the crop. Thwack!

 


“Oouff!”

 


I repeatedly smacked him in the belly. When
he cried out, his stomach clenched. “I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” I
cried, forgetting my irritation.

 


“No, s’okay. Just, maybe go after some
meatier spots, like my ass or my legs.”

 


“Like here?” I swacked his ass.

 


“Yesss! That was good!”

 


I smiled, encouraged. Then, I stood up and
walked behind him. It was a better angle with much more
control.

 


“That’s for doing your own strip show,
Mitch!” I smacked his ass again.

 


“I understand, and I’m sorry.”

 


I was doing it, and he was responding
accordingly! What a thrill!

 


He switched to calling me Mistress. It gave
me more fuel to continue striking him. With each hit, I growled,
“Bad boy.”

 


“Can I make it up to you?”

 


“No! You’ve been a bad boy, Mitch, and I’m
going to punish you!” I was on a roll. The crop and its noise was
like high-fiving that little devil.

 


I got lost and was startled when Mitch
grabbed the crop out of my hand. “Ease up, Vicky!”

 


“You said--”

 


“Holy shit, you’re just goin’ at me and goin’
at me in the same fuckin’ place!”

 


My thrill vanished when he admonished me. To
be honest with you, I was a little pissed, too. The conflicting
emotions sent tears to my eyes.

 


Mitch hugged me. “I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to
yell. I loved it. I really did. But honey, you’ve gotta switch up
your hits. And, like, do something different. Okay?”

 


“Okay...” I was about to complain when I saw
his ass. “Oh my god, Mitch! Look what I’ve done!”

 


“Can’t really see it from here,” he
joked.

 


I smiled at the joke, but I was concerned.
“It’s bad. I’m so sorry.”

 


“Really, I enjoyed it. But it does
sting.”

 


I ran into the bathroom and got my lotion.
“This should help.” I praised myself for remembering the lotion
from one of the videos and was shocked when Mitch yelled.


 


“It stings! I’m just gonna hop in the shower
and wash this off.”

 


So much had happened. I was excited,
exhilarated... and I felt awful. I didn’t want things to end on a
bad note, so I joined him in the shower and grabbed the soap. “Can
I help?”

 


“I’d like that.”

 


When I soaped his cock, it forgave me. “At
least I didn’t break everything.”

 


He hugged me. “Honey, you didn’t break
anything. I loved it. Really.”

 


I felt connected to Mitch as we hugged in the
shower. We moved to the bed, and I figured it was best not to push
things. Mitch made love to me in the missionary position.

 


But I wasn’t ready to concede. As we were
snuggling, I said, “I wanted to try all the toys, too.”

 


“There’s always tomorrow.”

 


“Really? You still want me to try after what
I did?”


 


“I’m glad you still want to try!”




Chapter 10




 


Over the next couple of weeks, I initiated
more dominance. I played with the toys, and I learned, through
trial and error, how they affected Mitch. But the trial and error
consisted of me trying things and Mitch yelling at me.

 


To be honest with you, it was demoralizing.
Here I was, supposedly in a position of power, only to have Mitch
berate me. Or he’d give me tips on how to more effectively utilize
the toy.

 


Granted, I didn’t know what I was doing, and
sometimes his advice helped. But more so, I felt like a naughty
schoolgirl. When I told him that there’s nothing sexy about that
feeling, Mitch said some people liked that type of roleplay. His
comment made me angrier.

 


When I got completely frustrated, I told him
to just take me. He gladly flipped roles.


 


I tried to focus on the fact that we were
having sex, and life was good. And, after a few days, I’d want to
experiment more. The power was a rush, regardless of Mitch’s
admonitions.

 


Still, I couldn’t ever get it right so Mitch
was never completely happy.

 


Somewhere during that time, Mitch started to
act weird. He would come home and immediately take a shower or go
to the bathroom. It was like he was purposefully avoiding me before
he’d freshen up. It made me nervous about an affair, so I followed
him into the bathroom, and I was shocked to see there was something
on his dick.

 


“Don’t we knock anymore in this house?!”
Mitch shouted as I opened the door.

 


“What’s that?!”

 


“It’s a chastity cage.” He covered his dick
then moved his hands to the side, as if daring me to stare.

 


“What is it?”

 


“It’s to prevent me from getting hard.”

 


“Why?”

 


“It’s part of the submission thing.”

 


“I... there haven’t been anymore clips on the
computer, so I thought you were done with it.”

 


“No, I just started acting on it.”

 


I thought we had started acting on it,
but this was a new level. And he never discussed it with me! I was
hurt.

 


“Take it off.”

 


“Would you like to unlock me?” He held out a
key.

 


The little devil grabbed it, and power pulsed
through my veins. Mitch had to show me where the keyhole was. Then,
I slid in the key and turned... and dripped into my panties.

 


Mitch was turned on, too, because as soon as
I had the cage in my hand, he got hard. I was fascinated by how
tiny it had been in the cage compared to the size of the throbbing
monster. Lust took over, and I ordered Mitch onto the bed, where I
blew him.

 


To be honest with you, giving blow jobs
doesn’t do much for me, except I like to hear Mitch moan. But after
the cage, I couldn’t get him off fast enough. I was so turned on, I
rubbed my pussy as I sucked him down. We both came really
quickly.

 


Dinner was a flushed affair, with lots of
questions and answers. With that experience, my initiation
returned. I tried to have fun with the toys and the cage but Mitch
wouldn’t stop harping on me.

 


I got so irritated with how much he was
interfering with my power that I screamed at him.

 


“You say you want me to take control
but you never give it to me! Well, take this!”

 


I locked him in the cage. He got mad and
reached for the key on the night stand. “Looking for this?” I held
up the key.

 


He lunged for it, and adrenaline took over. I
didn’t even think. I scrambled off the bed and attached it to my
necklace. My victory smile fueled his rage.

 


“Vicky, unlock me.” He didn’t yell but his
voice was condescendingly firm.

 


“No.” I wasn’t going to obey.

 


“Gimme the fucking key.”

 


“You wanted this, remember, Mitch? Be
careful what you wish for!”

 


Mitch got a weird expression that I couldn’t
read. Then, he hopped off the bed and came after me. Even though I
was puffed-up dominant, he could still overpower me. So I ran into
the bathroom and locked the door.

 


“Why did you say that, Vicky?”

 


“Because it's true, isn’t it?!” I started to
panic, because he seemed to be more upset about my comment than his
dick being locked.

 


“Yeah, but why?”

 


“Because this is what you’ve been demanding,
and now I’ve done it!”

 


There was a long pause before he said,
“You’re right. I’m sorry. Please come out.”

 


“You gonna be nice?” Even though the
weirdness was gone, I had to make sure.

 


“Yes.”

 


“Get back on the bed first.”

 


“I’m on the bed.” His voice sounded farther
away but I opened the door to check. “It's okay, I'm not gonna
attack you.”

 


When I entered the room, he held out his
arms. “You really think I’m that dumb, Mitch? If I hug you, you’ll
rip my necklace off!”

 


“No. I won't. I just want to hold you.”

 


The adrenaline had slowed, and I didn’t know
what to do next, so I snuggled him.

 


He put his arms around me and said, “I’m glad
you want to be my keyholder. But we were right at the start of
something, and I need to get off. Will you please unlock me so I
can fuck you?”

 


I chuckled and slapped his stomach. “No, I
think you need to learn.”

 


“You think I need to learn what; that I can’t
get off?”

 


“Maybe.”

 


“You’re serious.”

 


“I am, Mitch. I gotta think.”

 


“Can’t you think while I fuck you?”

 


That made me laugh but I ignored the
question. “Where’d you get all the toys?”

 


“From a sex shop.”

 


“I haven’t been to one in--well, since
college. How long have you been going there?”

 


“Just since we decided to get back to our
christening list.”

 


“What’s it called?”

 


“Heavenly Not Hell.”

 


“Is that the way you feel or is that the name
of the store?” I smiled.

 


“Both.”

 



“Ha! Is that where you learned about this...
stuff?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Did you talk to the guy?”

 


“What guy?”

 


“The owner of the shop when you went in?”

 


“Sherry’s a worker there.”

 


With one word, all of my fears of infidelity
shot through me.

 


“It’s not like that,” he told me.

 


“What is it like, then?” My head was on his
chest, and our arms were around each other. My gut reaction was to
get up and go away. But I knew I had to face it. I had to know.

 


Mitch didn’t speak for a few seconds, and I
held my breath, lest he say something I didn’t hear. I was glad we
weren’t facing each other.

 


Then, he explained his prior months of
education at the hands of Sherry, the sex store worker. It seemed
plausible but, with everything spinning, I wouldn’t be sure until I
looked her in the eye.

 


I looked Mitch in the eye. “I want to go
there.”

 


“I want to fuck you.”

 


“Tomorrow.”

 


“Tomorrow I get to fuck you or tomorrow you
want to meet Sherry?”

 


“Sherry. It’s unclear about the other part
just now. I’m thinking you need time to think, too.”

 


“Oh, I don’t, though. I’m ready to fuck right
now.”

 


I lowered my lids at him, and he added, “Or
if you think that I need to think, I can easily do it while I’m
fucking you.”

 


I couldn’t believe him. Didn’t he realize how
this could affect our marriage? I smacked his chest. Before he
could respond, I rolled over and turned off the light.

 


I had planned on going to sleep but the
little devil gave me an even better idea. Turning on the light, I
pulled out the rabbit vibe and used it to masturbate.

 


Right in front of Mitch.

 


While he was caged.

 


I thought that, regardless of what happened,
I had gotten a taste of control, and I wasn’t ready to give it up.
Mitch was still mine, and I controlled him. The full impact of what
I was doing drove me over the edge.

 


Four times.

 


I didn’t say anything.

 


And I never looked at him.

 


Then, I turned off the light. I tried to go
to sleep but thoughts kept me awake. Mitch tossed and turned, and I
wondered if it was guilt from having an affair or discomfort from
not being allowed to come. The little devil reminded me how
dominant I’d been.

 


My thoughts flitted between panic and pride
until I finally fell asleep.




Chapter 11




 


Mitch took off work the next day to take me
to the sex store. He said it didn’t open until ten but he wouldn’t
get anything accomplished. As it was, he worked from home on a
filing emergency. We only spoke necessities during lunch because we
were in a hurry to leave.

 


When we pulled into the parking lot, I
noticed the store was bigger than the ones we’d frequented in
college. But it had an aura about it. Nondescript in a
no-one-will-know-what-you’re-walking-into kind of way. I wasn’t
prepared for the spotlight interior.

 


I was still adjusting to the brightness when
I found myself enveloped in a bear hug as someone said, “I don’t
know your name, but I was hoping Mitch would bring you!”

 


I laughed because I knew right away that they
weren’t having an affair. A woman just knows these things. Plus,
she was so best-friendsy, it was difficult not to engage. “My
name’s Vicky, Sherry. Nice to meet you, I think?”

 


“Oh, you’ll know so by the time you leave!”
she winked.

 


My apprehension immediately changed to
excitement. If she helped Mitch, I bet she could help me, too!

 


“So, did you like the videos I sent?” she
winked again.

 


“They were... interesting,” I smiled. Sherry
had set everything up for me. I nodded to myself, because I knew
the entire time that she was training Mitch, she had actually been
training me.

 


“Hand-selected to cover many bases... and to
communicate without being able to communicate with you.”

 


“I see that now. That was very ingenious of
you.”

 


“Yeah, well, I like to think so. Except you
didn’t really do your homework, Vicky.”

 


“No?”

 


“No. Scented lotion?!”

 


“Oh.” I looked down. If I had known the
videos were for me, I would’ve learned a lot more.

 


“And you kept second-guessing your
dominance.”

 


“Yes,” I nodded again, “that is very true.
Still am, actually.”

 


“Not to fear. Sherry’s here for you,” she
winked again.

 


I giggled. I’m in my forties and haven’t
giggled like that in two decades!

 


“I need something confirmed,” she continued.
“You didn’t know about the cock cage, right?”

 


“I know he’s wearing one.”

 


“Right, but you didn’t send him in to get
one.”

 


“Oh, no, I didn’t.”

 


“I knew it.”

 


She rolled her eyes at Mitch. To be honest
with you, I kinda forgot he was there. He looked like a petulant
teen... which made me giggle some more.

 


Sherry walked me to the cage section and
explained the various kinds. “I mean, we’ve got some pretty decent
ones here. I personally think the metal ones are the best.”

 


“Okay.” I’d just learned about the cock cage
and wasn’t sure about the implications but Sherry was very easy to
follow.

 


I glanced at Mitch again, who looked like he
was on a shopping marathon with grownups when the championship game
was on TV... and also like he wouldn’t care about the game if he
were allowed to buy something.

 


“Do I smell fresh laundry?” I asked.

 


“Yeah, but it’s not.” Mitch jumped the
answer. “I mean, they’re experimenting with how different scents
affect sales.”

 


Sherry and I gave him a look but he added,
“I’ve smelled them all.”

 


“Why don’t we go in the theater,” Sherry
suggested. “It’ll give us some privacy. The store isn’t normally
busy this early, and I’ll still be able to hear the door.”

 


Sherry and I sat a couple of seats apart in
the same aisle, and Mitch sat between us, one row back.

 


“I guess the first question is, now that
you’ve gotten a taste of femdom, are you both enjoying it?”

 


“Yes,” I answered quickly. Then, I glanced at
Mitch for his response, which was also yes.

 


“Are you happy with the way things are
proceeding?”

 


“To be honest with you, I’m new to all of
this. I suspect things could be different but I really don’t know
what or how,” I admitted. I didn’t see a reason to hold back with
Sherry.

 


“She’s very new. I’ve tried to train her as
best I can, but there are things she can definitely do better,”
Mitch added.

 


As I was about to look down, I saw Sherry put
up her palm in a stop gesture. She asked us some more general
questions that I answered, and Mitch tried to justify.

 


“So, it sounds like Mitch has been
topping from the bottom.”

 


“What do you mean?” he practically spat.

 


“I mean, that I’ve told you to be careful
what you wish for, Mitch. You wanted Vicky to dominate
you.”

 



Their exchange was confusing. I didn’t know
what Sherry meant but Mitch was obviously irritated.

 


Then she turned to me. “I have to commend you
for your willingness to step outside of your comfort zone, Vicky,
and actually try this. I hear so many complaints about how the wife
refuses to change or try anything.”

 


“Thank you, Sherry.”

 


“What do you mean topping from the bottom?”
Mitch butt in again.

 


“Just what it sounds like, Mitch. You’ve made
several complaints about how Vicky was doing things, but Vicky’s
version was different. She said she was trying to do what you asked
but you always criticized her.

 


“And by doing that, you removed her control.
Instead of allowing her to figure things out and control you--like
what you want--you controlled her while you were supposed to be the
subordinate.

 


“Another word for a sub is a ‘bottom’. And
another word for a domme is a ‘top’. Therefore, you were topping
from the bottom. Or, trying to dominate from a sub position.”

 


OMIGOD, that’s exactly what he’d done!
I had been so enthralled with the control that I never realized I
hadn’t ever been fully in control.

 


The little devil made me look at Mitch. He
didn’t say anything, and I noticed Sherry was looking at him,
too.

 


“Mitch, it’s time for you to leave now,”
Sherry told him.

 


“What?!”

 


He looked at me to intervene but I was
excited to talk to Sherry alone. No one spoke for about ten seconds
before Mitch walked out like he was kicking a deflated soccer
ball.

 


“Now he won’t bother us anymore,” Sherry
smiled. “If I heard everything right, you were frustrated with all
the mixed messages Mitch was sending?”

 


“Yes! Eventually, I just gave up and yelled
at him. I couldn’t seem to do anything right and yet...” I stopped
short.

 


“It’s okay, Vicky.”

 


“What is?”

 


“To admit that you like the control.”

 


She said it as a matter of fact, and held my
gaze. I nodded. “I do.”

 


“So, let’s get Mitch to submit so you can
really control him,” she smiled.

 


“How do I do that? I mean, Mitch is very
particular about what he likes and doesn’t like, down to the amount
of pressure and stuff.”

 


“Which was when he was topping from the
bottom. From now on, you’re gonna be in charge.”

 


To be honest with you, the thought thrilled
me. “I’m not sure he’ll let me.”

 


“Is it up to him, Vicky?”

 


As I thought about it, my smile expanded, and
I shook my head.

 


“No, it’s not. Make sure you remember
that.”

 


I nodded but sighed.

 


“What’s your hesitation?”

 


I opened my mouth but sighed again. I’d just
met her, and she was younger. Yet I felt like she could help me.
“To be honest with you, I have many hesitations.”

 


“Tell me what they are so we can get rid of
‘em all.”

 


“He can dominate me at any time just because
he’s stronger. So even if I ‘assert’ myself, he’s still gonna be
able to just stop it.”

 


“I get your thinking. But he wants you
to dominate him. I mean, he’ll probably test you, but you’re a mom
of three. Treat him like you treated all your kids.”

 


“But I’m used to him--”

 


“Not anymore. If you don’t assume the
dominance, he’ll take it from you.”

 


“Okay.”


 


“Once you get some confidence, he’ll fall in
line. I’ll walk you through some basics. Next?”

 


“Well, the other ones are more...
embarrassing.”

 


“We’re all girls here.”

 


“Yes, but you’re so much younger.”

 


“Age is just a number.”

 


“Okay. Well, as you get older, your body
changes. And well, I’ve found the occasional hair on my boob.”

 


“Girl, it doesn’t just happen with age. I
know how you feel but, really, guys just don’t care.”

 


I gave her a look.

 


“Seriously. I know I can’t get you to accept
that yet... so, do you pluck your eyebrows?”

 


“Yeah, sometimes.”

 


“Just take those little tweezers, and pluck
your tit. Problem solved.”

 


“Wow! I never even thought of that!”

 


“But I’m telling you, guys couldn’t care
less. I get that you’re self-conscious, but you have absolutely no
reason to be. What else?”

 


“This one’s more...” I shook my head.

 


“Lemme guess. Does it involve something
lower?” I nodded. “Something about odor?”

 


“How’d you know?”

 


“I work at a sex store. I live the life. It’s
one of the most common things women are freaked about. And the
answer is the same: Guys. Don’t. Care. I mean, there’s aromas and
there’s flat-out putridness. Look at it this way. I’ll bet Mitch
has come home after a hard day at work and asked for a blow job. Am
I right?”

 


“Sure.”

 


“And did he shower first?”

 


“No.”

 


“No, and you still went down on him.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“And I bet there’s been more than a few times
where he’s wanted to go down on you but you’ve said you didn’t feel
fresh, and he said he didn’t care, right?”


 


“Yeah, actually.”

 


“Y’know why?”

 


“‘Cause he didn’t care?”

 


“Exactly!”

 


“I dunno...”

 


“I know just how you’re gonna start, Vicky.
You’re pretty advanced, even if you don’t think so. So you’re gonna
do two things at once. First, he’s caged. You’ll find that the more
you lock him and deny his orgasms, the more focused he’ll be on
you. The second thing is, you’re going to train him to please you.
And you’ll do it by having him lick you to orgasms while denying
his.”

 


I grinned.

 


“You’ll have to get some phrasing down. Don’t
ask him if anything is okay. Never say ‘I think’. Always be
decisive. It’s about you; what you want. And it’s up to Mitch to
give it to you.”

 


“Okay.” I bit my lower lip.

 


“I see you’re wondering how it’s going to
play in real life.”

 


“Yeah,” I admitted.

 


“Well, there’s subtle things that go with it,
too. So like, you’re no longer Vicky. Your name is now Mistress.
Make sure he knows that and uses it. It puts him in a different
head space. Likewise, don’t call him Mitch. He’s now your slave or
sub or pet or anything else you want to call him.”

 


I nodded. “They do that on the congressional
floor.”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“No, not kink stuff, but they don’t address
each other personally. It’s to have a one-step separation of sorts.
Supposed to make them more civil to each other.”

 


Sherry thought about it. “I don’t really know
a lot about politics, but I can see that connection. It’s a formal
way of communicating to keep you guys in the moment. Like, yes,
Mistress; thank you, Mistress.”

 


I nodded again.

 


“We’ll start with simple things and increase
as you become more comfy.”

 


“Okay.” I was exhilarated! But a little part
of me wondered how Mitch was going to take it.

 


“Remember, Vicky, the emphasis is you.
Always. Mitch is gonna follow because he wants to.”

 


It was like she read my mind. Sherry
explained why metal cages were better than plastic. Then, she
outlined a course of dominance that I could handle.

 


“So, first the cage thing--or no, first the
new names, then the cage. And when you’re training him to please
you, you’re gonna deny him orgasms.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“But here’s the really important thing that
lots of dommes never learn. There’s a difference between denial as
a form of tease and denial as a byproduct of ignoring him.”

 


“I don’t get it. I thought you said I was
supposed to ignore him.”

 


“No, you’re supposed to deny him but never
ignore him.”

 


“I don’t think I’m really with ya,
Sherry.”

 


“So let’s say you go home, and you teach him
all the things we’ve discussed. And for a week, you do the same
things, maybe stepping up his training. But you never let him come,
and you tell him that he’s never allowed to come.”

 


“Right. That’s what I was going to do?”

 


“But think about it from the other
perspective. If you were a caged rat and you knew you’d never get
the cheese, what incentive do you have to walk the maze?”

 


I thought about it. “That caged rat is going
to get meaner and meaner.”

 


“Exactly!” she smiled.

 


“So how do I get around that?”

 


“By teasing him. Move the cheese closer.”

 


“And the cheese in this metaphor is what
again?”

 


“His chance to get off.”

 


“Ohh. I see. So don’t flat-out tell him he
won’t be coming for two weeks.”

 


“Exactly!” she smiled again. “Tell him he can
come when he’s a good boy... then find something to nitpick and
deny. Some days tell him he has no chance at it. It will make him
perform better the next day. Get it?”

 


“Yeah. But you’re sure he’s not gonna get fed
up and take me?”

 


“Ninety-nine-point-nine percent sure.”

 


“I like those odds.” I smiled. Still, though,
I wondered if I could effectuate it all.

 


“I think you’re gonna be great... actually
already are. But these tips will give you the confidence.”

 


“I don’t know how to thank you, Sherry.”

 


“Just doin’ my job. Which, by the way, it’s
gonna start pickin’ up in here over the rush hour. Lots of people
come in after work.”

 


“We’ve been in here for that long?”

 


“Yep. Listen, when we go out, I’m gonna take
you to get a cage and some other things. Mitch will probably be
pissed off. So I want you to ignore him. You’re gonna wanna say
you’re sorry or whatever, but don’t.”

 


“Okay,” I giggled... because she was
right.

 


“I’ll walk you to the place, you pick what
you like, and then you’ll pay and go wait in the car.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“In the driver’s seat.”

 


“Oh, but Mitch usually drives--”

 


“Nope, it’s all about who, Vicky?”

 


“Me?”

 


“Say it with conviction.”

 


“It’s all about me.”

 


“Good. So driver’s seat it is. You’re in
control.”

 


“Got it. Do I tell him to follow me or?”

 


“Nope, I wanna talk to him. Just walk right
past him and wait in the car.”

 


“Okay.”

 


When we walked into the store, Mitch raised
his eyebrows, and I could see the irritation all over him. I opened
my mouth to apologize but Sherry whisked me to the femdom section.
She showed me several things, and I quickly made my selections, and
I paid for them.

 


Walking past Mitch without speaking felt like
I had a car attached to each foot. The look on his face was like I
had betrayed him, and I nearly broke down. But I remembered Sherry
said that he’d probably fight in the beginning to make sure I
really was taking control. So I got myself through the door and
into the driver’s seat.

 


A few minutes later, Mitch walked out and
locked eyes with me as he approached the car. My heart was in my
throat, thinking he’d kick me into the passenger seat. But he got
in and didn’t say a word until we got home.

 


* * * *

 


He followed me into the bedroom, where I told
him to strip. He did it! It was difficult to keep the smile
from my face.

 


I think he was ashamed that he was in his
cage. Either that, or he wanted it off so he could take control. I
didn’t give him a chance, though. I told him that since he wanted
me to be a keyholder that I got to pick the cage. And the plastic
one was gross.

 


I reached into the bag and showed him the
metal one I’d chosen. Then, I took the key from my necklace and
ordered him to unlock and hand me the cage. He did it!

 


There was a hitch when I tried to lock the
new one on because he was hard. Sherry said that would happen, and
told me to have him stand under cold water. So I marched into the
bathroom and turned on the shower. Mitch followed me and got in...
only to get out quickly.

 


“It was to get rid of your hard-on, so come
here.”

 


But when he got closer, his boner grew, and I
couldn’t get the new one on. So I sent him right back under the
water. I don’t even know how many times he went back under the cold
water, but I got irritated. I told him to put it on and then stand
before me.

 


Finally, he remained flaccid. When I fit it
together, there was a metal ping, and it went straight to my
pussy. His dick belonged to me.

 


There was a spark in his eye when that
ping sounded, and he knew I owned him. Just to be sure,
though, I said, “This belongs to me now,” and I cupped his
cage.

 


“Holy shit!”

 


The new cage was slightly bigger than the
plastic one. It provided room to grow to tease him into thinking he
could get fully hard, only to be squashed by the metal sides.

 


I explained it to him as Sherry had explained
it to me. Then, I realized I was waiting for his response and
direction, which wasn’t dominant. So I moved to the end of the bed
and wagged my index finger for him to come.

 


He sat on the bed next to me, and I realized
I needed to be specific.

 


I pointed to the floor at my feet. Mitch
looked at me incredulously... but sank to his knees.

 


“Lick me.” He did! The power was
intoxicating!

 


“Sherry’s right; you’ve been domming from the
bottom. You had a great idea with chastity, even though I wasn’t
fully on board at first. We’ll use it to redirect your focus to me.
I mean, I’ll use it.”

 


He didn’t respond... and I realized I wanted
him to respond but hadn’t directed him to. “Are you listening to
me?” I swatted his head.

 


“Yeah,” he mumbled.

 


I smacked his face. “The response you’ll use
from now on is ‘Yes, Mistress’, understood?”

 


“Yeah. Yes, Mistress.”

 


His voice was clear that time because he’d
stopped licking to answer. Everything Sherry had told me was
working. One of the main lessons was that I had to be the focus. So
I directed him.

 


He obeyed every order. When I said slower, he
moved slower. And so on. When I couldn’t speak anymore, I steered
his head. When I was too far gone, I leaned back, clutched the
comforter and tensed around his face.

 


At first I thought Mitch was growling, but
then I realized that I was making that sound. And then my pitch got
higher into that siren thing I do. And I wasn’t even in the cowgirl
position!

 


When my dominance peaked, Mitch stood up and
tried to fuck me. I was ready for him. As he’d been licking, I’d
taken out the paddle from the bag.

 


Thwack! I smacked it against his
thighs. Mitch was stunned.

 


“This is exactly what your problem is,
slave. You don’t understand that you’re not in control. I
am.”

 


A part of me expected Mitch to balk. Instead,
he dripped. Right through the cage! The shift in power went
straight to my pussy.

 


“Get down and clean that up,
slave.”

 


Instead, Mitch walked to the bathroom. “Where
are you going?!”

 


“To get a--”

 


“Clean it up with your tongue.” I
really needed to learn to be more specific.

 


Mitch reluctantly fell to his knees and
licked his own cum. I couldn’t believe it, and I could believe it.
I was smiling when he stood up, and I struggled to look stern. “Did
I give you permission to stand, slave?”

 


“No, but--”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


“No, Mistress.”

 


I looked at him while I tried to figure out
what to do next. To be honest with you, I felt a little weird...
but also empowered. I sounded harsh and overly demanding. Sherry
told me it’d take a little getting used to but she assured me that
Mitch would like it.

 


Just as I was about to break the scene and
get his reassurance, he said, “I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


Holy shit! Sherry was right! I went right
back into character by thwacking his thighs.

 


I pointed to my pussy and firmly ordered,
“Get back down there with your hands behind your back.”

 


When I gently tapped the paddle against the
cage, he dripped. So, I had him lick it up again before taking me
over the edge. To be honest with you, I’m not sure whether it was
his tongue or my power that did it. Sherry said depriving him of
orgasms would heighten his pussylicking skills. It probably
couldn’t happen that quickly.

 


After the full day and workout, I was
exhausted. I knew Mitch expected me to unlock him but Sherry said
the lock was an important part of the training. To prevent him from
begging and wearing me down, I told him to check on work; make sure
the morning emergency was really over. Then, I made dinner.

 


He started to put his clothes on. “No, slaves
don’t wear clothes. Work in your office the way you are.”

 


Sherry’s advice of maintaining eye contact
was the only thing I focused on, because Mitch looked like he was
about to balk about everything.

 


Then, with his shoulders slightly slumped, he
walked out.

 


I took a shower and tried to process
everything. My exhaustion was replaced with pride and a sense of
accomplishment... until I realized I should’ve had Mitch make
dinner. But there would be time for everything. I did make him
serve it, though.

 


We had a nice meal with good conversation. It
felt like “normal”, like two equals.

 


It was late by the time we returned to the
bedroom. He walked into my space but didn’t touch me. “How’s about
you set me free so I can set you free?” he grinned and poked his
cage against my thigh.

 


“You’ve only been wearing your new cage for a
little while. I wouldn’t want to interrupt your chastity progress.
Therefore, you get to sleep in it.”

 


“But I thought we could--”

 


Sherry had said I needed to be in control all
the time or he’d try to revert. Swiftly, I grabbed the paddle and
crashed it on his back. “I don’t recall giving you permission to
speak, sub. Say, ‘I’m sorry, Mistress’.”

 


“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

 


“Say, ‘thank you for the correction,
Mistress’.”

 


“Thank you for the correction, Mistress.”

 


“All right. You’re done thinking for the
night, sub. Get in bed.”

 


We got into bed. I told him about safewords
and that I’d chosen “cookies” and “laundry” for yellow and red,
using the scents from Heavenly Not Hell. And I explained how I’d be
taking more control.

 


To be honest with you, I was worried about
how he’d take it, which is why I waited for the lights to be off.
Sherry was right, though; he didn’t complain.

 


“And now, sub, it’s time for sleep. Good
night.” I gave him a peck on the lips and rolled over. It was a
long and emotional day, and I fell asleep with a smile.




Chapter 12




 


Mitch went to work the next day like usual,
albeit in a metal cage. I went to the sex store.

 


“So? How’d it go?” Sherry greeted me.

 


“To be honest with you, it was... well,
heavenly not hell!”

 


We laughed. Then I went through the
play-by-play.

 


“I’m so impressed, Vicky! But don’t feel bad
about the dinner thing. You’re right; you did a lot
yesterday. Now we get to the fun training parts.”

 


“Okay,” I smiled. I didn’t have any second
thoughts.

 


“Every day, you’ll have him do something
else, so he gets it in his head that you’re the one in charge. So,
like, tonight, make him do the dishes. Tomorrow, make him hand wash
‘em. In a coupla days, leave some prep work for him, like have him
make the salad. And increase that until he’s making dinner when he
gets home from work.”

 


“He’s not really a good cook.”

 


“Well, then show him how to read a recipe and
follow it to your specifications. You can oversee the entire thing.
Once he gets the hang of a few dishes, you can watch TV or whatever
while he makes it on his own.”

 


I nodded. It’d be nice not to have to do the
cooking and cleaning every day.

 


“There’s no set order to this, either, Vicky.
You’re free to do things on your own.”

 


“Okay.” I’d follow Sherry’s suggestions for a
while.

 


“Then, have him pick up a few things on the
way home, and increase that to having him shop for the week. You
can have him do the laundry, iron, reorganize your lingerie drawer,
your closet, stuff like that.”

 


“Okay,” I smiled.

 


“And another one every woman loves... have
him paint your nails.”

 


I gave her a weird look.

 


“Trust me, Vicky, you’ll both love it. You
get to be pampered, and he gets to make you feel good. Use it as a
reward. It’s great.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“And don’t forget to have him kneel every
night and service you.”

 


“That’s the part I’m looking forward to the
most.”

 


“Uh-huh. He’s gonna see that pleasuring you
is the same as pleasuring himself.”

 


* * * *

 


“I went to Heavenly Not Hell today,” I told
Mitch when he got home that night.

 


“Yeah? What new toy did you get?”

 


“I talked to Sherry.”

 


“Uh-huh, what about?”

 


“I’ll be showing you what about for the next
coupla weeks.” He looked at me. “And you’re not to return there on
your own.”

 


“Okay.”

 


For the next two weeks, I did what Sherry
said... and kept Mitch locked. Every day, I expected him to say,
“Okay, Vicky, the game’s over.” But he never did. He looked happier
with each new task.

 


With the extra free time, I volunteered on a
research project for a biology professor. I was fulfilled sexually
and intellectually.

 


And we both enjoyed the end of the night,
where Mitch knelt at my feet and licked me. It became a new
routine, and I always had more than one orgasm. One night, I
stopped counting, but Mitch told me it was seven.

 


Some nights, I told him, “If you can make the
siren go off before the alarm does, you’ll get to come.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


Omigod, Sherry was so right. He nearly had me
over the edge way before the alarm, and it took everything in me to
prevent it. After that, I learned. I set the alarm for a shorter
time. The next time, I told him it had to be to my liking. Then, I
told him he didn’t switch things up enough. Little things.

 


But he upped his game, and I had to up my
requirements. If he caught on that I was merely taunting him, he
didn’t say. To be honest with you, I think he loved the
challenges.

 


After a week, I updated Sherry on my
progress.

 


“You’re my poster child, Vicky!” she smiled.
“Ready for more or you think you got this?”

 


“No, I’m ready for more.”

 


“Okay. So, part of being a good domme is
learning to take care of her sub. Kneeling takes its toll on the
knees. I’d advise putting a pillow down for him. A happy sub is one
who pleases you more,” she grinned.

 


“Okay. I could’ve used one during all those
blowjobs I gave.”

 


“Ever seen one of these?” She held up a butt
plug.

 


“A drain stopper?”

 


She burst out laughing. “Of sorts, Vicky, of
sorts.” When she explained what it was, I burst out laughing,
too.

 


“So, you’re gonna go up in size each day.
Start out small, and increase until he can comfortably accept a
dildo.”

 


“Oh, well, that’s kinda how we started; with
the dildo.”

 


“That was to get you hooked on dominance,
Vicky. I’m talkin’ about a dildo fit with a harness.”

 


My eyes grew wide and my pussy pulsed. I
remembered those vids where the woman fucked the guy.

 


“Uh-huh, I see you know what I’m talkin’
about,” Sherry said. “You ready to fuck Mitch, Vicky?”

 


“You think he’d go for it?”

 


“I know so.”

 


I giggled. I swear, anyone looking for the
Fountain of Youth just needs to start shopping at a sex shop!

 


Sherry explained the differences between the
rigs, the dildos and the lube. After trying on a few, I chose a
harness with an O-ring and adjustable straps. Looking at myself in
the mirror with a cock nearly gave me an orgasm.

 


I bought a butt plug pack with multiple
sizes. I also got a six-inch and an eight-inch dildo, even though
Sherry said I’d be back for the ten-incher. She also said I’d be
back for a harness that had a pocket for a clit vibe.

 


While she was ringing me up, I saw a bin of
small, satin pillows. I grabbed a black one with red writing that
said, “good boy”.

 


* * * *

 


Mitch accepted the butt plug training, and I
stopped wondering if he’d refuse to submit. It was a Friday when he
took the last plug. I wanted to fast-forward to after dinner, but I
had promised to run a test at the lab. That was a good thing
because it kept my mind occupied.

 


There was a problem, and I had to stay late
to fix it. By the time I got home, Mitch had dinner ready.

 


“I’ve got food waiting,” he greeted me.

 


“What a good boy,” I said as I pecked his
cheek. “I remember when you used to yell at me if I was late.”

 


“I’m sorry for all of that.”

 


I so wanted to skip dinner and take him
upstairs. But etiquette and procedure have its purposes.

 


“Did something happen at the lab?”

 


“I texted you about the test and having to
fix it.”

 


“Yeah, but you just seem really happy.”

 


“I am.” He had no idea what was coming.

 


“Then I’m happy, too.”

 


“How was work?”

 


I kept Mitch talking throughout dinner so I
didn’t ruin the surprise. As soon as the last crumb was eaten, I
said, “Clean up and then go upstairs.”

 


“Yes, dear. By hand?”

 


“Yes, but after tonight, you can use the
dishwasher again.”

 


“As you wish.”

 


I took the stairs two at a time and rushed
into my black lace bra that matched my black lace harness. I
fumbled with the dildo and saw my hands shake. Then, I set it on
the bathroom counter and looked at myself. A calm spread through
me, and I smiled.

 


There was no reason to rush or to be nervous.
I heard Mitch walking up the stairs, and I shut the bathroom door.
“Get naked and on your knees, sub.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


I picked up the dildo and fit it into the
O-ring like I’d done it a thousand times. Then, I squeezed some
lube onto it, and I opened the door while I was stroking the
dildo... my cock.

 


I didn’t have to say anything. Arousal
sparked Mitch’s eyes, and he dripped. Then, he licked it up without
being ordered.

 


I beckoned him with my index finger, and he
knee-walked to me. I patted his head. “That was a good boy,
cleaning up after yourself. Now get on the bed and spread your ass
for me.”

 


I twisted the butt plug, and he moaned. When
I pulled it out, his wide circle slowly closed. I let the lube flow
freely before I directed it with my fingers. Slowly, I pressed in
my middle and ring fingers, which went in almost without protest.
Taking my time, I rotated my fingers and pressed against his
prostate.

 


“Mistress, thank you. That feels so
good.”

 


“You’ve been a very good boy, pet. And now
I’m going to make you mine.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


I slid my hand up and down my cock, realizing
I was about to fuck my husband. It was exhilarating, and I thought
that must be what testosterone made you feel like.

 


Then I pressed the tip of my cock against his
hole, which opened easily. Still, I went slowly. I watched my cock
disappear into my husband’s ass as he moaned in delight. When I
reached the end, I held still. His moans were closer to grunts and
his breathing quickened.

 


Shortly after he’d become used to it, I
pulled back until only the tip was in, and then I pressed all the
way in again. I did it a few more times and watched in
amazement.

 


I was fucking my husband!

 


I sped up and had to put a hand on the base
to guide it. When I settled into a steady rhythm, I placed my hands
on his hips. The skin-to-skin point of control caused my hips to
pump faster.

 


Mitch’s moans were louder, and he started to
thrust back.

 


“Don’t you dare come. I’m going to enjoy
fucking you for a while.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


The pendulum of my cock sawing in and out of
his ass was hypnotic. A thought pulled me out of it: Changing
positions. I pulled all the way out and watched his gaping hole
close. “Get on your back with your legs up.”

 


He obeyed... and he’d never looked so
submissive. On his back, legs in the air, hands behind his knees,
butt cheeks spread, cock locked. I’d forgotten about the cage.

 


I looked at him and reached for the key. He
took one look at my hand before looking into my eyes.

 


The second I unlocked him, he was hard.

 


And pulsing.

 


I pinched his nipples as hard as I could.
“Stay with me, you hear?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.” But his face showed the
strain.

 


Sherry had reiterated the importance of lube
so much that I re-lubed my cock and his hole before I penetrated
again. My eyes were on his as I quickly moved into a rhythm.

 


When his eyes glazed over and rolled, I
stroked his dick.

 


“Nnnrff!” was all he said.

 


“You’ve been a good boy for two weeks, Mitch.
You get to come now.”

 


It’s difficult to say whether he made it to
the end of the sentence before he exploded like a volcano. I held
my cock inside until he was done.

 


“Go take a shower, and make sure you get in
all the hard-to-reach places really well.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


As he showered, I removed and cleaned my
harness. I’d never felt so alive. It wasn’t because I had demeaned
or humiliated my husband. On the contrary. I provided him with
sublime ecstasy... myself, too.

 


The simple swaying of hips and pushing that
stick into his hole made me feel on top of the world.

 


And I didn’t want it to end.

 


He brought me the cage and key after the
shower. I put them in the drawer and patted the bed. “I’ll keep you
uncaged... but not untamed tonight.”

 


“As you wish,” he smiled and crawled next to
me.

 


I had assimilated Sherry’s keep-him-guessing
lesson.

 


I held my husband in the spoon position and
fell asleep.




Chapter 13




 


We moved into a tentative training area.
Well, tentative for me. Even though Sherry had been right about
everything else, I was still nervous.

 


I told you that Mitch had been rewarded every
night by licking me. But every day, I spent time in the bathroom
before he got home to ensure I was fresh.

 


Sherry said it was time to have him eat me
without freshening up. I was nervous, especially because Sherry
said not to say anything first.

 


He knelt on his pillow and waited for me to
part my legs. “Smell me.”

 


“Mmm, so good,” he inhaled.

 


“Really?” I couldn’t help it.

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You may lick now.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


Mitch licked like there was no difference.
Soon, he had me relaxed and coming. Twice.

 


When we were snuggling, I couldn’t help but
ask, “Did you notice anything different about me today?”

 


“No, should I have?”

 


“Well, I mean, not with me but, like, I mean,
anything about me?”

 


“No?”

 


“How about the way I tasted?”

 


“Oh, yeah. You tasted extra needy today.”

 


“Needy? What’s that taste like?”

 


“Scrumptious.”

 


“Good.” I smiled in the dark.

 


A few days later, Sherry insisted that I
demand attention after a hard day at work and after a work-out.

 


“Get that musk nice and loud,” she’d
said.

 


It had gone well so far, so I did it. I
texted Mitch and exaggerated the mishaps and my irritation at the
lab. He commiserated. After lunch, I stepped it up.

 


 


It’s been such a hard day, I need
you get me off.

 


I can’t wait to please you.

 


If I didn’t have to be at the lab,
I’d demand you leave early.

 


You know I’d do it for you, babe.

 


I want to grind my pussy against
your face.

 


Holy shit, yes! I want you to!

 


 


A few hours later, I finalized it.

 


 


I got done with a test early, so
I’m heading to the gym.

 


Do you want me to meet you at home?

 


No, I’m too wound up. I need to
release some energy.

 


Okay, if that’s what you want.

 


I do. But you’d better be there to
finish me off as soon as I walk in.

 


Yes, Mistress.

 


Good boy.

 


You know what that does to me!

 


 


I did twenty-five minutes on the treadmill,
and twenty-five minutes on the StairMaster. In the locker room, I
toweled off the excess sweat and fought with myself to skip the
shower. Then, I had to fight my panties to get them up, I was so
sticky.

 


Even after toweling off, I sweated the entire
ride home. My pussy was squishy, and not in the good way.

 


True to our agreement, Mitch was on his knees
on the pillow when I came in. “What a good boy.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress. How was your
workout?”

 


“I worked pretty hard, pet... and I didn’t
take the time to shower.” I walked into his space and pulled his
head against my crotch. “Inhale deeply, pet.”

 


“Mmm, you smell wonderful, Mistress.”

 


Sherry was right!

 


“Yeah? You wanna eat my sweaty pussy?”

 


“If it pleases you.”

 


I dropped my stuff on the kitchen table and
walked to the living room. “In here.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


I peeled my biker shorts off and plopped on
the couch. Spreading my legs, I swiped two fingers against my
panties and pressed them against his mouth. “Smell.”

 


“Yum.”

 


“Open your mouth.” When he did, I wiped the
two fingers on his tongue. “Suck.”

 


He closed his eyes and sucked and swirled my
fingers... and he moaned.

 


“You like?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You want more?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg for it, pet.”

 


“Please, Mistress, would you be so kind as to
allow me to drink from your fragrant fountain?”

 


I pulled my panties to the side and nodded.
Mitch ran his hands up my legs as he leaned forward to inhale me.
He smiled at me before he dove his tongue between my folds. It
wasn’t until I sunk into the cushions that I fully reveled in his
attention. I think I’d expected him to refuse.

 


Sherry was a very wise sex store worker.




Chapter 14




 


I thrived during the next several weeks. The
professor gave me a paid position, and I experimented more with my
dominance.

 


It was fun to chat with Sherry, but I wanted
someone else. The only person I thought of was Margie. We met for
lunch to discuss the library’s addition.

 


“It’s amazing how on track things are,” I
commented when Margie gave me a progress update.

 



“It really is. We budgeted for another two
and a half months, but this may be the first construction project
on the face of the planet to be on schedule.”

 


We smiled and clinked our wine glasses. “I’ll
definitely drink to that.”

 


“Mmm, yeah,” she agreed.

 


“So, Margie, are you still going steady?”
Domming my husband had made me more blunt in everyday life.

 


“I am,” she gushed.

 



“I’m very happy for you,” I smiled. “I think
the last time you referred to him as a tiger between the
sheets?”

 


“Let’s just say there’s a whole lotta
roaring going on,” she giggled.

 


I recognized that giggle. Could she be...
“Are you telling me that one of you needs to be tamed?”

 


She giggled again. “You and Mitch?” I nodded.
“Oh, thank god. I’ve wanted someone to talk to but who in our
friend group would understand dominance and submission?”

 


She was speaking my language. “I thought the
same thing. To be honest with you, it’s why I invited you to
lunch.”

 


“I’m so glad you did! So what are ya talkin’,
blindfold, handcuffs, whips, and chains?”

 


“Hmm, not the blindfold, but that’s a great
idea. We just got started, to be honest with you.”

 


“You’ve gotta try it! George has been into it
for years and has opened my eyes to so many things, I feel like a
kid again! Not that I did this as a kid.”

 


“No, I know what you mean. But I thought you
said Hal introduced toys--”

 


“When he was cheating, yeah. But he didn’t
know anything. George is a sex connoisseur.” She giggled at her own
joke.

 


I smiled. “A crop?”

 


“A must-have.”

 


“Paddle, flogger, cane, hands?”

 


She nodded after each one.

 


“Dildos?”

 


“Of all shapes and sizes; vibrating and not,”
she beamed.

 


“You sound more advanced than me.” I couldn’t
believe that I was jealous. “How long have you been fucking
George?”

 


Margie glanced around the restaurant. “On the
first date!”

 


“But how did you know--”

 


“He was so sure of himself, so handsome, so
everything.”


 


“Oh, I see. No, I meant, how long have
you been fucking him, though?”

 


“I don’t understand.”

 


Oh god.

 


“S’ok, never mind.”

 


She searched my face before she raised her
eyebrows. “You mean you... I don’t... Mitch?”

 


“I think you had an entire conversation that
I wasn’t part of,” I smiled.

 


“You’re the domme.” I nodded. “I always
thought that Mitch was.”

 


“He was.”

 


“Wow.”

 


I was disappointed not to be able to share
the feeling of pegging but it was still an interesting
conversation. And Margie and I set a weekly lunch date.

 


* * * *

 


The following week, I took Mitch to Heavenly
Not Hell. It had been several weeks since Sherry and I had really
talked, and I was eager to share my progress.

 


“Hiya, cuck,” Sherry greeted Mitch when we
entered.


 


“Hi, Miss,” he grinned.

 


While I was aware of the term, I hadn’t used
it with Mitch yet. It was a bit jolting to hear him take it so
well.

 


“Shall we mosey into the theater, Vicky?”

 


“Yes,” I giggled.

 


“So it looks like you’ve got Mitch
well-trained, girl.”

 


“Yeah, it’s coming along.”

 


I told her about my creative dominance, and
Sherry was impressed. “I know this is gonna sound so stupid, but
I’m so proud of you, Vicky! I told you, the thing I like best about
these situations is when the person goes rogue. It means you’ve
really embraced the role.”

 


“Yeah, I feel it, too. In fact, I’ve told a
friend.” I told her about how interested Margie was with pegging,
once she learned I’d done it.

 


“It sounds like she’s got two great teachers;
George and you.”


 


“I dunno about being a teacher.”

 


“Hey, they say the best way to learn
something is to teach someone else. I think it’s great!”

 


“Yeah,” I nodded. “I think we may be getting
to the part where she puts some of this into action, and I was
thinking I could maybe bring her here and show her around? Have her
meet you?”

 


“It’s what I’m here for. That’d be great. But
I think you’ll be a great teacher, Vicky. So I’ll support whatever
you do, but you should teach her.”

 


I thought about it. Maybe Sherry was
right.

 


“Anyway, I wanted to tell you about what I
have planned for tonight with Mitch...”

 


“Wow, Vicky, I’m way impressed!” Sherry said
when I filled her in. “So what’d you have in mind for the
lingerie?”

 


“Well, you know my favorite color’s green,
and I think lace looks nice and has a delicateness to it.”

 


“I agree.”

 


“Also, you’re right, Sherry. Guys don’t see
the imperfections; they only focus on sex. So... do you have a
bikini in green leather?”

 


“We have an entire colored leather line,
Vicky. Whaddya have in mind?”

 


“Well, there’s a company pool party coming up
for Mitch’s office.”

 


Sherry laughed. “You really gonna wear
it?”


 


“I am,” I nodded.

 


“Well, I’ll be damned. I think you’ve just
graduated from sex ed, Vicky.”

 


“Yeah?”

 


“Without a doubt. Mind if I talk to Mitch
real quick?”

 


“Not at all.”

 


We both giggled as we walked to the lingerie
section. I could tell Mitch had his eyes on us but hung back.

 


When I paid for everything, Sherry told me,
“It sounds like you’ve done a fine job, Vicky.
Congratulations.”

 


“Thank you for your help with
everything.”

 


“Just doin’ my job.”

 


I pointed my head from Mitch to Sherry, and
then I went to the car.

 


* * * *

 


I had Mitch grill some steaks for dinner.
“Mmm, you really do know how to grill, Mitch.”

 


“I’m glad you like.”

 


“You know, you’ve been a great sub throughout
this whole training process.”

 


“You’ve been a great domme... Mistress.”

 


“Well, you knew I had it in me. So, thank you
for coaxing it out of me.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“You’ve been through a lot, and I’ve prepared
a special treat for you.”

 


“Oh? Special treat, like you miss my dominant
ways?”

 


“Special treat, like you’ve been a good
boy.”

 


I teased him and winked at him, and it made
me smirk when he thought I wanted him to dominate me. To be honest
with you, I sort of let him think that for a while.

 


So that, after dinner, he let his submission
slip. I told him to head upstairs for his special treat. “After
you,” I motioned for him to go first.

 


“Would you prefer to unlock me now?” he
asked.

 


“Not yet,” I smirked.

 


When we got into the bedroom, he was greeted
by the green lace lingerie set, displayed on the bed. He smiled at
me smugly. “Your favorite color; I approve.”

 


“Do you?” I batted my eyelashes.

 


“Really.”

 


“I’m glad. I picked the shade to complement
your skin tone.” The added zing of the situation made my pussy
twitch.

 


“You picked the--for my--what?!”

 


“You didn’t think those were for me, did you,
slave?”

 


* * * *

 


I’m not unfeeling. I gave Mitch time to
adjust to the next level of submission. He didn’t wear them that
night.

 


“I don’t think you fully appreciate my
special treat.”

 


I watched him push the dominance aside. “No,
I do. Mistress. Thank you for thinking of me.”

 


“I know it’s a lot to process. So I’ll give
you a different treat tonight. You can choose between bathing me or
painting my nails.”

 


“Thank you, Mistress. I’d prefer to do
whatever you wish.”

 


“What a good pet!”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“Well, you’ve been so good for so long, I
suppose I’ll let you do both!”

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


I learned to change things up. He received
relief and praise that night, which built him up for the bonus
zinger the following night.

 


* * * *

 


I texted him all day about how he’d get to
experience his special treat that night. I also told him he didn’t
need to cook. I’m sure he thought I was going to cook.

 


But we were going out.

 


I texted him to go to the bedroom when he got
home from work. “Are you excited for your special treat?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


The lacy set was on the bed, and I motioned
to it. Mitch mechanically put on the green thong first.

 


“Look at yourself in the mirror, cuck,” I
said, standing next to him. “How does it fit?”

 


Without waiting for an answer, I slipped a
finger in the waistline and dragged it around his body. “Not too
tight. Seems as though I got your size, Mitch.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“How does it fit here?” I grabbed his cage
and squeezed.

 


“It fits well, Mistress.”

 


“Do you like it?”

 


“Not really--” he started but stopped when he
caught my glare in the mirror. “Yes, Mistress.”

 


I pressed my breasts against his back. “That
pleases me, cuck. Hold your arms out front.”

 


I slid the straps of the matching bra up his
arms and clasped it in back. “Don’t you look so pretty.” I traced
his chest along the curve of the cups.

 


“Thank you, Mistress.”

 


“I think I’m going to fuck my pretty little
thing tonight,” I told him while batting the crop against the front
of Mitch’s thong. “Would you like to get fucked in your pretty
outfit?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


I smiled. “That makes me very happy.”

 


I hiked my skirt and pressed my pantyless
crotch against his thigh. “Can you feel how wet I am just thinking
about it?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Shit, I’m so excited, I’m going to need you
to lick me before dinner, cuck.”

 


Mitch automatically walked to the bed, knelt
on his satin pillow with his hands behind his back, and waited for
me to sit and spread my legs.

 


“We don’t have much time, so you’ll get some
help,” I retrieved a clit vibe from the drawer and sat on the end
of the bed.

 


I teased him by using the vibe so close to
his face. “Mmm, this may be my favorite vibe. Can you see my
wetness, cuck?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Do you want to taste it?”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Beg me.”

 


“Please, Mistress. Please let me taste your
sweet goodness and allow me to bring you to heaven.”

 


“Well, you have been a good boy putting on
your new outfit. And we really do have reservations. So...”

 


I hooked my leg around him, placed my heel
behind his neck, and pulled his head forward. “Lick my hole,
cuck.”

 


The man had skill, and I was soon moaning
loudly. “Mmm, yes! I love it when you fuck me with your tongue when
the vibe’s on my clit!”

 


I ground my hips against him as I pulled him
deeper, and I growled deeply. As my body tensed, I sounded the
siren and shuddered against Mitch’s face.

 


With his face still pressed against me, I
used the vibe to another, less intense, orgasm. As my panting
subsided, I dropped my leg. “I want you to keep that on your face.”
I pointed to my juices.

 


“I thought we were going out.”

 


“We are.”

 


“Yes, Mistress.”

 


“Put your clothes on.”

 


Mitch rose and began to remove the thong.

 


“What are you doing?”

 


“Getting ready, as you asked.”

 


“I told you to put your clothes on, not take
them off.”

 


“But this is--you don’t want--I can’t--“

 


I slapped his face. “How many times have I
said that we’re late?!”

 


“Sorry, Mistress, I just--you want me to wear
these out?”

 


“Well, under your suit, of course. And look,
cuck, I got you a new tie!” I showed him a green tie that matched
his undies.

 


“Thank you.”

 


After he was dressed, I returned him to the
mirror. “See? From the outside, no one would know that you’re
wearing such sexy underclothes, right?”

 


“I guess.”

 


* * * *

 


“Remember,” I told him as we walked into the
restaurant, “I’m in charge here, too.”

 


We were seated at a booth with a long, white
linen tablecloth. A waiter approached and asked Mitch if he’d like
to see a wine list. I interjected to order a bottle of 2016 Stags
Leap Cabernet Sauvignon.

 


“At some point during our dinner, slave, I
want you to slide under the table and lick me off. You can choose
the timing.”

 


“Vicky, I hardly think that a public
restaurant--”

 


“It’s not up for discussion,
slave.”

 


As the waiter poured our wine, I fingered the
key on my necklace while Mitch squirmed.

 


“A toast.” I raised my glass and Mitch
followed. “To the beginning of a new relationship within our
longstanding one.” We clinked glasses and drank.

 


“You looked a bit squirmy while the waiter
was here. Do you think everyone knows what this key is for?” I
twirled it openly.

 


“I’m not sure but I feel completely
exposed.”

 


“That’s all in your head. Outwardly, there’s
no difference than when we were here before.”

 


Before Mitch could respond, the waiter
returned to take our orders. When I rubbed my foot against Mitch's
crotch, a faint hissing was audible.

 


Like Mitch had done a few, short months
prior, I ordered salad, medium-rare steaks and baked potatoes for
us both.

 


After the waiter left, I told him, “Loosen
your tie, Mitch.”

 


When he obeyed, I added, “Unbutton your top
three buttons.”

 


“Vicky, I--”

 


“I’m sorry, WHAT?!"

 


“Mistress, please, the--it will be
visible.”

 


I stared at him until he complied. Then, he
nervously glanced around the restaurant. I smiled and sipped my
wine.

 


Then, Mitch deliberately gestured like he’d
dropped his napkin. When he went to pick it up, he slid under the
table.

 


I parted my legs, and smiled at my plan of
wearing crotchless panties. He slid his hand up my leg. Before I
knew it, his talented tongue attacked my clit.

 


It just so happened that at the same time I
felt his tongue, the waiter set down the appetizers. I jumped as
the plate touched the table.

 


“Is everything all right, Miss?” he
asked.

 


“Yes, I just caught a bit of a chill.” I
squeezed Mitch’s face with my knees.

 


“Very good.”

 


Once released from the vise, Mitch went back
to work. After thirty years--and several weeks of chastity--he knew
which spots to hit and in which order.

 


It was then I realized that I was at
risk for embarrassment. I told you I’m loud... and my siren sounded
with my dominance.

 


I tasted the soup in order to bite the spoon.
Then, I swapped the spoon for a hunk of bread. I thought I was
being pretty clever, considering.

 


Ramping it up, Mitch inserted two fingers and
flicked my clit with the back of his teeth. That did it. I morphed
a low growl into an, “mmm, this soup sure is goood!”

 


“I’m glad you enjoy, Miss. Did your guest get
called away?”

 


“Oh! No, he’ll be back shortly.”

 


“Very good, Miss.”

 


The break in my orgasm caused me to explode
the second the waiter walked away. I gripped the bottom of the
tablecloth and gritted my teeth to prevent the siren.

 


When Mitch was sure the coast was clear, he
reclaimed his seat. “I take it I can’t clean this off, either?”

 


“That’s correct.” I smiled at his shiny
face.

 


“Would you care to have your soup warmed,
sir?”

 


"No, it’s the price he pays for taking
business calls during dinner,” I answered for him.

 


“Of course, Miss.” As the waiter walked away,
he murmured, “I didn’t realize it was raining out.”

 


Mitch and I grinned at each other and enjoyed
our meal.

 


Back home, I unlocked Mitch but kept his
thong on. After straddling him on the bed, I pulled it to the side
and rode him hard. While doing so, I grabbed his bra and let go,
snapping it against his nipples.

 


The memory of our public kink and my power
set off the siren loudly. I was so comfortable in my dominance that
I allowed Mitch to come in me.

 


I climbed off the bed to lock Mitch back up.
Then, we lay together, and I dragged my fingers over his chest.
“I’m so happy with the way you behaved tonight, Mitch. It was great
fun, and I especially enjoyed putting you on public display, even
though you were well-concealed. It actually gave me some
ideas.”

 


“Oh?”

 


“Yeah, the next time we go out, you’re going
to have to perform like that again--”

 


“I liked it, too--”

 


“--only in the bathroom!”

 


“What?!”

 


I looked at him and nodded with a wicked
grin, “And I was thinking that the stall wouldn’t be locked...”

 


 


THE END

 


If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you
left a review at your favorite retailer.

 


Many thanks and keep reading,

 


~B.J.
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