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Lena read the message on her laptop's screen and wrinkled her nose.

Really? she thought, re-reading the email. She closed her eyes, but it was still there when she opened them.

"Bizarre," she said to her empty bedroom.

She could've sworn she'd deleted her KinkLove account six months ago when she "retired" from BDSM, but a notification about a new message on the site lit up her screen. After a string of disappointing encounters with "submissive men," from KinkLove and her daily life, she'd worked to forget her desire to dominate in the bedroom. She hadn't been thrilled to give going online a try anyway—she'd mostly done it to quiet an insistent friend.

Still, she couldn't bring herself to delete the email. Her cursor hovered over the button to view the message itself. A part of her had held out despite her best efforts and now asked if this could be it. Could this man be the submissive she'd been unable to find before?

Or it could be spam, some advertisement, half off their new premium service. 

Swearing at herself in a whisper, Lena pressed one finger to her laptop's trackpad and clicked the link to see the message.

At least it's not an ad, she thought as the almost familiar messaging interface of the site loaded. 

The many strange and creepy messages she'd received before abandoning her account flickered through her mind. The simple, kind greeting she read now couldn't have contrasted more from the messages from men insisting she should be their sub—ha—or requesting "special" photos.

Hey

I can see you haven't been online lately, but I found your profile intriguing and wanted to message you. I think we have a lot in common and, if you ever log in and read this, it would be great to get to know you. 

-David

The corners of her mouth twitched. She wanted to smile, but how many times had she been let down? Amidst the off-putting messages she'd received before, there had been others that came off as normal and even appealing, but they'd still led to disappointment.

Lena bit her bottom lip, a habit she couldn't seem to break, and sighed before clicking through to David's profile. He'd found hers intriguing, what would she think of his? Maybe it wouldn't interest her and she could push him out of her mind.

The thumbnail photo that accompanied his message hadn't done him justice. He was handsome with thick light brown hair, bright grey eyes, and a wide smile. Warmth hugged her body.

Forcing herself to look at more than his pictures, she read through his profile. David didn't reveal much about his life, but she liked what he had felt comfortable putting up. He had a normal list of hard limits—he wasn't opposed to anything she liked—and her eyebrows went up when she got to the list of his kinks.

She smiled as she reread "pegging." He listed his experience as limited, but that didn't surprise Lena. It wasn't the easiest thing to get experience with unless you found the right partner.

You could be that partner.

Pretending she hadn't thought that, she went back to skimming his profile, but she barely read anything. The pictures might not be his or they could be old. He could have lied about himself. Maybe he didn't enjoy life in the city like he'd said. He might not even live in the city. There were so many things she could wonder about and question, but there were just as many things that could be true and appealing.

Lena bit her lip again and returned to David's message so she could type her reply.

 

* * *

 

If she hadn't been able to see him through the bar's window, she doubted she would have gone in, but she was inside, making her way toward the attractive, brown-haired man.  He wore a dark, long-sleeved shirt and dark jeans. His athletic build was obvious through his clothes.

His gorgeous build confirmed she'd made a good choice in wearing her favorite dress: a navy blue sheath that hugged her in the right places. Underneath that she wore her favorite lingerie, a surprise for David if he pleased her.

Something about him threw her off though.

David noticed her when she was a few yards from his chair and smiled broadly. He stood to pull her chair out and say, "Hi, Lena."

"Hi, David," she said, studying his face as she sat down. It clicked. "You're better-looking than your pictures," she said, too curious to bother waiting for a moment that might seem more polite.

He paused and then laughed. "Yeah, I didn't put my best photos up online," he said before sitting down beside her at the bar. He'd chosen the end farthest from the door. It was more secluded, intimate.

"Who does that?" Lena asked. She knew plenty of people who put up biased or less than accurate pictures, but they always put up their absolutely best ones. She'd met a guy once who admitted to photoshop'ing his pictures, which struck her as a bit crazy.

"I guess I do," he said. "I don't want to be recognized from my profile that easily and I'm not photogenic so there are a lot of not so great photos to choose from."

She nodded, but it was hard to imagine being able to take a bad picture of such an attractive man. "So you don't want to be too recognizable?" Wanting to keep one's kinkiness, and even dating online, under the radar wasn't really strange, but most people she knew didn't mention it so casually or quickly.

He's a little odd, she thought, but it interested her.

The bartender walked up to them before he could respond.

"Can I get you anything?" the petite platinum blonde asked. She focused more on David than Lena despite David's nearly full glass of amber-colored liquor. David didn't take his eyes off Lena.

"I'll get a dark and stormy," Lena said, trying to make eye contact with the smaller woman. Tall at 5'9" with darker hair and an athletically curvy body, she was the opposite of the bartender who was all but frothing over David.

"I think she likes you," Lena said in a quiet, conspiratorial whisper. She couldn't keep the amusement out of her voice. She wasn't a woman who felt threatened often or easily.

"Seems like it," he said at the same volume. He opened his mouth to say more and then closed it as the bartender returned with Lena's drink.

"It's seven fifty or would you like to open a tab?" she asked.

"Put it on my tab," David said. The blonde's face fell for a moment, but then she nodded and walked off.

"Thanks," Lena said. She raised her glass in his direction before taking a drink.

He took a sip of his own drink and then asked, "So you wanted to know why I don't want to be very recognizable from my profile?"

She nodded.

"I don't have the most popular job and it's one that has some, uh, privacy concerns," he admitted. "I'm a cop, a detective actually."

"I can see why you wouldn't want everyone to know that. Seems like it could get a little awkward."

"To say the least. It'd be awkward if a friend or co-worker saw me, but if a suspect did? No thanks. It's not exactly dirty laundry, but bad is a good way to put it." His eyes stayed on hers as he spoke, occasionally looking over the rest of her face or registering movement behind her.

"At first when you weren't too open about what you did, I wondered if you might not want to say you were a garbage man—or maybe a burglar—but a detective. That means I could get you to make parking tickets go away, right?"

He laughed, and like his voice, it was a deep, rich sound. Lena's heart sped up. It wasn't every night she made a handsome man laugh over drinks, but she could get used to that and a whole lot more.

A wet heat started in her core as she thought of the evening's possibilities. She liked to get what she wanted instead of playing coy and, barring a red flag that seemed less and less likely to arise, she had every intention of taking David home and wearing him out.

Besides, they'd talked online and on the phone a few times as well. Maybe her mom wouldn't be proud of her choices, but there was plenty she didn't share with her family.

"Do you have any tickets or outstanding warrants I should know about?" he asked before taking a drink.

"No. I am a boring, upstanding citizen," Lena said.

"I wouldn't call you boring," he said. The warmth in her core flared up. If I ask him back to my place, he'll go, she thought, but she wanted to talk a little longer. She had her drink to finish as well.

She took a sip as David said, "Between the friendly bartender and your nonexistent parking tickets, I never got to tell you that you look just like your profile photos: beautiful." He shifted and angled his body more toward her, giving her a better view of his broad shoulders and chest.

Apparently he didn't try to come off as disinterested or coy himself.

He would look great bent forward or on all fours in front of her.

She blinked the image away, or tried. Her imagination could make it hard to focus.

"Thanks, David," she said, laying one hand on his thigh just above his knee. Through his jeans, she could feel his taut muscle. She took a deep breath and watched his chest rise and fall as he did the same.

"I know I've said it before, but I'm glad you replied to me. I didn't know if I should expect a response or not since you hadn't been on in months."

Nodding, Lena didn't let herself bite her lip. She hadn't talked about her reasons for not going online before. She walked under ladders and didn't mind black cats, but talking about her string of disappointing encounters felt like a jinx. It was getting harder to skirt though and it would probably come up anyway, especially if tonight went well.

Just talk about it. 

"I've had some bad luck with finding men who are. . . my type, online and off," she said.

"You mean submissive men?" David asked, leaning toward her. It gave their current topic a secretive, illicit atmosphere. Only the two of them really knew what they might get up to.

"I do," she said. "There are a lot of guys who wanted to meet me and then insist I would like submitting to them because they were more dominant and could get me to like it. And there were guys who wanted to be passive or just lazy more than submissive. They were tired of being in charge in the bedroom, but I could tell they were never actually into being dominated.

"It turned me off BDSM for a while. One woman can only handle being let down so much. I thought I deleted my KinkLove account"—she shook her head as she said the name aloud in public—"so your message was a nice surprise. Most guys who aren't into female domination won't mention pegging, in my experience. Anyway, you might've run across the same issue from the other side, people being incompatible or lying."

Lena sighed. Having all that off her chest and out in the open brought a serious sense of relief. Her unsatisfying love life had been like a shameful secret for a while now. She almost missed David frowning for half a second.

"Something wrong?" she asked. She had just given him a lot of information to process.

His gaze went to the floor and then back to her face. "I haven't been completely honest."

Of course. 

Pulling her hand away from his leg, she closed her eyes. Her stomach twisted into a knot.

Of course. I should have known. I should have known. 

"You should just go," Lena said, opening her eyes. Anger tightened her jaw and made her words short and harsh. "Pay your tab at the other end of the bar and then leave. Lose my number."

"I'm not going to be some crazy guy hounding you in a bar if you seriously want me to leave, but let me explain. Please, Lena." He spoke in a quick, urgent voice. Something about the pleading in his tone led her to nod. He sounded like he wanted to please her.

"Go ahead." She settled back in her chair and took a drink of the dark and stormy he'd be paying for, a perfect image of detached authority.

As though compensating for her pulling away, he leaned further forward. His hair fell across his forehead. "I marked myself as inexperienced on my profile and I am, but it's because I have no experience. None at all, not even, well, on my own. I've had a pretty vanilla sex life. Like you said, it's hard to find someone who's into what I like, what we like."

That's not so bad, she thought, taken aback. Whatever she'd expected, it hadn't been that. "I'm married" or "Literally everything I've said has been a lie" would've been more in line with her previous experiences.

Fuck, I'm jaded. I used to throw myself into experiences like these. What happened? But she knew the answer.

"I was planning on telling you," he continued. "When you talked about people lying, I didn't want to be someone who let you down in the same way so I thought I'd just say it and get it out there."

"Okay," she said, her tone carefully measured to give nothing away.

"Like I said, I can leave if you want that, but I don't think I should. I think both of us want me to stay," he said, voice steady. His alert gaze focused on her face, searching.

"I'm not used to men acting so determined," Lena said. So much about him appealed to her in spite of his deception.

He nodded and exhaled before saying, "I want to submit to you."

She didn't doubt the truth of his statement. As much as she wanted to protect herself with skepticism, she read only honesty on his face.

Wasting time won't help, she thought. She knew she could talk herself out of it if given enough time.

"I'll go easy on you to start with," she said. "But not too easy."

David's eyes widened. "Okay," he said with a laugh. "That sounds perfect."

"Pay the tab then." Sweet warmth filled her as she spoke in a commanding tone she'd missed.

"Of course, Lena." He caught the bartender's attention, eager to do as he'd been told.

"Good boy," she said before finishing her drink. The remaining ice in her glass brushed her lips and she shuddered.

The blonde bartender frowned at her as she handed David his card. Lena smiled at the woman and ran her tongue over her bottom lip. You don't even know, she thought as the woman wandered away.

"I, uh, I'll miss her," he said with a grimace before laughing.

She shook her head and laughed. "Let's get a cab back to my place."

"Your place?" he asked as he followed her toward the bar's door.

"I'm sure I have better toys than you," she said in a wicked voice, looking over her shoulder.

"Oh, toys," he said in a quiet, thoughtful voice as they walked into the cool night air. Fall had turned the city chilly after sunset.

"All sorts of toys. You'll see." Standing beside the curb, she raised a hand and caught the attention of a cab driver. The universe is on my side tonight.

"You first," she said, opening the door for him. Lena wanted him seated behind the driver.

"Women don't hold doors for me very often," he said once she joined him in the cab and told the driver her address.

"But you haven't met many women like me." Pulling her phone from her purse distracted her from the cheesiness of the statement.

As a rule, she considered it rude to play with one's phone on a date, but she needed to make an exception. Glancing at David without turning her head, she opened her text conversation with him and typed a quick message.

Heat traveled up her neck. Her request wasn't too crazy or too difficult, but she was pushing him. Still, she had a feeling about him and she wanted to push him. She wanted to know if he could take it.

"Check your phone," she mouthed to him, pointing to the pocket she saw the outline of his phone in.

With his brow furrowed, he pulled out his phone. Blue light from the screen lit his face and his mouth opened.

Lena stifled a giggle as she watched him react to her text. It was a simple message:

Take your cock out, but do not touch it and do not let the driver know. 

He stared at her for a moment and then tapped at his phone. A new message flashed onto her screen.

You're not kidding, are you? 

Not at all, she responded.

The sound of him swallowing filled the cab and he tugged at the collar of his shirt. He sent her another message.

What happened to going easy on me?

Tired of texting, she leaned into him and, letting her body press against his, whispered, "This is easy compared to all the things I want to do to you."

His hard shoulder and arm pressed into her soft breasts and Lena could feel his heat. She lingered a moment and then settled back into her corner of the cab.

Making eye contact, he nodded once then twice. The second nod was deeper, more confident, and after it his hands moved to his groin. Cars around them and the taxi's low radio meant the driver couldn't hear David unbutton and unzip, but she could.

A little shiver of pleasure went through her.

He blushed as he shifted his hips and then removed his dick from his pants. As she watched, he stiffened and grew. His embarrassment and, no doubt, fear didn't keep him from obeying her and liking it. Loving it really, based on his hard-on. His wide eyes fixed on hers as she looked up from his lap.

"Good boy," she mouthed.

"Thanks," he said in a low voice. The muscles of his jaw twitched, but his hard cock told another story.

"Eyes down for the rest of the ride, David." He tilted his head and she smiled. The cab driver's eyes remained on the road.

Maybe we're not as quiet as I think and he knows exactly what's happening, she thought, but she didn't care. If the cab driver knew, he wasn't stopping them. He was just another man doing exactly what she wanted.

Turning away from the cabbie, Lena reached for David and rested her fingertips on his hot, hard shaft. He jumped under her touch and his breath hitched so loudly the driver must have noticed.

"Shh, calm down. Behave yourself," she said as she tapped her fingers against his cock.

His dick stood straighter, pressing upward into her hand. She shifted, giving him space and not allowing him to touch her any more than she permitted. Teasing his cock would be fun, but so was making him wait.

"Sorry," he said.

"I'll let you make it up to me. We're almost to my apartment. Hope you're ready." With that, she released his dick and pointed to his zipper. He got the message and scrambled to put himself away, something his hard-on complicated.

Lena frowned at the sight of him dressed and presentable again, but she reminded herself it would be okay. She could be patient and soon enough they'd be in her apartment.

They passed the last few minutes of the cab ride in silence. Tension and nervousness gave him a rigid look: straight back, tense jaw, eyes straight ahead. She could relieve his tension, but she let it and his anticipation grow.

Her anticipation grew too. She could be patient, but it didn't mean she wanted to. Patient women didn't invite men back to their apartments after the first date and calling it a date might already be stretching the truth.

"Here we are," she said as the cab pulled to the curb in front of a tall apartment building. "David, would you pay the taxi driver?" Her hand was already on the door handle.

"Of course, Lena," he said. He dropped his wallet after pulling it from his pocket and she pressed her lips together to keep from laughing.

"Good boy." She got out of the car, leaving him to finish his transaction. She ran her hands over her arms. Her skin was hypersensitive. It practically thrummed—she practically thrummed.

"Okay, all paid up," David said as he rounded the cab.

She nodded. "Let's go then." Her building's doorman welcomed them inside and, lucky for her, the elevator was ready and waiting. "Nervous?" she asked as she hit the button for the seventeenth floor.

He laughed. "Yes, I am. I'm not about to run off though."

"'Miss,'" she said. "From now until I tell you to stop. And let's go back to no eye contact. They don't have to be on the ground, but you will not look me in the eye."

"Of course, Miss. Whatever you want."

"Excellent answer."

"Thank you, Miss."

Beside her, he was still the picture of strong masculinity: muscular body, broad shoulders, and strong features, but his downcast gaze made his subservience clear.

You're mine, she thought. Or you will be soon enough. Lena let the elevator ride and walk to her apartment door pass without talking and instead pictured dirty thing after dirty thing to do with him.

But she had promised to start easy.

It could be a fun way to challenge myself, she thought as she slipped her key into the lock and opened the door.

"Go in," she said.

Without hesitation, David walked into her dark apartment.

She closed and locked the door behind her before turning the light on. Standing in the dark for a few seconds wouldn't hurt him.

The lights revealed her apartment. It wasn't big, but she'd made it look spacious and inviting with comfortable but high quality furniture and a mix of bright and light colors.

Lena doubted the man standing in the middle of the room had her decorating handiwork on his mind though. Honestly, she hoped that wasn't his focus.

"How's that nervousness now, boy?" she asked. She stood behind him. David stood ramrod straight.

"A little more nervous, Miss, but I'm excited too."

Excited. Lena bit her lip.

"How's your cock?"

His shoulders tensed beneath his shirt for a moment and then relaxed. "Fine, Miss," he said. A moment later: "Also excited, Miss."

"Turn and show me then. Quick."

His erect dick pressed against his jeans, making the denim bulge.

"I'm not sure how well those pants fit you," Lena said before grinning.

"When I'm not hard—"

"No excuses, boy. Take the pants off, underwear too."

"Yes, Miss."

She propped her hand against her chin and watched. Although it was the second time that hour she saw David unbutton and unzip his jeans, anticipation still warmed her.

He pushed his jeans down first and revealed legs as muscular as she'd expected. His straining boxer briefs came off next. His already hard again cock sprang upward.

"Looks like someone missed me," she said with a laugh. Leaning forward, she drew one finger up his shaft and then gave the head a light upward smack.

He jerked backward with a yelp and covered his groin with his hands, but a moment later he returned his arms to his sides.

"It didn't hurt that badly, did it?" she asked.

"No, I'm sorry, Miss. You surprised me and I overreacted."

"At least you made me laugh." She tapped her chin. "Do a little spin for me."

"What?" He looked up at her, but his eyes went back to the ground in a rapid motion. Lena couldn't help but smile.

"Do a little spin, a turn. I want a view of what I'm going to fuck later."

Face tilted down or not, his blush was obvious. Not used to being the one taking orders, or getting fucked. 

"Yes, Miss." He spun on his heel. An awkward stiffness kept him rigid, but it didn't detract from the power of his muscles. Breaking him in would be a pleasure.

"You look silly bottomless with your shirt hanging, don't you, boy?"

"I probably do, Miss. I'm sure you're right." He brushed his fingers along the shirt's hem. "Should I take it off, Miss?"

"I think that's an excellent idea. Good boy. Go ahead then."

"Thank you, Miss." He unbuttoned his shirt, exposing athletic pecs, abs, and an Adonis belt that quickened her breathing. Who didn't want a sub who could take care of himself?

David held his shirt at his side. Below it and beside him, his jeans and underwear made a small pile on the floor.

"Fold your clothes, set them on the couch, and then come back to this spot."

"Yes, Miss," he said, bending down to collect his clothing from her floor.

He still hadn't loosened or relaxed when he returned to his place.

"Face the wall not me." He turned, once again displaying not only his ass but the broad muscles of his back. Tense or not, he was gorgeous.

"Maybe I should just have you stand against the wall or in a corner like a new piece of art or furniture. You are nice to look at, boy."

"Thank you, Miss. Would you like me to stand somewhere else?"

Lena laughed. "Stay there. Just bend over—from your hips like you mean it."

He didn't delay doing as he'd been told.

No hesitation, she thought with a nod before walking closer to him. She placed her hands on his waist and slid them to cup his ass. His skin was hot and his hard muscles pressed against her palms. She ran her hands over him in lazy circles.

"Spread your legs."

He moved his feet another foot apart.

"Wider," she said, giving his cheeks a squeeze.

"Of course. I'm sorry, Miss." David moved his feet a yard apart—ample space.

"Much better." As he exhaled, she lifted one arm and brought it down to hit his left ass cheek with a loud smack. She spanked his right cheek too before he had time to react.

He gasped and rocked forward. His arms swung out like he had to catch himself, but he stayed on his feet. She listened to his now heavy breathing for a few seconds before he said, "Thank you, Miss."

"You don't mind a little pain, do you?" she asked though she already knew the answer.

"I don't mind it, Miss. I like it."

"Good news for me." She ran one finger between his cheeks and paused on his hole. He shifted under her touch and squirmed. His muscles were tight, tensed. "Can you relax?"

"I'll try, Miss. I'm sorry." Although he held still, his body remained tense.

"Wait here." When he started to straighten his back, she slapped his ass. "Stay bent over. I did not tell you to change positions."

Lena heard him say, "I'm sorry, Miss," as she walked down the hall to her bedroom.

In the bottom drawer of her dresser, she kept her toys. Kneeling, she opened the drawer. Her strap-on sat in the corner, but that was for later. Instead, she took out a black butt plug and lube. She held one in each hand as she returned to David in the living room.

"Do you see what I'm carrying?" she asked while she walked to stand in front of him. He'd remained bent over just as she'd commanded.

His head shifted and he gulped. "I do, Miss."

"Tell me what you see in my hands, boy."

He took a moment before answering. "Miss, I see a butt plug and lube."

"And how do you feel about what I'm holding?" Lena held the plug closer to his face to give him a view of the toy.

"A little scared, but I want to try it, Miss." He didn't move at all as he spoke. Although she couldn't see his face from her angle, she would bet his eyes were locked on the toy.

"We need to break in and relax your round, virgin ass, boy. Take the plug and the lube, plug in one hand and lube in the other."

"Miss?"

He expects me to just do it.

"Take the toy and the lube as I instructed you," she said in a harder voice.

"Of course. I'm sorry, Miss." David extended his hands and she dropped the toy and lube into his palms.

"Now, lube up the toy. You don't want it dry, do you?" she asked with a laugh.

"Of course not, Miss."

He shifted the plug in his hand so that he could use it to uncap the lube he held in his other hand.

"No," she said once his fingers touched the lube's cap. "You need to hold the plug in that hand, use your mouth to uncap the lube. Then, hold it in your mouth and lube up the plug."

"Yes, Miss."

As he closed his teeth over the cap, Lena unzipped her dress. Cool air played over her exposed skin and gave her goose bumps despite the warmth in her core. She stepped out of the soft, blue fabric.

He stopped moving, the open lube's cap held in his teeth.

Apparently, he can see enough of me to be distracted, she thought and smiled.

She wore sheer thigh highs that ended with wide bands of black lace. The lace matched her thong and her corset. Intricate, sheer black lace hugged her waist and breasts. Her smooth, toned skin peeked through.

"I didn't tell you to stop," she said, stepping away from him. She took a seat on a nearby couch and crossed her legs. Her panties pulled over her wet lips as she shifted and Lena's chest tightened.

She'd been crazy to think she could ever give this up. 

David turned toward her, no doubt hoping for a better view, but she waved her hand at him when he met her eyes.

"No eye contact, boy." She drew her hands up her thighs, over her stomach and breasts, and to her neck. Excitement tingled over her skin and went deeper.

She couldn't wait much longer.

The man nodded and used his free hand to shift the lube in his mouth. It wasn't easy, but he managed to position it so that he could squeeze lube out onto the butt plug. Several droplets hit the floor. He flinched, but she didn't scold him.

She would have him clean it up later.

"All lubed up?" she asked after he transferred the lube into his hand.

"Yes, Miss," he said.

"Good boy."

She stood and walked to him. Her panties were only a few inches from his face when she stopped and took the plug from his hand. He'd done a good job.

"Wipe that lube up from the floor with your hand and use it to touch yourself," she said, stepping over the droplets and walking to stand behind him.

"Uh, yes, Miss," he said after a pause.

Confused, she thought. It wasn't surprising. This was so new to him. And now he's all mine to teach.

David's arm moved at his side. She couldn't see him, but she recognized the sound of his hand sliding up and down his shaft. The muscles of his back and ass relaxed.

The butt plug wasn't huge, but it wasn't a tiny, dainty thing either. He jumped when she pressed its tip against his hole. His muscles tightened again. He stopped stroking himself.

"Calm down and don't stop touching yourself. I wasn't even putting it in, just applying some lube." She grinned. He was on edge, but he wanted to give in to her still. "I hope you won't have a problem with stopping before you're told," she added.

"No, Miss. I'm sorry, just anxious." His arm moved again though more slowly.

With one hand, Lena gripped his hip and held him in place. She moved the tip of the plug over his hole again, spreading more lube. He didn't flinch away this time.

"See, that's all you had to do. Just hold still. And it will feel better now that you have some lube on you."

His head bobbed as he nodded. "Yes, Miss. Thank you."

"Are you ready?" she asked. She rested the plug against his hole.

David swallowed, but his arm sped up. "Yes, Miss, I'm ready."

"Very good, boy."

She pushed the plug, applying the lightest pressure. It popped into him and he gasped. He jerked against her hand, but he didn't pull away. She wouldn't have let him. As she pushed it further into him, he groaned. His body loosened around the toy.

"You sound like you're enjoying yourself," she said.

"I am, Miss. I've never felt anything like this. It hurts a little. It's tight, but it's good." He spoke in a halting voice.

"Having trouble concentrating?"

She pushed the plug deeper and then slid it out, leaving only the tip inside him. Lena moved the toy in and out of him and he moaned. His head dipped below his shoulders.

"I'm sorry, Miss. I am."

She pushed the toy into him completely.

"Oh fuck," David said in a half-shout.

"Enjoying yourself even more?" she asked as she moved her hand and gripped both of his hips.

Tilting her hips forward, she pushed into him and the plug. His hard body hummed against hers.

"God yes, Miss," he said.

Lena ground her hips against him harder, imitating the thrusting of fucking. Her panties rubbed her wet pussy and teased her clit. The muscles of his back flexed as he shifted his hips in time with hers. If he still felt any nervousness, it didn't show in the way his body moved.

Her hands shifted from his hips to his shoulders. Under her palms, his skin burned hot.

"Bend forward more. Touch your toes if you can," she said, shoving his shoulders downward. 

He curved his body as much as he could, more than she'd expected he'd be able to. His arm moved awkwardly but quickly at this new angle.

"Stop touching yourself and grab your ankles."

"Yes, Miss." His stretch deepened as he held onto his legs. She slammed her hips into his and rocked him forward though not enough to cause him to fall. He groaned.

She teased her hands over David's body. If she leaned her body into his, she could catch a handful of his thick, dark hair and pull his head back. Her breasts pushed against his hot, muscular back through the thin lace of her corset. Her nipples hardened.

Shifting to the side let her see that his stiff dick pressed against his stomach. It glistened with lube and pre-cum.

"How quickly do you think you could come?" she asked.

"Soon, Miss. This feels really good."

Lena slid one hand from his shoulder, down his back, over his stomach, and wrapped her fingers around his shaft.

"Oh, thank you, Miss," he said, pushing his hips back against her and pushing the plug as deep as it could go.

After a few long, slow, strokes, she shifted her hand to cup his balls. He inhaled sharply as she squeezed, but she didn't hurt him. She switched from working his balls to his cock and then alternated. Within a minute he was moaning.

"Close?" she asked.

His hips made quick movements, pushing against her body and her hand. His want couldn't be any more obvious, but she was in charge of deciding whether or not he got what he wanted.

"Yes, Miss, I am."

She rubbed her thumb over the damp head of his cock. "You want that release, don't you?"

"I do, Miss. I want it so much," David said. 

Not a surprise. She gave him one last fast stroke to make him gasp and then stopped.

"It's too bad you're not allowed to come yet, boy. You haven't earned it." Her hips stopped and she held him in place so he could no longer work his body against hers.

"Yes, Miss, of course. You're right," he said in a strained voice. His agreement couldn't hide his disappointment.

After giving the plug's base a push, she wiped her wet hand off on his back. Stepping back, Lena asked, "You do want to earn your orgasm, don't you?"

"Of course, Miss." He remained bent over, fingers wrapped around his lower legs. Sweat shone on his body now. He trembled, vibrated in anticipation.

"If only you could see yourself," she said. "You look like a ridiculous slut. Bent over, sweaty, plugged ass, cock dripping lube and pre-cum."

"I, I don't know what to say, Miss."

"Say thank you."

"I'm sorry, Miss, of course. Thank you, Miss."

She walked to stand beside his head, dragging one finger up his back as she went. "You are thankful, aren't you? Look at me when you answer."

He craned his neck to focus his grey eyes on her face. David's hair was tousled and his skin was flushed. It looked as hot as hers felt.

"I am thankful, Miss. I'm sorry I led you to think otherwise. I was surprised when you had me stop. I got caught up in my own pleasure."

She knelt and cupped his chin, holding him at her eye level. "Whose pleasure should you be focused on?"

He answered without any pause. "Yours, Miss. I'm sorry I wasn't."

She patted his cheek and stood. "Good answer. Follow me, boy. And don't forget the lube."

Turning on her heel, Lena walked down the hall to her bedroom again. It was nearly time to get out the strap-on.

His footsteps were quiet and unsure behind her, but he followed. She stopped just inside her door.

"Get on the bed," she said before he could make a sound.

"Yes, Miss." He walked to the bed. "Should I lie down, Miss?"

"Yes, on your back. You'll want to be comfortable." Anticipation trembled in her as he positioned himself. A pulse went through her pussy and her core. "Ready?" she asked.

He shifted, settling. "Yes, Miss. I think so."

He has no idea what's coming or he's not sure enough of what he suspects to be confident.

Two long strides took her to the bed. "Has anyone ever sat on your face?"

His eyes widened. "No, Miss."

"Then we'll see how you like your first time, boy."

She half-heard his "Of course, Miss," as she knelt on the bed and then positioned herself over his mouth, facing his erect dick.

"You can use your hands, but you may not move them above my waist." She didn't wait for him to answer before lowering her body.

His mouth pressed against her pussy through the lace of her thong. His breath warmed her already hot lips and the light pressure made her moan. Wetness, his tongue, pushed at her through the fabric.

Lena braced herself against his chest, letting her nails dig into his pecs.

"You're off to a good start, boy."

He slipped her panties to the side and brushed his lips over her opening before nipping and licking the tender skin of her inner thigh. In front of her, his cock bobbed and twitched. Having her on his face turned him on more.

"Perfect," she said to herself.

His tongue moved over her opening and pleasure flashed through her like a lightning bolt. Before she could gasp, David flicked his tongue against her clit and then swirled her own wetness over the hard bud.

"Yes, boy. Just like that."

He cupped her hip with his free hand and stroked her skin.

His slow, light licks sped up. Instead of teasing her thighs, he focused on her slit and her clit. Liquid heat pulsed in her core. Lena pushed herself down on his mouth harder. He pushed his tongue into her and she rolled her hips against his face.

His stubble bit at her thighs as she rode him, but the slight pain only amplified her pleasure. Slowly, he moved his tongue over her opening and then sucked on her clit.

"Oh, yes. Good, good boy," she said. She rocked her body against him, driving him into her wet heat.

He lapped and licked at her. David couldn't get enough of the taste of her pussy. Her back arched and a throb built to aching life deep in her core. She pushed herself against him once more and then shifted out of this reach.

She didn't want to get off with his mouth on her pussy. She wanted to get off with her strap-on buried in his ass.

For a moment, he tugged at her with his hand.

"Don't forget who's in charge," she said, slapping him. "It'd be a shame for you to undo all the good work your mouth just did."

He released Lena completely. "I'm sorry, Miss," he said with downcast eyes.

"As you should be. Now, get on all fours and take that plug out, boy. It's time for you to get fucked."

Excitement hummed through her body. She wasted no time as she opened the drawer again and pulled out her strap-on. It was already positioned in its harness and she pulled it up her legs quickly.

It was purple and two-sided. She pushed the shorter, curved side into herself with a gasp. It rubbed her inner wall just as it was meant to. 

"Take a look at what's going to be inside you," she said as she tightened the harness around her hips. He did and his mouth opened for a moment before he remembered to close it.

"It seems big, Miss." His Adam's apple bobbed in his throat, but he didn't pale. His chest still heaved and his dick didn't wither.

He wanted it. Heat washed over Lena.

The end meant for David was the shape of a thick cock about seven inches long. It wasn't massive enough to really hurt him, but he wouldn't be able to ignore the stretch.

"Do you trust me when I say I'll make you come harder than you ever have before?" she asked. The purple cock waved in front of her as she walked toward him.

He swallowed again and said, "Yes, Miss. Of course I do."

"Then hand me the lube, boy." She didn't fight her grin as she extended her open hand. He passed her the lube with a steadier hand than she expected.

"You give great head, boy. Next time I might have you go down on this cock." She wrapped one hand around the base of the strap-on.

"Whatever you'd like, Miss." His round eyes had yet to look away from the silicone dick between her legs. He was mesmerized, hungry. She laughed and applied a line of lube to the shaft and head.

"Ready?" she asked, tossing the lube onto the bed beside him.

"As I'll ever be, Miss."

"Like I told you, I'll go easy on you to start with."

"Thank you, Miss."

Lena positioned herself behind him with the strap-on aimed at his waiting ass. She took hold of his hips with one hand and drew him back as she brought the dildo forward. He flinched when its firm head pressed into his hole.

"Remember how good the plug felt and relax," she said. Shaft still gripped in one hand, she pushed against him harder.

With a shudder, his body gave way before her. Only the head slipped in before she met more resistance, but she could be patient. Her climax buzzed inside her, waiting.

"Oh, Miss, this feels so much bigger," he said, voice strained.

"It'll feel so much better too. Trust me." He exhaled and she slipped the dildo deeper into him until he took its full length. The base pressed against her clit and she gasped with David.

"Very good." She gripped his body with both her hands now as she pulled the silicone cock back and left only the tip inside him.

"Oh fuck me." His back arched. "Fuck me. Miss, I'm sorry." His breath and words came out in loud rushes.

"You love how it stretches you, don't you, boy?" She slid back into him, faster this time.

"Oh, Miss, I do, I do." His muscles flexed under her hands. He was already trembling.

"Good boy." She thrust into him harder this time. His body jerked forward and he whimpered, but then he pushed back to take more of the dildo. "Very good."

Lena moved her hips faster and faster, filling him with the strap-on again and again. His whimpers still came, but now they were ended quickly by long, low moans.

"Arch your back more. I want this ass up, boy." She spanked him hard and then pressed her hand into his lower back. He deepened his arch and the cock penetrated him further. He let out a half-shout half-gasp as it slipped into him.

"Thank you, Miss."

"You love being on all fours with a dick in your ass, don't you, boy?" She lifted one hand to caress her breast through the corset. It was unlined and she could pinch her nipple through the lace. She sighed, teasing herself and plunging into him again.

"I do, Miss. I love it." His muscles flexed as he thrust back onto the strap-on.

"You can't get enough, can you? You want to get fucked until you explode and come?"

"I do, I do, Miss. I love it when you fuck me." She slammed into him with a loud smack and he yelped.

His breathing sped up.

"I bet you could come right now. You want that feeling, that release."

"Yes, Miss. Please. I want to come."

"Not yet." She let go of his hip and moved her other hand to her mound. The strap-on's base pressed against her, but she could still rub her clit. Pleasure shocked through her.

She was as close as David was.

"Touch yourself," she said. "Touch yourself, but don't come."

"Miss, I don't know if I can."

"Do it." She pounded into him, nearly knocking him face-first onto the bed.

"Yes, I'm sorry, Miss."

Her hips bucked against him, the motions wilder and wilder. He groaned now, straining not to finish despite the slow speed of his strokes. He wouldn't be able to last much longer.

"Come," she said. She slammed the strap-on into him. The base pressed her fingers against her clit as the end of the dildo inside her surged into her sensitive pussy. Lena cupped her breast and cried out as her orgasm tore through her.

Fierce pleasure drowned out any other sensation in her body. It tensed and then released her muscles, pulling her back into a deep arch. Throbs radiated outward from her core and left her gasping.

David shoved back against her and a long, low groan escaped him as he came. His body jerked and moved the strap-on against and inside her. A new wave of euphoria crashed through and over her.

They both continued to move as they finished, but their movements slowed. Lena braced her hands against his back again. She needed the support now. Her climax rippled through her and kept her in a haze of exhausted euphoria.

Hot, sweaty, and satisfied, he heaved below her palms.

"Thank you, Miss," he said. The words were rough and he breathed loudly.

She forced herself upright and brushed a sweaty strand of hair off her face.

"You did very well for your first time." She ran a hand over his back and then shifted backward to pull the strap-on out of him.

Groaning, he tensed, but she pulled the silicone cock free in the next moment.

"You can lie down," she said. She patted him and climbed off the bed. Her eyes closed and she bit her lip as she pulled her end of the strap-on from her. A quiver of lingering, sore pleasure went through her.

David lay on his back, head on her pillows. She settled on the bed next to him.

"So I think it's fair to call tonight a success even with something of a rocky start," she said. She pushed his thick hair off his forehead and he watched her every move. "You can call me 'Lena' again."

"Thanks, and agreed, Lena. I'm lucky you let me explain myself at the bar." 

"You turned out to be a very good boy." She cupped and tilted his chin. "But if you think this was good, just wait until next time."

His eyebrows rose, but he smiled. She nodded. David would be such a good submissive and she couldn't wait to train him.

Maybe instead of next time I'll start tonight, she thought. Lena knew she'd be ready to go again soon and she doubted he would turn down the opportunity.
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Mastering Her Man

 


Jenna's no snoop, but a sleepless night leads her to check her boyfriend's online history. What she finds there surprises her, but the biggest surprise is how much it turns Jenna on. Now it's time to explore her dominant side and try out her first strap-on.
 


For adults only and portraying consenting adults, "Mastering Her Man" is a 7,200 word story featuring BDSM, Female Domination (Femdom), strap-on sex (pegging), CFNM (Clothed Female Naked Male), submissive training, orgasm control and denial, anal sex, oral sex, toy use, masturbation.


 

An excerpt:

She crooked her finger and Brandon leaned toward her like she had him on a leash.


His stubble bit sexily into her hand as she took hold of his jaw and kissed him roughly. His mouth gave way readily under hers and Jenna slipped her tongue in. Before pulling away, she bit his lip.
 

Brandon breathed heavily. There was a lust in his eyes Jenna had almost forgotten and it stirred something deep inside her.
 

"Be a good little slut and strip," she said, placing an open hand against his chest and shoving him back.
 

"Yes, Jenna." He stood and looked at her timidly.
 

"Eyes on the floor now and let's go with 'Mistress' tonight."
 

"Yes, Mistress," he said and she caught him smiling before he tilted his head down and focused on undressing.
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Her New Toy

 


Elyse isn't a fan of blind dates, but agreeing to meet Rob is different. They share one important passion: female dominance in the bedroom.
 

Her last relationship ended when she told her ex about her interest in using a strap-on. Can Rob handle Elyse's femdom desires?
 


For adults only and portraying consenting adults, "Her New Toy" is a 7,500 word story featuring BDSM, Femdom (Female Domination), strap-on sex (pegging), CFNM (Clothed Female Naked Male), submissive training, orgasm control and denial, anal sex, oral sex, toy use, masturbation.


 

An excerpt:

Rob groaned and his eyes fluttered shut for a moment. "I do want to please you, Mistress. I do."
 

"And how would you please me, slut?" Before he could answer, she slid her hand down and cupped him.
 

"Thank you, Mistress," he said. His eyes closed completely now and he pushed his hips toward her. "I'd please you however you wanted, Mistress."
 

"Do you remember what I told you last night?"
 

"I'm not sure, Mistress. I'm sorry. You said a lot of things to me."
 

Silly slut, she thought.
 

"I said I wanted to be rough with you, slut," she said, tightening her grip on him until he gasped and squirmed.
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Disciplining Her Neighbor

 


When Rebecca's new neighbor plays his music too loud, there's only one thing she can do as a dominant woman: put him in his place.
 

Her trip to his apartment yields a surprise when Andrew asks to make her dinner as an apology.
 

Their dinner leads to an even bigger surprise. Andrew isn't scared of Rebecca's love for female domination. He's curious.
 

Is he curious enough to truly give himself to her, and to take her strap-on?



For adults only and portraying consenting adults, "Disciplining Her Neighbor" is an 8,600 word story featuring BDSM, Femdom (Female Domination), strap-on sex, CFNM (clothed female naked male), orgasm control and denial, erotic humiliation, anal sex, oral sex (facesitting cunnilingus), spanking, masturbation, and toy use.


 

An excerpt:

"Thank you, Mistress," he said in a tight voice.
 

"Good boy," she said. She walked to stand in front of him and tousled his hair. "So it seems like it's time for me to undress and then we can start having fun."
 

As she spoke, she slid the hem of her dress up to reveal the tops of her stockings. Andrew inhaled sharply.
 

He likes what he sees, she thought.


"Whatever you think should happen next, Mistress," he said. "I'm sure you know what's best."


"It's good that you trust me," she said, lifting the hem another inch. "Trust is everything. It leads to so much pleasure."
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