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Prologue

Becca was excited and nervous at the same time.  This was only the second time she and Mike would be going away as a couple.  They’d been dating for several months and between her job as a nurse at the local hospital and his construction jobs, their schedules were brutal.  It was the beginning of spring in Connecticut, when the air still had a bite to it and there was still a real chance of snow in the northeast suburb of West Valley.  Between the vicious flu that was going around and the regular emergency room chaos, Becca’d not had a real break for the whole season.  She’d pulled a few double shifts, worked extra days, and had even come in on her days off when the hospital was down staff.  She loved her job.  It was unbelievably rewarding taking care of patients and families, but even she had to admit she needed a break.

When Amy invited her and Mike to join them at the family cabin in Oakdale in upstate New York, her first reaction was excitement.  Just the thought of getting away with her significant other, her best friend and her best friend’s husband sounded amazing.  She loved the cabin and had been there often during her teenage years.  She held fond memories of jet skiing on the lake, fishing with Amy’s dad and even skinny dipping with the locals in her more adventurous youth. Now, she could imagine sharing the magic of the cabin with her Dom and her heart swelled with happiness.

The phone ringing snatched Becca out from her daydreams.  Checking caller ID she confirmed it was Amy, surely calling to find out if there was any update on the trip.  That girl was like a dog with a bone sometimes.  Becca planned to talk to Mike yesterday but he got home later than expected and she was already asleep having pulled another extra shift at West Valley Community Hospital.  Grabbing the phone, she walked back to the living room, settling in on the plush, grey sofa with a cup of tea.

“So?” asked Amy, “What do you say?  I bet Mike would love it and it’s been ages since we’ve gotten away.”

Amy was Becca’s oldest and dearest friend.  She and Hogan had been together for two years, and had recently gotten married.  Becca was ecstatic for Amy, who’d had a rough childhood and a pretty tough adulthood, too.  Finding Hogan was the best thing that ever happened to Amy and although Becca would admit she was a little jealous, she was still thrilled that Amy had found her soul mate.  Hogan Hendricks was three years younger than Amy, originally from the Deep South.  He was a strict top who ran a disciplined household, exactly what Amy craved and needed.  Becca got confused with the terms.  Were they a domestic discipline couple?  Were they more BDSM?  Should she even use words like “Dom” or “Top?”  Amy said they blurred the lines and not to worry about terms but that if she had to qualify them, she would say Hogan was her HOH, head of household, and she was his submissive, disciplined wife.  Hogan made no bones about the fact that he expected his wife to obey his rules or suffer the consequences, which likely meant Amy would have a sore bottom.

As she listened to Amy chatter on and on about this and that, she thought of how far they had all come in the last year.  Amy and Hogan had disclosed the dynamic of their relationship to Becca, they’d gotten married, Becca was a bridesmaid.  Becca admitted she wanted a relationship like Amy and Hogan where the man was the leader.  And then she met Mike.  It seemed like as soon as she finally acknowledged what she wanted, it appeared in front of her.

“Becca, are you listening to me?  Becca?!” She heard the impatience in Amy’s voice.

“Ames, can you believe everything that’s happened this year?” said Becca.  “I just can’t believe how far we’ve come.”  She was still amazed over the changes that had taken place in her life in less than one year.

“I know, right?” said Amy.  “I got married!” she said, excitedly laughing.  Becca laughed too, her friend’s enthusiasm was contagious.  “And you got a Dom boyfriend for the very first time!”

“Yep.  That, too,” laughed Becca.  “You’re wedding was so beautiful, Amy.”  They’d relived the day a hundred times and would probably relive it a hundred times more.  It was a hard day for Becca but since it was really the beginning of when her life changed she liked to remember it, too.  She called it “the beginning of the beginning.”

“And simple,” said Amy.  “I like that even though it was a big wedding, it wasn’t overly fancy or pretentious.  It was just a fun, wonderful party, everyone had a good time, and it was the beginning of the best part of our lives ever...”


Chapter 1

The wedding was a large affair with more than 200 guests.  Amy’s father invited all of his business associates as well as their entire extended family in Connecticut.  The reception, at Milvana Castle, in upstate New York, was in full swing.  The toasts were over, for now, and most of the guests were twisting and shouting to the Beatles, while others enjoyed the view from the many balconies around the hall.   After dancing with the groom, her father-in-law, and her brother, Amy begged off saying she wanted to sit and visit with her grandmother for awhile.  Mildred Lee was 87 years young, in a wheel chair and sharp as a tack.  She and her grandmother sat at the family table and shared stories from Amy’s childhood with her friends.  After the last one, Hogan stood up, kissed his new wife on her cheek and said he was going to mingle. 

After dancing with several colleagues’ wives, Hogan needed some fresh air.  He thought he saw Becca, standing alone, by the entrance to the ballroom but when he looked again, whoever it was had already disappeared.  He’d seen her on and off all day and he knew something was wrong.  Her naturally vivacious personality was missing today.   She’d been friendly and warm, to be sure, but her close friends would see that something wasn’t quite right.  And it wasn’t just today.  She’d been more reserved for awhile. 

“If this is about those bridesmaid dresses again,” he thought, “I am going to spank them both, I swear to McHenry.”  

There had been quite a bit of arguing and catty comments about the details of the wedding.  Hogan hadn’t shared his opinion with Amy, preferring to let the women handle their women’s issues on their own.  He would step in if necessary.  But now he was getting a little concerned.  Becca wasn’t the sulky type.  Although she hadn’t gotten her way on a few of the details such as her choice for the bridesmaids’ dresses versus Amy’s, she seemed to put it behind her and move on, realizing that ultimately it was Amy’s wedding.  No, if he had to guess, he’d say she was frightened or sad and was trying hard to hide it. 

God, she was a submissive if ever he’d seen one.  Unfortunately, she did not appear to know it yet.  Only a few weeks had passed since he and Amy fully disclosed the nature of their relationship to Becca.  And, as Hogan had predicted, Becca had been intrigued, curious even, but not judgmental at all, accepting Amy’s confession with humor and grace.  At the same time, he swore he saw longing in her eyes when Amy talked about her “HOH” and what that meant.  His hypothesis was that their relationship brought all of Becca’s latent desire to the forefront of her consciousness and she didn’t know what to do with it.  He hated to see her struggle, so troubled yet unable to articulate what was wrong because she truly did not know.  Well, he wouldn’t let her flounder on her own for much longer.  Just the way he had guided Amy through her confession to Becca, he would guide Becca and help her explore her desires.

He thought back to his conversation with Amy where he’d laid out his request that she explain the Taken in Hand dynamic to Becca.  And, to her credit, Amy had been slowly hinting at things.  At some point, however, she would have to come right out and tell her.  He would require it.  While he kept his private life private, he would not hide who he was from his closest friends or family.  And Becca was definitely family.  Plus, sooner or later Becca might encounter Amy in a compromising position and it would be best to avoid her finding out in a way that was unplanned.  When he stated as much to Amy she’d just looked at him, horrified. 

“You mean you might punish me in front of Becca, Sir?” she asked. 

She looked up at him from her seat on the couch, her face betraying her apprehension at even the possibility.  They were packing for the wedding, suitcases set out on the living room floor, little piles of clothing and toiletries spread around the cozy space.  He came and sat beside her, taking her hands in his. 

“Amy, we discussed this already,” said Hogan.  “Were you paying attention?”

Her eyes widened and she hesitated, not wanting to be disrespectful in any way since that could earn her a punishment. 

“Yes, Sir.  I was trying hard to pay attention.  I guess I didn’t understand everything you said before.”

“And what are you supposed to do if you don’t understand something?” He regarded her steadily, making sure he held her accountable for her actions.  She bit her lip as she tried to recite the rule back to him.

“I’m supposed to admit I don’t understand and ask you to explain it again or help me to understand it.” 

He smiled and leaned in kissing her cheek. 

“Good girl.  That’s right.  You don’t have to be embarrassed to ask your HOH for help.  Ever.  Okay?” 

He gathered her in his arms and hugged her.  She pressed her face into his neck feeling so safe and secure.  She wanted him to hold her forever. 

“Yes, Sir.”

It was another one of her rules - that she always address him respectfully, either referring to him as Sir or HOH.  It had been that way for several months now and she’d taken to it quite well.  She said she liked calling him ‘Sir’ as it was a constant reminder of his place above her, as the head of their household.

“Now,” said Hogan, kissing her forehead, “we talked about the importance of being obedient and the consequences for disobedience on Monday, right?  And I said that if possible you would be corrected right when your misbehavior occurred.” 

“Yes, Sir,” she nodded.

Amy dreaded being disciplined.  Hogan was strict and believed that Amy responded best to harsh punishment.  As much as she detested her punishments she had to admit he was right.  Since being with Hogan she had achieved so many of her goals, including finishing her associates degree which she never in a million years thought she would be able to do.  Her childhood being what it was she had not been encouraged to go to school and in fact, at times, had been labeled as ‘slow’ and ‘simple’ by those people in her life who were supposed to encourage her.  Hogan expected a lot of Amy; that she work hard, keep her word, and try her best.  And she found that she wanted to try very hard to please him.  She wasn’t sure if her submissive urges stemmed from her upbringing or something else.  She only knew that she loved Hogan and that she felt safest and most cared for under his loving discipline.  She knew their relationship would be judged by some but they had begun to find other couples who practiced domestic discipline and it meant a lot to them both to find a community they could belong to and be themselves.  Amy, a submissive, disciplined wife and Hogan, physically and emotionally strong, compassionate and caring, and firm and unbending when it came to those most important to him.

“So that means that if you misbehave in front of family or our close friends and the behavior is egregious enough, I may discipline you in front of them.  That is why I want you to talk to Becca.  I would never want her to be shocked or surprised or embarrassed if that were to happen.  Well,” he said, smiling, “she still might be embarrassed or surprised but it wouldn’t be because she didn’t at least know about the possibility that something like that could occur.” 

Amy clearly disliked that idea.  She looked as though someone had just put a plate of liver in front of her for dinner.  This was something she truly did not want to happen.  He watched her, waiting to see if there would be an objection, ready to have further discussion if warranted.

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy, meekly.

“Have you spoken to her yet?  Does she know you’re a submissive wife?” He grinned.  “Or, should I say a submissive wife-to-be?” he teased. 

She smiled, but he felt her tense against him and knew the answer but he wanted her to feel the discomfort of having to admit to her disobedience.

“Almost,” she whispered.

He chuckled. “Amy Emily, what on earth does ‘almost’ mean?”

She pulled away from him and pursed her lips.  “It means almost,” she said with a stubborn little set to her jaw.  She was flirting with the line, but she looked so adorable, he let it go for now. 

“I told her that you are very loving but also strict, and that I have to ask permission to do a lot of things but that it’s what I want and what I need and how I can learn to be a better person; a better wife to you.”

“And what did she say?”

“Well, she kind of looked at me and then she said, ‘Oh.  I think I understand’ and we were both quiet for a while and then she said that sometimes she thinks that’s the kind of relationship she wants, too.  She said, ‘You know, it doesn’t matter if it’s at work, or at home, or at play…Hogan Hendricks is always in charge’ and then we both started laughing and I agreed and said, ‘Yep.  Hogan is always in charge.’”  They chuckled together for a minute but then Hogan turned serious again.

“But you never came out and told her that when you’re bad I discipline you as I see fit, did you?” he questioned.

Amy swallowed, tensing again.  “No, Sir.”

“And you never used the word “submissive” or “submit?”

“No, Sir.”

“Why not, baby?” 

He saw her lower lip tremble and her face started to crumple as she unconsciously wrung her hands.

“What – What if she doesn’t want to be my friend anymore, Hogan?  I can’t lose Becca, Sir. I would die.  Becca is like my sister, Hogan.  She is my family.  If she rejects me, or you, or us, I just don’t know if I can – I would-”

“Shhhh.  Come here, baby.  It’s okay.”  He whispered in her ear stroking her hair.  His chest constricted seeing her so distraught.  He said a silent curse as he held her.  He should have known this would be too much for her. 

“It’s okay.  We’ll tell her together, okay?  You have to tell her, Amy.  That is non-negotiable.  But we can tell her together.  Alright?”

She nodded, sniffling and wiping her eyes.  She took a deep breath, beginning to calm a bit. 

“Thank you, Sir. I’m sorry if I let you down.”

“Shhh.  You did no such thing.  I just wish you had come to me to ask me for guidance instead of struggling with this on your own.  That’s my job, right?  Your Sir will always be there.  To protect you, to discipline you, to guide you…to love you. Always.”

“I love you, Sir.”

She smiled as he gently tugged her toward him and kissed her.  He reclined on the couch pushing the clothes she’d been folding onto the floor.  Pulling her on top of him, he spread his legs, fitting his thigh right between hers so she straddled him.  He grasped her head, controlling the kiss, loving the tentative, teasing strokes of her tongue in his mouth.  Reaching behind her, he held her buttocks in his palms, squeezing and stroking, running his large fingers along the seam of her jeans, pressing it firmly into her crotch.  She gasped, lips pressed against his, as her hips involuntarily thrust against him, seeking the hard line of his cock underneath her. 

Christ, he wanted her.  He could feel the softness of her full breasts pressing against him as she squirmed on top of him.  Pulling away, he reached for the hem of her shirt and tugged.  She eagerly tossed it over her head and reached back to unclasp her bra. 

“No,” said Hogan, stopping her.  “Jeans first.  Off.” 

She wouldn’t think of questioning him right now.  She eagerly complied, her arousal simmering through her body.  Reaching down to unbutton her jeans, she twisted on top of him again, rubbing her curves all over his hard frame as she wriggled out of her pants.  Jeans discarded, she straddled him, her hands on his chest reaching for his shirt, tugging with the need to be closer to him.  He laughed and pulled it over his head leaving him clad only in his jeans; she in her bra and pink bikini panties.  Her panties were low cut with a wide slit in the gusset from which her pussy lips protruded.  He did not require it but he’d said they were sexy and provided easy access, so she’d gone out and replaced almost all of her panties with ones that had some kind of cutout - either in the front or in the crotch or even on the back.  Sometimes she wore thongs or panties with zippers or buttons or pearls, usually sheer, with lace or satin.   He loved how she always tried to please him. 

He looked down as she rubbed her smooth pussy over the hard line of his cock through his pants.  While he didn’t dictate the style of panty that she wore he did require her pussy be bare at all times. 

“Mmm,” he said, running his finger down the front of her panties, caressing her smooth seam as it poked through the split cloth. “So sexy, baby.  Are you wet for Sir?” he asked, fingers gently teasing. 

She nodded, reaching up to stroke her nipples through her bra.

“Yes, Sir.” 

“Show me,” said Hogan. “Take my hand and show Sir how wet you are.” 

She grasped his hand and took his two fingers, pushing through the opening until his fingers breached her lips.  She swiped through the folds of her labia, gathering her juice.  His body tensed, and he groaned, barely holding himself back from throwing her underneath him and pounding her into the sofa.  Her pussy was soft, warm and wet as he teased her with his fingers, just tickling her hole.  Her hips thrust, trying to take him deeper, seeking her own pleasure.  She whimpered, as all too quickly, he pulled away. 

“Here, baby. Taste.” 

He brought his fingers up to her mouth, laying them upon her lips.  Tongue reaching out, she delicately licked at his fingers.

“No,” he said, firmly, tilting his head.  “Open.” 

Her jaw dropped in response to his firm command.  Mouth open wide, tongue extended, as she’d been taught.

“Suck.” 

She obediently took his fingers in her hands and pressed them into her mouth, tongue stroking, lips suckling.  Looking at him, checking to see if she was doing it to his satisfaction, she continued, making sure she cleaned every drop from his fingers.  He smiled at her, approvingly.

“Good girl.  Did you get it all?” he asked.  “Are my fingers clean?” 

She bobbed her head once more, taking his fingers deep, her warm, wet tongue slithering between his fingers making sure she licked up every bit.  She gave him one more, good, hard suck, fluttering her tongue along the crease of his fingers, before her head popped up with an audible popping sound.  The sound turned his already hard cock to an iron spike.  

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good.  Now, finish undressing and come up here and give Sir a taste.  Bring that pussy up here so I can suck it.”

She twisted her legs from side to side, shimmying out of her bra and panties, giving his groin a sensual massage that had his cock throbbing.  She slid forward, using his body for balance, as he slid down the couch in a full recline position.  She spread her legs wide hovering directly above him, her body giving and involuntary shudder when she felt his breath tickle her pussy. 

Hogan was in heaven.  Her body was heaven.  Head encased by her firm, full thighs; smooth, warm pussy above him, he felt himself descend into a fog of sensual pleasure that enveloped him like a warm mist.   He loved going down on Amy.  He loved her pussy; the texture, the scent, the taste all combined in a sensual feast that made him hunger for more.

“Stay just like that,” he murmured, breathing her in, relishing her musky aroma.  He reveled in the soft skin beneath his fingertips as he caressed her legs, her bottom, the backs of her knees.  He pressed his lips into the fold of her thigh, gentle kisses that made her shiver with need.  

She could feel his breath, his mouth pressing in to nuzzle and kiss that crease, tongue darting out to follow each kiss, as he circled ever closer to her core.  She gasped and writhed above him and he heard her moan when he finally buried his face in her cunt.   Nose burrowing into her hole, tongue reaching out, he was just able to breach between her cheeks.  Christ, she was wet.  She flowed like a river as he licked her pussy from end to end. 

Amy lost herself in Hogan.  The feel of his tongue, stroking, his lips grazing against her.  It was overwhelming.  She remembered the last time they’d been together this way.  Her body remembered.  She’d been transported to another realm where she knew only ecstasy.  Hogan Hendricks was a magician.  He was not afraid of women or their bodies.  When he went down on her she felt seen and worshipped as never before.  It was gut-wrenching, really; heart-stopping, mind-numbing bliss.  He used his tongue, his lips, even his nose, to press between her folds and bring her to heights of passion she’d only imagined.  He could hear her now, could feel the shift in her body, as his tongue thrust into her hole for a slow, deep, tongue fuck.   He knew she wanted more, the slow stroke of his tongue enough to build her need but not enough to carry her over.  He reveled in her need, caressing every wrinkle and fold.  She was luscious, ripe as a perfect mango, as he drank from her, making sure he got every drop of that sweet nectar.  It was messy business, her pleasure, and he loved it, savoring every sound, every taste, every desperate movement as she struggled toward release.  From between her thighs he heard a muffled thump, as she flung herself forward, clinging to the wall like a limpet; hands scrambling for purchase against the flat surface.    

“Oh my God,” she cried. “Please…Hogan, please.”

She would beg if he wanted, he knew.  She’d done it before.  She wasn’t above it.  She needed him now, needed what only he could give.  And he relished that power.  He let it build slowly, teasing her clit with the barest touch of his tongue, her frantic cries music to his ears.  She whimpered under the assault growing desperate as Hogan began the firm, repeated strokes that never failed to carry her over.    

He grasped her hips hard, his intent clear, and gave that fat clit the attention it hungered for.  She went wild, legs churning, hips thrusting.  She pressed forward, pussy attached to his lips like a suction cup, unwilling to let that sweet mouth escape.  His arms wrapped around her, holding her in place, as the firm muscle of his tongue latched onto her clit, sliding around it like sap oozing down a maple tree.  He would finish her now, lips suckling, tongue stroking, worrying that clit with fast, firm strokes that had her writhing in desperation above him.  Over and over, he worked her until that moment, she gave a cry deep from within, her hands jerked free, as she clutched his head like a basketball, keeping him where she needed him most while orgasm washed over her like an ocean wave.  He held her there with a long, firm suckle that sent aftershocks of pleasure rolling through her body.

She collapsed, no longer able to hold herself up, and he quickly shifted using his own hands to hold her above him, all the while, kissing, stroking, licking her clit, nuzzling her labia, tongue fluttering softly inside her hole.  He stayed there, under her, as she quieted.  He lay still, hard as a rock and yet completely satisfied; his mind and body having reached a state of calm he rarely achieved.  He felt love, devotion, and absolute peace as she lay on top of him now, docile as a lamb.   

In time, she rallied and he felt soft kisses on his chest, her fingers randomly swirling through his chest hair.  She started at his nipples, grazing and licking, she worked her way across the ridges of his stomach, slowly following the line of hair that ended in at his waist.  When she reached his jeans, she began to open them, looking up at him.  He nodded and she unzipped his jeans, his erection springing out of the zippered opening. Taking it in her hands she took the head between her lips, sucking gently.  He threw his head back against the arm of the couch, a deep breath, following him.  As she’d been taught, she sucked him, slowly taking more and more of his shaft in her mouth, before his length forced her to retreat.  She stroked the sides of his cock with her fingers while suckling the mushroom head and flickering her tongue on the tip where he was most sensitive.  Sitting up, he abruptly gripped her hair, wrapping it around his hand and guided her to a kneeling position on the floor.

She played with him a bit, and he let her, enjoying watching her lips and tongue wrap around his manhood.  She was still somewhat tentative when handling his cock.  They had spent quite a bit of time working on her cock-sucking skills and although she was much improved, there was still a ways to go before she would meet Hogan’s expectations.  He looked forward to the day when she could swallow his cock like a champion cocksucker. 

“Lick my balls, now, sweetheart.”

He watched as she leaned forward, burrowing her small face inward until his balls rested on the bridge of her nose.  He spread his legs and grunted with satisfaction as he felt her face wriggle in tighter, kissing and sniffing his groin.  God, it felt good.  She licked and suckled, worshipping his balls like she would his cock.  The touch of her tongue against him as she stroked him made his groin tingle.  Gripping his cock firmly he rubbed it against her lips.

“Open.”

Jaw dropped.  Tongue out. 

His cock slowly tunneled in heading straight for her throat.  One good, deep thrust and he pulled out giving her a chance to recover.  He watched her hands come up to grip his thighs, steadying herself as he began short, shallow, purposeful strokes that just grazed the back of her throat.  He placed his hand on the back of her head, and guided her up and down until she took up the pace on her own.

“Good girl.  Just like that,” he said.  “That’s right.” 

He thrust a little deeper, now.   He let her work him for awhile, enjoying the tightness of her lips wrapped around his cock, head bobbing like a yo-yo. 

“I’m going to come in your mouth, now, sweetheart.  Swallow it all and hold me in your mouth until I let you go, okay?” 

She looked up at him, head still bobbing, as she nodded.  Seeing her, his submissive, servicing him, worshipping him, finding her pleasure in giving pleasure, sent him over the edge.  Gripping her firmly, one hand on her head, the other under her chin, he levered his hips purposefully, nudging her throat.  She retched once, eyes tearing, as warm spurts of come flooded her mouth.  He watched her bravely try to swallow it all, missing a bit, as the thick cream dribbled down his shaft, before coming to rest in the nest of hair at the base.

He lay back against the couch, head on the cushions, satisfaction radiating from his penis throughout the rest of his body.  He felt her softly squeezing his balls, gently continuing to suckle his cock, knowing he’d be a little sensitive.  After a moment, he lifted his head, and smiled down at her, loving the way she looked, holding him in her mouth, waiting for permission to release. 

“That was very nice, Amy.  Very good,” said Hogan.  “You missed some of my come though, didn’t you?” he asked, making eye contact with her.

“Yeth, Chir.  I’m chorry.”  Her words came out garbled, his cock still held between her lips.

“Well, get it now.  Clean me up, sweetheart.”

He loved seeing her submission and watched her lean forward, her sweet little tongue lapping through his pubic hair, like a kitten with a bowl of milk.  She even chased a few clumps that got away from her, like a kitten, too.  He chuckled, watching her. 

When she was finished she sat back on her heels, at his feet, as he rested.


Chapter 2

And so they’d invited Becca for dinner that Saturday and told her together.  Hogan was glad the weekend was around the corner as he’d watched as Amy got more and more stressed each day.  And no matter how often he reassured her he knew things wouldn’t settle down until this was resolved.  Her attitude deteriorated daily until, finally, the morning of the dinner, she earned herself a spanking. 

Amy told Becca over dessert.  Of course, in truth, she must have had some idea already but Hogan wanted no secrets.  Once he confirmed that it would not cause a massive rift between she and Amy, he’d left the women to bond and cry without him watching over them.  He had enough to do preparing his business to be without him for a couple of weeks.  As a medical equipment consultant, Hogan had only an administrative assistant on staff.  His relationships within the local community would allow him to have coverage for his practice while on his honeymoon.  Two friends from graduate school would check on things in his absence.  He’d had a year to prepare, though, and there should be no major problems while he was away.  He looked forward to their honeymoon in Hawaii.  Now, he just had to make it through the wedding.   

***

The wedding reception was at Milvana, a 100 year-old castle nestled in the hills of the Adirondack Mountains, in upstate New York.   The castle had several ballrooms, including the one for Amy’s reception, as well as several restaurants, luxury hotel rooms, a full-service spa, and more.  The ceremony was beautiful but Becca could not help feeling a little sad throughout the day.  She was happy for Amy and Hogan, truly, and she still had youthful optimism that she would meet her perfect match.  Her sadness was more for the loss of her best friend.  Well, maybe she was just a little sad, that she hadn’t found her perfect match yet, too.  Amy and Hogan had been living together for more than a year already but now it really was different.  They would probably get more married friends and Becca was frightened she would be pushed to the side.

She sensed rather than saw someone come up beside her in the empty hallway she’d wandered into around the corner from the rest of the guests.  She turned away, dabbing at her eyes with a tissue.

“Hey, now,” said Hogan, coming up beside her.  “What’s got my angel feeling sad about now?” He was a good six inches taller that Becca, her head fitting right into his armpit, much to her chagrin.  He put his arm around her and led her to the nearest love seat, in the empty room.  She loved his voice.  It was deep and masculine, with a slight southern twang.  And he was so steady, like the calm in the eye of a storm.  While Becca was more of a piñata emotionally - you hit the right spot and everything would come pouring out, Hogan was like a locked steel safe, you needed a combination to unlock;-strong, under control but willing to open up for the right person.  She didn’t think she had ever seen him lose control of his temper, even that time when they’d all been out to dinner and had seen a man verbally abusing his daughter.  Hogan had simply walked up to the man, leaned down next to him and spoken in his ear.  She didn’t know what he said, but the man had stopped and everyone got to enjoy the dinner.

“Answer me, Becca,” his gentle shaking, bringing Becca back to the here and now.  “Unless those are tears of joy I am going to be very upset.” They chuckled.

“Hogan, I am so sorry.”  Being held by him was actually making it worse, somehow.  “I am the most selfish person ever.  It’s your wedding day and I am just feeling sorry for myself.  How many times does Amy have to tell me that things will be okay and that she is still my friend, before I left myself believe it?”  Still wrapped in his arms, she gave herself a little shake of frustration. “I am so mad at myself I could just – ughh!” 

He frowned as she grabbed at her arms.  He was shocked as she gripped a piece of skin between her fingers and pinched herself.

“Hey!  Stop it.  Right now.”  His “Dom voice” as she called it, immediately had her bringing her hand into her lap. “Is that what this is about?  You think Amy is going to stop being your friend?”

“It’s not that, really,” said Becca.  “It’s just that…things will change.  You guys will go out with married couples more and you’ll do couples things and I’m still a single.  You don’t want a third wheel or a fifth wheel or whatever, tagging along.  I just have to be a big girl, and get used to that.”

“Becca Lynn,” said Hogan, “I have never heard such nonsense.”  He shook his head.

“What a pair you and Amy are, I swear to McHenry.  I love women and I appreciate you with all my heart but I will never understand how you think.  Last month Amy was crying because she was afraid once you found out she was taken in hand you wouldn’t want to be her friend anymore.  Now, you’re out here crying because now that she’s married you are afraid she won’t want to be your friend anymore.  When really, you both love each other like sisters.”  He shook his head, and gripped her chin with his fingers.

“Now listen to me,” he said, his eyes holding her in his gaze, “You are our family.  You are Amy’s family which makes you my family.  You will always have a place in our heart and a place in our home.  You never have to doubt that, little girl.  You never have to worry about that, you understand me? I want you to come over as often as you like, whenever you like.  Our home is your home.”  He stopped, and shook his head again. “Hell, you walk right in half the time as it is.”

She glanced at him and chuckled, knowing he spoke the truth.

“Aw, sweetheart, if you could have seen how upset she was when she thought you might not accept her relationship with me – Becca, angel, you mean everything to Amy.  How can you not know that?”  

She pulled away from the cradle of his arms and just looked at him.  He watched her carefully, recognizing again, that insecure sub just under the surface.  He smiled and pulled her to him again, so that his mouth grazed her ear.  Stroking her back, he whispered, “I’ll tell you what, if you were mine, you’d be getting a reminder spanking right about now to teach you just how important you are to us.”  She pulled back so sharply, with such a look of consternation on her face, he burst out laughing. 

“Ahh, angel, you should see yourself.  You look like you’re about 10.”  He stood up, taking her with him.  “Now come on.  I am going to attribute the craziness of you two these last couple of weeks to your emotions running high due to all this wedding stuff.” 

He pulled her to him and kissed her forehead. 

“Angel, we couldn’t have done this without you.  You know that.  Now run along to the restroom and freshen up your face.  I’ll wait here and then we are going back to the reception.  We’ve got a party to be at!” he said, with enthusiasm. “Go on, now!”

She smiled, laughing, and ran toward the restroom.  She was about halfway there, when she turned and hurrying back to him, she literally flung herself into his arms for a full body hug.  He grunted as he caught her and just held her tight before she turned again and ran back to the restroom.


Chapter 3

Now, it was six months after the wedding and so much had changed.  They’d bought a house in Oakdale directly after the wedding and hired Hogan’s college friend Mike to redo the kitchen and bathrooms.  One day Mike had stopped by while Becca and Amy were looking over design books and Hogan had seen the chemistry between them immediately.   He remembered the vow he made at the wedding, where he’d promised himself he would encourage Becca to explore her submissive desires.  He’d never spoken to Amy about his decision, preferring to let his actions speak for themselves.  If Amy had a problem with something he was going to do, she would tell him, he knew, and they’d discuss it.  Although, Hogan always made the final decisions in their household, Amy felt respected and heard knowing her HOH always listened and took her concerns seriously.  She might not always agree with the final decision but she knew he considered her opinion invaluable.

Sure enough, a week later, Mike contacted Hogan asking for Becca’s number and inquiring whether or not she was a part of the community.  Hogan had replied truthfully.

“She’s not, Mike.  I don’t think she even identifies as a submissive.”

“I picked up on something, though,” said Mike. He had a scratchy, growly voice as though he might have been a smoker, but he’d never smoked a day in his life.

“Absolutely.  There’s something there.  I think she just hasn’t been ready to explore it,” said Hogan.  He spoke slowly, wanting to be as honest as possible and yet curb his bias.  He thought Becca and Mike would be great together but he knew that, in reality, they would have to find their way to each other on their own.  “Is that something you’d be okay with?  You being the one to bring her out?” 

He needed to know the score.  He meant it when he said Becca was family.  He would never allow anyone to take advantage of her, though, really that was not a concern with Mike.  He and Mike had lived together in college.  It was where they had discovered they were both Doms with a penchant for kink.  Their interest in BDSM had bonded them over the years as much as living together had.  Though they didn’t talk or see each other nearly as often since graduating, they’d seen each other at local clubs throughout the years and had managed to maintain their friendship.  Hogan trusted Mike completely.

“Well, why don’t I ask her out first, Hogan,” said Mike, laughing.  “Before I commit to being her experimental Dom?”

“Okay.  Okay.  I hear you,” said Hogan, laughing.  “It’s just…she’s special, Mike.  She’s like a sister to Amy, you know.  And I think she’s struggling, trying to come to terms with what she needs.  But I saw you two yesterday and – “

“Yeah,” said Mike. “I know.”

Hogan knew, then, Mike had felt it, too. 
                “Alright, then.”  He would say no more.

When Hogan got home that evening, he found Becca and Amy on the couch, drinking wine.  Clearly they had been discussing Mike when he walked in, if their facial expressions were anything to go by.  He walked toward the couch and bent down to kiss Amy on the lips, stroking her cheek.

“Hi, baby. How’s my best girl?” he whispered. 

He loved to see her face light up when he came into the room.  It made his heart soar, every time.  She always looked at him with such adoration.  He didn’t ever want to do anything to wash that expression from her face.

“We’re good, Sir,” said Amy, with a sweet smile. 

Turning to Becca, he stroked her hair, lifting her bangs from her forehead, leaning in to place a kiss there.

“And how are you doing, angel?”

He had lots of pet names for Amy, including ones he reserved only for her, but “angel” was Becca’s special word.  Once, Amy had mentioned that Becca liked that he had a special name for her, too, and so he tried to use it often and made sure to use it only toward her.  He loved that Amy never gave him any flack about his special treatment of Becca.  He loved Amy with all his heart, but the pain and insecurity he saw in Becca, just tugged at him sometimes.  He liked making her feel special and he was grateful to Amy for never once questioning him on it.

“What are you two lovely ladies up to this evening?” he asked, taking off his jacket and hanging it in the closet.  Amy seemed to remember something.  She jumped up.

“Do you want beer, honey?” she asked.  “Or can I pour you a glass of wine?”

“Beer’s fine, sweetheart.  Thanks,” he said, watching her walk toward the kitchen. She looked so good in tight sweat pants that showed off her ass and a cutoff sweatshirt.  He wondered when Becca might be leaving.  Excusing himself he went to the bedroom to change into sweats and a tee shirt. When he returned, Amy was standing by the sofa waiting for him, beer in hand. 

“Is this a private party?” he asked, sitting in the nearby chair.  “Or can anyone join in?”

“I was just telling Amy that Mike called today and asked me on a date,” said Becca, looking to Hogan for a reaction. 

Hogan leaned back in his chair, letting that first sip of ice cold beer wash over him.  He took a deep breath, letting the stress of the day dissolve. 

“Okay,” he said.

“Okay?” said Amy. She was excited he could see, practically bursting.  Her legs were bouncing up and down on the couch.  “Did you say yes?  What did he say?  How did he ask you?  Are you going to go?  Ohmigod, this is so exciting, Becca, you have to wear that new dress you got from the vintage –“

“Amy,” said Hogan chuckling.  “Calm down, honey.  Let the girl get a word out.”

“I’m sorry.  I’m just excited.  This is so exciting!”

“I can see you’re excited, baby.”  He glanced at the bottle of wine on the table.  “How many glasses of wine have you had?”

Her smile faltered a little.  She looked at him questioningly.

“One.”

“So is the one in front of you number one or number two?”

“It’s number two,” she said, softly.

“Okay,” said Hogan. “That’s your last one.”  He nodded at her. 

“But Hogan –“

“No ‘buts’, Amy.  Wine’s a treat, right?”

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy, blushing and stealing a glance at Becca.
                “Okay.  So, you’ve had a nice treat.  That’s enough.  No need to overdo it.  You know wine gives you a headache when you have too much, anyway.” He was pleasant yet firm.  “Now, I want to hear more about Mike and Becca,” he said, turning away from her.  He shifted toward Becca giving her his full attention, effectively ending the conversation between him and Amy.  He saw his wife turn toward Becca, too, and quietly take a small sip of her wine.  He was pleased.  She didn’t argue with him. She kept a sweet attitude.  And she sipped her wine slowly, knowing she would have to make it last the rest of the evening. 

Atta girl, Hogan thought to himself.

This was definitely an improvement over the last time they’d had this type of conversation, where she had back-talked and argued so much, she’d earned a punishment.  She could always disagree with him, about anything, but he never tolerated disrespect.  She’d been warned twice, which was two warnings too many in Hogan’s view.  If he’d wanted to marry a smart-mouthed nag, he would have married Becky Vittarino from high school.  He’d reminded her of this fact as he walked her into the bathroom. 

Hogan had grown up with a mother who could only be described as a shrew who hen-pecked his father into an early grave.  He had vowed early on that his wife would be the opposite; meek, mild, humble, submissive, and obedient.  His wife would show deference and respect to him at all times or face the consequences.  Amy hadn’t believed him when he told her to change her tone or he’d wash her mouth and had continued her sarcastic comments.  But after he cleaned her tonsils (and teeth and tongue) with a bar of ivory and an extra long cotton swab, she’d learned he didn’t make idle threats and her attitude had improved accordingly.   

“I was nervous, at first,” said Becca, bringing him back to the present.  “I mean, we had a nice conversation and all but I don’t really know him.  But then, I thought about the fact that he’s friends with you,” she said to Hogan, “and I thought about what a great guy you are.  I don’t know.  I just thought anybody your friends with I should give a chance.” 

She smiled at them both, excitement and hope shining on her face. 

“So I said yes.”


Chapter 4

They went to a local seafood restaurant with a view of the water. 

“This is one of the best places for seafood around,” said Mike, opening the door of the restaurant for her. 

“After you,” he smiled as she walked past him.  She was wearing a mid-length yellow dress that tastefully hugged her curves.  He allowed himself a moment to admire the way the silky fabric hugged her ass and the sway of her hips as she walked before him.  With a hand on her lower back he guided her toward their table and held out her chair.  The sun was beginning to set, bathing the water in a golden glow. 

“Have you been here before?” she asked, as she took her seat.

“Many times.  It’s one of my favorites.  Their Chilean Sea Bass is out of this world.”

Dinner was delicious.  The restaurant was beautiful and Becca was having a great time.  Mike was attentive, assertive and controlled.  There was a subtle energy that surrounded him, and when that energy was focused solely on Becca, it made her stomach flutter and her heart pound.  It was unsettling and arousing, at once. 

“Are you alright?” asked Mike. 

Of course he would notice my nerves, thought Becca. She nodded, not sure what to say.

She was flustered.  He’d not made any direct or indirect insinuations but it was as if he wore his sex like a pair of pants or a jacket.  It was just there.  In his eyes.  In the openly appreciative looks he gave her.  She felt exposed, naked, in a most pleasurable way.     

He tilted his head, his eyes watching her carefully.

“Something happened,” he noted.

She fidgeted, a little uncomfortable, but she wasn’t going to dodge the issue.

“You’re…you have,” she swallowed and tried again.  “You’re energy is a little…it makes me…” she wasn’t sure how to finish her thoughts.

“Makes you…?” he questioned.

“You’re like Hogan,” she said, in a rush.  “Only more so.” 

His eyes narrowed and he tilted his head again.  She wanted to squirm, feeling as though she were being studied under a microscope.

“A Dominant?” he asked. 

She nodded. 

“I am.  That’s true,” said Mike.  He smiled and chuckled.  “Is that…how is that for you?”

“Well, I’m not going to lie,” she began, crossing her legs. 

“That’s a good start,” said Mike, with a mischievous smile.  “It would be very bad to lie to a Dom.”

He watched as her eyes dropped to his torso.  His silk tee shirt advertising a broad chest and shoulders.   Her eyes swept over him, involuntarily.  Mike looked amazing in black slacks and a blue shirt.  He wasn’t overly muscular, looking more like a working man who earned his physique through labor, which, in his case, was true. 

“I find you very attractive,” said Becca, “not just physically, but your energy as well. It’s…you’re… you’re very in control.”

“Can’t deny that,” he said, smiling. “I definitely enjoy being in control.  It’s new for you, yes? Being with someone like me? You’re exploring your urges, so to speak?”

She nodded.

“And how is it so far, Becca?  Have you figured anything out?” 

He took her hand across the table, and stroked her palm, her fingers.  She felt the calluses on his fingers as he caressed hers.

“The idea of you appeals to me,” said Becca.  “I feel like I need more control in my life right now.”

“But it’s not anything you’ve ever explored before, right? So, why now?”

She didn’t know what to say.  How could she explain it to him when she could barely admit it to herself?  She was tired of dating the wrong men and tired of hiding her true self.  Seeing Amy and Hogan brought up feelings so strong in Becca, she could no longer ignore her true desires. 

She was drawn to him.  It was that simple.  It was more than lust, more than attraction.  How could she tell him that since the first day they’d met she couldn’t stop thinking about him; that she’d had dreams, dreams so real they felt more like memories.  She could never quite hold onto the details of the dream but she held onto the feeling.  It was…possession.  That was the closest she could come to describing it.  Ownership.  That was how she felt when she awakened.  She felt owned by her dream lover and she wanted it, craved that sense of belonging in her real life.  And in the early dawn hours, lying in bed, lingering in that semi-conscious state where truth resides, she could admit what she wanted:  to kneel before him and kiss his feet, obey his every command, fulfill his every desire. 

She swallowed.  He watched her grapple, and it tore at him, knowing she was unaware of how visible her vulnerability was to him.    

“Tell me about your last relationship,” he said, trying another tactic that might be easier for her.  And he listened as she told him about a surprisingly long list of guys who were never enough for her because she couldn’t or wouldn’t acknowledge what she wanted; what she needed. 

“If you don’t mind me saying, Becca, those guys don’t sound like tops or Doms.  They just sound like jerks.”

She laughed. 

“That pretty much sums it up,” said Becca. 

“Seeing Amy with Hogan,” she gazed out the window, “I couldn’t deny anymore how much I wanted that.  I am ashamed to say that seeing how happy she is with him, made me jealous.  And I finally had to admit that I want- I want...”

This time he let her struggle.  She had to be able to honestly admit what she wanted out loud.  He could help her work through the shame but she had to say it, and say it to him.

“I want to be in that type of relationship.”
                “What type, sweetheart?” Mike’s voice was low now.

“The type where I can give myself fully, where there is so much trust between us that I can submit to my partner, knowing that he’ll hold me, help me to grow and be the best I can be.  I want that.  I’ve never said it out loud before…to anyone.  But it’s true.  I’ve only just met you but already I trust you and I feel…something…something between us.  More than just attraction.”  She swallowed.  “I just…I want…I want...”

“What do you want, Becca?” asked Mike. 

He sat back, away from the table waited.  She looked gorgeous in her discomfort, face and neck flushed and shining.  She danced in her nervousness, her body flittering like a moth chasing light.  She was completely oblivious of how alluring it was to a Dominant like Mike to witness her awakening, to see her blush with shame and embarrassment as she tried to answer his question.  He felt lucky, so lucky, to see her right now when she was opening like a newly blooming flower, ready to experience the world.

“I want to explore with you and see where it takes us.”  She saw the doubt on his face.

“Not good enough,” said Mike, with a tight pull to his mouth.  “I’m too old and I’ve been around too long, Becca.  Tell me what you want, right now, or we can enjoy a good meal like new friends.”

Her face showed her panic at the thought of losing this opportunity. 

“I want to serve you,” said Becca.  She looked surprised, as the words jumped from her lips.  “I want to please you and I want you to make me yours.”

She glanced around her, keenly aware that their table was out in the open, feeling raw and exposed as never before.  Was it her imagination or was the couple across from them unusually quiet? Her trepidation was a magnet drawing him closer. 

“That’s more like it,” said Mike.  “Would you like to continue this conversation back at your place?” 

He could see the relief in her eyes as she nodded.

“Yes.  Please.”

He took out his wallet and threw several bills on the table. 

They were quiet on the drive back, only taking one car.  He drove slowly with his arm around her shoulders, as he absently caressed her arm.  She snuggled into him, fitting herself against him, her breasts pressed against his side.  She held his hand and stroked his fingers, feeling so right in that moment, like she’d known him for years, rather than just a few days.  She peeked at him out of the corner of her eye and then daringly raised his hand to her mouth, kissing each finger, the palm of his hand, his wrist.

“That is a nice display of worship, Becca,” said Mike, pleased with her.  “I like it very much.”

Encouraged she gave him a small smile and continued, now knowing what to call it.  She worshipped him. 

Mike was conflicted.  She was truly alluring; her vulnerability, her natural submissive nature was highly arousing.  Kissing his fingers?  His cock rose to attention.

But he didn’t want to give her false hope.  In his experience there weren’t many women capable or willing to achieve the level of submission he demanded.  He had only been in one true D/s relationship before.  He and Regina had dated for almost two years.  It ended when he could no longer ignore the truth; that she was stringing him along.  She’d stolen his credit cards and emptied his bank account by the time he acknowledged she was more interested in his money and ability to buy her things than she’d ever been in submitting to him.  In the end he realized he should have expected it.  He’d never had any illusions as to her values.  But he thought along with money, and clothes, and shoes, that she also valued him.  He’d come home one day to find his possessions missing, one of his cars gone and a note on the table telling him it was over. He’d loved her, or thought he had, and it had taken him months to heal from the betrayal. 

Mike had long ago given up on finding the type of relationship he wanted and instead sought a night or two of weekly pleasure with play partners he’d met online or in clubs.  There were two women in particular, Joyce and Ilana, whom he saw regularly for play.  Both women were married and used Mike as an outlet for their less vanilla needs.  Both were submissives willing and wanting to give up total control for an evening or a weekend.  There wasn’t the deep emotional connection he craved but Mike was grateful to have found not one, but two, partners with whom he could find a few hours of mutual satisfaction.

At Becca’s house, he sat next to her on the couch.  No time like the present, he thought, taking her hand in his. 

“Becca,” he smiled at her, “You’re beautiful.  And, like you said, it’s more than just the physical.  It’s obvious you’ve been hurt, but at the same time, there’s a sweet charm you exude, that just draws me in.  But I’m worried, sweetheart.  I’m hesitant to start anything with you.  You’re just learning and I’m old and jaded,” he laughed.  “And I’m just not sure I’m the right person for you to start your journey with.  Beyond all that…I have doubts, serious doubts, about your ability to offer the level of submission I require.”

“Are you saying you don’t even want to try?” asked Becca.  “Why did you bring me here?”

Here we go again, thought Becca.  She’d thought Mike was different but it seemed like he was turning out to be just like all the others.  She wanted to scream.  She wanted to cry. She wanted to curl up into a ball and hide.   

“I know. I know it seems like I’m jumping the gun.  I just don’t want us to waste each other’s time,” said Mike.  He sighed.  “I want us to be on the same page.  I am willing to try, but you should know, I’m not going to hold back, Becca.  I’m willing to spend the time and energy training you to be a sub, possibly my sub.  But I’m not holding back with what I want or expect from you.  And if and when you decide it’s too much, or if I decide it’s too much for you, we’ll let each other know and call it quits...  And I won’t find a rabbit on my stove top.  Agreed?”

“Yes.”  Smiling, she nodded. “I know it’s crazy and we just met-“

“That’s actually not a big concern for me, Becca.  There are plenty of people who feel a connection right away.  I’ve just been burned before.  It’s something I’ll have to work through.  And I’m rough, Becca, I’ll demand things from you, I’ll do things to you.  I think you’ll find I’m stricter than Hogan.  In fact,” said Mike, chuckling, “one time at a club a Dom told me that I should look for a slave, rather than a submissive since that’s what I really wanted.  After thinking about it, I couldn’t honestly deny it.”  He looked at her assessing her reaction.  She really had no idea of the door she was stepping through. 

“I want to try, Sir.  Please.  And you’re right.  It may be too much.  But I want to try.  Let me serve you.” Her face was full of emotion and sweet passion.   

He smiled and couldn’t resist stroking her cheek. 

“Well, you got one thing right, right off the bat.  You seem to call me ‘sir’ quite naturally.”

“Oh.  Is that okay?  It just feels right.”

“’Sir’ is fine.  ‘Master’ is also appropriate.  One or the other.  Shall we get started?”

She looked momentarily surprised.  Maybe she would back out now, before they’d even begun.

“Now?”

“Now is as good a time as any,” said Mike.

“Yes, sir.”

They talked briefly about limits but Becca was too new and eager to please, he knew, to realistically set limits at this time.  They would revisit it as they walked this path together.  She chose “red” as her safeword.

She took everything in stride; not balking at anything he said.  She asked the occasional question, but protested nothing.  In truth he was not surprised.  He was attuned to the deeply submissive core of her waiting to be let out.  Mike desired a submissive woman, whose sole goal was to please him.  He liked to be in control and he preferred his woman to defer to him in all things.  He made the rules and she obeyed the rules.  They didn’t discuss specific punishments, only that she would be subject to corporal punishment at times if he felt she needed it. 

“Kneel, Becca.  Let’s begin.”  He remained seated on the sofa while she knelt on a pillow in front of him.  He studied her for a moment, his rough fingers stroking her cheeks, playing with her hair.  This was a moment he enjoyed too much to rush; the edge of a new beginning…the unknown.  He’d observed her during dinner and trusted his intuition to guide him now.

“Have you ever worshipped a man’s cock, Becca?” 

She frowned, puzzled.

“Do you mean blowjobs, Sir?”

“I mean cock worship.  Honoring your master, his manhood, his place above you.  Submitting to his authority, his lead.  Showing how much you cherish him, focusing only on bringing him as much pleasure as possible.”

He rubbed his fingers across her full lips, an image of her on her knees, full red lips stretched around his penis, flashed through his mind. 

“Submissives typically spend a lot of time with their tops cock in their mouth.  Servicing your top’s cock is a fundamental part of a D/s relationship. It deepens submission and builds connection.” 

“Yes, Sir.”

She would be good at oral, he knew.  Could see it in her.  Someone had used her well.   

“You’ll service me often, sometimes multiple times a day.  I enjoy it and it reinforces my role as your Dominant or master.  It’s a good reminder to you of your place…under me.  Tonight you’ll show me how you service cock.  Would you like that, Becca?”

She nodded.  Mike’s voice was hypnotic, the masculine timber commanding, demanding her full attention.  He smiled at her eagerness.

“Take off your clothes.  Down to panties and bra.”

She knelt forward onto her knees, unbuttoning her dress.  She shimmied out of it and laid it off to the side, on the floor.  She took off her heels, before placing them, too, out of the way.

“Stand up.” 

She stood before him, hands placed in front of her crotch, hiding her core, literally and symbolically.  He would strip her of that right now.  That was the first step.  Tear down her defenses.  Wipe away her pride.  Shred her ego – bit by bit.  He gripped her hands and brought them to her side.  He was intrigued by her choice of lingerie, a tiny strip of fabric covering her crotch, no more than a couple of inches wide.

He placed his hands on her hips, his face almost eye-level with her crotch. 

“You are never to hide your body from me, Becca.  It’s there for my pleasure.  Lower your arms to your sides.” 

His finger stroked the strip of fabric between her legs. 

“What do you call this, sweetheart?”  He traced the fabric with a fingertip, now. 

“It’s called a mini thong, sir.”

He smiled.

“I like it.  But I think a more accurate name would be ‘tooth floss,’” said Mike. 

Bending forward, he pressed his face between her legs taking several deep breaths, inhaling her scent.  Lust traveled up his body, driving a desire to taste her, but he refrained, knowing he needed to stay focused on the lesson.  

“You’re bare,” said Mike, his thumb stroking up and down her slit. “Good.  You’re always to be smooth for me.  Always.”

“Yes, sir,” said Becca.  She was breathless, the feel of his finger teasing her clit raising her arousal.

“Now, turn around slowly.  I want to see all of you.”

He could see she was a little self-conscious, exactly how he wanted her, unbalanced.  As she turned her back toward him, he saw her cheeks clench, exposed, a slim cord disappearing between them. He stopped her with a hand on her hip.

“Mmm.  Your tooth floss looks very nice, Becca.  Your string is tucked in nice and tight.” 

A single finger stroked her back from her neck to her thong, before burrowing under the stretchy cloth to tug it from its hiding place. 

“Unclench, sweetheart.  Relax your cheeks for me.  Good girl. That’s right.  Now, I want you to widen your stance, spread your legs and bend over slightly so that your ass thrusts out, closer to me.” 

He heard her breath catch, the clicks in the back of her throat.  He stroked her back, her soft cheeks, her upper thighs. 

“It’s okay, sweetheart.  You can do it.  That’s right.  Good girl.  Spread for me.  Spread your cheeks so I can see your string.  I’m going to look at your pucker.” 

He kissed the dimples on her lower back, licking and biting gently at her cheeks as he waited for her to obey. 

Becca was frozen, immobilized, caught between wanting to be closer and desperately wanting to hide.   

“Show it to me, Becca.”  His hands gently stroked her back, softly, like a handler working with a frightened mare.  “Show me your string.”

He watched as she reached back, her hands pressing in, gently separating her bottom cheeks.  His fingers travelled up and down her crease, fluttering between them with a feather light touch that had her shivering. 

“Good girl. I’m going to put my finger on your pucker now.  Don’t clench, baby.  Just feel me.  Feel my finger on your tight little hole.  Can you feel it?”

“Yes, sir,” she panted softly.

“Good girl.  I’ll be spending a lot of time with this little pucker,” said Mike, his finger scratching at her rim.   He pulled back after a moment, gripping the string and pulling it outward. 

“Has anyone ever played with you here, Becca?” 

He tapped at her with his nail, drawing circles around her anal opening.  She moaned softly as he played with her; her desire to submit filling her up inside, a sensation that traveled up her spine, landing in her neck, causing a shiver.  It was unbearable and yet she never wanted him to stop.

“Answer me, Becca.”
                “Yes, sir.”

“You’ve taken a man here before?” he asked. She turned her head away, tucking her chin.

“Yes, sir.”

“Are you embarrassed, Becca?”

She trembled and twitched, little mini convulsions that transfixed him.

“I don’t…I don’t want you to think I’m a slut.”

He blinked, twice.  Rising from the sofa, he stood close behind her, she could feel his body pressing against hers, his breath on her neck.  He unbuttoned his pants and released his penis, sliding it between her cheeks.  Reaching around, he grasped her breasts stroking her nipples through her bra.

“But you are a slut, aren’t you, Becca?” said Mike.  “I think we both know that by now.” 

He ground his hips against her, her ass cheeks hugging his cock in a warm, moist embrace. 

“My cock is pressed against your bottom hole.  I have one hand on your tits, the other tucked into your mini thong.  You are a beautiful slut, aren’t you, my love?”

Becca was overcome.  She felt dirty and wicked, humiliated and shamed, and more aroused than she’d been, perhaps, ever.  How did he know?  How could he so easily see her most shameful self, that secret part of her that said she wasn’t worthy, was wanton and spoiled, and dive in to the heart of her, effortlessly.   It didn’t matter if he thought she was dirty.  She wanted him to.  She wanted him to use her for his own gratification, leaving her with no control or choice.  She existed only for him, to fulfill his every wish and command.  Her hips wriggled back against him as she sought to embrace more of his cock. 

“Answer me, Becca.”  

He could smell her, the scent of her arousal almost heady, it was so strong.

“Yes, sir.”

“Yes, what, Becca?” 

Lips pressed against her neck, tongue caressing the rim of her ear.  He wriggled it gently, knowing for some this was a major source of pleasure but others sometimes found the sensation overwhelming.  Her shivering had ratcheted up considerably, in response to his ministrations.  His hand snaked around her waist, fingers sliding under her thong, between her lips.

“You’re sopping, Becca.  And you haven’t answered me,” said Mike, nuzzling her neck.  “I asked you a question?”

“Sir?”

“Are you a slut?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Say it for me, Becca.”

“I - I’m a slut…I’m a slut, sir.”

“Good girl.”

He held on to her waist, working them both to the floor.  On her hands and knees, he knelt behind her, caging her with his arms and legs.  He fit his cock into her crease once more and slid his fingers into her pussy, working her with deep, steady strokes.  She cried out as his fingers found her spot, gliding over it, thumb rubbing her clit as her juices soaked his palm.  He worked her with short, sharp thrusts, her hips bouncing in time to his hand. 

“Oh—my—God.  Mike, please, please don’t stop.”

“I’ve got you, baby.  I want you to come for me.” 

Her mouth fell open as she struggled, to say what he didn’t know.  She could only grunt, short unintelligible monosyllables, permeating the air.  Becca fell forward, head and shoulders resting on the floor, ass in the air, no longer able to hold herself up.  Her harsh breaths and the sloppy wet sound of her cunt the only sounds, as Mike played her pussy like an instrument, driving her higher and higher until at once she was still, body vibrating with the strength of her orgasm.  He guided her through it, drawing out her pleasure, stroking her pussy as she whimpered, ass rubbing against him in the most lascivious way.  He was sure she’d be mortified had she been conscious of anything but the hand between her legs, the hand that owned her.  Her hips twerked and jerked for long moments until slowly, lowering her thighs to the floor, she moaned as she felt him withdraw.

Mike stroked her back, her shoulders, kissed her neck, telling her what a good girl she was and how well she had done.  His cock was an iron spike, standing straight out of his pants in an obscene display of arousal.  He rolled her over, taking her in his arms and saw her peek at him.  He smiled, kissing her lips.

“Welcome back, my beautiful slut.”  He laughed as she cringed beneath him.  “No shame, Becca.  We’ve both been with other people.  You don’t need to hide that from me.  It helps me to know what you’ve experienced and what’s new to you.  And now I know something important about you.”

She gazed at him, head swimming from the most exciting sexual experience of her life.

“Erotic humiliation arouses you.  You enjoy being degraded.”

She turned her head in embarrassment, yet unable to deny his statement.

“Most guys want you to pretend you’ve never been with anyone else before them,” said Becca.

“I think I might enjoy hearing about what you’ve done with other men.  And I’d definitely enjoy seeing it.  It doesn’t matter what you’ve done before or with whom.  I’m here to strip all that away, my sweet sub, to show you who you really are…my sweet slut.” 

He swiped two fingers through her labia gathering her juice and wiped it on her nose.  She closed her eyes, a slight cringe on her face.

“Open your eyes, Becca.” 

He looked at her, his hooded expression demanding she acknowledge the truth of his words, before he leaned forward to kiss and lick her fluid away.  She sat up, gripping his neck and kissing him.  She rubbed her lips against him, licking at his lips, her tongue poking out to wrestle with his.  He let her lead, enjoying her passion.  Slowly she backed off, giving him little pecks now, to his cheeks, his lips, his neck.  He held her away from him for a moment.   

“As you can see, your beautiful body has aroused me, especially that tight little hole of yours.   And these gorgeous tits.  Christ.  Take them out of your bra.”

Her breasts were full with nipples a little on the thick side.  He licked his lips, anxious to get them in his mouth. But for now, he would wait, focusing on her service to him first.

“Hold my cock, Becca.”  He grasped her hand and wrapped it around him. 

“Yeah,” said Mike, noting her reaction.  “I’ve been told it’s a mouthful.”

“And then some.”

“Have you sucked a lot of cocks, Becca?” asked Mike, shocking her to her core. 

She closed her eyes, feeling a wave of heat rise from her chest to her neck as shameful arousal coursed through her body ending in a puddle between her legs. 

“Are you an experienced cocksucker?”

She gave the tiniest of nods, clearly on unfamiliar territory.

“Say it for me, sweetheart,” said Mike.  “Don’t hide from me.”

Her hand stroking him, she swallowed.

“I’m an experienced cocksucker, Sir,” she whispered.

Smiling, he stroked her hair. 

“Then I will enjoy the pleasure of your skills,” said Mike. “Show me, my sweet slut.  Show me how well you can serve me.”

She leaned forward framing his manhood between her hands and gently kissed the tip a few times, looking at him.  She closed her eyes, lavishing sweet kisses on his shaft as she worked her way to his balls.  Flattening her tongue she lapped at his sac like a puppy with a bowl of water.  She dipped her head, nosing her way forward, inhaling him deeply, taking in that masculine smell of arousal, sweat and musk that was like an aphrodisiac to her.  She sucked his balls into her mouth rolling them, gently suckling before setting them free.  

As she glanced at him, she found him watching her intently, his attention stoking her arousal.  Becca was caught between her shame from her past exploits, particularly in college, where she’d let men use her for sex, thinking it would garner her the love and attention she craved.  Instead she’d gotten a reputation as a slut who would sleep with anyone.  By her senior year, she’d been passed from sports team to sports team.  It was only later she learned of her unofficial nickname – “the mascot.” 

Part of her wanted to show off to Mike; prove to him she could suck cock better than a common street walker.  But another part of her was ashamed of how she acquired those skills.  But as she wrapped her tongue around his shaft, bobbing her head up and down, she saw no judgment in his eyes. Only pleasure.   And she felt glorious, serving her master’s desire, paying her respect to his manhood. 

She lapped at him, slowly following the vein that ran along the underside of his cock until she reached his head, where she suckled him. She took him in, deeper and deeper, until his long shaft reached the back of her throat.  She heard him gasp and felt a strong hand on the back of her head, guiding his penis into her throat. 

“Take me all the way, my sweet cocksucker. Show me how much you want to serve me,” whispered Mike.

Taking a deep breath, she opened wide sucking him in.  She wanted all of him.  She wanted to devour him whole, his cock, his balls, that thick nest of hair.  When her nose reached his pubic hair, she sucked him further wanting him to feel her swallow his cock.  She heard his breathing ratchet up a notch.

“Christ.  Hold me just like that.  It’s like I’m in your…goddamned…esophagus.”  He bit the words out, fighting for control. 

She backed a way, just for a moment, before repeating the motion.  Becca had skills, but Mike was big. She couldn’t help but retch a time or two as she took him into her throat again.  She dipped her head, a thick line of drool dribbling down her chin.

“Make me come, sweetheart,” whispered Mike.  “Just like that, yes.” 

She doubled in speed, head bobbing back and forht like a woodpecker tapping at an oak tree.  He groaned, a hand on her head again as he thrust into her throat, feeling himself reach the point of no return.  She tasted the salty, briny spurts of semen and swallowed it all without being told.  Bringing her hands back up, she gently cupped him, holding his shaft in her mouth, looking up at him as she swallowed.  He kept her there for several moments, watching as a thin string of saliva escaped her mouth and fell to the floor.  Her neck ached.  Her jaw ached.  Her throat felt raw.  And she was pretty sure this was the happiest she’d ever been.

“Release your master’s cock, Becca.”

She disobeyed him, unwilling to give up that sweet cock just yet.  Whimpering, she suckled his head, cupped his balls in her hands, deep throated him once more.  He gasped, hand grasping her head, cock involuntarily thrusting in again.   She wrapped her arms around his hip, grasping his buttocks to draw him in deeper, still.  Slowly she released him, reverently kissing the tip, over and over before sucking him in one final time.  She was very gentle now, mouth perfectly still, knowing he would be sensitive.  He watched her with hungry eyes, surprised at her passion and at his own response.

“Release, Becca.”

She let go this time, nuzzling his crotch, licking his balls, kissing his thighs, using that sweet mouth to show her devotion.  She crawled around his legs, grasped his thighs and kissed his buttocks, licking at his crease.  Finally, she spread his cheeks and licked at his anus, placing little kisses on his furry hole.  He shivered, shocked to still feel aftershocks traveling through his body. He let her lick at him for a long time, his intuition telling him it was something she needed.  It felt great to come down from such an intense orgasm that way.  He could feel his cock slowly waking back up.  

“Come here.”

She crawled back around and knelt in front of him, head bowed.

“You disobeyed me, Becca.” 

She looked up at him, apprehension creasing her face until she saw the playful glint in his eye. 

“I guess I can forgive you, my cum-hungry little cockslut,” said Mike, bending down to impart a deep kiss that had her panting.  “This time,” he said, with a wink. 


Chapter 5

Amy had the flu – or something just like it.  Recently she had come down with a flu-like virus that had knocked her off her feet for a full five days.  She missed work and had basically been bed-ridden.  The doctor prescribed antibiotics and after a few days, the worst symptoms seemed to decrease but she was still very tired and slept much of the day.  It wasn’t until the 6th day that she really started to feel better.  She got out of bed, took a shower and even sat on the couch for a little while to read before exhaustion took over and she lay down for a nap.

That was how Hogan found her when he got home from work and although he was a little concerned to see her out of bed he understood that she must be going stir crazy and frankly, he was happy she was strong enough to make it to the living room.  But he knew his wife and he knew that without a firm hand she would try to do too much too soon which could cause her to have a setback.  So, when she woke up, they’d had a conversation, where he explained in no uncertain terms that she was not to overdo it and was to let her recovery happen on its own time.  She had chafed a bit, but in the end, she agreed with him, to continue to rest a lot and let her body recuperate.

However, after an additional five days of taking it easy, Amy felt fully recovered.  Really.  She felt 100%; like she could work a full day and still come home that night and have energy left.  She was tired of taking the antibiotics which left her feeling drowsy and out of sorts but Hogan was adamant that she follow doctor’s orders and take the entire prescription which meant she should only have had one more set of pills still to take.  Unfortunately, she’d forgotten to take the prescription a few times and so in actuality she had several doses left. 

She woke that morning feeling great and it wasn’t until that afternoon that she realized she had again forgotten to take her prescription. Rather than take extra, she simply skipped that dose.  When it came time to take her afternoon dose, she decided against it because she didn’t want to be drowsy so early in the evening.  As she walked from the living room she heard Hogan call her in a tone that had her heart pounding in her chest immediately.

“Amy.  Come to the bedroom please.  Right now.”

She hurried to the bedroom to see her HOH standing over the bathroom sink.  She went toward him.

“Yes, Sir?” she asked, wondering what had caused him to use that tone.  It was that tone that made her stomach quiver and let her know she was talking to her HOH, and he wasn’t happy.

“What is this?” he asked, showing her a bottle.  She looked at it carefully.

“It’s my prescription, Sir.”

“Yes, it is,” he said, nodding his head.  “Now, can you tell me why there are so many pills still left in this bottle, when at this time you should have exactly 1 dose of pills left to take.  Two pills.”  He looked at her, his mouth set in a grim line, which clearly showed he was unhappy with her. She looked in the jar and swallowed.

“I forgot to take my prescription a couple of times, Sir.”

“You forgot,” he repeated, with unhidden skepticism.  “I believe the doctor gave you a prescription log to keep track of your doses, did he not?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Have you been using it?”  He leaned back against the sink, arms folded across his chest, waiting for an answer.

“I was using it but then after awhile I stopped.” She looked down.  Amy hated seeing this expression on her HOH’s face.  He was angry and disappointed at the same time. 

“When I asked if you were done with your prescription yesterday what did you say?”

“Amst,” she mumbled. 

“What?”

“I said I was almost done, Sir.”  He held the bottle up to her face.

“This doesn’t look like almost done, now does it?”

“No, Sir.”

“So you basically lied to me, Amy,” said Hogan. 

“I was going to finish them, Hogan.  I was going to make up the doses,” said Amy.  She literally felt sick to her stomach, knowing he was angry with her.

“Another lie?  Really, Amy?  If you were going to finish them, then why did I find them in the garbage?”

She cringed, squeezing her eyes shut.  She was getting confused.  Had she put them in the garbage?  Why would she do that?  In her anxiety over his discovery of her not taking her pills, she reached for anything, including a lie, to make the situation better.  She had used this tactic multiple times early in their relationship and it never worked.  Hogan had discussed this with her before, knowing it stemmed from her childhood.  She’d asked for his guidance and discipline and after being punished multiple times for lying, she had improved.  She was slowly learning that she could come to her Dom and either confess or ask for help and although she still might end up with a punishment it was much better than spinning a web of fantastical stories that always came back to haunt her.   

And now, she had done it again.  Hogan was disappointed.  But he knew there were always setbacks when working on behavioral change.  People did not just change overnight and typically they behaved a certain way for a reason.  He was going to punish her.  There was no doubt about that.  But he also knew this was a minor setback; a back step in what, up until now, he would have considered good progress.

Amy had that same terrible feeling that she used to get as a child, when she’d disappointed her father.  William Lloyd had never hit her and he didn’t yell.  But he would ignore her.  Every time she disobeyed or behaved in a way he disapproved of, he would stop talking to her and only talk to her brother.  No matter how much she apologized, begged or pleaded, he would ignore her, addressing her mother or her brother, saying “I don’t talk to disobedient little girls” and turn his head away or walk out of the room.  It had made her desperate to get back into his good graces and to earn his affection she would do anything, including telling the most outrageous lies; anything to get him to pick her up and say he forgave her.  It never worked.  Lying only caused him to ignore her even more, but as a child she was not able to make that logical connection.  She only knew that her daddy was angry with her and she would do anything to make it stop.  Only when he felt she had learned her lesson would he hold her in his arms and hug her, saying she was forgiven. 

Hogan watched Amy closely as she processed and knew she was back in childhood; knew she was reliving the terrifying feeling of abandonment caused by her father.   At these moments she became desperately afraid that he would go away or send her away.  So he always did the opposite.  He moved closer.  He gave her more attention.  He took away her personal space.  It was perfect; exactly what the submissive in her craved and needed to heal and grow.

“Amy.” 

She blinked, looking up at him, a slightly dazed look on her face.

“There’s still time today for you to take both doses.  And tomorrow you’ll take both as well.  That means on Saturday you’ll only have a morning dose to take and Saturday afternoon is when I’ll give you your whipping.  I think we’ll have to cancel with Becca and Mike.”

Her eyes filled with tears.  She didn’t know which was worse; cancelling the night out she had been looking forward to so much or the whipping she was going to get. 

Her eyes overflowed as she took one big gasping breath and softly sobbed. 

“Please, Sir…please…please don’t.” She didn’t know what she was asking for and couldn’t finish her sentence.  “I’m sorry.”  He gathered her into his arms and held her, stroking her back.

“I know you are, baby. But we have rules in this house, don’t we?”

“Yes, Sir,” her voice quivered as she took in slow breaths between her sobs.

“And what happens when you’re a bad girl who breaks the rules?” asked Hogan.

“I get punished,” said Amy.

“That’s right.  You broke several rules, Amy Emily, and for that you’ve earned yourself a whipping with Sir’s belt.”

He took her hand and brought it to his waist, wrapping her fingers around the stiff leather.    

“After you take your dose on Saturday, Sir’s going to give you an ass whippin’ to teach you not to disobey.  I hope it will also remind you your rules are there for a reason and if you break them there are consequences.  Now, go get a glass of water so I can watch you take your dose and then you’ll lay down for a nap.”

“Yes, Sir.”

And that is how Amy found herself kneeling in front of her HOH Saturday afternoon, in nothing but white lace panties and matching camisole.  Her last dose taken at 9am, she had awakened at noon with a sick dread in her tummy, anxiously awaiting her lesson.  At 1:30 Hogan sent her into the bedroom for corner time.  He hadn’t had to whip her often in the months they’d been married but when he had, he followed the same process every time, wanting to provide her with consistency.  When she was to be whipped, she had corner time for at least 30 minutes, where she was to stand quietly, panties and pants around her knees, hands behind her back, nose in her corner.  She was to think about what rules she had broken, why she was being punished, and what behaviors needed to change.

Usually, he would watch her, either from the bed or from the chair.  Occasionally, he would bring work into the bedroom with him, and work during her corner time.  He used this time to reinforce that even though she had been bad, she still had his attention.  Typically, he would talk to her once or twice, telling her to correct her stance, to spread her legs wider or unclench her bottom.  He could see her body respond with small tremors in her legs or buttocks as she realized he was watching.  For Hogan, this was not a hardship.  He enjoyed seeing his wife stand calmly in her corner, her bottom waiting for his paddle or belt.  It never failed to arouse him.

He’d long ago given up questioning his proclivities.  After dating a few women where he had tried to repress his dominant urges, he realized it would never work.  Luckily, in his junior year he met Chrissy, a cute, bubbly, sophomore, who came from an extremely religious background and who had been raised in a family where Christian Domestic Discipline was the law of the land.  Hers was a house led by her father and when Chrissy got to college, she naturally expected her boyfriend to take the lead.  She deferred to Hogan in all things and while they hadn’t been a match in other ways, her need for him to take charge had given him two pieces of information that profoundly changed his life.  The first was that he was sexually stimulated by dominance.  The more he allowed his natural inclinations to emerge when with a woman, instead of trying to suppress them, the more sexually satisfied he was.    The second was that there were women out there, women who not only wanted that dominance, but who were also sexually aroused by it.  When Hogan wrapped Chrissy’s hair around his fist and used it to guide her to the bed, he would see her chest start to heave and her color rise.  And she never failed to get wet.  Every time. 

Meeting Amy almost 3 years ago had been the best thing that ever happened to him.  He was attracted to her immediately.  She was bright, playful and pretty with full breasts and a curvy body that spoke right to Hogan’s cock.  Although Hogan was 3 years younger than Amy, he had been finishing graduate school, when she was a sophomore who was going to school at night while working during the day.  Her family situation, once her parents divorced, had deteriorated even more.  Her father remarried and no longer seemed interested in her or her brother. Money at her mom’s house was tight and Amy had twice been voluntarily been placed in foster care by a mother who simply did not have the financial means to care for both of her children. 

Graduating high school was an accomplishment for Amy and it was Becca who finally talked Amy into attending the local community college as a way to continue her education.  Hogan was asked by one of his former professors to be a teaching assistant for one of Amy’s classes and she approached him one day for extra help.  He’d spent the rest of the semester working with her one on one.  He didn’t ask her out but instead focused on helping her raise her grades.  Her self-esteem was high and she was not very insecure except when it came to her intelligence.  He spent a lot of time talking to her about the different types of intelligence there were and was able to help her realize that although she had to work very hard in school to get mediocre grades, there were many other types of intelligence that were just as meaningful as book smarts. 

They would sit across from each other at the library and he would compliment her on yet another achievement, like being asked by her boss to take on more responsibility, and she slowly began to believe that she was smart even if her grades didn’t always reflect it.  With Amy, Hogan let his natural top tendencies surface from the start.  If she was late to a date with him, he would scold her.  If she spoke disrespectfully to him he told her to watch her tone.  And once, when she’d hidden some exams he was grading, he’d told her she was “asking for the belt today.” Amy flourished under his attention.  Her grades improved and she was less anxious. 

When the semester ended and they started dating, he explained from the beginning that there could be only one leader in their relationship and that he expected it to be him and that included the bedroom.  She’d just laughed and said, “Duh.  You have Top written all over you, Hogan.  I get it.”  And then, later that evening, after he’d fucked her three ways to Sunday, she rested her head against his chest, quietly licking and kissing his nipples.  Looking up from her task, she had stunned him just then, asking, “Do I only get bad girl spankings or will I get good girl spankings, too?”  And from that point forward, they’d moved as one, toward a deeper, more formal exploration of discipline and dominance. 

Learning about her background had been extremely helpful for Hogan as he could attune his punishments to support the healing from childhood that she needed as an adult.  There were eating disorder issues, authority issues, financial problems; Amy Emily James came with a full set of luggage.  But she thrived under his strict, firm discipline and their relationship grew stronger.  When he’d asked her to marry him, she exuberantly said yes, and had asked to be allowed to say special private vows for his ears alone.  And on their wedding night she’d knelt in front of him, in her wedding dress, while he stood before her, and promised to love, honor, obey and submit to her HOH.  

Standing in front of her now, he thought of how far she’d come and knew he would continue to be the loving, stern disciplinarian who would tear her down to build her back up, stronger than before.  Now, he would be the unrelenting, unyielding Dom she needed to hold her accountable as she continued to grow as a smart, confident, submissive woman. 

As on their wedding night, Amy placed herself on her knees, legs spread, as he required, and knelt in front of him.  Her HOH remained standing.  He enjoyed seeing her kneel beneath him and he always stood a little close, forcing her to crane her head back a bit to look up at him. 

“Amy, tell Sir why you’re being punished today.”   

The phone was turned off.  The TV was off.  There were to be no interruptions during a session.  Amy looked up at her Dom.  As always she felt pierced by his gaze.  Her nipples tightened as she looked at the firm set to his mouth, his muscular forearms and broad shoulders.  He exuded confidence and control.

“I didn’t take my full prescription.  I didn’t use the prescription log given to me by the doctor.  I lied to my HOH, two times.  And I put my health at risk, Sir.”

“And what rules did you break, Amy?”

“I am never to lie and I am never to put my health or safety at risk, Sir.  Lying disrespects my Dom and demeans our marriage.  My health and safety is most important and I am always to strive to be as healthy as I can be.”

He reached down and stroked her hair, her cheeks, her forehead, holding eye contact with her and focusing her attention on her Dom.  Her behavior had brought her to her knees today and in this moment she was to look to her HOH for his guidance, his approval and finally, his judgment. 

“Two rules,” said Hogan. “And multiple transgressions carried out repeatedly over an extended period of time.”  He sighed.  “Unfortunately, after thinking about this, I don’t think a single whipping is sufficient punishment. “ 

Her eyes grew large as she processed this new information, her face just starting to crumple.  “Oh, no.” Her bottom lip started to quiver. 

“Settle down,” said, Hogan, his tone quiet and firm.  “Lying, wasting Sir’s time, wasting the doctor’s time, disobeying your HOH, disrespectful to Sir, endangering yourself, not following doctor’s orders.  This is much more than just breaking two rules,” said Hogan.   “You’ll take a whipping today, intimate anal punishment to follow.” 

She took a sharp breath and swallowed at this pronouncement.  Unfortunately, Hogan wasn’t finished yet.  

“You’ll take another whipping tomorrow. We can go out with Becca and Mike tonight.  After all, your misbehavior should not ruin their evening.  But after that you’re on restriction for the next week, no cell phone, no TV, no internet, straight home from school, bed by 6:30 every day.”

He watched her process this new information wondering if she would protest.  However, Amy’s submission had grown deeply during her time with Hogan.  Already she had achieved new levels.  While a harsh punishment, it would go a long way toward teaching her that her Dom would always follow through on his promise to help her address her self-destructive behavior.  

When she was to be whipped, he never told her how many lashes she would receive believing that it was the quality not the quantity that mattered.  He would punish her until he felt she’d learned the lesson.  And although she had a safe word, he had explained that in a punishment he might not allow her to use it.  No HOH would tolerate being lied to, let alone everything else she’d done as of late.  She was silent, her mascara streaking as tears trickled down her cheeks and her lip continued to quiver.

“Go get my belt from the closet now.” 

Rising, she hurried to do as she’d been told.  He tilted his head slightly, telling her to lay it on the bed. 

“Now get the bed ready.  Get your pillows and don’t forget your towel and lube.” 

Like whippings, Amy had only received anal discipline a handful of times since being married.  Hogan knew nothing humbled Amy more than being sodomized.   She’d had to have an enema twice during her illness, constipation being a side effect of her medication, so he did not have to include that bit of preparation this time.  Under his gaze, she stacked the pillows in the center of the bed, then lay her punishment towel across the stack.  She placed the bottle of lubricant within reaching distance for her Dom.  When she was finished she looked at him, questioningly.  He nodded.

“Hand me the belt then take your panties off.” 

She was doing well.  Rarely, had he required her to participate in preparing for her own whipping this way.  He could see her struggle with each direction but she gave him full compliance each time.  He was proud of her. 

“Straddle.” 

She spread her legs and bent forward, her stomach resting on the bed, effectively forcing the mattress corner right into her pussy.  Hogan stepped up behind her pressing quite close to her lower body.  He rubbed and stroked her ass for a few moments, enjoying the feel of her fleshy cheeks.  Her ass was one of her best features, in his opinion.  Full cheeks, not too fleshy, that jiggled just right whether under his belt or his cock.   He spread her cheeks open, his middle finger massaging her little hole, his fingers briefly tunneling through her labia. 

“You’re wet, Amy.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Christ, he couldn’t hold back from tasting her any longer.  He knelt down behind her putting his face right between her cheeks, his nose and mouth pressing into her moist crease.  He pulled back ever so slightly, wanting her to feel his breath against her skin, as he gave his next order. 

“Reach back and spread your cheeks, Amy,” said Hogan. “Sir wants to taste you.”

Her hands gripped her cheeks, pulling them wide open.  She wanted to crawl out of her skin.   She cringed, knowing Sir was kneeling behind her, gazing at her little pucker, watching it wink and clench.   It was almost too much to bear.  He made her hold position for several long moments, silently waiting, her most private shame exhibited for his pleasure.  He was so close she imagined she could feel the heat from his body against her thighs.  He was still, not touching, just drinking in the vision before him, her shapely thighs, heart shaped ass, and her sweet, sweet pucker, all revealed like a secret treasure only he could explore. 

She shivered in embarrassed bliss as he pursed his lips and blew a whisper of cool air between her cheeks.  She tensed then, when she felt him, the touch of his tongue as it slid between her nether lips, like a snake slithering through the desert searching for sustenance. 

“Oh my God,” she whispered.  Her moans were rough and deep, dragged from her mouth without her consent.  As much as it might make her squirm with mortification and embarrassment when her HOH put her on display, she couldn’t escape the dark part of her that wanted this, that secretly craved the discipline and humiliation bestowed upon her by her Sir.  Her leg jerked and she let forth with a cry so wrenching it might have been pain.   The sounds of his pleasure, his tongue stroking, lips  slurping, mouth swallowing, was as much an aphrodisiac to her as the roughness of his whiskers against her skin.  All too soon he pulled away.  Her cheeks still spread she felt him give a deep kiss to her bottom hole before he stood up. 

“Delicious, baby,” said Hogan, getting back to his feet.  He tapped her cheeks. “Release.”

She brought her hands back to the bed, trembling from the aftermath of his mouth.  Her eyes fell shut and she gasped, as she felt his fingers again, stroking through her pussy lips, before bringing his them to her mouth. 

“Suckle,” he said, feeding her juice to her.  She nursed from his finger, pulling the digit deep into the recesses of her mouth; the gentle, repetitive sucking motion somehow providing comfort in her current state.

After a moment he took his finger away and she felt him shift.  Gripping the belt, Hogan placed one knee on the mattress, forcing her to roll forward a bit, giving her a bird’s eye view of his crotch.  He was hard, his thick erection standing straight out inside his sweats.

“Hands behind your back.”

As she folded her hands behind her he gripped both in his one, and pressed them against her lower back.  He tapped the belt against her legs a couple of times, until she spread her legs a bit more.  And then –

God in heaven, it hurt.  Hogan brought the belt down with force and purpose, lashing her buttocks with a steady hand.  He watched as her flesh wobbled from the impact as he meticulously placed each stroke.  Once Hogan started he was like a whipping machine laying stroke after vicious stroke across both of her ass cheeks.    

Amy started crying from the pain almost immediately; her legs trembling and shaking in response to the strap.  Up and down her ass he traveled, his arm methodically wielding the strap again and again.  She shrieked after a particularly hard blow to the fatty bottom portion of her ass.  And like a true whip master, he hit that same spot again.  And still again. 

The only other person who’d strapped her had been her grandfather and it had felt nothing like this.  At least not that she could remember.  That had been a stingy, irritating prick that felt almost like an itch.  This was deep, blistering pain that she felt down to her core. 

“You’ll learn, Amy,” he said, a hard smack punctuating his words. “You’ll learn to value yourself as much as I do.  You’ll learn to follow doctor’s orders.  You’ll learn to obey me, little girl, if I have to whip you every-single-day, you’ll learn.” 

Halting for a moment, he lay the belt across her lower back.  She felt his fingers pressing against what could only be welts.  Her ass felt huge.  Hot and swollen.  She wailed like a child, tears pouring from her eyes, and prayed that it was over.  But, no, he was only switching sides. 

Knee on the bed. 

Hands behind her back.

He started anew. 

No words.  No warning.  Only the sound of the belt as it flew through the air, and the sting of impact as it traveled up and down her bottom, again.  Her feet started dancing in an unconscious shuffle.   The shift of her full cheeks, the sway of her hips, all giving him a view of her puffy pussy lips and her tight little hole.  He knew she had no idea of the erotic show she was putting on which only served to enflame him even more. He focused on her thighs now.  And, as expected, he heard the change in her tears. 

Hogan always whipped to tears and beyond, believing that a woman only learned the lesson when true submission emerged, when she stopped trying to maintain control and gave herself over fully to the pain and the fact that only he could release her from it; when she lost her dignity and prideful posture and begged for forgiveness; when the frantic pleas changed from “please, I’ll be good” to “please forgive me” and “I’m sorry.”

As he laid more strokes up her thighs he felt that first shift.  Her sobs were deeper now, less guarded.  He could hear her breath catching in the back of her throat.   He shifted focus, aiming for her sit spots, that tender tissue where the bottom meets the thigh, and let loose with a volley of swats there. 

“Ass up, Amy.” 

She could hear him but could not make sense of his words.  She knew he was speaking but she was cognizant of nothing in this moment; nothing but the pain in her thighs, in her ass, from her worst whipping ever.  He gave her two additional wallops before repeating himself. 

“I said, ass up, Amy.”

She gurgled nonsensical words and churned her hips willing her body to move.  Thankfully, she felt him reach under her and raise her hips. 

“Ass high for this next part.  Let’s get your sit spots covered, too.  Just like that. Good girl.” 

No knee this time.  Only his hand pressing her lower back into the bed, holding her steady while keeping her ass in the air, as he aimed with precision for the most sensitive portion of her bottom.  This will finish it out, he thought, as he let loose with a fast volley.  Her ass was rosy from top to bottom, a lovely, deep red hue that was warm to the touch.  He hit her sit spots, her thighs, her ass, her sit spots, her thighs, her ass, up and down he traveled, again and again, wielding the belt with expertise.  This was a punishment she would not soon forget.  She wheezed and gasped through her sobs, occasionally hiccupping as well.  And through it all she kept up a quiet refrain, “I’m sorry.  I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry.”   He knew she was sorry.  He would make sure she never again skipped a prescription, ignored doctor’s orders or lied to her HOH.   He realized the intensity of her whipping was directly related to the depth of his fear that something could happen to her, something caused by her own willful obstinacy. 

He laid the belt down directly in front of her and was ready with a hand on her head to keep her from turning away.  She’d earned this whipping and she’d damn well look at the belt that gave it.  Her skin was mottled and splotchy, mascara a streaky black mess across her face.  Her long hair matted with her sweat and tears.  He put his hand on her forehead, gently pressing her head back, to inspect her chin and neck.  She sniffed as her nose ran, a bit of mucous coating the skin above her upper lip. 

He went to where she was straddling the bed and bent down to inspect the damage, touching the welts, pinching and rubbing them as she writhed and shuddered in pain.  Her bottom was a little red, a little swollen and warm to the touch.  But he had not achieved that deep, bruising purple he knew some Doms demanded from their subs.  She had another whipping coming tomorrow.  He knew she might be purple then and would probably have some bruising so although she probably thought this whipping was brutal and one she could barely survive, in reality he had been holding back in both strength and volume since he knew they’d do this same dance tomorrow.  He wondered if she even remembered.

She was quiet as he examined her, submitting to his prodding fingers and scratchy nails.    This was the submission she needed to achieve.  Her truly authentic self, stripped of her layers of protection, where vanity was no longer an issue; where she was not self-conscious in the least.  He bent forward, his face close to her crease.  He frowned and brought his fingers to her pussy, delving between her lips.  He pressed down on the bedspread feeling dampness.

“Did you have an accident, Amy?”

“I dribbled a little, Sir.  I’m sorry. I c-couldn’t help it,” she sniffed as more tears came.  “Am I in trouble?”

“It’s okay, sweetheart.  That’s why we put down the special sheets.  In case you have an accident during a lesson.”

He went into the bathroom to get some tissues and towels.  As he cleaned her and wiped her nose, he could hear her breaths slowing down.  He rubbed her back and shoulders, massaged her neck, just letting her feel his presence.

“I’m sorry for disobeying you,” said Amy. 

“I know you are, sweetheart.  I know.  That was a hard lesson for you to learn.  I want to make sure you never ignore doctor’s orders again,” said Hogan.  When she’d quieted down sufficiently he stroked her cheek. 

“It’s time for the rest of your lesson, Amy.” 

He watched as she processed.  When her eyes filled with tears he knew she remembered.  This would be a painful lesson for his disobedient wife; one she’d not soon forget.  But this was their agreement and she’d asked him more than once to be strict with her.  He knew in the end this would help her but for brief moments like these he felt the emotional strain of being her HOH.

Placing his hand on her head, he held her in place as he reached into his sweat pants and extracted his cock.  It was thick, pointing straight at her from a nest of thick, coarse hair.  He pulled her forward on the bed, her face at the perfect angle.

“Open.”

Her jaw dropped, tongue coming out.  His pushed his cock into her mouth feeling her lips envelop him, sucking him.  He gripped her head, holding her immobile as he thrust forward a few times.

“Do you like feeling my cock in your mouth, Amy?  Get it nice and hard.”  His hips took on a life of their own, short rapid pumps that left him gasping.  “Soon I’ll put this thick cock into your ass.  I’ll punish your tight little hole for lying to me.  I’m going to stretch it and work it, until your little pucker is raw and gaping.  You’ll think twice, Amy, you’ll think twice and then a third time before you ever lie to your HOH again.”

He pulled out, wiping his cock across her lips.  Nodding to the center of the bed where the pillows were waiting, he walked to the bottom of the bed.

“Into position.”  As the seconds passed and she remained as is he reached for the belt.  Doubling it, he held her gaze. 

“Do you need an obedience reminder, Amy?”

She quickly shook her head. 

“Then into position.”

Swallowing, she crawled to the center of the bed and placed herself so the pillows were under her hips, lifting her ass into the air.  Reaching back, she held her cheeks open as required, in invitation. 

“Get yourself ready.”  He took off his pants, cock finally free, and watched as she coated her finger with lube.    

“You can use more, sweetheart,”said Hogan, watching as her finger slid into her anus.

Climbing onto the bed, he positioned his cock between her cheeks, the warmth feeling like paradise.  He lubed his cock and finger. 

“Spread your cheeks again, Amy.”  His cock jumped seeing her little hands, shaking, as they reached back to spread herself for her Dom. 

“Good girl.”  With one hand on her back, his other hand played with her pucker, scratching and tapping it.  He watched it wink at him.  Soon he would make it gape.  Seeing his previously recalcitrant wife, now meek and compliant, spreading her cheeks, filled Hogan with a base, fundamental need to subjugate.  He felt an energetic shift, desire radiating through him, as his yearning to master Amy nearly overwhelmed him.  He wanted to impale her on his cock and make her squirm through every slow, painful stroke. He wanted her to cry and beg for mercy from her HOH knowing she wouldn’t get it until he, her Sir, gave it to her. 

It had taken some time for Hogan to come to terms with this part of who he was.  He understood and accepted that for whatever reason, not only his masculinity but his understanding of himself as a person, was deeply entwined with a compelling urge toward dominance.  And he would never stop being grateful to have found Amy, a woman whose deep need for discipline and submission was matched only by his need to claim, and ended up bound to her in a consensual, loving marriage.

“Alright, Amy, you know what to do.  Bear down for me.  I’m going to finger you a little to help you get ready.”  As he pressed inward he felt her press out, her anal muscles slowly relaxing, hugging his thick finger.  He heard a grunt and felt her shake a little as he pumped his finger in and out of her tight hole. 

“I want you to review, Amy,” said Hogan. “Why are you lying over your punishment pillows right now?”

“I – I , uh, I,” she couldn’t think, couldn’t respond, could only focus on the sensation of his finger in her anus. “I was – I was – I was disobedient.  I - - I - - I , I’m sorry Sir…I can’t focus. I can’t – please…“

“Alright, baby, it’s okay.  I told you to ask for help when you need it and that is exactly what you are doing.  Let’s go over it together, okay?”  He pumped his finger in and out of her hole.  “You didn’t finish your prescription like you were told to.”

“Yes, Sir. I didn’t finish my prescription and I lied to you two times and I wasted the doctor’s time.  And I was disobedient and I put my health at risk,” the words suddenly flew from her lips in a halting rush, in a futile hope that when she finished he would remove his finger.  To her dismay, instead, he added a second finger. 

“Good girl.  That’s right.  And you didn’t use the dosage log you were given by the doctor.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And what happens to a submissive wife in this house, who disobeys her husband?”

“She gets punished, Sir.”

“And what is your punishment, Amy?”

“I got a whip – a whip, a whipping, and now I am getting anal punishment.”

“That’s right, Amy,” he paused, almost not wanting to remind her.  “And what about tomorrow?”  He heard her gasp and could hear the tears in her voice.

“I get, I get another…another whipping.”

“And?”

“And I’m on restriction for a week.  No phone, no TV, no internet and bedtime at 6:30.”

“Good girl.”  He pulled his fingers from inside her rectum.  “I think you’re ready for your anal discipline, now.  Hold those cheeks open.  Bear down.”  Gripping his cock, he pushed forward until he breached her little hole.  It readily swallowed his head and then he glided in with relative ease until he reached her barrier.  He stopped, head falling back as he willed his hips not to propel forward, when everything in his body urged him to thrust and thrust hard.  He wanted in.  He waited as her hole slowly swallowed his cock.  When he was almost fully sheathed, he pulled all the way out and thrust back in, in one slow, smooth motion and knew she was ready. 

“Okay, bad girl.  Time for your lesson. Take what Sir gives you now.  Take it.”

He gripped her hips and pulled her back against his groin, starting with long, deep strokes that had him buried balls deep in her ass.  She felt amazing.  He heard her squeal as his cock was gripped on all sides in a tight, moist hug that felt like heaven.  He leaned forward gripping the front of her thighs, chest against her back, and used his hands as leverage, hips pulling out then powerfully shoving back in; the position giving him incredible depth for each thrust.

“That makes you squeal, doesn’t it, Amy?” asked Hogan.  “You sounded just like a little pig right then.  You want to squeal like a pig for Sir?  Let’s see if Sir can make you squeal again.” 

He lifted his thighs and used his hips to bulldoze into her anus again several times in quick succession.  She squealed through every stroke. 

“Good girl, Amy.  Sir likes to hear you squeal.”

Reaching underneath her, his large hands framing her pussy, he pulled her thighs apart like a wishbone, reinforcing her punishment position. 

“Come on, now.  You can do it. Squeal like a little piggy. Squeal, Amy.  Squeal!” 

His thrusts double-timed, hips vigorously pummeling her hole.  He backed up onto his knees, a hand on her back to keep her in place.  His other hand traveled between her cheeks and he used his forefinger to breach her hole, forcing a deeper stretch. 

“This is what happens to bad girls, Amy.”  He hooked his forefinger and pulled a little stretching her more.  She closed her eyes, ass aching inside and out.  “This is what happens to girls who get too big for their britches; to naughty wives who defy their husbands.  It hurts when your hole gets stretched, doesn’t it?” asked Hogan.  “Just like it hurts our relationship when you lie and defy.” 

Amy sobbed quietly, her stomach twisting as she acknowledged the truth of her husband’s words.  She had been defiant.  And she had hurt their relationship. 

“There can only be one leader in a marriage, Amy.  Next time you decide you know better than your HOH, you know better than a doctor, think about this.  Think about how Sir had to punish your little hole.  Think about the time you got too big for your britches and Sir had to teach you a lesson in obedience.”

Bending over her again, he wrapped his hands around her hips and resumed with shallow strokes.   

“Come on, little piggy, clench those muscles.  Clench that tight asshole for Sir.  Make me come.  You want to be the big girl?  You want to be the leader?  Well, you’re in control, now, Amy.  Use that ass.  The longer it takes you to make Sir come, the longer the lesson will be. ”

His cock jumped when he felt the squeeze of her internal muscles.  She surprised him with how eagerly she worked that ass, hips churning hard and fast to earn his orgasm.  He watched her ass shake and shimmy, his cock disappearing in rhythm to her dancing hips.  She grunted with her efforts until he couldn’t hold back any longer.  Holding her down with a hand to her lower back, he plowed into her like a jackhammer, loving every single minute of this fuck; her twitching body, her tight asshole choking his cock, and those sexy little pig squeals she made with every stroke.   He groaned once, his cock buried in that ass as he sprayed warm streams of semen deep into her rectum.  He dropped his arms to the bed, hips jerking, cock still shooting, making sure he gave her a full load.  Finally, when he was sure her ass had sucked in every drop, he rolled to the side.  She moaned, whether in gratitude or despair, he didn’t know. 

Sitting up, he spread her cheeks wide and saw her lovely gape as her hole tried in vain to close itself after such an energetic pounding.  As he gazed at her pucker, now loose and gummy with cum, a small clump trickled out and down her seam.  Quickly he shifted, running his fingers through her crease to where his cum slowly dribbled out of her hole.  He swiped his fingers, catching it before it could fall.  She cringed, dreading what he would do next.

“Open up, sweetheart.  Sir wants to feed you his cream.”  He pressed his fingers into her mouth, as she quietly lapped from them as expected.  She’d learned never to shy away from eating Sir’s come.  She was always to lap it, eagerly. “Good girl.”

Kneeling over her again, he gathered more, his fingers returning to her mouth for another feeding.   The third trip to her hole found her gape quickly shrinking.  He made one final swipe gathering all he could, then regretfully, he let her cheeks bounce closed.  He lay next to her, watching with satisfaction as she nursed the semen from his fingers for the last time, suckling softly. Exhausted, she soon fell asleep.


Chapter 6

Amy sat next to Hogan, sipping a glass of ice water.  She, Hogan, Becca and Mike were out for the evening.  They had met in downtown New London at a local restaurant for dinner and now the four of them were huddled around a tiny table listening to a young man play jazz versions of Stevie Wonder on an acoustic guitar.  The club was one of Mikes’ favorites and she could understand why.  There were plush, velvet couches and chairs in front for couples to relax on.  Further back there were cocktail tables, like the one they sat at, with small candles in the center and high bar stools.  Behind them was a bar that served more than appetizers but not quite dinner.  The club was about half full that evening and Mike, a regular, had spoken to several people as they made their way to their seats.

Amy would have preferred to sit on one of the couches this evening, but Mike had chosen the table, which he said gave them a better view.  The chair had no cushioning, giving Amy a constant reminder of the punishment she’d received earlier in the day.  Her winced as she thought about what had caused her Dom to give her such a harsh whipping.

Hogan kept a watchful eye on Amy tonight.  She hadn’t bratted at all knowing she could easily add to her remaining punishment if her attitude were wrong.  She made sure she was polite and friendly, even if she was a little more quiet than usual.  Each time she looked over to him, his eyes were on her and he wasn’t smiling.  She worried he was unhappy with her somehow.  Finally, she couldn’t take the uncertainty anymore; she had to check in with him.  When there was a break in the set she waited until Becca and Mike seemed to be deep in conversation then got up and walked the two steps to her Dom, standing right next to him. 

“Sir?” she asked, cautiously.  “Did I do something wrong?”

His eyes narrowed with skepticism that had her rushing to clarify.

“I mean, more than…I have already...” she paused, waiting for his answer.

Hogan thought back to the events of the day.  After her punishment, they’d had a quiet afternoon until it was time to get ready for the show.  Amy had not been pouty, or bratty, or sulky.  She’d studied in the afternoon and just before they got ready she’d come into the bedroom, where he was getting dressed and knelt before him, asking him again to accept her apology.  Usually when a punishment session was over, it was over, and it was time to move forward.  However, with her extended punishment continuing into tomorrow, Hogan found he was still pondering her recent misbehavior and whether or not he might have somehow caused this setback. 

Now, with her standing before him, with anxious eyes and downturned lips, he knew she needed reassurance.  The same way he would extend her punishment, he realized he also needed to extend her aftercare.

“No, sweetheart,” said Hogan, taking her into his arms. He spoke softly, directly into her ear.  “You haven’t done anything wrong – well, I should say, you haven’t done anything else wrong.  Honestly, I think I was expecting to see some bratting today.  So I’ve been a little wary tonight.  I apologize.  I didn’t mean to make you worry.”

Her eyes closed as she breathed a sigh of relief as she felt his lips on her neck.  Smiling, she made her way back to her seat.  She blushed a little as she realized Becca and Mike were watching them. 

“You’ve been quiet tonight, Amy,” said Mike.  “Is everything okay?”

Amy stiffened for a moment, her eyes going to her HOH.

“I’m fine,” said Amy.  “Just enjoying the show.”  She prayed her answer would meet with Sir’s approval.

“What’d you guys do today?” Mike continued.

She waited, thinking Hogan should answer for them.

“Mike asked you a question, Amy,” said Hogan, his tone a little stern.

She glanced at Mike before lowering her eyes to her drink in front of her. 

“I had a punishment session,” said Amy.  “I got a whipping for lying and disobedience.”  She peeked at Becca and saw her friend’s face fall in sympathy and concern.  Becca knew that Amy was a disciplined wife but they hadn’t ever really discussed the details.    And, while Amy knew Mike as a Dom, he had never discussed the specifics of his romantic relationships with Amy.  Becca and Mike had only been together for a short while and Amy had not yet asked about the dynamics of their relationship.   

“Lying and disobedience,” said Mike. “Well, sweetheart, sounds like your whipping was well-earned.”

“Yes, sir,” said Amy.

Turning to Hogan, Mike continued.  “If that was Becca, she’d be getting more than a whipping.”

Hogan cut his eyes over to Amy again.  She knew full disclosure was now expected.

“I – I didn’t get just a whipping, sir.  I got additional punishment, too.”

Mike raised his chin as he considered her words, then nodded his head in understanding. 

“I see.  Well, I’m glad you could come out with us tonight.  I hope you feel better tomorrow.”

Amy didn’t need to see Hogan’s face to know what was expected.

“I have…another whipping –,” she stopped at Becca’s shocked gasp, the men turning to look at her.  “I have another whipping to take tomorrow, sir,” continued Amy.  “But I’m sure I’ll feel better after that.  Thank you for your concern.”

Hogan knew that had been difficult for her.  But as he had stated several times, he did not hide his private life from his friends and family and Becca and Mike were family. Standing, he asked Mike to join him on the back deck, wanting to give the women time alone to chat about what had just transpired. 

Out back Hogan discussed a trip to Amy’s family cabin he was planning after the semester ended.  Even with this setback she’d had an exceptional semester.  She was taking two courses, working, organizing the household and she’d still managed to meet all her deadlines and had received a B- on her midterm.  She was on track to end the semester with her highest GPA ever and he was planning a special trip. 

“We’d love it if you and Becca came, too,” said Hogan.  “I know it’s only been a few months but...”

“Yeah.  But things are going real well, Hogan.”  Mike sipped his beer, looking around the deck.  It was decorated with candelabras and garland.  “I never thought I would meet a woman like her, my friend.  You know, I’d pretty much resolved myself to that.  And now she comes along…this woman who…just floors me, man.  I mean, she’s beautiful, she’s smart, sub to the bone.  She’s taken everything I give her, Hogan.  And you know I can be a little…hardcore.”

They exchanged a look of mutual understanding.  They’d known each other for more than ten years and had participated in their share of experiences together.  Hogan thought back to a specific night during their senior year.  He’d had returned from a night of studying and walked in on Mike and his girlfriend, Wendy, in the middle of a heavy make out session.  They’d quickly jumped apart at his entrance, Mike dispelling any awkwardness by casually offering Hogan a beer.  After several more, and a game of Truth or Dare, Mike had dared him to have sex with Wendy, right then and there, while Mike watched.  The alcohol had helped lower Hogan’s inhibitions, surely, as had Wendy’s enthusiastic response to the proposition.  Mike had been an animal afterwards, so turned on he’d fucked Wendy, too, with Hogan still in the room. 

Mike hadn’t ever discussed it with Hogan but alone, he admitted to himself that it was one of the hottest sexual encounters he’d ever had.  He loved seeing his partner receive sexual gratification from another man.  He loved everything about it.  He’d worried at first, wondering if he was bisexual.  And had even made a few forays in that direction, determined to be true to himself.  But after a few awkward encounters he was reassured; he had no sexual interest in other men.  For him, it was all about seeing the woman he was with receive pleasure not just with him, but with others, too.  He relived every moment of that first time with Wendy and Hogan for weeks; the sight of Wendy with Hogan on top of her; her cries as she orgasmed; seeing Hogan mark her with his semen; and the feel of sliding into her sloppy, wet cunt overflowing with her juice and Hogan’s cum.  Best of all, Wendy was insatiable, her passion stoking his, culminating in an orgasm so intense, he’d almost blacked out. 

After they graduated and moved into separate apartments, occasionally Mike would call and tell Hogan he was planning to stop by.  Without ever talking about it directly, it came to be understood that Hogan would have sex with the woman, while Mike watched.  Afterwards, they’d sleep in Hogan’s guest room, having energetic sex that Hogan could hear through the wall.  Every once in a while, Hogan would be in the room, too, for a tag team.  The practice had come to an end when Hogan started dating Amy.  But recently, Mike had kind of alluded to it the last time they’d hung out, mentioning Becca.

“Did you mean what you said about Becca, Mike?” asked Hogan.  Mike gave him a blank look, still caught up in his walk down memory lane.  “Last week?” Hogan reminded him.  “At McGinty’s?”

Mike smiled, taking a sip of his beer.

“I know she has a crush on you, Hogan,” said Mike.  “And I know you…are attracted to her, too.”  Hogan couldn’t deny it.  That would be a flat out lie.  “Are you considering it?”

Hogan nodded. 

“What about Ames?” asked Mike.  As far as he knew, Amy was a one-man woman, but he and Hogan had never discussed it.

“Honestly, I think Amy wants to do a swap,” said Hogan, chuckling and shaking his head.  He’d hesitantly raised the possibility of Mike wanting to see Becca shared with someone else; shared with him, ready to reassure Amy of his never-ending love.  But, although she’d been a little surprised, she certainly wasn’t shocked.  If anything, she seemed turned on and interested.  He was taken aback when she had asked if that meant she’d be shared, too.  After some probing on his part she admitted being curious about what it would be like. 

“Swap with who?” asked Mike.

“With you, dumbass!” said Hogan.  He laughed at the stunned expression on Mike’s face.  “Is that something you’d be into?”

Mike had never even considered the possibility that Amy might be involved in his scenario.  His pulse ratcheted up at the thought of the possibilities from this new turn of events.

“Yeah,” he said.  “I’d be interested.  The thought of seeing Becca with you, Hogan...well, you know how I roll.” 

Nodding, Hogan smiled and downed the rest of his beer.

“Alright, then,” said Hogan, “Let’s do this.”

“Sure.  If Ames ever gets off punishment,” said Mike, joking.

“You have no idea, man.”  Hogan turned serious. “She stopped taking her prescription.  Threw her pills out.  Lied about it when I asked her.  Ignored doctor’s orders.  You name it.”  He sighed.  “Even if she doesn’t have a great semester, I still want to head up to the lake house.  I guess the trip will either be a celebration of her accomplishments this semester, or time for a reset so I can figure out where the hell I’m going wrong.”

“Come on, man.  This is a minor setback in a long list of successes, and you know it.  Don’t get it twisted.  You and I both know the routine.  Two steps forward, one step back.”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.  Have to remember that.  She’s been doing so well for so long I think I just forgot.  Thanks,” said Hogan.  “Come on.  Let’s go check on our girls.”

The lights were being flickered as they re-entered the seating area.  Approaching the table, Hogan could not believe his eyes as he saw Amy put down what appeared to be a glass of wine.  His lip curled, as he walked up to Amy standing between her and Becca.

“Are you serious, Amy?” asked Hogan.  “Two whippings aren’t enough for you?  You’re trying for a third?”

Becca looked up at Hogan, realizing how it looked.  She rushed to explain. 

“Oh, no, Hogan.  She was just –“

“Becca,” said Mike, standing next to her.  She stopped talking at the look from her Dom.

“I just took a sip, Hogan,” said Amy.  “Becca said it tasted good and she wanted me to try it.  I just took a small sip, Sir.  I promise.”  She clasped her hands together, waiting for his verdict.  She could see him taking a deep breath.

“Amy, you know better than that.  You just took your last dose today.  You know you’re not supposed to drink while on medication.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said, meekly, lowering her eyes to the table.  He sighed.

“I’m not going to punish you, Amy.  Don’t worry.”

“Thank you, Sir,” said Amy, eyes seeking his as he reclaimed his seat.

“But for the time being, you are not to drink any alcohol without my permission.  You understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy, nodding her head, vigorously.  “I won’t.  I promise.”

His expression was unyielding as he looked back at her.  “See that you don’t, little girl.  Or the ass whipping you got this afternoon’ll feel like mosquito bites when I’m through.”  He turned to Becca and Mike.  “I’m sorry you had to see this, Becca.  I hope we didn’t make you too uncomfortable.”

“I’m sorry, too, Sir,” said Becca, looking at Mike.  “I shouldn’t have pressured her to try my drink.  I forgot she might still be taking medicine.”

Mike smiled at her, covering her hand.

They were all silent as the lights went down and the music started anew.


Chapter 7

Becca still hesitated.  She was off for a long weekend this week but could Mike get away right now?  The pace of his latest project had picked up significantly and he was routinely working 12 and 14 hour days.            

“I want to go, Amy.  I really do.”

She bit her lip, an unconscious habit when she was uncertain.

“Great! I am so excited, Becca! It’s going to be awesome.  We can go shopping and buy some sexy lingerie to surprise our Doms with,” Amy drew out her words in a singsong manner designed to overcome the lingering doubt she heard in her best friend’s voice.  She knew Becca well enough after all these years to know that the promise of some hot, sexy time with her Dom might just be enough to convince her. 

She’s right, thought Becca.  She and Mike had made time to be together, of course.  Mike always made sure Becca felt like a priority in his life.  But they could both use some really focused D/s time to reconnect.  She imagined sitting in front of the fire with her Dom, chatting with Amy and Hogan.  She pictured serving him dinner and drinking wine in the evenings before retiring to the bedroom for some mind-blowing sex.  She tried to remember the location of the bedrooms and whether or not they were adjacent to each other.  She could be pretty loud at times, she realized with chagrin.  Her mental musings were interrupted when she suddenly heard Hogan on the line. 

“Becca,” he said, crisply and just a little stern, “you and Mike are coming to Oakdale this weekend. You know you both need this.”

Becca was still amazed, and a little uncomfortable, at the effect Hogan’s voice had on her.  When she was the recipient of that firm, masculine tone, telling her what to do, her stomach quivered and her clit jumped, every time. 

“I know, Hogan.”  She heard how breathy her voice was and feared he could hear it, too.  Although they’d never spoken about it, Becca’d had a crush on Hogan for years.  He’d recognized her submissive urges even before she had.  And all those years she’d been single or in and out of unhealthy relationships, Hogan had been there, to make her feel special, protected and cherished.  Many was the night she’d spent on Amy and Hogan’s couch, weeping after another disastrous date.  Hogan was the one who would hold her and kiss her forehead reassuring her that the right guy was out there waiting for her.  Many nights she dreamt of finding someone like him; a strong, southern, alpha male, to take her in hand.  She’d never told Amy about her crush, fearing it was territory just too dangerous to tread.  But she knew both Hogan and Amy had guessed how she felt.  Ever the southern gentleman, Hogan rarely mentioned the effect he had on her, except to tease her on occasion.  She could tell sometimes, though, when she heard the amusement in his voice or saw the glint in his eye, at her involuntary response to him.

“So what’s the hesitation, angel?” asked Hogan, bringing her back from her reverie.  “What’s going on in that beautiful mind of yours?”

“What if Mike doesn’t want to go?” her speech was rapid; her frayed nerves bringing her this close to babbling. “I don’t want to pressure him and I know he’s so stressed with work right now.  I just don’t want to do anything that’s going to add to his stress or make him worry or mad or-“

“Stop.” said Hogan, chuckling.  “Take a deep breath.  Right now.” He listened as she obeyed.

“Angel, don’t tie yourself up in knots over this.  Ask him.  He’s your Dom, right?  If the time isn’t right for you to go, he’ll tell you, though I think he wants to get away as much as you.  But if he says no, you’ll stay home and Amy and I will ask you again.  Alright?” 

She nodded, flooded with relief at Hogan’s sensible solution.  She heard him chuckle again.

“I can’t see you through the phone, angel.  Use your words.”

“Yes.  Okay.  You’re right, of course.  Thank you, Sir.“  She winced.  She hadn’t meant to call him that.  It just slipped out, as her submissive unconsciously responded to his dominance.  “I mean, I’m sorry – I didn’t mean-”

“It’s okay, sweetheart.  You’re new.  You’re still learning.  And I doubt you’ll find many Doms who dislike being called ‘Sir.’” 

“Hogan? May I ask you a question?” she asked, her voice cautious.

“Of course, sweetheart.” She could hear the curiosity in his voice in response to her question.  He knew she’d transitioned to something else; could tell she was serious by her tone.

“I know Mike is my Dom.  I know that and I wouldn’t have it any other way, but…sometimes… when I’m talking to you – it feels like –”she stopped, unable to go any further with her words. She prayed his usual intuition would inform him now.

“It feels a little like I am, too?” he asked, gently. 

She closed her eyes and breathed a sigh of relief that he understood where she was going and didn’t seem offended. 

“Becca, like I said, you’re new to this.  Mike is an experienced Dom with no qualms or questions about who he is.  He’s a Dom through and through, as am I.  It’s natural and not uncommon for subs to have a…psychological and sometimes visceral response to other Doms.  It’s okay.  And you and I have an added layer of complexity because your best friends with my sub.  And I am very close to your Dom.  So, yes, it seems only natural that sometimes you might feel like you want to obey me in a way that isn’t the same but is maybe similar to how you obey Mike.  Am I on the right track, Becca?  Use your words, angel.”

“Yes, sir.”  She nodded, again, clutching the phone.  “Sometimes, I’m not sure – I mean I love Mike so much and I don’t want to do anything that might make him- It’s just, sometimes it’s just, I get overwhelmed...”  To her surprise and frustration her tears started to flow and her voice thickened with emotion.  She didn’t bother to try and hide it, knowing it was too late and that Hogan would surely have already picked up on it. 

At the sound of Becca’s tears, Hogan sat up from his reclining position on the sofa next to Amy.   This was what he had been worried about.  Amy’s emotional issues stemmed from childhood; from years of feeling alone and abandoned.  Becca’s struggle was internal.  Her long history of failed relationships had left her deeply insecure about her desirability.  And along with all the excitement and passion that came with falling in love, he knew she had to be reeling, absolutely emotionally reeling from falling for Mike.  Hogan had no doubt that Mike was strong enough to help Becca heal and grow.  It was one of the reasons he’d wanted them to get together.  But Mike wasn’t here now and Becca was on the edge.

“I know, angel.”  He could hear her sniffling over the phone.  “You’ve been on your own for a long time.  You’ve wanted this for so long.  It’s hard, isn’t it?  When you finally get what you’ve been dreaming of.  It’s scary.”  Glancing at Amy, he wrapped his hands around her ankles, drawing her feet onto his lap.  He rubbed her feet.  She listened, knowing Becca was going through something.  She knew talking to Hogan would help her.

“Yes, sir.”  She was calming down.  He could hear it in her voice.

“You’ve been so brave, Becca.  I know how hard it was for you to come to terms with who you are and what you need from your Dom.  And I know you’re still working on it with Mike’s help.  And I’m so proud of you for following your dreams, angel.”

“Thank you, Sir.  Your and Amy’s love means so much to me.” She was getting teary again. 

“What time is Mike coming home, Becca?” he asked.

“In about an hour,” she replied.  “I’m okay.  Like I said, just a little overwhelmed but I’m good.  I promise.  I’m sorry for this.  I know you have more important things to do.  I’m sure Amy doesn’t appreciate her best friend monopolizing her husband’s time.” 

“Don’t do that, Becca,” the Dom was back.  “Don’t devalue yourself to me.  Amy knows you’re my special girl.  She calls you my foster wife.”  He chuckled, glancing at his wife.  “I told her if you’re my foster wife then Mike is her surrogate Dom.”  He winked at Amy.  Seeing an opening he decided to take it.  “One day soon we’ll have to consummate our relationships.  Would you like that, Becca?”

Becca was silent, her heart pounding as she listened to Hogan.  In all the years of her fantasizing it hadn’t occurred to her that maybe he had fantasies, as well. 

“Have I shocked you, Becca?”  His voice jolted her back to the moment. 

“Not in a bad way, Sir.  I’m just not sure what to say, especially without talking to my Master, first.”

“Of course.  And I’ll talk to your Master as well.  Now, I want you to do three things for me before Mike comes home, okay?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“First, I want you to take a nice long shower, and get ready for Mike.  Maybe wash your hair, trim your…nails, put on something sexy.  Second, I want you to pour his favorite drink and have it ready and waiting for him right when he comes in the door.  And third, I want you to think about how you can best serve him tonight.  Does he need you to listen to him?  Give him a foot rub or a massage? Maybe a blowjob?  Whatever it is.  Your job, while you’re waiting for him to come home is to think about how you can be the best sub you can be tonight.”  He paused.  “Can you do that for me, Becca?”

“Yes. Of course.  But, I’m not sure I understand, honestly.”

“It’s okay,” said Hogan.  “Just trust me.  And trust your instincts.  And everything will be fine, angel, I promise.  And tell your Master, I expect to see you both this weekend.  Okay?”

“Yes, Sir.”  Hogan wondered if she was even aware she was calling him ‘Sir’ or referring to Mike as her Master, which she’d never done in front of Hogan before.  It was a sign that she was focusing on her submission.  And knowing what she needed, he wouldn’t bring it to her attention.

“May I speak to Amy, now, Sir?”

“Sorry, angel.  No more phone talk tonight.  You and Amy can finish gossiping tomorrow.  Go do as I said.  And have fun, okay?”

“Okay,” her voice was soft and compliant, just as he’d intended.  “Good night, Sir.  And thank you, again.”

“Good night, angel.  We love you.”  He clicked off the line.  He glanced at Amy, sitting on the couch, watching him.  He gazed at her with a tight smile. 

“Just a few more minutes. I’ve one more thing I need to wrap up.” She smiled and went back to her magazine she’d been perusing while Hogan pulled out his own cell phone. He tried to rein in his temper.  Anger wasn’t going to help him or Becca. 

Hey.  You’ve got a needy sub at home, insecure and waiting for her dom.  Where are you?  He texted Mike and waited. 

Just wrapping up here. What’s up?  Everything ok? 

Uh, no, thought Hogan.  Everything was not okay. 

Mike.  She’s still new.  U kno this.  Needs ur attention and guidance.  Just did a light scene with her to keep her from freaking.  Kno ur under pressure and no guilt but she needs u.   

Fuck.  I kno.  ur right.  I am an ass.  Leaving in 15.   Thx, man. 

Hogan smiled.  Great.  Now that that was taken care of, he could get back to his own needy sub, patiently waiting in the living room.  He threw down the phone but heard it vibrate again.  He picked it up, ready to tell Mike to take a hike.

Scene?  Hogan laughed, knowing exactly what Mike was referring to.

We’ll talk when I c u. Night. He threw the phone down. He was done for the evening.

***

Thirty minutes later, Mike opened the door to his cottage, not quite sure what would be waiting for him.  The first thing he noticed was that the lights were turned down very low and there were candles burning, throughout.  His house was neither big nor small.  It fit his needs and, after 6 years, it felt like home. 

Although they’d been dating less than a year, and both felt it was too soon to discuss living together, Becca spent several nights each week at his place and to an outsider it might definitely appear that they lived together.  He liked having her in his space.  She was smart and fun and caring.  And with her ever-changing schedule it just made sense for her to stay more at his place than constantly driving back and forth. 

When they started dating, he had a frank conversation with her about his place in the BDSM community.  He shared with her that although he used the term Dom and he had certainly regularly visited BDSM clubs in his youth, he did not really participate in BDSM, and rarely visited the clubs. He felt he was too edgy to call himself an HOH and although there were definitely parts of the Taken in Hand lifestyle that fit him, his need for a deeper submission from his partners led him to hold on to the Dom label.  To him, the term was more a convenient, clear indicator, of his role in any of his intimate relationships.  Mike liked to be in control and he wanted deep submission.

Becca knew Mike was a Dom and, as he’d guessed, she’d had several relationships with men who were more vanilla that had ultimately ended in failure, leaving her feeling insecure and as though she were at fault.  Ultimately, it was seeing Amy’s relationship with Hogan that finally triggered Becca to explore her desires.  By her own words, she wanted a relationship “like Amy and Hogan” where she felt safe in her submission.  She still had some shame around her need for humiliation and they were working on helping her reconcile that part of herself with her desire to be an ‘independent’ woman.

Mike challenged her stating that just because someone was a submissive did not mean there were not aspects of their life in which they were powerful.   In his time, he’d played with women who were vice presidents, psychologists, professors, all of whom had positions of power in their professional lives.  And, in his experience, that power during the day, often translated into a longing to leave the decision-making to their Doms and to give up control during the night.  And he reminded her that as his sub, she held all the cards.  He could be her Dom if, and only if, she gave him the gift of her submission.  In every consensual D/s relationship, Mike stated, the sub held all the power. 

Now as he hung up his jacket, he saw Becca emerge from the kitchen.  She walked up to him, pecked him on the mouth and pulled a beer from behind her back.

“Hi!” said Becca. “I was going to meet you with a glass of wine but I thought you’d appreciate this more.”

He grabbed her around the waist, holding her body close to his, inserting his leg between hers. 

“A cold beer brought to me by a half-naked beautiful woman.  All my dreams are coming true.”  He kissed her again. “You look fucking delicious.” 

She smiled, pleased she’d gotten it right. She’d chosen a tight, fitted lace camisole with matching panties.  The panties packed a double-whammy, tight enough to create a deep camel-toe in front, which she knew Mike loved, while exposing lots of cheek, in back.   Grasping his arms, she looked up at him. 

“You worked so hard all week long, Master.  Let me take care of you tonight.”

Jesus Christ, how had he gotten so fucking lucky?  His cock filled as he looked at her pretty face, all open and adoring; her hot body with those luscious tits and curvy hips.  She’d worn those panties, the tight ones with the camel-toe that drove him wild.  He wanted to pull off her panties and bury himself in her sweet pussy right then and there.  He remembered the text from Hogan, his eyes searching her face, looking for signs of the anxiety Hogan had mentioned.  Really, he didn’t see the anxiety.  At least not yet.  He’d learned that Becca was quite adept at hiding her feelings.  So he waited.  It took seconds.  As he gazed at her, she wavered, uncertainty crossing her face.  He could see her struggle, trying to figure out what he wanted. 

As usual, when Becca was scared, uncertain or anxious she reverted to her old habits.  She dropped to her knees, reaching for his fly.  He grasped her hair, pulling her head back.  She peered up at him, licking her lips, as he stroked her cheeks. 

“How was your evening?” he asked, staying her hands in his.  She blinked up at him, confused.  Not what she was expecting. 

“Um, it was good,” she said, hesitantly.

“Yeah? Anything special happen?” He continued stroking her cheeks. 

“Not really.  It was pretty quiet.”  She looked at his crotch.

“Okay,” said Mike, bending down to kiss her.  “I’m going to wash up.  Go wait for me in the living room.  In front of the couch.  On your knees.  Bring my beer with you.” 

She started to rise, then hesitated, looking at him.   She reached for his pants zipper.  He caught her hands in his. 

“No,” said Mike.  “Go do as I said.”

She turned and stood up giving him his first view of her peek-a-boo panties and her gorgeous, tight ass.  He bit back a curse as he watched her walk away and headed for the bathroom.

Becca waited on her knees in front of the couch.  She was nervous and confused.  She thought back to her conversation with Hogan and how he’d said to think about how to best serve her Dom.  Mike didn’t seem angry or unhappy.  He seemed…watchful.  Maybe she’d done something wrong or had offended him in some way.  She felt her stomach flutter with worry that she displeased her Dom. 

Concentrate on him.  Stop being selfish and petty and concentrate on your Dom.  That little voice on her shoulder was there.  The one that criticized and questioned everything she did.    It competed with the other little voice on her other shoulder, the one that was rational and logical. 

Tell him you’re upset.  Tell him you’re frightened.  Tell him you need him and you don’t know what to do. 

Back and forth, back and forth until her mind was a jumble of disjointed, half thoughts, none of which felt right.  But she had the solution.  Hogan had saved her.  Stay focused on Mike.  She wanted to serve him, to have him use her body for comfort and release.  Mike had a way of focusing his gaze upon her that made her feel stripped bare, emotionally, physically, psychologically.  Nothing hidden, just pure, raw emotion.  She’d struggled for years to come to terms with her submissive nature, unable to find satisfying relationships because she wouldn’t or couldn’t acknowledge that she needed something more.  Amy had been more open about her relationship with Hogan for the last few months and had suggested that maybe what Becca needed was something more edgy. But it wasn’t until her relationship with Mike that she could no longer deny this dynamic was what she needed.  It was still hard for her to accept.  And she tried not to think about it.  What type of woman enjoyed being degraded and humiliated?  But the truth was it was erotic humiliation.  Mike never degraded her outside of punishment or a scene.  One deepened her submission and the other called forth passion in her as never before.  She could not deny that Mike’s harsh techniques made her feel safe, loved and cherished.

It was easier for him, to be sure.  He had been a practicing Dom since college and had all sort of experiences.  He’d had years, decades even, to come to terms with his proclivities.  Becca was still struggling on a day-to-day basis with each new term, technique, practice, and punishment she encountered. 

Mike entered the room having changed into sweats and fresh tee-shirt.  He hadn’t taken a shower, not wanting to leave Becca alone for that long.  She could see the tent of his arousal in the front of his sweats and her mouth flooded she wanted him so badly.  He was like a drug.  His energy was that addictive.        

As he walked to the couch he saw Becca tracking his every movement and knew he had her complete attention.  He’d have to thank Hogan later.  Whatever he had done had helped Becca find her center.  She was emotionally rocky right now.  This was obvious.  But something Hogan had said had directed her attention outward to her Dom rather than inward.  And to a submissive that outward direction would be a stabilizing force; something for her to hold onto while Mike pulled his head out of his ass.            

He sat in the corner of the couch, legs open, welcoming her.  Reaching out, stroking her hair, at once so comfortable in his skin.   He watched her so closely, with such singular focus, she was almost frightened.  She hadn’t been sure before, but she was now.  She knew that, somehow, he knew about her conversation with Hogan. 

He patted the spot next to him.  “Come up here, sweetheart.  Put your head in my lap.” She climbed up, stretching out lengthwise beside him.  He stroked her hair, her cheek, her chin.  He felt his erection brush against her neck and saw her shiver. 

“You want to suck me, Becca?”

She nodded, eyes closed.

“Sit up, for a minute, Bec.”  He unbuttoned his fly.  “How about you just hold me in your mouth for now?  I don’t want to finish too soon.”  He kissed her, his tongue tasting her.  “And when I do it will be in your pussy, not your mouth.  Reach in and take me out, Bec.  Just hold me in your mouth.  No sucking.  No licking.  Just hold me, okay?”  She nodded, resettling her head as she embraced his manhood in between her lips. 

She heard his sharp inhale and tried to be very still, not wanting to stimulate him any further.

“Good girl.  Just like that.  No, no.  No tongue.  Just your warm, wet mouth, to nurture me,” he whispered.  They sat like that for a few minutes; him adjusting to the feel of her mouth.  She was falling, her mind descending into a haze of submissive arousal, wanting nothing more than to stay like this forever, her mouth full of her Master’s cock.  It had been weeks since they’d had a session.  She hadn’t realized how much she missed it, how much her emotional psyche was entwined with his dominance.  She was overcome, by his smell, his taste, his voice.  He watched as she trembled below him.

“Can you smell me, sweetheart?  It’s been a long day. I must be pretty pungent.  Breathe it in, babe.  Take me into you.”  His words were like a hypnotist’s, as he stroked her, soothing her.  “No licking, Becca.  Just be still.  Hold me.  Hold my cock.  Take me in, sweetheart.  That’s a good girl.”

Minutes passed.  It was meditative.  She felt so calm and at peace, surrounded by his scent, the feel of his cock in her mouth, his whispered words comforting her.  A small pool of saliva, dribbled from the corner of her lips but she couldn’t bear to move to arrest it.  As if he could read her mind, moments later she heard him.

“Don’t hold anything back, sweetheart.  Let everything go.  Let it all flow.  And feel me, Becca.  Just feel me.”  His hand reached down to play with her, finger burrowing right into her camel toe. “Beautiful, babe.  So beautiful.  I can’t wait to get inside you.”  She shifted a little as his cock grew larger in her mouth.

“Now, let’s try this again.”  His hand rested now, on her belly.  “You told me you were fine tonight but I heard you had a rough evening.  I heard you talked to Hogan.”

She started to pull back, trying to explain. His head on the back of her head stopped her.

“No.  Keep my cock in your mouth and listen for a minute.”  He ran his forefinger around her lips, outlining the shape of them.  “I dropped the ball lately and I’m sorry.  I’ve been so focused on work and these projects, I let go of my number one priority.  You.  I know you’re stressed, babe.  I can see it.  I can see the worry in your eyes.  Worried you’re not pleasing me.  Worried what we haven’t isn’t real, it’s too soon.  I see it all.  But you try so hard to hide it, and I got so wrapped up in my own shit that I let you cover up.  I let you hide from me.  Talk about Master,” he chuckled.  “You, my sweet sub, are a master at hiding.  Makes me just want to…to rip it all away, to strip you of that armor and make you show me the real you.   Remind you who you are – you’re my cumhungry cockslut, eager for her Master’s cock.  My slutty little mascot, ready to spread her legs at any time.  You’re my sweet cocksucker, Becca, who’ll swallow Master’s cum in the back of McGinty’s and beg for more when she’s finished.”

His words had the desired affect; shredding her, stripping away her defenses, stoking her arousal and desire to serve until she was a quivering mass of nerves and weeping vulnerability.

“Come up here, babe.  Let Master’s cock go.” 

He gathered her in his arms and held her as she wept. She had missed her Master so much and now he was back.  He was here, holding her, just as she’d so desperately needed.  He whispered words of comfort and made soothing sounds until she quieted.  Finally, she rested her head in the crook of his neck.   

“Hogan told you,” she said, burrowing her head further.  “I may have had a mini-meltdown on the phone tonight.”

“I’m glad he did.”  He kissed the top of her head.  “What brought it on?”

“I don’t know.  I think it’s just too much. Work is too much.  Family is too much.  And I’m tired.  I’m really tired, Master.  Everything is too much.  I think I just needed a break.”

“And what about us, Becca?” he asked, quietly.  “Are we too much?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head vehemently.  “No.  Without you – please.  It’s not too much, Mike, I promise.  Please, Master.  Please don’t send me away.  Please don’t leave me.  Please –“  She shuddered, her tears rising again at the mere thought he might want distance. 

“Hey,” he grasped her more tightly. “Hey, I’m not going anywhere.  Okay?  I just want the lay of the land, sweetheart.  I dropped the ball tonight, and before.  And I need to find out how badly I messed up.  Okay?  I’m right here.”

“You didn’t mess up.  It’s me.  I’m just so insecure and needy right now.  And I am trying not to be.  I know you have a lot on your plate and the last thing you need is to come home to a sub who’s a complete mess.”  She shook her head, willing herself to pull it together.  “I can handle it, Mike.  I promise.”  She licked her lips. “Let me take care of you…please.”

And who takes care of you, he wondered but did not say aloud.  Becca was a creative, artistic soul who threw herself wholeheartedly into anything she did.  It’s why he thanked God every day she’d chosen him and not some sadist who’d take everything good she had to give until she was a shell.  Between her out of control college years and her job where she made life and death decisions, he knew she needed balance.  She needed, desperately, to give up control to someone stronger, stricter and a little cruel who could push her to the edge and beyond with a firm, loving hand.  And because of that craving, she was so vulnerable to mistreatment.  He vowed never to forget what a gift she was. 

It was what he’d always wanted; needed, in fact.  He didn’t know why and had long ago stopped asking.  For whatever reason, in intimate relationships not only did he need to be the one who called the shots, he needed his woman to be a true submissive, with a deep desire to serve and obey her master.  Some called it BDSM, others called it domestic discipline, call it what you will, it was what he needed.  And when he’d met Becca, so willing to obey his every whim, honor his every desire even when it pushed her, so soft and compliant.  She was caring, sexy and willing to push back when she got her dander up.  Did he mention she was like a drug?

“I just, I got a little overwhelmed with everything and I was on the phone with Amy and I guess Hogan must have heard and he kind of jumped in.”

“What were you discussing with Amy?”  His ears pricked up as he felt a slight tensing in her body.  She shifted uncomfortably.

“She asked if we could go to the cabin with them for the long weekend coming up.  I know you’re probably busy with work.  I told her probably not with everything you have going on right now.”

“Do you want to go to the cabin, Becca?”

“I mean, either way, really.  I mean it would be nice but, you know, either way is fine with me.”

Still wrapped in his arms he cradled her as he lowered her onto her back on the sofa.  He leaned over her, kissing her, tongue delving between her lips as his hand delved between her cheeks.  She wriggled and squirmed when his middle finger found her rim.  He tapped and rubbed it gently, before forcing the tip inside.  She gasped and held on to him.  Would it ever stop?  This feeling of complete and utter mortification at the presence of his finger. 

“I have your attention, sweetheart?”  He smiled at her rapid nod.  “Good.  I suggest you answer my question now, clearly and truthfully.  Do you want to go to the cabin?”

“Yes!” she said, “Yes, Sir.  I want to go.”

“That’s better.  Good girl,” he said, pushing further in.  He was at the second knuckle now. “What days?”

“Mike, please.  Take it out.  I’ll answer you.  Just, please take it out.”

He shook his head, smiling. 

“It doesn’t work that way, babe.  You know better than that.”  His finger moved back and forth inside her, the skin dragging a bit, without the benefit of lube.  “Now answer me.  Or should I add another finger?”

“No! Please.  We would – we would leave this Friday and come back on Monday. But Mike-”

“Sounds like just what we need.  We may have to leave late on Friday but let’s do it.”

“Really?” she asked, eyes fluttering as he vibrated his finger side to side, her muscles working in response, gripping him tightly.  They were both panting, now. 

“Really, my love.”   She threw her arms around his neck, her legs spread and pulled in toward her chest, welcoming him between them.  He fell forward laughing, as she covered him in kisses until, in her enthusiasm she shifted, her anus sucking his finger in even deeper.  They both cried out, the heat of their kiss ratcheting up exponentially, now. 

Mike couldn’t wait any longer. Withdrawing his finger, he stripped off her panties, grasped her ankles and pushed her legs so far back they were almost behind her head.  He held her in position with one hand while he lowered his mouth to her core, wanting to bury himself in her steamy, heady cunt.  Flattening his tongue, he licked her from stem to stern, making sure he tasted every nook and cranny of her sweet pussy lips.  She was open in this position.  Lips gently separating.  He blew on them, suckled them, before burying his tongue inside her.   He lapped at her, reveling in her taste, her juices flooding his mouth.  He suckled her clit now, needing her to finish, his cock aching.  He held her in place, his tongue relentless, working her clit, lips sucking hard until she reached her shuddering peak.  He was purposeful now, focused only on getting into her pussy.  Letting go of her legs, he pushed his pants down, gripped his cock, and shoved into her.  He held her legs tight as he thrust hard, now, riding her with single-minded intent; driven by his cock, his purpose only to fuck.  He lifted her shirt wanting to see her tits sway in time with his thrusts.  He wasn’t going to last long, he knew.  It had been too long and her pussy was too tight.  He pulled her legs up and out, wanting a deeper fuck.  His groin tingled, a wave of heat traveling up his chest.  His thrusts doubled in intensity, hips pounding her like a locomotive.  She felt fucking amazing as his cock swelled and he spurted his release deep into her womb.  He leaned over her, face dripping with sweat, heart pounding, come still flowing.  He looked into her eyes, unable to think or speak; he could do nothing but gaze at her, words escaping him in this moment.

He shuddered as she held his face between her hands and gave gentle kisses to his lips, his chin, his cheeks.  He couldn’t tolerate it, her gentle touch, his mind unable to reconcile the savage way he’d taken her with the sweet touch of her lips and he pulled his head away.

Falling to the side he held her in a spoon position, one hand grasping her breast to play with her nipple, the other cupping her pussy.  He pulled her back against him, pressing his cock into her crease.  In his mind, one word played over and over.  “Mine.” 

She woke up the next morning, still wrapped in Mike’s arms.  She felt a little raw, a little sore and very much in touch with her Dom.  She disengaged from his arms, wanting him to sleep while she made him breakfast in bed.

She served him toast, eggs, veggie sausage and coffee.  He was ravenous, and she quickly realized she’d not made enough.  He was still so tired, even after a sound night’s sleep.  After devouring everything on his plate, he praised her, saying how delicious the meal was, as he surreptitiously looked beyond her into the kitchen for any leftovers. 

“Is there anymore, babe?” asked Mike, pulling her back into bed.

“Sorry,” she said, “I could whip up some muffins for you to munch on.”

He pushed her down, kissing her.  “No worries.  I’ll eat you for my morning snack,” said Mike, nipping at her ear, making her giggle.

“Master,” said Becca, “There was something else I wanted to talk to you about.”  Mike sat up, stretching his muscles. 

“Go on.”

“Yesterday, on the phone with Hogan, he joked about me being his foster wife.  And he said you were Amy’s surrogate husband.” She fidgeted with the bedspread.  “I thought he was joking but then he…he mentioned something.”

Mike knew where she was going, of course, having already discussed it with Hogan. 

“It’s okay, baby.  I brought it up to him.  I’m the one who suggested it.  I wanted to see if he was up for it.”  Her eyes were wide, that uncertainty back.  He pushed aside the breakfast tray, motioning her into his arms, her back to his chest.  “Becca I know how you feel about Hogan.  And I know your special to him.  I’d enjoy seeing you with him.”  He stopped as a shiver racked his body.  “Is that something you’d be open to?”

She was silent for a moment.

“Would it be just one time or something you want regularly?”

“For now just one time, to see how it goes.  But I might want to make it a regular part of our life.  Would you like that, baby?  To be shared with Hogan?”

“What about Amy?”

He blinked. 

“Amy will be shared with me, Becca.  That’s already been established.  I imagine she’s just waiting for his permission to discuss it with you.”  His hand cupped her belly as he breathed in her morning scent.  His hand traveled down to her pussy, fingers delving into her folds.  As he suspected, she was wet. 

“Becca, I hope we’re past all this.  I know how you feel about him.  And you know I’ve wanted to see you with another man.” 

It was up to her at this point.  It would be another milestone in her embrace of her full sexuality.  Could she let go of her internal judgments telling her she was a slut, that he was using this as a way to cheat on her, and acknowledge that she wanted to have sex with Hogan and that her Master was giving her permission to do something they both wanted. 

“What if I say no?”

“If you say no, then you say no.  End of discussion.”

He wasn’t dictating this, thought Becca.  She realized he was giving her the choice, leaving the decision in her hands.  She thought back to her boyfriend in college who hadn’t given her a choice.  Either she played with his friends or they wouldn’t be together.  She’d tolerated it, so desperate was she for love and affection, before finally finding the strength to break it off.  But this felt different.  It felt loving.  It felt like her Dom was not only focused on himself but also on her pleasure.  And for once, both the little voices in her head were saying the same thing.

She turned to Mike and took a deep breath. 

“I’m nervous,” she said, honestly.  “But I want to do it.”

Her heart swelled at the expression on his face, a mixture of pride and lust warring within him.

“It’s going to be so good, baby,” whispered Mike.  

It was like being on a roller coaster, Becca thought.  This loving.  This man.  This life.  Each moment was something new, something unexpected and thrilling and scary at the same time.  And she was so grateful to be facing each day with him.  Laughing, in pure joy, she rolled on top of him, kissing him, eager to see what tomorrow would bring.

The End


Author Notes

If you enjoyed this book, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. 

I appreciate your support!
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