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I'm sure there are a lot of people who think that I'm crazy or think that I'm dumb, but trust me when I say that this was all normal for me. Right up until the point where it wasn't.

That's important, because I'm sure a lot of people will be shocked that this took me by surprise. They'll say that it was obvious from the start where this was going but it wasn't obvious to me. I can say, with all sincerity, that I never realized where this was heading until we were already there.

I've always had a lot of friends and a substantial portion of those friends have always been guys. They've always been jocks and athletes. Guys who really loved sports and betting and competition. I chose those friends on purpose because I was just like them, in every way except what I had under my clothes.

I'm a woman. I'm not a tomboy because that sort of thing is a bit of bullshit. I don't want to pin myself down to anything and shut out another entire world in the process so I'll say this instead.

I like drinking beer. Jeans are comfy. Baggy t-shirts and hooded sweaters are like a warm blanket when I wrap them around me and I'm never going to give them up. There are few things in life as thrilling as when your team scores a clutch point and demure or restrained is definitely not the way that I'd ever describe myself.

Dresses are fucking awesome, you have no idea how freeing they can be and if there is something close to as thrilling as my team scoring it's the feeling of a skirt rustling against my bare thighs when I swing myself back and forth. I like makeup, how it can change you completely and make you into someone else. Long hair is fucking fantastic and it gives you a thousand and one options for what you can do including just tucking it up under a beanie or a hood and going incognito.

Flowers smell nice and look pretty. Cracking the ball just right with the bat so it soars over the heads of everyone is satisfying. Both of these can exist in tandem and the same person can enjoy both of them.

I am that person. I like both of them. I like all of them. I don't restrict myself.

But I do compartmentalize. I have a lot of friends and when I'm with my guy friends, the ones who play into normative stereotypes at least, I find it easier to play up certain expectations. It took me three seasons of placing in the top three of my fantasy league to get them to finally stop staring at my chest when I'm talking stats with them, so if I show up in a dress to watch the game all it's going to do is confuse their simple and single-minded heads.

Both of their single-minded heads.

I've fought long and hard to get them to look at me as me, as my personality. It took baggy clothes and being just as vulgar as the rest of them to get them to shut up and respect me so I can enjoy myself and I can honestly say that it's been worth it.

I mean hell, if it wasn't I never would have met my best friend.

Jimmy moved to town two years ago, three years after my circle of friends had all graduated college. He came in on business, transferring in from a side office to the main office of the company one of my friends worked for. My friend brought him along to poker night and he meshed so he kept on getting invited. He meshed with everyone, right from the start, but more than anyone else Jimmy meshed with me.

Jimmy never looked at me like I was anything less than what I am: a friend. He didn't bat an eye at me when I sat down at the table and he didn't have any of those shitty backhanded compliments that I always seem to get about how surprised he was that I was good at something.

No, Jimmy just saw me as someone at the table with him and so I found it easier to start joking around with him than I did with some of the others. And as the night progressed, well by the end of it we had our own shared set of in-jokes and had more than a few sideways glances with eyebrows raised at some of the questionable comments or decisions of the other players around the table.

He took my number, we met up for wings and drinks. We hung out three more times and at the end of a night where he walked me to my car at the end of it and didn't make a move I realized that I could let out a breath that I'd been holding in all that time.

Because here is the thing about being a woman in a group of exclusively men. It's not an absolute rule, but it's so fucking common that it might as well be. At some point each and every single one of them is going to try to stick their tongue down your throat.

And the best response I've found in that case is to back up and back off and tell them to do the same. Explain to them that you know they're just drunk, even if they're sober, and that you'll forgive them this one indiscretion and not tell the others that they did something stupid.

Most guys will take the out, fake being drunker than they are, and walk it off and forget about it. They'll learn their lesson.

There are a few persistent assholes, but the thing they quickly realize is that every other guy in the group will put me above them if push comes to shove. So anyone who doesn't get the message learns that they don't have any power over me.

Jimmy though, never tried to kiss me. It was remarkable, really. Every other guy has tried it at one point or another because when you're in week five or more of a dry spell even the girl who is wearing more layers than you knew were possible starts to look good.

And believe me, I can look good. I can look really good, so I know when I'm not looking particularly hot.

But Jimmy never took a chance and that helped me open up to him even more than I did with anyone else, really. It made it easier to crash on his couch secure in the knowledge that he wasn't going to try anything, to meet up with him for drinks time and again just the two of us without any chance of him mistaking a friendly hang out for anything more.

And so, over the two years that he's been in town, I spent at least a few nights a week hanging out with him. And the frequency of that meant that we developed our own little private language, our own little private habits, and our own little private games.

"You shouldn't have done it, you know," he said last week, "You should have listened right from the beginning. I told you, you don't know what you're talking about."

"Shut up Jimothy," I told him, "I forgotten more than you ever knew."

He winced at my playful jab of a name for him. It was weak as far as a hit went, but I knew he hated all variations of Jimmy both real and fictional so it landed all the same.

"About a great many things you have the upper hand," he said, "But how many games of Rugby have you even watched?"

I wasn't going to dignify that with a response, mainly because this was the first one.

"Brazil versus New Zealand?" I shot back, "I don't need to watch to know how that match turns out. Brazil is the best in the world! They've won the world cup more times than anyone else. I know that at least."

Even without looking at him I could sense the shock, the bemusement, the look of absolute judgment on his face.

"That's soccer, dumbass. Different sport."

My grip tightened on my beer. My eyes widened almost imperceptibly. It was all so subtle, the panic running through me. It would take a finely tuned eye to pick it out and see just how badly I had fucked up and just how much I realized it.

Unfortunately for me Jimmy had been training at this for the past two years.

"Oh you are dumb," he laughed, "Oh Little Miss Confident Kendall doesn't like it when anyone tries to offer advice."

"Shut it, Jimbo," I fought back, but the shot was weak and we both knew it.

"I'll grant mercy if you admit your mistake. That's all you gotta do, admit it."

My head snapped over, eyes narrowing as I stared daggers at him. Sure I'd fucked up sincerely here and sure I'd lose the bet and have to pay a steep price but the price of having him be able to lord my admission of inadequacy over my head, well that would last a lifetime. Losing I'd have to pay once, admitting fault would mean I would never stop paying.

"You watch," I told him, "You watch and see my team. Greatest comeback of all time. Right here. Live on screen. They're gonna score the first of so many touchdowns they'll leave your head spinning."

I turned back to the screen, hoping he didn't notice the reddening of my ears when he corrected me.

"They're called 'try's' in Rugby dumbass."

We don't need to get into numbers here. You don't need to know the exact gap between the two teams' scores. I mean if it helps a try is 5 points and a conversion kick is 2, so they're a whole lot closer than it seems if you just look at the gap.

Of course close only counts in horseshoes and hand grenades.

For the record I knew that I was in for a particular brand of hell when Jimmy didn't get smug about things. When he didn't gloat or be his usual sore winner self I knew that he had plans and knew him well enough to know that those plans meant nothing good for me.

I may not have known the specifics but I don't know if I really needed to know the specifics to know how badly I'd fucked up here. And I don't know that either of us really knew how it was all going to shake out in the end.

Jimmy did what Jimmy does. He found a weak spot and he exploited it. He knew my history, my gender, my habits and my preferences and he found the best possible payment that included a healthy dose of humiliation while being, at the same time, harmless. At least on the surface.

Frankly, if I'm being honest, I probably might have gone for the exact same option myself for him had I won the bet. There was a unique kind of brilliance in its simplicity. But that didn't mean I had to like it.

"You can go fuck yourself up and down the block if you think I'm going to do this!"

Hands on hips and then shift to crossing my arms over myself and it's a protective impulse entirely. It's body language closing myself off from him and from the horrible thing lying out there all exposed in front of my eyes.

This is fucking ridiculous. I never signed up for this.

"It's what you agreed on," he said, "Last week. It's the bet, Kendall."

"Bullshit it is!" I shouted, more frustrated than actually angry about things, "You didn't tell me about this."

He hadn't, I had that right at least. He had kept the details to himself when he laid it all out for me at the end of the game last week.

I was sitting pouting and steaming in my seat, already past the bet to the special kind of hell I was going to bring down on him for my own mistakes, when he laid it out for me in simple yet vague terms. It was only today that I'd find out precisely why he'd been quite so vague.

All I knew was that I wouldn't be participating in the upcoming weekly poker game. I'd be in attendance, but I'd be there exclusively in a serving capacity.

As far as bet punishments went it was hardly a unique one. The weekly poker games were attended by everyone, so when it came to humiliation it was a favorite timing. Seems like once or twice every month or so someone has to complete some sort of penance while we're sitting around the table.

Either someone is buying food and drink for the whole group or someone has to spend the whole night folding every decent hand. Once someone had to only cluck like a chicken and another time someone had to come in wearing a literal chicken costume. There were all sorts of common variations and the one that he gave, well it had happened more times than I care to count.

Serving rather than playing.

It was a particular kind of humiliation, and one that was actually a little weak as far as payments went because it was just so common. But a night having to roll my eyes and make sure drinks were always full and food was always hot and ready, well that wasn't too bad as far as I could tell.

And even when Jimmy told me to be at his place early to change into my getup, well I had ideas of where it was going to go but I never figured he'd go for this option. I figured inflatable dinosaur costume, something along those lines. Something that would make me clumsy and look like a fool.

I should have seen this coming.

"Is that the same fucking outfit Ryan wore seven months ago?" I asked him, outraged.

He shook his head, "Ryan has two feet and about seventy pounds on you Kendall. If I gave you his outfit you'd be swimming in it."

That just made me feel worse because frankly, he'd vastly underestimated the difference in our weights. Seventy pounds would put me well above the mark of what I tried to keep, and I was proud of the fact that I'd managed to keep my weight low and my frame tight.

Once upon a time I'd been a heavier lady, but later in college with a bit more focus and attention paid to what I was taking in and how I was spending my time had led me to shed pounds so that I was downright petite now. Far smaller than the seventy pounds and hell, even two-foot difference that he was giving to me.

And for the record I don't know why I wanted Jimmy to give me that credit or why I thought he would give it to me. He'd never even seen me out of a baggy sweater and jeans. He had no idea what I looked like under this and that was a choice that was deliberate, but in the moment I still wanted credit for it and I didn't know why.

At least it was easy enough to shake that off and focus on the far worse thing at hand for me.

"This is barely even an outfit," I moaned, fingering the little lacy straps on it.

"It's just complicated," he says, "This is girl clothes, Kendall. I know you're not familiar but-"

"Hey Asshole," I cut him off, plucking up a piece of it and holding the nearly sheer nature of it up to the light, "This isn't girl clothes. This barely qualifies as clothes. I should know. I am a girl."

He scoffed at that, "When was the last time you ever wore anything that wasn't thick and baggy, Kendall?"

I wanted to correct him, tell him that that would be two nights ago when I went out to the club with a couple of friends he had never and would never meet wearing a red dress that clung to my petite and tight little body. I wanted to tell him the guy who kept buying me drinks all night in a desperate bid to get in my panties hadn't seemed to think that I wasn't knowledgeable of how to wear girl clothes. And I wanted to tell him that the guy I brought home absolutely had no doubts when he stripped that little red dress off me and saw the matching set of lacy black underthings I had on beneath.

But saying any of that would mean exposing a side of myself that he was both far better off not knowing about. Knowing would only complicate things.

"Get out," I told him, "Get out and let me do my work."

He laughed, about to shoot another quip at me but for the daggers I shot back at him.

What's black and white and lacy all over? Me in a French Maid outfit.

Because it just had to be a French Maid, little black dress with frills and lace. Cut short enough that it showed off far too much of my thigh and so tight around my ribs that it felt like it was squeezing me like a toothpaste tube and the only thing popping out of the top was my abundance of cleavage because it was cut low and generous.

And beneath that dress it was all lacy underthings and I know Jimmy had the money to buy better than this because all of this, every stitch of the outfit, was about to burst. The material was thin and cheap, the heels feeling like they were about to break. I guess the guy figured I wouldn't be able to tell the difference because, as far as he knew at least, I had never worn anything like this in my life.

But he was wrong. Oh boy was he wrong.

I mean I'd never worn this particular kind of outfit before, but I'd roleplayed in the bedroom with exes more than a few times. I think every woman has done that at least once, has a little white dress shirt and a tartan kilt in the closet so she can bundle her hair up into pigtails and pop a wad of bubblegum into her mouth to be your little schoolgirl fantasy. I've played librarian all buttoned up with glasses and hair in a bun who wants to teach her boyfriend a lesson with a ruler. I've been sweet and innocent and dark and demanding and all that's in between.

I've done this shit more times than I can count, but I've never done it completely unsexually so I don't really know what the fuck I'm doing here. I know that when I catch a glance of myself in the mirror at the end of this I look like a walking wet dream. I know that even though he didn't ask for it I pull out my little emergency makeup kit from out of my bag and I make myself pop in the mirror and I don't fully know why but I find my justification.

Never do anything half-assed, right? That's a rule of mine. If you're going to go in then go in whole hog. Head over heels even though this dress is a size too small even in spite of him thinking I'm larger than I really am and even though the shoes are nearly tall enough to turn my ankle but I know that's just something that I'll find my balance for in a matter of time.

Oh I'm going to do this. I'm not going to back down. If this is the price of the bet then I'm going to make sure that no one doubts that I'm willing to pay it.

So I finish up my makeup, my ruby red lips and my smokey eyes. I dash a bit of blush on my cleavage to emphasize the redness that's coming from humiliation and a healthy dose of constriction from the corset and I teeter over to the door just as I hear him approaching from the other side.

Now I might want to pay the debt, but I don't want to know that I want to pay the debt. That's a part of this. If he finds out that it's nothing to me, well not nothing but not nearly as bad as he thinks at least, then he'll push for more and I really don't want to give him an inch.

So I second guess rushing out and instead rush over, clearing things up that I'd left up and jamming them back into my bag. My intention is to be waiting for him when he walks in the door, sullen and steaming with my arms folded over myself and a pout on my lips. My intention is to show him just how much I really don't want to go out there, but the heels are just too much at just the wrong time and I misjudge the whole damn thing so I'm barely through shoving stuff in my bag when he walks in.

I don't stop, mind you. That would give the whole game up. I adjust and I shift my plans slightly, increasing the viciousness of the act of shoving things in my bag so that it becomes so overemphasized that it makes my whole body shake with the effort of it. I give a few shoves of it before I bend up and turn to face him, fully ready to pout and cross my arms and that's when I notice the look on his face and put it all together.

Boys are dumb. Have I said that yet?

Boys are dumb little animals with dumb little animal brains and they only think of one thing when they see a great pair of legs.

And for the record, my legs are fucking phenomenal.

They only see what's right in front of them and their brain just kind of stops functioning. They go dumb in the face just like they're dumb in the brain. I mean it's not really their fault, they're fundamentally broken. Any animal who has blood rush to one specific part when they're supposed to be using all the rest of their body, including their brain, is bound to just go dumb when the time comes.

And this isn't the first time I've had this happen. I've had guys go dumb and drooling over me. But never someone I've been as close to as Jimmy.

I have had guy friends. I have had boyfriends. I have had four serious relationships that were more than just fun and anyone who has had both a fun relationship and a serious one knows the difference between the two. But even Mike, the guy I genuinely for a blink of an eye thought I was going to marry, was never as close to me as Jimmy was.

So having any one of those other guys drool all over me was one thing, but Jimmy was supposed to be different. Jimmy was supposed to be the exception, the reason I could rise above. Jimmy was Jimmy, and Jimmy wasn't supposed to react like that.

And then he didn't and I don't know if that was even worse.

"Oh fuck that is atrocious," he said, fighting back a laugh, "Oh Kendall I take it all back. You don't have to wear that. No. No that won't do at all."

My hands stopped dead and then spread out. My head tilted down and I looked at myself, wondering what he was seeing that I wasn't.

"It's so small on you," he said, "I'm so sorry. I had no idea. I didn't know your size so I just picked out what I thought was... Apparently, I misjudged."

Was he calling me fat? Fucking seriously?

"Take it off," he said, "I'll give you privacy. I'll give you the room. We'll figure out something else I think I've got an old Halloween costume somewhere. You want pirate or teddy bear?"

No. No this wasn't happening. This wasn't going to happen. This couldn't be happening.

"I'm not taking it off," I said firmly.

"Kendall," he appealed to me, giving me an out that I, by all means, should have taken, "You don't have to-"

"You don't have to," I cut him off, "You don't get to tell me what I can and cannot do."

In response he just gestured broadly to the costume I was wearing, letting me fill in the blanks myself.

"That's not the same!" I insisted, "You don't get to change your mind. I'm wearing it. I'll do it. You can't stop me."

I stormed forward, nearly twisting my ankle halfway there and almost taking a tumble. Unlucky for both of us Jimmy had the reflexes of an athlete and was absolutely not going to let me fall.

His arms caught me and wrapped me up, holding me safe as I fell against his chest. It was a momentary movement. He just picked me up and made sure I was steady. I looked up at him, my hands pressed against his chest. He set me back on my heels and stepped back to give me space.

It was a moment, but it was enough to change everything for me because it was enough for me to understand his game here.

Jimmy is a complex man, the kind of guy who goes into a revenge scheme with layer upon layer upon layer involved in it. He set me up with Rugby, first of all, getting me into a bet he knew I wouldn't refuse. Then he made me let my guard down by telling me it was just serving drinks and food to the guys during the game, an easy enough task. Next there was the doubling down with the outfit, with the sizing being all wrong and making me work to get it on and get myself poured into it so that he knew it was over the line. Finally the denial of my attractiveness, playing it off like I was ridiculous all along.

He wanted to work me up, but I knew the truth. I'd felt it in him when he caught me. Why else would his heart be pounding in his chest, would his body be so warm, would his touch be so firm and yet so deliberate, going out of his way to avoid grasping at me in any way that could possibly be construed as inappropriate.

No guy was that nice, was that good. No guy, seeing a girl that looked like me dressed in possibly the sluttiest and simultaneously cheapest french maid outfit that money can buy, would offer to get me a teddy bear outfit instead. No guy was that good, was that nice.

No, Jimmy just wanted me to think that he was.

And I bet if I dropped to my knees right now and I reached for him he'd be just like any other guy. I bet if I went beneath those jeans of his he'd be achingly hard for me, throbbing with every inch of his pulsing desire and practically begging to call off poker night and never leave the confines of his bed. He'd have me like a caveman, throwing me over his shoulder and taking me with his hard and thick and long...

Fuck. He's working on me. This is probably part of his plan too, the bastard.

"I'm doing it," I told him, "You can't stop me. But thanks for catching me, asshole."

Jimmy gave the kind of chuckle he reserves for when he knows he can't stop me, but he floated me a lifeline and I took it. Can't tell you why, but I did.

"At least let me alter things," he said, "You were supposed to serve everyone but none of the guys know that. Instead of everyone, it's just me. You're my maid for the night and mine alone. Give me that at least. Please?"

I snorted, shook my head, but I took the lifeline all the same.

At about that time I heard the unmistakable sound of men downstairs. The party, it seemed, had already started.

"You can still change your mind," he gave me an out once more and in doing so well overplayed his hand.

Because the simple fact was that my initial inclinations were more than correct. It was too much, all far too much. I'd been around a lot of guys, friends and boyfriends and more, and none of them were this good. No man, no person, was this good.

Confidence brimming in my veins I snorted at him and flipped him the bird.

"Not a chance in hell," I shot at him, "I'm not going to give you the satisfaction."

When I walked into the room with everyone else and they all went silent, well that was only the first time tonight I second-guessed myself and wondered whether I might have been better off just calling Jimmy's bluff.

The separation between sexy and non-sexy versions of myself was a bit like the separation of church and state, everyone was a bit better off honestly just pretending that the other half didn't exist at all because frankly the moment you became aware of it, it became that much harder to ignore. By doing this, by appearing here in this outfit, I had the chance of undoing so much hard work that I'd done before, wiping it all away and leaving me in a real bad state, far worse off than ever before.

Because the fact of the matter was that each one of the men here would walk out the door tonight with this first image of me burned into their minds. They would see it when they went to bed, when they fucked their wives or girlfriends, and worst of all they would see it when they saw me next and most of them would continue to see it every single time they saw me afterwards.

I could hardly blame them, because frankly there was so goddamn much of me on display right now and what little of me wasn't might have been covered by the loosest possible definition of those words but it was so tight and clingy that it hardly counted. I had maybe one inch total of my body left as a mystery, wearing these clothes, and even that inch could and probably was having the blanks filled in by them right now.

Panic, that should have been first on my mind. Panic and fear and all the rest of it. I should have felt humiliated and at least that would have given Jimmy the satisfaction that his whole plan was working out perfectly, but instead of panic I just felt this subtle warmth spreading beneath my skin.

It took me a couple of beats of my heart and the overwhelming silence of the moment to truly understand what it was that was getting me to feel like this, because I was so unfamiliar with the sensation that frankly it was hard for me to process. But once it settled in and started to heat up I realized that the reason it was unfamiliar was that we didn't have a word for it, at least in English.

German. They probably have a word for it. Those crazy assholes have compound words for everything, just stringing together a sequence of concepts and ideas and ideals into one long run-on word that encompasses a situation perfectly. Probably why we just adopted words like schadenfreude into our lexicon because it's a lot simpler to use that one, admittedly long, word rather than the full sentence that is 'deriving pleasure from someone else's misfortune.'

My sensation here was a weird combination of seemingly contradictory sensations. Humiliation was definitely in there right along with regret and embarrassment and the desire to just cover up or run away as quickly as I could. So too was resignation that the damage had been done and frankly it couldn't get any worse, along with the expectation that it was about to get a whole lot worse the moment one of these assholes opened their mouth. All of those are negative traits though, and I have to be honest when I admit that it wasn't entirely negative attributes that were driving me onward right at this moment.

Because there was an element of excitement that came from this. This little subtle voice that spoke so quietly in the back of my mind and had spoken in other times before now, but only in moments like when I walked into a club or party dressed to impress and noticed that it had the right effect. This thrill that comes from being exposed, from strutting what I know I've got and knowing that no one can deny it or deny themselves their initial instinct which is to stare not out of a sense of mocking but out of a sense of clear and unbridled lust, one of those primal feelings that always seems to drive people into a frenzy.

And that was also tinted with everything that had happened before, upstairs. The defiance in the face of his laughter, the need to prove to myself and fuck it to prove to him as well that I knew that I had it. To show Jimmy that a real man doesn't laugh when a woman that looks like me dresses like this, he drools and does whatever it takes to tear these clothes off of me and show me just how deep his cravings run.

All of that running through my veins, through my mind, through my belly which was aching with a dull kind of need that was rising along with the metaphorical temperature in the room. All of it building in the few heartbeats we had before Jimmy had to step in and go ahead and ruin the whole damn thing.

Don't get me wrong, the looks that some of the guys were giving to me had me thinking that if things continued unchecked I just might be biting off more than I could chew. But I was a big girl. I could choose that path for myself and I didn't need some asshole who wouldn't even do me the courtesy of checking me out make the choice for me just because he felt the need to play at being the white knight I knew he wasn't inside.

"What do you think of my new maid, guys?" Jimmy said from his place halfway down the stairs, "It's her first day on the job, we'll see if she works out."

I turned, twisting at the hips and fully aware that in doing so I was straining the already delicate fabric of this outfit to its limits, and flipped him the bird again as I did, this time sticking out my thumb for good measure.

"I have to wear this stupid getup and I have to get you drinks and food," I explained when Jimmy feigned shock at my indiscretion, "Doesn't mean I have to be nice to you while I do it."

He shrugged and continued his path down the stairs. From behind me one of the other guys, I think it might have been Greg, piped up with an expectant hope in his voice.

"Does that mean you have to get us stuff too? Wait on us all game long?"

I had to have pity for the guy, he both sounded and looked so very hopeful at the prospect of that. Couldn't blame him either, Greg was the oldest of the bunch and had settled down earliest to boot. His wife was lovely but the three sets of twin boys they had in a row had been the unluckiest lucky streak I could think of for him and whenever he got time away, which was rare enough, he always looked so hopeful it would be a night to remember.

"Nope," Jimmy said, sidling up and sliding past me on his way to corral all the guys over to the table set up in his front room, "Even I have my limits. Having her tend to all of you would be like throwing an innocent little lamb to the wolves. The brutality, the violence."

I followed along, calling out against the chuckles of the crowd, "And how do you know that I'm not just wearing the clothing of a lamb?"

"Wolves," Jimmy said quick, as always having a comeback for anything, "Usually look like they weigh more than a handful of feathers. Actually speaking of feathers maybe I have a duster around here and can get you to do some housework while us men have our game?"

He went on. He went on and on musing while the guys grabbed drinks and food and got settled around the table Jimmy had laid out for them. He talked like he had a thousand and one plans, but then the game kicked in and he just had me standing there over his shoulder, just behind him and out of the way waiting for an order that never came.

So while I watched the first hand and the second pass, I had time to consider. With the third and the fourth I had time to stew. By the time the fifth hand was dealt I was downright pissed off, busying my bored mind trying to figure out what his game was here.

Jimmy hadn't called on me once, he hadn't pushed for anything once. He had gone so far as to ignore me so that the other guys at the table started to as well. For all intents and purposes I might not have even been here at all, hell he didn't even have me easily in line of view of the table.

I watched the fifth hand, staring at the back of his head and trying to figure out what he was trying to do but completely, of course, unable to read him. And when that round finished and one of the guys got up to get another drink from the kitchen while half the table shouted orders at him for more Jimmy joined in with the rest of them, asking for a beer.

Luckily, I guess, that guy raised an eyebrow and pointed a finger over at me.

"This may be the only time in my life that I'm able to say this and have it be literally true, so I'm not going to pass up the opportunity. Jimmy, I'm not your maid. She can get your drink."

Jimmy reacted as if he'd actually forgotten I was here, which frankly had to be a put on and I hate to admit it, but it still worked. I was supposed to be unforgettable, dammit. The image of me dressed like this was supposed to linger. He wasn't supposed to be able to help himself and he wasn't supposed to be able to...

Quite against my own inclinations and frankly probably against the standards of the game I found myself stepping forward. That part of me that wanted to be remembered, that wanted to be wanted, apparently took the wheel as I stepped up beside his spot at the table and stood there waiting for his orders.

"Sir," I told him, my voice clipped and proper and nearly affecting an English accent, "Anything I can get for you."

The guys had their chuckle, their laugh about things. I bit my tongue and bit the side of my mouth for good measure because I wasn't going to give them the satisfaction.

"A beer," Jimmy said, almost mumbling it and then when the others egged him on for more he lifted a nearby half-empty bowl of pretzels, "And more snacks."

I plucked the bowl neatly out of his hand and damn near gave a curtsy as I walked out of the room with a bit more swing in my hips than was probably necessary and enough to cause my dress to brush against the guy who had just chastised Jimmy over the drinks on his way back into the room with beers for everyone except the host.

Once I was out of the room and alone in the kitchen I stepped quickly, not really wanting to miss things. I may not have been in the game but that didn't mean I couldn't watch and make mental notes of tells and the like. Frankly this was a good position to gather more information about how these assholes operated so I could use it against them at the next game, and as I searched for the pretzel bag and found something else instead I realized I just might have the perfect opportunity at hand.

So I took a little more time, wanting to wait out the next deal so that I could operate while they were more preoccupied with playing. I decided to play up and play into the maid factor, finding a little round serving tray for his beer and the bowl of pretzels and settling them on while I worked.

The guys, they're not subtle. Subtle and quiet are two words I would never use to describe them.

So it was no wonder that I could hear nearly every word of their conversation as I busied myself in the kitchen. Well not every word but enough snippets that I could piece together that there was only one subject they wanted to talk about at the table now that I was ostensibly out of earshot.

Me. Well me and just how much Jimmy was not using me to my full potential.

The guys were ribbing him, poking and prodding and poking fun at him and offering rude and crude suggestions of what he could get me to do. It rankled me a little and I noted the voices down ready to make them each pay personally down the line and yes, I did notice that each moment I spent in this getup was another moment I lost a whole lot of the work and progress I'd made to being seen as more than a pair of legs and tits, but at the same time I got a little thrill out of the way they were talking about me.

When I went out, when I really went out, I went all out. I let loose when I was on the town with my girlfriends and I didn't let up until I got what I wanted.

But if there were seven nights in the week then I spent two of them hanging out with Jimmy just the two of us, one of them on poker night, another one with the guys going out to a game or doing something fun, one to recharge with myself in the bath and relax before the work week started, and usually another one to deal with some kind of work-related bullshit. That left me one free night a week to let loose as a woman, to be seen as a woman, to be desired as a woman. I spent far more time dressed down in baggy clothes and trying to be seen as more than the reproductive organs I was born than I did tending to my more immediate and carnal needs.

I'd kept my two worlds so separate and now this commingling of my two worlds was leaving me confused and uncertain and... and eager for more.

So as I stepped back into the room balancing the tray I ran through my plan again and swore to myself that I was just doing it to gain a competitive edge. But when I bent down to put his drink and his snacks in front of him I bent lower than I needed to and I know that Greg across the table choking on his drink at just the right time was all because of me. I know the gasp from the other side was those guys noticing just how much of me was on display, and that when I bent up they were continuing to watch as I plucked the feather duster I'd found in the kitchen out and started to move around the perimeter of the room.

"What are you doing?" Jimmy asked, but I didn't respond until he asked me again, "Kendall, what are you doing?"

I turned, feigning shock and wondering whether I should feign a French accent instead because French was far more on brand than English but in the end I went for my accent, because I wanted none of these men here to forget or believe that it wasn't me, "Dusting, Sir. That's what you asked me to do earlier."

"I didn't-" he started, but the tension around the table and the collective grumble from the collective of men made him take a pause.

I decided to play it up, to do what I know I do so well. I decided to manipulate men.

You see men are dumb and primal and when they see a pretty girl they only know how to think with their cocks. When I pout and when I press my hands together just enough to push my upper arms against the sides of my breasts and emphasize my already impressive cleavage I know I have their attention. When I bend forward just enough that my skirt pops up behind me, I know they're all well aware that if any of them were fortunate enough to be in just the right position they would be able to see both of the perfectly round and perky and tight globes of my ass and be able to see that the panties Jimmy had decided to buy for me for this little humiliation were so fragile and thin that they barely covered anything at all.

"But I want to help, Sir," I pouted for him, "I just want to be good for you. Your good little maid."

"Let her be good!" the cries came out from around the table and all of them looked unanimous so that Jimmy, sensing the fact that he just might be in for a revolt if he tried anything, decided to think better of it.

He held his hands up in surrender, palms out and shaking his head but when he caught eyes with me he seemed to look at me with a warning. He was telling me not to press my luck. He was telling me... God, I wonder what it was that he was telling me.

Hand six proceeded with me making my way around the room 'dusting' all of the easy-to-reach things ineffectually. The seventh hand I decided to go for all the things that were high up, because they didn't seem to be paying enough attention to me or at least I wanted more. By hand eight and nine most of them were barely paying any more attention to the game and half of them were craning around their heads for a better look as I strained implausibly and unnecessarily for places I'd already dusted before.

As far as cleanings went it was entirely ineffectual but for the record I think most of the guys around the table didn't give a damn about that. If any of them were a few drinks deeper in their cups I think they probably wouldn't need much coercion to admit they'd prefer me to be as dirty as I could possibly be.

I moved. I dusted. I reached.

I showed them the bottoms of my butt cheeks when I stretched and I heard them groan. When I reached and gave them a good view of my cleavage while stretching I watched them shift and adjust themselves below the table. When I bent over sideways, nearly giving them a perfect view of everything but showing them just how tight my waist was and just how much this costume hugged my petite little frame I swear they tensed so much they nearly bent their cards in two completely.

And as for the game, well I would blush to admit that I was having too much fun to pay much attention to it.

Things were bound to cross a line at some point, but I hardly expected Greg, dear and sweet and more than a little drunk Greg, to be the one to cross them.

By the point they were wrapping up their tenth hand of the game more than half the guys had gone out. The ones who spent more time paying attention to the cards frankly had an easy time mopping up and wiping out the ones who were distracted with me and the ones who did get wiped out were, for perhaps the first time in the history of this little game, completely okay with getting more time to sit back and watch.

I didn't notice when Greg dropped out, but I did notice that now that he did he was watching me with his eyes a little heavy with the drink and he and all of the others did notice that I had very clearly gone over the same spots in this room three times or more with my dusting. Frankly I was running out of ways to continue this little game.

Greg had an idea. Greg had a very bad idea. Greg had an idea that if he was a little more in his right mind he never would have suggested.

It came out mumbled, half-formed, but all of us got the idea regardless. Something along the lines of, "If you're looking for something to do I'm sure I can give you a few ideas," while patting his lap. Vulgar any way you cut it and while I'm not willing to give him a pass on it just because he was drunk and had a hard time at home I will be sure to make him pay for it later.

But at the moment it happened I didn't see it as a bad thing. I saw it as a useful thing, something I could use.

Because while half of the guys were enthralled with me and the other half were doing their best to cover up that they were enthralled with me, Jimmy had no such inclinations. Jimmy had barely even glanced twice at me the whole time, except to make sure that I was making certain to put everything back in its place after I was done with my little game.

In short, Jimmy was treating me like a maid and I might be wearing the outfit of one but a maid was the last thing I could or would describe myself as.

So when Greg patted his lap and while a handful of guys around the table told him to shut his drunk mouth and put him in his place, I instead went for upping the ante.

"You know you're right," I said, "These heels are frankly ridiculous. I could do with getting a few minutes off my feet."

I stepped forward and up to Jimmy, turning to him as he did his best not to look at me at all, "Master, may I take a seat?"

"Yeah," he grunted, concentrating on the game, "Sure. Whatever."

So I did. I did just what I asked to do. I took a seat. Right in his lap.

Stepping sideways and flicking out my skirt and making sure that it was the bare skin of my thighs and my ass slipping into his lap. Sitting down just enough that I was unmistakably and undeniably in his presence without getting in his way.

I made sure to wiggle a few times to get comfortable, perching one foot on the other and making sure that all of my teeny tiny weight was entirely on him. If nothing else at least he wouldn't be cracking any fat jokes after he felt all of me on him. And up close and personal there was no way that stubborn Jimmy could possibly play pretend at being this sort of good guy that he was pretending to be. There was no way that he could hide from me what his true desires were, even if they weren't his true intentions.

"Fuck," came a call from across the table from someone not nearly drunk enough and not nearly affable enough to pull a Greg, "After she's done with you she's more than welcome over here."

I tensed. Hell, half the table fucking tensed. I could see the ripple move through the room and the eyes fifty-fifty split on me and on him.

Because the fact is that most of these guys were there the last time someone tried something on me in the midst of them. Mitchell, I think his name was. Third time at the game and he pinched my ass when I walked past him.

Not only did he not ever return he walked out of the house that night with a black eye courtesy of yours truly. I know I've got a mean right hook and I had every intention to use it on the asshole across the table when I felt Jimmy move instead.

His arm swept around effortlessly, protectively and possessively. It slipped around my waist and tugged me down and into him, pulling me closer to the center of his lap and closer to pressed up against him. It was a movement that I would have balked at under any other circumstances, that would have earned Jimmy a shiner to match the one the guy across the table was going to get except that tonight it was so unexpected that by the time I realized the full gravity of it, it was far too late to respond without looking like an asshole.

Because Jimmy holding me like that, pulling me closer, it said that I was his. It said it in single syllables and in blazing lights, like a foghorn. It made every man around the table know that he'd laid his claim on me and the words he spoke didn't help it.

"My bet," he said, "My rules. My maid."

Mine.

And whatever had been building around the table dissipated right then. It was a momentary pull and it showed me just how much power Jimmy had, a power that I was familiar with because I know I had my own variant of it. Like baring his teeth alone at a wannabe alpha male and shutting down the fight before it happened, Jimmy dispelled the sexual tension I'd spent so long brewing in the room but I didn't know if I minded, truly. I didn't know if I noticed or even realized.

My mind was too preoccupied registering just how good it felt to have his arms around me.

I spent the rest of the game on his lap and it was a short game from that point on. Jimmy had won me and he'd won the rest of the hands as well, clearing out the table as people drifted out in ones and twos and threes. Half of them poured into cabs just like any given poker night until the house was empty and it was just Jimmy and I staring down at the table and the room littered with empties and the memory of the eventful night we'd just had.

Normally I was one of the ones being poured into a cab, that or driven by a completely sober Jimmy who had driven us both to the party. I could count on one hand the number of poker nights that I'd still been completely dead sober at this point in the night and with Jimmy only having had two drinks all night long I knew that he was just as sober as I was.

And I knew that the two of us alone... Well neither of us quite knew what to do with that.

"I'll grab a garbage bag and tidy this up," I said, turning to leave the room.

"No it's fine," he said quickly, "I'll take care of it in the morning."

I shrugged without looking and went for mocking, "I'm the maid, right. I'll clean for you."

I heard him sigh and it was so final that it made me pause.

"Drop it," he said, close enough to an order that I turned to see if he was as deadly serious as he sounded, "You can change. You can go."

"No."

Defiant. Defiance. Desperation. Another one of those moments where I need a compound word to make it all make sense to me.

"Kendall," he said, his voice warning me.

"No," I reiterated, "No you decided to pull this and put me in this ridiculous getup and then you pull this shit trying to give me an out and you barely even order me around. What the hell are you thinking?"

"I thought I was being nice," he said, shaking his head as if he was done with my shit.

"Nice?" I laughed, "Oh yeah real nice outfit. Fuck I mean hell Jimmy, you get me into this shit and then you... Why don't you figure out what you're doing here and then you let me know? In the meantime, I'm going to do what I'm told to do. I'm going to do what you told me to do. I'm going to be your maid."

"Stop," he said, "I told you to stop. You're supposed to obey me right so stop."

He stepped forward as he ordered me, nearly closing the gap between us and I stepped up to him just as hard and it was hard to stomp in these heels but I gave it my best fucking effort.

"Yes Sir!" I chirped, adopting a chipper tone, "Whatever you say, Sir!"

"Drop it. Drop all of this. I'm done. Get dressed. Go home."

He turned and started to walk away but I pursued.

"Hell of a fucking punishment, Jimothy. Jimbo. Jimbob. JimmyJam? Hell of a fucking payment for me to make. Confuse me. Dress me up. Make me... Make me what? What do you want me to fucking do here Jimmy? Tell me, what was your plan?"

"I DON'T KNOW!" he roared, frustration in him as he wheeled, his hands clenching into tight fists as whatever he had bottled up inside of him erupted after two long years. God, I should have seen it coming in advance. I should have seen the fucking signs. I should have... but when he spoke his voice was quiet and measured in spite of the desperation and true pain in it.

"God I don't know what I want from you. Well I know what I want from you but I know I can't have it and I know it fucking kills me, every week and every night and every time I'm sitting next to you.

"Fuck, Kendall. Do you know what Billy said when he brought me to poker night the first night? He didn't say anything about any of the other guys he only talked about you. He said you were a fucking spitfire and exactly my type and I'd want to get in your pants the moment I met you and if I did it would be me out on the curb, not you. Because all of them fucking put you above any newcomer and if I tried something I'd be out on my ass and he told me that you'd be the one to do it, not any of them, but they'd all cheer you on.

"But fuck, Kendall, he was so goddamn wrong about you."

"What?" I asked, "What are you-"

"He was right in so many ways, all of them fucking were. You are unique and cool and fucking smarter than anyone else I know. You are funny and mean in the best way possible and you could kick the shit out of any of us if you wanted and you know it.

"And he was right about all of it except the fact that I'd want to get in your pants the first moment I met you. He was so wrong about that."

It was, in many ways, the worst thing I could have heard. Because everything Jimmy had said, it'd felt like it was building to a confession of something more and this was just a confirmation of all of my worst fears.

Because the little voice that had been talking to me all night, well I'd been too stubborn to listen to it tell me that I wanted Jimmy to want me. More than that. That I wanted him to...

"You don't want me?" I asked him, twisting at the apron on my outfit, but I was too quiet for him to hear.

"You dress like a slob, you know that," he says, "You should dress like a slob more often. It was fucking easier when you were dressed like a slob and I didn't see that you were gorgeous as well as all the rest of it. It was easier to pretend..."

There was silence. A long and lingering silence.

"Jimmy?"

"I've had a crush on you since the first moment I met you. Everyone told me from the beginning that I'd be an asshole if I went for it since you didn't date guys in the group and hell you didn't date anyone as far as they could tell. They told me that if I tried to get in your pants or in your bed you'd kick my ass and they'd kick my ass but I don't want to be in your bed...

"Well I don't just want to be in your bed. I want to be in your life. I want to be with you in every possible way and it was hard enough hanging out with you three times a week but I was content with that. I made up this idea that you weren't... God I should have known that you were."

The man was a wreck. Nearly head in hands as he poured out two long years of built-up repressed feelings.

"I should have known that you were gorgeous. You're perfect in practically every other way, why not be a knockout on top of it. Why not have the woman that I love just be so... goddamn..."

"Love?" I asked the first word that got through to him.

He looked up at me, winced and blinked twice before responding, "Said that out loud, did I? Well, then I'm just going to go up to the roof and jump off it right now so if you'll excuse me."

"Jimmy," I tried to cut him off, I tried to talk to him but he was too damn busy wallowing.

"Scratch that, roof won't do the trick. Could hop in my car and be at a bridge that would in fifteen minutes. Hey, you can lock up behind you if I just go ahead and-"

I cut him off. I made him stop. I finally did the one thing I'd been trying all night to do.

I made it impossible for him to ignore me.

The heels made me taller but still I was practically standing on tiptoe in order to reach up high enough that I could press my lips against his. My hands were pressed against his firm chest just like they had been earlier when I'd tripped in the room upstairs and he had caught me.

But this time it was me catching him, catching him by surprise and hell catching myself by surprise as well because I finally got the missing piece of the puzzle in and it was all complete.

Everything I'd felt tonight, whether it was humiliation or excitement or frustration, had a low level of something else beneath it. Regardless of where I was or what I wanted here, what I truly wanted was him.

I wanted him to want me in all of the ways that he wanted me. I wanted him to want my body and my mind and my fucking soul. I wanted my best friend in more ways than I could truly understand because it was the first time in my life and the only time in my life that I'd ever been struck with the certainty that I was well and truly in love.

Head over fucking heels.

And the kiss, it was the electric lightbulb moment that just confirmed all of it because it was a perfectly ordinary kiss as far as those kinds of kisses go. It was him pressed against me and me pressed against him and desperate and eager in that way that first kisses always seem to be. It was the two of us feeling things out and trying to find our way and fucking fumbling and stumbling along the course of it and dammit, it felt so goddamn good to be in his arms. It felt exciting and thrilling and it felt like coming home, like finding my missing piece of myself.

And when I fell back and he caught and held me up and we both had the same fucking stupid blissful grin on our faces I knew that he'd felt every bit of the torrent of emotions I had as well.

"You kissed me," he said, and I smacked him in his chest.

"Only because you were about to go off the deep end," I told him, "Strictly practical. Don't go getting any ideas about it. It's one best friend to another. It's nothing more, you understand?"

I winked at him and he got the message, "Oh no. Won't look into that at all."

"Good," I said, "Because you had me prancing around all night in this stupid fucking outfit so I'm going to make you pay for that in time. Because even if you are in love with me, fucking blissfully head over heels unable to help yourself heart skipping a beat every time you touch me in love with me, that is still no excuse for dressing me up like this and making me perform for the boys all night long."

"To be fair I said you could stop."

"I don't remember that," I said, "Or at least I'm choosing not to. But you'll pay all the same. You'll have to pay for it, once I win a bet that is and definitely after tonight because tonight I can't give any orders and I can't give any punishment. Tonight I can only take. That's right. Can't even ask, but if I could do you know what I would ask for? What I would ask from the guy who loves me, who makes me... who I..."

"What would you ask of him?" he said, blissfully giving me an out on using the actual word even though we both knew I was feeling just what he was feeling.

"Well I'd tell you, first of all, that this outfit and all of that attention has got me all hot under the frankly flimsy collar that you put on me. I would tell you the fact that you stubbornly refused to pay me any attention at all has me frustrated and needy and I would beg you, because begging would be the only way to do it properly, to fuck me. Fuck me like I'm your maid, like I'm the cute little servant that you cannot help but fuck. Fuck me like I need to be punished. Like I've been so fucking bad and I need to be put in my place. And I think I would have earned that because I've been so good all night long."

Jimmy took a moment to contemplate, but the smirk that crossed his showed that he had no intention of giving me the easy way out.

"You have been good," he said, "But that's the problem, isn't it? You've been good but you want to be punished. The two really don't go together so I suppose I'm stuck at a bit of a crossroads and-"

The crack and the clatter of glass shattering broke stopped his little speech dead in his tracks. His eyes looked down at the floor to the empty glass I'd chucked across the room and the little shards spinning on the floor.

"What are you doing?" he exclaimed.

"Earning my punishment," I explained, the clearest thing in the world frankly and as I plucked up another glass he moved quickly to stop me, grasping my wrist and pushing it back down to the table.

"You're crazy," he shot it at me.

"Probably," I stared up at him, defiant and more than that bemused as I shrugged and grinned like a madwoman, "But you're in love with me. So tell me, which one of us is the more fucked up?"

"Kendall," he said warningly, feeling me twist out of his grasp and lift the glass once more.

"I'm fixing to get punished," I went on, pouting and making my eyes big as I put on my cute little act, "Have I earned it yet? Sir?"

Apparently I had and apparently Jimmy only cared a little about the glasses breaking because he let me chuck that one after the first before he had me in his arms and slumped over his shoulder like a fireman and he lifted me like I weighed nothing at all because frankly I barely did and he knew that now. Without breaking a sweat he had me up the stairs and he passed the room where I'd changed before he turned into his own bedroom, crossing the room and dropping me down onto the bed to bounce with a giggle that quickly turned into a moan as he moved onto me fast.

He kissed me, his hands pushing onto my body in the way that I'd been waiting for all goddamn night. He grasped at me and ran his way up my sides, his broad mitts enclosing my petite frame so easily.

And had I ever really realized how built Jimmy was? Had I ever known that the guy I spent three nights with, at least, every single fucking week was built like a brick wall all hard and powerful? Had I known that beneath his affable manner there was a body better than any guy I'd ever been with before, just fucking cut and built and powerful enough to make me melt just by running my fingers over it?

Because god he was. He was fucking perfect as he pulled me into his arms and I wrapped my legs around his middle and let him lift me an inch off the bed before he pushed me back down into it and searched for the clasps and the zippers and the ties on my outfit.

"I want this off of you," he said, "I want to see what you've been hiding beneath it all fucking night long. I want... fucking how does this thing work?"

He searched and I laughed, reaching for the zipper before he shocked me by grabbing my wrists and pinning them both over my head, holding them with a single hand while his other traced my clothes.

"The zipper is on the side," I breathed.

"I don't care," he said, "I'll buy you a new one if you want." And then his fingers grasped the cheap fabric of the outfit and pulled and fuck it tore like tissue paper as he ripped it from me.

He manhandled me, stripping me bare and discarding all the clothing as if it meant nothing, as if it was nothing but an obstacle to him which I suppose in this moment it was. All of that horrible outfit that I'd been wearing, it parted so easily for him that I had to wonder how it had managed to stay on me all night long but then I didn't care anymore because I was naked and exposed to him for the first time and I wanted to see what he thought of me. I wanted to know whether I was everything his mind and his fantasy had made me out to be.

And Jimmy paused, that momentary hardness in his gaze softening for an imperceptible instant as he drew in a long breath and let it out shuddering with relief.

I was blushing, "Do you like me? Am I... Do you..."

"You're beautiful," he confessed to me, "You're more beautiful than I could have imagined. You're... fuck..."

His hand snapped forward and he turned my head to him. He moved forward and pressed his forehead to mine, pushed us so that we couldn't look anywhere but deep into each other's eyes.

"You're going to be mine now," he said possessively, "I'm going to make you mine. You're going to be mine. Do you understand? Do you hear? Do you-"

"I'm already yours," I confessed, "I think I might always have been... Maybe I was just waiting to realize it, but I'm yours now. Now and always. Because... Jimmy I think I... No, Jimmy I know that I... I lo-"

He kissed me. To quiet me and to silence me.

"Not yet," he said when he pulled back.

He kissed me again and then he kissed my cheek, my chin, my neck. He kissed down my body, from the nape of my neck and over the swell of my breasts. He worshiped at each of my nipples, teasing with his lips and his tongue before traveling down my ribs and my flat tummy. He only released my wrists when he needed his hands to part my legs and dive his lips between them.

And then he was kissing me. No. More than that. He was feasting on me. He was tasting and drinking from me with his lips and his tongue, making my toes curl and my back arch and making me see god for one perfect shuddering instant because he was fucking just as perfect as he thought that I was.

Because when his fingers pressed into me and his tongue curled around to press the hood on my clit away my world felt like it was expanded and reduced to just the pleasure he was stirring in me at the same time. When he made me shiver by curling his finger inside of me and tickling the spot that made me cry out with need, the man that I love made me realize that I'd never really experienced anything like this before.

I've been with enough men to know good from bad. I've been around enough to know that when you have a connection with someone it can amplify things. And I've had a few lovers who proved that a deep connection combined with a high skill level can make sex into something nearly transcendent.

But I was with the one, now. I think I knew that then. I think when he tasted me and made me cum for the first time I really realized that everything in my life would be different and deeper and more intense now that we'd really found each other.

Because he was everything. He was skilled and talented and the connection we had was something beyond that. Jimmy was perfect and he was perfection, and when I cried out thrashing my head back and forth and clenching the sheets in my fists while I clenched my thighs around his head I could barely breathe but for the pleasure racing through me.

I found the peak and on the way down I looked up to see him standing naked above me and god I saw that he was perfect in every possible way. Every inch of him defined and every inch of him thick with muscle and eager with need for him and I reached, fingers curling and just as eager for him as I shifted and my mouth opened ready to wrap my lips around him and show him that I could be just as talented with my mouth as he was with his but he had other ideas.

"Not yet," he said again.

And he flipped me over and pulled me back. He bent me down so my head was pressed against the bed and my ass was up in the air for him and he pushed me into place before he pushed into my drippingly wet and eager sex.

Big. Small. Average.

Thick. Slender. Long.

I've had all of them. I've had so many that I thought I loved, that I thought fit perfectly.

I was wrong.

When he pushed into me he filled me with his cock completely and he more than just filled me, he redefined the boundaries of myself. He fit me like a key to a lock, filling out all of me perfectly and showing me what it was to be filled and then he showed me what it was to get fucked.

It was what I asked for, after all. It was what I wanted. To be punished and to be used by him and god when he grabbed me and pulled me back to him as his forceful hips thrust forward it made me shudder, burying my face in the pillow and silencing my cries once more as I struggled to hold on.

I wanted to be quiet, to not be too much for him. Too much was exactly what he wanted from me.

He grasped my wrists once more and pulled me back by him, suspending me in the air so I was entirely dependent on him and then both of my wrists were pinned in the small of my back by one of his hands while the other wrapped around the front of me and explored my body. He palmed my breasts and squeezed, ran over my belly and dipped between my thighs to tease at my clit and make me moan louder and harder while all the while his hips pounded relentlessly into me.

I could feel his breath hot on my cheek as I shuddered beneath him. I could feel my body strained, could feel his eager pumping against me and the way his cock twitched each time he reached his limit in me. I could feel the way his hands got even more excited as they felt me melt for him, shuddering and playing into his hand exactly.

And I could hear his ragged breaths, feel that unmistakable momentum of his climax pressing on from the outset. When he finally neared his limit and nearly exploded but for the fact that my love had a plan and a purpose and was going to see it through.

He pulled and spun me, dropping me to my back at the head of the bed and falling on top of me before pressing back into me.

This was best, the best version. This was him above and us eye to eye. It was my love with all of his weight on me. It was honest, the moment where we both broke. It was the moment where I reached for him tender and he reached for me and we caressed instead of grasped and where we kissed, pressing forward with our eagerness and our unspoken confession.

But I had to say it out loud. I had to put it into words.

"Jimmy," I begged him, "Oh Jimmy. Please. I need it. I need to."

He nodded, "Now."

"I-" I tried, my voice cutting off as I felt the heat rising on another climax from him, "Oh fuck I love it. Oh god I love all of it. Oh Jimmy! Jimmy! I love you!"

And he smiled, in the moment before he pressed into me as deeply as he could and our bodies rose in perfect harmony. The heat reached its peak, mutual, at the very same time and we crested over the wave together and god it was all the better for it.

It was the highest height I'd yet been to. It was the best moment of my whole life.

And it was the beginning of something more. It was the certainty of our future.

I was in love with my best friend and he was in love with me.

What more could anyone ask for?

END

Thanks for reading my story, I hope that you enjoyed it and keep scrolling for samples from some of my other work!


All of my work can be accessed through my full catalog.

Sign up to my mailing list and get access to a FREE and EXCLUSIVE story!

My mailing list is the best way to keep up-to-date with my latest releases. As a bonus you get access to a FREE and EXCLUSIVE story! This story is not available anywhere else, I wrote it special for subscribers to my mailing list!

Consider heading over to check out one of the other authors I work with to see if they have any work that you will enjoy:

KLARA SWIFT

JAIME THORNE

E.C. POST

SOPHIE PERT

Otherwise you can always access all of our work through our website:

REVE.ink

Thanks and enjoy these samples from some of my other work:


My Bared Affair

When the new world came I didn’t realize how much I’d change.

The rules of the world are simple: no clothing allowed. The touch of fabric to skin makes you feel like there is a fire burning beneath the surface of it. But the fire stoked from being seen is something else entirely.

Surely this isn’t me. Surely the woman that I am is not really so wanton. Surely I don’t want to be seen quite this much.

But I can’t help but feel the cravings inside of me. I feel like I’ve been hiding so long, and only now am I letting loose the real me.

A woman with needs and a woman with desires. A woman bound up in her cravings but unbound by the bonds of clothing.

A woman ready to take what she wants most in this world now. A woman freed.

And a woman who simply cannot have enough.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!


First Night On Stage

As I step out on stage I feel their eyes on me. I know what they want, and I know that I’m going to give it to them.

Before I started working here, I’d never even stepped foot inside a strip club. They had always seemed dirty to me, taboo and forbidden. A good girl like me didn’t belong in a place like this, so what did it say that I was about to make my big debut?

I grasp the pole and spin and I sense them drinking me in. Their attention makes my skin hot, it makes my body ache for more.

What a story this is, sweet little housewife has to make ends meet and winds up on stage showing these hungry men every last inch of her. Her husband at home, completely unaware of what she’s doing to make ends meet. But there is nowhere that I can hide now and no way that I can deny the truth, because from the moment I stepped out on stage I knew what I craved.

I want them to watch me. I want them to want me. I want to reach for me, feeling me and pleasing me with all of their efforts.

I want them to take me, and I don’t care that my husband is waiting at home.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!


Baring My Everything

The world changed. I became someone new.

In the time before clothing became unbearable I wore a lot of it. I covered myself from head to toe, making sure that I couldn’t be seen. I was unmemorable, but in this new world no one is forgetting me.

At first I was terrified. The thought of having to go out into the world bare, being surrounded by people who were in the exact same state, it drove me crazy. I can’t say it was courage that made me take the leap, but I can’t deny that it woke something in me.

Because I never realized how good it could feel to be seen, to be wanted. I never knew how fantastic it could be to show all of me and to give people a show they will never forget.

I’ve gotten a reputation since then as a woman of this new and brave world. There is no challenge I won’t take on, no pleasure I’ll deny myself.

I like being seen, being witnessed. I like to be out in the open where everyone watches because they can’t look away.

No one forgets me now, and everyone who has me only wants more.

Click here to buy this story or to read an excerpt!
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