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Dedication


To my faithful fan. It’s been almost a year since the last pet play book, and I felt you deserved another one. 




Chapter 1


The room has a warm glow from the soft candlelight as I walk in. I’d been waiting downstairs, like my Master instructed, for the past 15 minutes. Not able to sit still, I kept rechecking my long, chestnut brown hair in the mirror. I wanted to look perfect tonight for my Master. I’d worn his favorite light blue cotton summer dress with nothing else but a pair of panties, knowing as I selected my outfit that I wouldn’t keep it on long.
Tonight is a special night for us, and when the alarm on my cell phone chirps that it’s time to meet up with Master, the butterflies swirl gently in my stomach while my entire body tingles in anticipation on the short walk down the hallway. The hardwood is cool on my bare feet. There is no point in wearing shoes, and Master prefers me barefoot because he loves admiring the latest color of polish on my toenails. 
Master has a huge house, more space than he needs, and he directed me to come to the room he uses for training sessions. It doesn’t have much furniture, and I usually kneel, naked, in the middle of the room on the wooden panels and wait for him. But tonight, I know he’s there waiting for me.
When we’re not in playtime, my Master’s name is Gabe, and I smile softly at him as I step through the doorway. He’s standing next to a square wooden table with a small ornate metal box on it. I know what’s in it, and I want to skip up to him with happiness and throw my arms around him, but I keep my pace steady. The way he’s positioned next to it, the table beside him reminds me of an altar, and I can’t help but giggle at the vision. That really isn’t far off from what is happening, and the entire room has the aura of an intimate wedding.
Gliding up to him, I stand right in front of him and practically vibrate with the need to reach for his hand to reassure myself that this is real. I’ve been his submissive for exactly a year and we’ve been planning this night for a couple of months. We started with meeting up twice per week for a few hours and that has grown to me spending every weekend at his house. It’s beginning to feel like my home as well, and he’s joked a few times that I should just move in, so I know we’re heading in that direction. The longer we’re together, the more my heart knows that it’s not about the house–Gabe is what makes it my home. So tonight is an important step for our relationship.
My heart catches in my throat at the tender smile in his green eyes. The desire to kneel is intense, but when I start naturally lowering myself underneath his gaze, he stops me with a gentle touch under my chin. 
“Stand. No kneeling yet.” 
His simple command thrills me, and I sigh when he brushes his lips against mine. 
“Are you sure?” he murmurs against my mouth and a shiver runs down my spine as I breathe out, “Yes.” 
I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life. 
He smiles at me again and commands lightly, “Remove your clothes.”
I whisper, “Yes, Master,” and use both arms to pull my dress over my head and let it drop to the floor next to the table. As I hook my fingers into the waist of my white panties and slide them down my legs, I’m shaking and unsteady. Master must have noticed because he grips my upper arm firmly while I step out of the lace fabric and lay them on top of my dress.
I’ve been naked often enough that I’m comfortable under his gaze, but I’m still nervous because I don’t know exactly what to expect. We’ve been through so much together in the last year while we navigated a relationship that neither of us expected to be all-consuming. The intensity of our connection might have taken us by surprise, but there was never any doubt in either of our minds that we belonged together once we found one another. Standing before him, all the growing pains of him training me as a brand new submissive don’t matter. I just know I want to please him forever.
He trails his hand down my upper arm, over the curve of my hips, and slips it between my legs, rubbing my slick folds for a few seconds. I’m always wet when I’m near him or thinking about him, but I’ve been desperate and turned on all day so I’m more wet than usual. I lean into his hand as tiny spikes of pleasure ripple through me as he brushes his fingers against my clit. 
When he removes his hand, I sigh in disappointment, but I can tell he only did it to calm my nerves. He’s done that in the past and it works well. He only has to make my brain a little fuzzy and I forget what I’m worrying about, or I’m able to relax and let go of my stressful day. 
He picks up the box from the table and my heart rate speeds up as joy threatens to bubble over. I hold in a giggle, not wanting to ruin this solemn moment. His eyes twinkle in the candlelight and he holds the box out to me, as if presenting me with a gift.
“Open it up, Kitten.”
Lifting the latch to open the box, I try to hide the shaking of my hands. Nestled inside on a piece of blue velvet is the collar I picked out. The one I’m choosing to wear for him and submit with. I wanted something dainty that I could wear daily, and it’s a thin strip of black leather with a hollow silver heart in the front. He purchased another thicker, sturdier one for play, but the one I plan to wear as often as possible is more appropriate for the ceremony tonight.
His voice is gruff when he says, “Lift it out,” and I can tell that he’s holding in emotions - nervousness, excitement, all the things I’ve been feeling all day too. 
As I take the collar out of the box, I think about how lucky I am to have found him. Knowing that he’s as affected by the ceremony as I am tells me he’s the perfect dom for me. He’s amazing and worthy of the trust I’ve given him. 
He sets the metal box back on the table and removes the collar from my hands. Awareness prickles my skin… the moment has finally come. 
“You know what this means, Kitten? If you put this on, you’re mine.”
My heart flutters while I nod, knowing I was already his long before this moment, but we both wanted the formality of the ceremony. 
He continues, “You give me your body, your mind, your orgasms… your control.”
My head spins a little, but I’m able to nod again.
“Turn around and lift your hair.”
I turn and gather my long hair in my hand, bunching it together and lifting it to expose the curve of my neck. I’m not able to see what he’s doing, but I hear him fiddling with the collar. Sensing movement, I shiver when his hands brush against my shoulders and neck as he slips the collar on me.
As the leather settles, I release the last of the tension I was holding, and a warm contentment spreads throughout my body. As he clasps it in place, the realization of what this means settles over me. I’m accepting his control over me for as long as I wear this collar. My head is swimming, but it feels right.
He’s solemn as he speaks. “I claim you now, Angie. You’re mine. No matter what you’re doing, no matter what you’re thinking, your body will always know it belongs to me.”
A little tug on my collar makes me turn around. Naked except for the collar, I feel gloriously sexy.
“Tonight is just for us, Kitten, but tomorrow I’ve planned a dinner party in your honor.”
I gasp and stare at him, daring to hope he means what I think he does. Imagining him leading me, leashed, down the hall to the dining room to a table of guys causes a brief flash of yearning to stab me in the gut. I told him my slutty dinner table fantasy months ago, and he told me that someday he would give me my wish. 
His next question breaks me out of my daydream. “How do you feel?” 
I take a moment to consider my response, and I smile at the first thought that pops into my head.
“I feel… owned.” I don’t need to explain further. This is exactly what he wanted.
He says, “Good girl. I will always protect you, look after you, and love you, as long as you choose to serve.”
He’s right—I am choosing this, and knowing that there is love behind everything he does makes it even more special. I can’t help but lean forward and kiss him, despite not having asked for permission. He doesn’t stop me, so I know he likes my spontaneous response.
When the kiss ends, he commands, “Now Kitten, kneel for me.”
I sink to the ground, happy to serve, and the collar makes me want to please him even more. His hand brushes against my collar, pressing it into my skin. My eyes flutter and acceptance washes over me. He really does own me, and this is exactly where I want to be.
“Now how do you feel, Kitten?”
I love that he’s continually checking up with me. I’m shaken to my core from this entire experience, but I know exactly what I want to say.
“I wouldn’t be any other place than here on my knees, Master.”
He tips my chin up and gazes down at me lovingly. “You make me happy, Kitten. I hope your party tomorrow is everything you wished for.”
I murmur, “I’m sure it will be.” I don’t tell him that even if the party doesn’t go as planned, just the fact that he organized it and is willing to let me play out my fantasy is all that really matters. 




Chapter 2


“Now, Kitten, don’t you look pretty?”
Master turns me towards the vanity mirror and I marvel at myself, wide eyed. I’m wearing a black cat mask with adorable little ears. It covers the top half of my face and a faint pink blush stains the visible part of my cheeks. My blue eyes are shining, and my mouth is slightly open. I’m practically vibrating with excitement and I can see my chest rising and falling rapidly in the mirror. Bringing my hand up, I brush my cheek lightly before trailing it down the column of my neck to finger the recent addition around my it.
I stroke the thick, supple black leather and admire the glint of the sterling silver loop. 
Last night after he collared me, he made love to me for hours while I wore my new collar. It was sweet and the perfect ending to the ceremony. But today is the dinner party in my honor, and if the night goes as I hope, it will not be gentle. 
I removed the collar before I fell asleep last night, and this morning he told me not to put it back on and to spend my time thinking about the party. Tonight I’ll wear the play collar, and it has a much different feel from the everyday one. The thickness of the black leather makes it so there is no way I will forget I’m wearing it, and the silver ring attached to the front is perfect for a leash or putting a finger through it to guide me to do what he wants. When he clasps it, the weight of it settles over me and I immediately feel completely under his control. Stretching my neck, I make sure it’s comfortable since I’ll be wearing it for hours.
The cat mask is new, as well as the black lace lingerie that leaves nothing to the imagination. It’s barely a wisp of material and leaves most of my ass bare, which is good because Master gave me a new butt plug tail for the party. I turn to the side to admire the tail, give my hips an experimental wiggle, and laugh as the fur swishes and tickles my legs.
I’m too busy admiring how the lingerie accentuates my shapely figure while Master checks my collar to make sure it’s secure. When he hooks his finger through the small silver loop on it and tugs, I gasp in surprise.
“Kitten, now pay attention. Tonight is very important.”
I nod at him, knowing that he invited his closest friends in my honor, and I’ve only met a couple of them before. I want to be on my best kitten behavior and Master said if I was good, then later I would get a special treat.
When he tugs on the silver loop again and raises his other hand to reveal the hook end of a leash, he questions me. “Are you ready for this, Kitten?”
A zing of electricity shoots through me straight to my pussy. Fuck, yes. I’ve been ready for this all day—no, for months—but I temper my excitement.
“Yes, Master,” I whisper, and he hooks the leash to my collar. As soon as I’m leashed, I feel completely under his control, and I’m ready to do whatever he asks of me tonight.
“Then come meet our dinner guests.”
He pulls on the leash and I bounce forward, eager for the party to start. My lingerie set includes a garter belt with black silk stockings and I opted not to wear shoes tonight, so I pad silently behind Master as he leads me to the dining room.
When we enter the room, I count five men sitting around the long rectangular dining table; two per side, with one at the end of the table opposite my Master’s empty chair. They’re all casually dressed in jeans or trousers and T-shirts, as if this was a gathering of friends and nothing special. I chose the menu for tonight and opted for takeout from my favorite Chinese restaurant so that no one had to spend much time in the kitchen prepping for tonight. Several takeout containers sit in the center of the table and it looks like more food than five men could eat. 
All eyes turn towards me and I can feel my blush burn brighter. I want to dip my head so I don’t have to look them straight in the face, but earlier today Master told me he wanted me to be proud of the slut I am and he expected me to embrace it tonight. So one by one I search all five faces, meeting their gaze straight on with my own. The last guy isn’t looking at my face, and instead focuses on my generous breasts. Knowing someone is admiring me sends a shift of delight down my spine, causing my nipples to harden.
Everyone is quiet for a minute and staring at me with varying degrees of lust. The attention is an aphrodisiac and neediness radiates through me the longer I feel the weight of their gazes. I’m ready to be the sluttiest kitten ever by the time Master finally speaks to his friends. “Everyone, I’d like you to meet my Kitten, Angie.”
The five men all smile and a few say hello, and I speak softly. “Hello everyone. Thank you for coming.”
Master leads me over to his chair at the table, and as he takes a seat, I kneel on the floor next to him. He spoke to me at length this morning about what he wanted tonight, and I’m more than willing to be his pet for this party. Everything that happens tonight is something I agreed to in advance.
Master unclips the leash and coils it on the table right in front of me. Not having the leash on gives me a small sense of freedom, but I only need to look at the table to know he can hook it back on at any moment. Being under his control and paraded in front of his friends like his possession is so fucking hot. 
He pulls out his phone and presses some buttons until jazz music flows from hidden speakers in the walls, loud enough to make the room seem lively without hindering conversation.
“Let’s eat,” he announces, and conversation starts up as people reach for food in the center of the table. My stomach grumbles softly as I smell the cartons of Chinese food opening. People load up their plates and pass the containers around. Master said he would make sure I got fed and I just needed to be patient. I rest my ass on my feet and when I shift positions slightly, the buttplug pulls and I gasp from the pleasure.
I glance up at Master to see if he noticed, and he’s smiling down at me. When he uses a hand to stroke my hair and rub my cheek, I lean into his hand, wishing I could purr for real.
“Kitten, are you hungry?”
I nod eagerly. “Yes, Master.”
“OK, then you are allowed to have your meal… like we talked about.”
A thrill runs through me at his words. I was expecting to have to sit here for a lot longer, so the unexpected timing creates an inferno in my core. I shift onto my hands and knees, but before I can do anything, Master stops me.
“Oh, and Kitten?”
“Yes, Master?”
He gives me another tender glance and love for him washes over me when he says, “Have fun with this. OK?”
I grin at him, knowing I will. “Yes, Master.”
As I crawl under the table he smacks my ass hard. I jump, give a tiny squeal, and then giggle. The guy sitting immediately to Master’s left has his trousers already unzipped for me and his knees spread wide. They all knew why they were here tonight, so I’m not surprised to find his cock is already hard as I move between his knees. His legs twitch as I extract his cock from his boxers, and I stroke it slowly, watching it stiffen even more.
The guy is not as thick as Master, but he’s longer, so I know he will still fill my throat nicely. I give the tip of his cock an experimental lick and I’m rewarded with a twitch of his thighs. Wanting to see how much I can make him squirm, I engulf his cock with my warm, wet mouth, pressing down slowly so he slides into my throat.
I was right that he would fill me, but it’s comfortable since I’m used to a thicker cock. I bob my head up and down the length of him, and when he flexes his buttocks to jerk against me, I can tell I’m going to get my fill of him sooner rather than later.
Knowing his release is imminent, I reach a hand between my own legs to brush against my clit. I’m already soaking wet, and my fingers glide through my folds easily and I sigh around his cock when I hit the perfect spot. The added vibration against his cock tips him over the edge, and I hear a faint groan as spurts of hot cum coats the back of my throat.
“Charles, are you OK?” Master calls out with a laugh.
A harsh voice replies. “I’m fine. Just had something stuck in my throat.”
I release his cock, swallow the rest of his cum, and smirk to myself. No, Charles, I’m the one who had something stuck in their throat. His cum is more bitter than Master’s, but still tasty, and I’m pleased with the first taste of my dinner.
Removing my hand from between my legs, I crawl over to the next guest. This guy already has his cock out of his jeans and he’s massive—bigger than Master. My eyes widen while I contemplate this monster. I’m not even sure of the best way to go about sucking his cock, but my pussy buzzes and I wish he was going to fuck me instead. I bet he’d feel amazing sliding inside me.
I nestle between his legs, tentatively stroking him, prolonging the moment before I have to swallow the beast. But Master’s requirements were very clear: I had to suck on each cock until they came. I take a deep breath and hope he’s like the first guy and comes quickly.
Grasping his shaft with both hands, I run my tongue up and down the length of him, focusing on the sensitive spot just below the head. When he reaches a hand underneath the table to hold his cock steady and points it towards me, I take it as a hint that he’s ready for me to take him into my mouth.
I open my lips to circle his girth, stretching as wide as I can while he slips between them. Immediately I know it’s going to be a tight fit, so I relax as best as I can. I want the guests to leave tonight thinking how lucky my Master is, and I’m determined to give this guy a fabulous orgasm.
My best is only about 3/4 of the way down the length of his shaft, but when he moves his hand to pet my hair, I know that is enough for him. The tenderness of his touch makes me want to give him the best blowjob I can, and I create a hard suction and swirl my tongue up as I move my head rhythmically.
Reaching my hand between my legs again, I slip two fingers inside me and imagine it’s his thick cock thrusting in and out. God, this is so slutty and fabulous. Knowing that Master is watching the men at the table makes this better. He told me he wanted me to do whatever I could to get a reaction from them so that he could tell who I was playing with.
This guy seems to be a cool cucumber though, and hasn’t even twitched a muscle yet, so I speed up my sucking. After a minute of him still not reacting, I pull my hand from my pussy and use it to stroke him manually while I’m sucking. My fingers are slick with my wetness and I rub it along the base of his shaft.
Movement out of the corner of my eye has me glancing over at the next guy. He already has his cock out and he’s stroking furiously. If my mouth wasn’t so full, I would have smiled. This next guy won’t take long at all. That is, if I ever get to him. I need to figure out what will make this guy come.
When my hand accidentally brushes against his balls, the quiver in his thigh tells me what to do. Oh, yeah… gotcha. I keep one hand firmly gripped around the base of his shaft, but use the other to fondle his enormous balls. Immediately, his leg muscles flex and a warmth floods my core.
I continue to work my mouth around his shaft, taking him in as deep as I can, but now I focus heavily on his balls. I cup them and roll them gently between my fingers. His hand in my hair becomes a firm grip, making it so I can’t move my head while he pistons his groin as much as he can from a seated position.
His cock pulses in my mouth, and I suck as hard as I can. When I give a small tug on his balls, he explodes, groaning loudly as ropes of sticky liquid fill my mouth and overflow, running down my chin. His response momentarily stops the conversation at the table, but it quickly resumes as I continue to suck and rub his balls. I milk every last drop until the twitching of his legs tells me he’s too sensitive.
Releasing him from my mouth, I sit back for a moment to swallow his cum all down and attempt to wipe my face. I use my fingers to scoop up the extra drops and then lick them clean. This guy was slightly sweet, and I could happily drink his cum every day. The volume of his load also pleases me, so he’d be a tasty treat whenever he wanted to give it to me.
But there are still three guests left, so I need to move on. As I turn to the next guy, he’s still jerking furiously and if I was a betting woman, I’d put money on him coming as soon as he’s in my mouth.
Crawling over to him, I have to push his legs wider so I can get close enough to his cock. He’s average size, so I know this will be easy for me. He shifts in his seat to help me, and I grab hold of the base of his cock, swatting his hand away and forcing him to stop stroking himself. When I fit my lips around him, I immediately plunge his entire length fully into my throat, moving as far down his shaft as I can. He groans out as his body spasm, and he bucks and blows his load, just like I thought he would.
Of the three, this guy was the least tasty, so I’m glad when he doesn’t have a large amount of cum. I still swallow it all, like Master instructed me, and lick the guy clean. I didn’t do as much cleaning up on the rest of them, but I feel a little bad that this guy didn’t get to enjoy my mouth longer, so I spend a generous amount of time licking him.
When he’s decently clean, I plod towards the next guy on my hands and knees. This guy is unzipping his jeans, and I hesitate long enough for him to pull his cock out for me. I snicker to myself… Master has such eager friends. This cock is average size again, and I spend a minute stroking him lightly before moving my mouth towards him.
My pussy is begging to be fucked, but there is nothing I can do about it other than finger myself, so as I engulf the tip of this cock, I also rub my clit. Getting a little too into my pleasure, I stop moving my mouth as I focus on rubbing circles around my swollen bean. I moan against his cock, but I’m not giving him the attention I should.
He must have thought that as well, because he moves both his hands underneath the table so he can hold on to my head and face fuck me as well as one can while sitting. I let him take control of my movements and don’t fight it, and he creates a steady rhythm against his cock. This allows me to finger myself roughly, and the pleasure mounts in my core as I edge close to my orgasm.
When the guy presses my head all the way down his shaft and holds me still while his cock pulses in my throat, I can tell he’s about to come and I gurgle happily around him. I’m rewarded with a throat full of his cum, and thankfully he’s another sweet-tasting load. I furiously rub my clit while he continues to press my head against his cock for a few moments longer.
I can tell I’m about to come, but when he releases me and pulls out of my mouth, I’m distracted and the moment passes. Fuuuuck, I need to come. I whimper a little as I crawl towards the fifth guy, the one who was admiring my tits earlier. Master was very firm that I could only touch myself while sucking on the cocks of the dinner guests, so I know if I don’t come with this last guy, it might be hours before I get an orgasm.
This guy hasn’t opened his trousers himself, but he spread his knees wide enough for me to get between them. I can tell from just looking at the bulge that he’s bigger than average and my pussy clenches in anticipation. She obviously hasn’t gotten the memo that none of these cocks are for her, but a momentary daydream of being fucked by them all runs through my head. God, that would be awesome.
I rub this last guy through his trousers with one hand and run the other one back underneath my skimpy wisp of lingerie. Technically this might not be exactly what Master wanted since the guy’s cock isn’t in my mouth, but I am playing with him, so maybe it’s OK. A little zing of naughtiness runs through me and I know that even if it’s not OK, that will just mean I get a nice spanking later when I admit to it.
The guy finally gets impatient with me and unzips his own trousers and pulls out his cock. I was right, and he is larger than average, but not overly so. He’s already wet with pre-cum, and when I lick him, he tastes the best out of all of them.
“Mmmmm.”
Moaning my approval, I waste no time sucking his cock all the way down. I grip the base and bob my head enthusiastically, while fingering myself hard and fast with my other hand. I have to come before this guy does or else I’m fucked in a very-not-good way.
Luckily, I can tell that will not be a problem because almost immediately I’m right back at the point of orgasm. I spear my fingers in and out of my wet hole while sucking as hard as I can, wishing he’d release his tasty cum.
Spikes of pleasure ripple through me, and I groan around this guy’s shaft. I do everything in my power to get him to come because I know it will tip me over the edge and I’ll come with him. I grip the base of his shaft firmly, and when he throbs and quivers, I grip tighter. When I feel a pulse against my hand, I know I found the key to getting this guy to come. 
I flutter my grip, tightening and releasing the shaft right at the base and within a few moments, I moan when I’m rewarded with a spurt against my tongue. As soon as I get the first taste, it tips me over the brink and I give a cock-muffled cry as waves of pleasure wash over me.
He and I ride out our orgasm together, and I finger fuck myself as the rapture continues to rush through my body. I suck on him until he has no more cum to give and my climax subsides. I release his cock and sit back as best I can. The tug on my butt plug makes me smile a little, but my pussy is so sensitive, the pleasure from the plug is almost too much.
When I turn towards Master, he’s stroking himself through his jeans, but he told me I wasn’t allowed to service him. He is saving himself for later so that he can make sure I’m fully satisfied before he comes.
I crawl out from under the table and kneel in my spot next to him again. When I peek up at him, he’s smiling down at me.
“Kitten, did you enjoy your dinner?”
I nod and my pussy throbs to remind me I am very satisfied. “Yes, Master. It was delicious.”
He chuckles and rubs wetness off my chin with his thumb. “Angie, you know I love you, right?”
When he calls me by my real name, a surge of happiness wells up inside of me. I love playing with him, but I also love the moment when I get to be myself again.
“Yes, Gabe, and you know I love you too, right?”
He doesn’t answer, but leans over and gives me a deep kiss. When he breaks it off, he straightens my mask and grins at me.
“Now Kitten, let’s enjoy the rest of your party. We still have dessert for you later.”
My pussy sputters to life at his words and I know he’s my dessert.
“Yes, Master. I’m looking forward to it.”




Chapter 3


After everyone ate, we moved to the living room and the guys raided the liquor cabinet and relaxed on the couches while I kneeled beside Master’s legs like a good pet. He hooked the leash back on and occasionally gave it a tug, I’m assuming to let me know he was paying attention to me. He didn’t tell me exactly what dessert was going to be, but after I crawled out from under the table, throughout the rest of the party he kept glancing at my mouth and brushing his thumb over my bottom lip. I think my slutty dinner table antics made him want to use my mouth.
While Master says goodbye to the last of the guests, I grab leftover Chinese food from the fridge. Since it’s been a couple of hours, I need food. A diet of cum is fun, but it won’t sustain me all night if Master has big plans.
I’m more hungry than I realized and I’m shoveling a forkful of cold pork fried rice in my mouth when Master walks into the kitchen. He pauses when he sees I’m eating.
“Good girl. I was going to tell you to eat something before I take you downstairs.”
My pussy clenches at the mention of downstairs. His entire basement is a sex dungeon, and it was something that made me originally consider not accepting him as my dom. He owns a wide variety of painful devices that we’ve yet to explore together. When he first gave me the tour I was a mix of frightened and turned on when I saw the Saint Andrew’s Cross, a high bench of some sort, and a wall display of various spanking instruments. The only normal piece of furniture was a king-sized bed in the corner. At that point, I didn’t realize I was the one who decided how we would play and I thought he was going to just do whatever the hell he wanted to me. When he could tell I was about to freak out, he patiently explained he’d never use anything on me without discussing it first.
Over the months I’ve been slowly expanding my boundaries of what toys we use. I ask for more when I’m ready for it, and he’s gentle whenever we test something new. If I like it, it goes on the approved list and he can use it freely in the future. But now there are so many choices when we play in the dungeon, I never know what is going to happen.
Master kisses my nose and tells me to meet him downstairs when I’m done eating. He disappears down the hallway and I hear the basement door creak open and then latch shut. I assumed we were going to continue with the kitten play upstairs. Now that I know he plans to take me into the dungeon, my appetite fades and I put the container of fried rice back in the fridge. The butt plug tail has kept me in a constant state of arousal and I’m ready for dessert.
He’s always been a delightful mix of soft dom and harsh master, and I can’t tell which I’m going to get tonight. So far I’ve only seen the softer side tonight as he indulgently watched over me while I played during dinner, but he can flip easily and make my head spin when he’s loving one moment and rough the next.
My pussy buzzes as I open the basement door and descend the steps, pausing when I reach the bottom. I hope he fucks me and doesn’t just use my mouth. But even if he edges me all night long and never lets me come, I’ll still love it and beg for more. The overhead lights are off and the room is lit by floor lamps with red light bulbs. He’s naked and sitting in his red velvet high-backed throne chair with his thick, veiny cock in one hand, stroking slowly.
I’m mesmerized as I watch his fingers move up and down his shaft, and at first I don’t hear the Celtic music playing. My heart rate speeds up when I realize what is coming from the speakers—hard dom it is. This is his favorite music to listen to when he’s using me roughly, and after many sessions, it conditioned my body to respond. We don’t even need to be at home, even hearing Celtic music in a store turns me on.
My nipples harden while wetness coats my inner thighs, and I’m reminded again that I really hope I get his cock inside my pussy before the night is over.
“Kitten, get on your hands and knees and crawl to me.”
I don’t hesitate and sink to my knees, obedient. “Yes, Master.”
Keeping my eyes trained on his, I crawl on the hardwood floor towards him. He doesn’t blink and continues to rub himself, clearly enjoying my submission. I stop a foot away from him and sit back on my knees, resting my hands on my thighs with the palms down. I’m ready for more instructions. He shifts, spreading his legs wider apart, and I get a thrill from knowing he’s about to tell me to use my mouth.
“Do you want your dessert, Kitten?”
I nod at him eagerly. “Yes, Master.”
He stops stroking his cock and holds it steady at the base. “Then suck my cock and get it.”
As I crawl the last foot to reach him, I smile on the inside. Yep, I called it. He wants his turn with my mouth. This isn’t the first time I’ve been a kitten for him, so I know he doesn’t want me to use my hands. He lets go of his cock and when I try to put my mouth around his cock, he flexes his groin muscles so it wags a bit and I have to catch it. I giggle at his playfulness and mentally cheer when I finally latch on to the tip. He groans as I suck and swirl my tongue around him, bobbing my head to force his shaft down my throat.
“Rub your clit,” he demands between moans.
I sigh around his cock as I slip a hand underneath my lingerie and brush a finger against my swollen pearl. My pussy aches for more and I’m not gentle with myself. The pressure of the butt plug, along with the circles I’m rubbing around my clit, drives me to a frenzy and I suck on him harder, determined to make him cum.
My long hair falls around my face when I pick up my tempo and I can’t brush it aside. I assume it’s tickling his thighs because he gathers it with his hands and moves it to one side of my neck and then grips my head, forcing me down further on his shaft.
God, I love it when he takes control of my movement. After a year together, he knows exactly how far down my throat I can take him and he holds my head steady at the brink of my tolerance while my throat works around his shaft. I feel him pulse before he eases up and lets me bob enthusiastically on my own for a few strokes before holding me down again.
When he gives a tiny thrust of his hips and his cock pulses again, I assume he’s about to come. I frantically flick my bean faster, afraid he’ll make me stop touching myself. Instead, he surprises me by pushing my head up and off his cock. Saliva drips out of my mouth onto his thigh and I’m breathing heavily, partly from having his cock down my throat and partly from desire. I’m tingling and desperately want to be fucked, but he doesn’t tell me to stop touching myself.
“Keep your mouth open, and stick out your tongue,” he commands gruffly.
Oooh, he wants to aim when he comes. I can get down with this plan. I keep my mouth open and stick out my tongue while he strokes himself a few inches from my face. He’s not stroking his cock as fast as I expected, and his unhurried attitude confuses me.
“Good Kitten,” he moans out as strings of saliva drip down my chin.
When he wipes some of the moisture off with his hand and uses it as lubrication for his stroking,  the vulgarity of what we’re doing almost makes me orgasm. I remove my hand quickly my body shivers from being so close to coming.
I want to swear, but I must keep my mouth open. Even though tonight is for me, I don’t think he would allow me to slack on my training. I’ve learned that when I don’t do as he commands, I don’t get an orgasm. I can’t risk missing out tonight, so I keep my mouth open as I drool all over myself and watch him continue to rub.
When he pulls his shaft towards his stomach, exposing his neatly-groomed full balls, I squirm while a spear of lust shoots through me from the pulling of the buttplug. I stop staring at his cock and shift my gaze upwards, pleading with my eyes for him to give me some release.
He takes pity on me. “Come lick them, Kitten, and if you do a good job, I’ll give you a treat.”
Oh, shit. He’s about to get the best ball sucking of his life. I’m not sure what the treat is, and it could just be a face covered in cum, but if there’s a chance it’s his cock inside me, I’m going to take it.
I dip my head down, dribbling drool on his balls and then lick it off. I’m gentle as I suck on them, using suction to pull one into my mouth and swirl my tongue around it. When I give the other one the same treatment, I hum a little because I know he enjoys the sensation. I’m rewarded with a groan and I continue alternating between each one, sucking it in, humming, and then releasing it to play with the other side.
He continues to stroke himself, and I’m so turned on, I’m past the point of thought. Sliding my hand between my legs again, I make tiny circles around my clit and add in moans along with the humming on his balls. The scent of his sex fills my nostrils and turns me on even more, and I imagine a fountain of cum spurting all over me. Getting fully involved in the fantasy of him coming on my face, I spiral towards my orgasm. I’m not sure how much longer I can last, and my thigh muscles tense as I get closer and closer to the peak.
“That’s enough,” he announces and gently pushes me away once I release a ball from my mouth.
I pout at him, feeling cheated that I didn’t get my cum fountain.
He laughs at me, “Pouty kittens don’t get orgasms,” and I quickly grin instead.
Hell yes, he just said I get to come. I quiver with anticipation and have to stop rubbing myself and scoot back as he stands up. I accidentally put a leg on my tail and groan when I almost pull the butt plug out. A spike of pleasure runs through me and I almost come again. Fuck, this tail is dangerous. I’m panting as I try to calm down.
He walks over to the sex bench and pats it. “Come here, Kitten. Time to get fucked.”




Chapter 4


My pussy clenches in excitement and since he didn’t tell me whether to crawl or walk, I decide to stay on my hands and knees. The hardwood floor is getting painful and when I approach the bench, he bends down and hooks his finger through the metal loop of my collar and pulls on it while I stand.
“Get up on the bench.”
Careful not to get my tail caught on anything, I quickly scramble onto the flat, backless bench. It resembles a short, narrow massage table with a headrest and lower leg and arm pads with restraint straps. When I’m on the bench it’s like I’m almost doggy style, but raised in the air. The headrest has an opening for my face, so it’s comfortable and I can breathe freely. As soon as I’m settled in, he straps me down by my arms, legs, and torso. It’s not tight enough to hurt, but I’m secured firmly and not able to move. My breath catches and my brain buzzes when he says, “Good girl,” and runs his fingertips along the lace covering my spine before moving away from me.
I can’t see what he’s doing, and the Celtic music is still playing, so it drowns out any shuffling around he’s doing. His bare skin brushes against mine as he steps between my legs. Ooooh, maybe now he’ll fuck me. When he tugs on the tail firmly and pulls it out slowly, a zing of pleasure makes me groan. With it out, I’m even more hopeful he’s going to fuck me.
When he presses up against my ass and rubs his cock between my cheeks, not making any move to shove it in my pussy or my asshole, I moan. He keeps humping against me, making me more needy with every passing second.
When he pulls back from me, my frustrated moan turns to pleasure when he starts massaging my ass. As he glides his hands over my butt, he grips the globes and gives them a shake before applying pressure and kneading them again. This feels wonderful and on any other night he could do this for as long as he wanted, but my entire body is on fire and I need to come.
I finally can’t handle it anymore and whimper, “Master, please fuck me.”
His voice is firm. “Not yet, Kitten.”
He stops the ministrations with his hands and a firm thud on my ass from a paddle surprises me and makes me gasp. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt badly, but a few seconds later, the light sting tells me it will be painful with more smacks. This is how Master always starts my spankings, lightly to warm me up and then harder as my pain tolerance increases. But he usually only spanks me for punishment, so I’m confused. When the paddle connects again, I mewl at the sharper sting.
I try to keep my voice soothing. “Master, what did I do wrong?”
He doesn’t answer me and gives me another warm-up smack. Fuuuck, the pain is worse this time and I wiggle against the binds.
He finally answers me. “You sucked five cocks tonight that weren’t mine, and now you’re going to be punished for it.”
Oh… my… god. Suddenly, I remember the night when I was teasing him about sucking off his friends under the table and he said he’d like to see it just so he could spank me for enjoying it afterwards. I laughed at him and said, “Deal,” and he smacked my ass with his hand a few times before fucking me hard and calling me a cocksucking whore. That night stuck out in my mind because the sex was amazing and I knew it was the reason he planned this dinner party. I just didn’t realize he was serious about the spanking part. The room spins as the paddle connects harder with my ass.
He whacks me in a steady rhythm and a growing acceptance washes over me. I did enjoy sucking all those cocks, and he normally doesn’t share me, but was willing to tonight because he knew this was my fantasy. All that delicious cum was worth a spanking.
I focus on my breathing between each smack and the sting builds in intensity. Right before the paddle connects with my ass, I tense, but allow myself to relax and breathe into the pain before the next spank. I don’t have a high pain tolerance and he knows this, so he never hits me harder than I can endure. He keeps the pace steady, and it’s enough to make me groan and wish it would end.
Since spanking me turns him on, I’m positive he’s going to fuck me when he’s done. He never said he wanted me to apologize, but maybe it will get his cock inside me sooner.
After a sharper whack of the paddle, I wail, “I’m sorry for sucking all those cocks, Master. I’ll never do it again.”
“Don’t make promises you can’t keep,” he responds and spanks my ass forcefully.
Ooooh, fuck. The pain makes it hard to think, but he’s right. I loved the party and I’d do it again.
Another thud on my ass and I shudder at the impact and spit out, “Oh god, I hated every moment and only thought of your cock the entire time!”
That makes him laugh. “Kitten, you know that’s a lie. You’re a dirty little slut and loved it.”
He applies more pressure with the next hit and the sting of my ass is constant now. I don’t know what he wants.
“Kitten, say it… say you’re a dirty little slut and you loved it.”
Oooh. My brain whirls, and I yelp after the next hit, “I’m a dirty little slut and I loved it!”
“And you’re a cocksucking whore who’s addicted to cum.”
“Yes,” I gasp with the next swing. “I’m a cocksucking whore and addicted to cum.”
I’m at the point where each new spank almost doesn’t matter. I’m mentally floating and totally surrender to the pain.
“Now tell me, Kitten. Whose cock is the best?”
I groan, “Yours… yours is always the best.”
He increases the tempo of the spanks, punctuating each one with a question.
“Who owns you?”
“You,” I pant.
“Who is the only one you call Master?”
I can’t answer fast enough. “You… you’re my only Master.”
My body doesn’t have time to release between each hit and I continue to tense up.
“Who is the one who takes care of you?”
“Oh god, you… you take care of me.”
I start to shake and I’m not sure I can take much more of this.
“Who is the one who loves you?”
He gives one final whack, and I yowl, “Yooooou!”
The paddle clatters to the floor as he shoves the thin fabric of my lingerie to the side. He thrusts his cock into my pussy, straight to my core, and bottoms out.
“Ohhhh, my god,” I groan from the intense pleasure and relief of finally getting his cock inside of me.
He grabs my hips and hammers into me. The bench squeaks with each hard jolt and I’m immediately spiraling towards my orgasm.
“Kitten, you better not come unless you ask,” he pants out as he plows into me.
I can barely form a sentence and the energy is building in my core, ready to release.
“Ask,” he demands and bangs against me, almost tipping me over the edge from the sharp pings of pleasure.
“Master,” I groan, pausing to collect my thoughts while he fucks me hard. “May I please come?”
He thrusts hard twice before he answers, and I moan loudly.
“Kitten, say one thing and then you can come.”
What is he talking about? Everything that has gone on tonight addled my brain, and I can’t quite comprehend his sentence.
He doesn’t wait for me to ask what, and continues. “Say you love me and then come for me.”
It’s almost as if I’m struck by lightning at his words. I cry out, “I love you,” as the rapture overtakes me. I moan with delight as my body arches against the restraints and I spasm. Master groans and comes with me, as he shudders and paints my cave walls with all the cum he’d been saving up for me tonight.
My orgasm feels like it’s never going to end as euphoria washes over me in continuous waves. He continues to fuck me gently after he comes while my pussy milks his cock with my long orgasm. When I finally come down from the peak, Master is undoing the restraints.
I’m like a limp noodle when he lifts me up and carries me over to the king-sized bed. He lays me down, disappearing for a few moments, and comes back with a bottle of water and a snack pack of my favorite peanut butter and crackers. He sets them on the nightstand next to the bottle of lotion I know he’ll soon be using on my sore ass, and climbs on the bed behind me, cuddling close. I consider taking a sip of the water, but decide to let myself relax for a few more minutes.
He removes my mask and the cool air on my face refreshes me slightly. I shift backwards to snuggle closer, but wince when I press my butt against him. I ease away until the pain recedes and sigh happily.
I mentally drift in contentment while he strokes my head and arm, kissing my shoulders and murmuring how wonderful I am.
“Angie, I love you so much.”
I smile and turn my head for a kiss. “I love you too, Gabe.”
Wincing again when he presses against my backside, I chuckle. “I don’t think you have to worry about me asking for another dinner party soon.”
He laughs softly with me. “No. No, I don’t.”
He’s quiet for a moment while he uses a finger to caress my neck in tiny circles, knowing that always relaxes me.
I’m about to tell him I love him again, when he kisses my ear and growls in it. “But we both know you’ll ask again.”
My pussy tingles at the thought. I capture his hand on my neck and bring it to my mouth, kissing each pad of his fingers. “Yes, Gabe. I will.”
The End
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Alec's Hotwife Birthday Excerpt


If you enjoy pet play erotica, here is an excerpt from Alec’s Hotwife Birthday. It’s the first pet play story I wrote and the sample is chapter 3 so you could see the beginning of the good part. Enjoy!
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Jon and I have an early dinner together on Saturday, and I’m too distracted to say much. He rambles on about his BDSM research and his plans to dom my ass after he watches more videos on how to do it. I can’t concentrate on his words, but I smile as he talks to feign interest.
I was totally right about Jon investigating BDSM, and he’s so adorable when he gets on a new kick. Having researched nothing myself, he knows more about BDSM than I do at this point. My knowledge extends to the contract I emailed back to Alec, which included stuff I had never heard of. If it wasn’t familiar, I said no to it. Which in hindsight might have been shortsighted of me, but I didn’t want to scare myself by looking at anything online. I think it’s better to go in with few expectations and see what happens.  
After dinner, I take a shower before getting dressed in the outfit Jon has picked out for me. He wanted to be a part of the planning, and it seemed harmless. As I glance at the skintight black leather pants that I’d hidden in the depths of my closet, and the red corset top I bought for a Halloween costume, I’m questioning how wise it was to let him decide. I have to suck in my gut to fasten the pants, and I can barely bend over to buckle the strap of the four-inch platform-heeled sandals he told me to wear. The rhinestones on the sandals really bring everything together, though.  
The top is a little more difficult, because it has a long row of fasteners in the back, so I call in Jon to help me. He makes quick work of the hooks and nibbles on my shoulder while he’s at it, making me giggle. When I glance in the mirror, I grin at how silly I look. Ugh, what will Alec think when he sees me in this outfit?
I teeter to the front door, and Jon puts a black lace shawl around my shoulders, telling me it’ll be chilly tonight. I glance at the lace and wonder what world my husband lives in. This won’t protect me from even the slightest breeze. But it’s the thought that counts, so I kiss his cheek and tell him I’ll text him on my way home.  
When I slip into the car, I punch the house address into my phone’s GPS and pause before leaving the driveway. I’m slightly sick to my stomach from nerves, yet I know I’m excited since I’ve been wet and daydreaming about being spanked all morning. I just don’t know what to expect. But as long as Alec talks to me in a dreamy Scottish accent, then he can do whatever he wants.  
My phone says the drive is 30 minutes, but I swear I blink and I’m parked in the driveway of a sprawling one-story stucco house next to a luxury rental car. I adjust my shawl, slide my cellphone into my purse and clutch it in my hand as I do my best to strut to the door. I want to exude confidence when I meet Alec. The song “You’re the One that I Want” from the end of the movie Grease pops into my head as I walk down the narrow stone path to the front door, and it helps build me up. In this outfit, I’m totally Sandy.  
When I ring the doorbell, I’m bobbing slightly to imaginary music. Alec opens the door, and I freeze with my head bent in a weird side tilt. I straighten up, and heat floods my face. 
“Hi!”  
Fuck me and my easy-to-blush self. Alec says nothing for a moment but smiles at me with a sparkle in his eyes. The overall package he presents is quite attractive. His straight white teeth and deep smile lines around his mouth tells me he’s often happy. He’s dressed casually in jeans and a green t-shirt with no socks or shoes on. The laid-back attitude makes me wonder what he and Mr. Knight had in common in college.  
“Come in, Miranda.”
His Scottish accent is adorable, and his simple greeting thrills me. Oh, this is going to be a ton of fun tonight. I could close my eyes and listen to this guy all night, and the tingle in my core ramps up to a nice sizzle.  
He steps aside and I walk into a massive earth-tone tiled foyer. I’ve never been in a house this nice. I want to poke my nose everywhere just to see how the other half lives, but something long and furry laid out on a console table against the wall to my left catches my eye. Uh, what the fuck is that? I take a step closer and realize there are several things laid out, including a bottle of lube.  
I freeze, and my brain blips out as I focus in on dark blue and silver cat ears. The other items on the table color match and include a decorative collar with a blue gem and a tiny bell, a leash, a leather cuff that might attach to an ankle or a wrist, and a long tail that ends in a butt plug.  
Holy fuck. My mouth drops open, and my eyes widen as I turn my head towards Alec. He’s watching my reaction with that sparkle in his eyes.
“I heard you like being called Kitten. Want to have some fun tonight?”
The room tilts on its axis, and a static humming noise overwhelms me. I glance at the tail, and the shiny silver end of the butt plug reflects the lights from above, as if it’s winking at me. All my nerve endings come alive, and a pang of longing zips through my core.  
“Yes.” I breathe out the word with more longing than I intended to portray. Whatever the fuck this is, I’m down with trying it.
Alec laughs, which comes out more like a giggle, and I’m curious how this guy is going to be dominant. He seems way too jolly to be demanding, but something about him is affecting me in ways I didn’t expect. The buzzing in my head isn’t clearing, and I have an overwhelming need to do whatever he wants. 
“Kitten, strip and let me help you into your gear.”
Uh, okay. Guess we’re doing it here in the foyer. I squat awkwardly and unbuckle my sandals, stepping out of them and pushing them against the wall. Alec takes my shawl and folds it before laying at the end of the table. I set my purse on top of it while Alec moves in behind me. He’s warm against my backside as he pushes my hair to the side and kisses the back of my neck. Mmm, he’s hitting all the right notes already, and I shiver.
Alec slowly pops open the fasteners of the corset top, and I hold my breath when his fingers brush my spine. When it drops away, the cool air hardens my nipples, and I want to turn around and press against him to feel the contrast of his shirt against my breasts. As I shimmy out of the skin-tight pants, a sense of the surreal washes over me. I met this guy less than 5 minutes ago and here I am stripping naked for him. This is the new sluttiest thing I’ve ever done, and I love it.  
When I’m fully naked, he turns me around to face him and admires the view.
“Lovely.”
Under Alec’s approving gaze, a soft tingle flutters through me and boosts my self-confidence. I’m going to rock the ears and tail and be the best kitten ever! He reaches to grab a few items, and I wait patiently as he adorns me with the cat ears and adjusts them, tucking my loose wavy hair behind my ears.
I didn’t see the black eyeliner pencil on the table and wasn’t expecting him to pull it out, uncap it and attempt to draw on my face. I giggle and tilt back a little before he touches the pencil to my cheek. He cups my chin to force me to hold steady, and I try not to laugh more.
“Stand still, Kitten. You need whiskers.”
His sexy accent soothes me, and the giggles subside enough that he’s able to brush the stripes on my cheek. This feels utterly ridiculous. Also, what type of guy is into this sort of thing? I’m assuming the evening will end in sex, but the contract I signed led me to expect a very different experience tonight.
Alec swivels me around again so my back is to him and tells me to hold my hair up from my neck. He kisses along the hairline behind my ear, and I tremble. He pauses before fastening the collar.
“You okay wearing a pretty collar?”
I hesitate for a moment before answering. Why is he asking me this?
“Yes, I’m fine with it.”
When he clasps it around me, I stretch my neck in both directions to adjust to the slight restriction. It’s not too tight, but it oddly makes me feel like a pet and the butterflies buzz in my stomach again. I’m almost a puddle on the floor, and we haven’t even gotten to the sex part of tonight yet. I’m tempted to back up and rub against him to encourage him to hurry. We only have three hours together, and this dressing ritual is eating up precious time.
“Are you ready for your tail?”
Oh, the tail. Somehow in all of this, I didn’t focus on it being a butt plug. I’ve had fingers in my ass many times now, but I hadn’t progressed to toys yet.
“Uh… yes?”
My hesitancy makes me want to cringe since it goes against my plans to act like a sex goddess who has done it all. Alec laughs softly, and his hand slides up my back.
“Bend over, Kitten.”
Oh fuck, that’s hot. My penchant for being bent over things and the number of times it’s actually happened has trained me to become immediately wet whenever someone tells me to bend over. And said with a Scottish accent? Hell, yes. I’ll lean over every single surface in this house for Alec and beg for a second round when we’re done. 
He applies pressure, and I dip my upper half towards the table. I rest my elbows on the edge with my ass pushed out. I spread my legs to give him a better view. He hums his approval.
Expecting Alec to reach for the lube and tail, I jump when his fingers slide against my wet folds. I moan as he rubs circles against my clit. I lean back against his hand and wiggle my ass a little. Jesus, can we just fuck right now and forget the rest of this? I’ll forgo the kitten experience if it gets his cock inside me quicker.
He continues to work my bean for a minute. My head is spinning and tiny spikes of pleasure radiate from my core. I’m lost in sensation and cry out nonsense when he stops.
Alec chuckles and reaches for the lube and tail. He fiddles with them while I close my eyes and rest my head on my forearms. A lubed-up finger running around the opening of my asshole jolts me back to reality. Oh shit, this is really happening. He takes a moment to lube me up well, pressing a finger or two inside of me, and I’m torn between squirming from pleasure or groaning. I gasp when he replaces his finger with the cold metal of the butt plug and slowly pushes it in. The pressure and fullness as the plug settles forces a moan from my lips.
Alec tugs gently on the tail, testing to make sure it’s firmly in place, and I emit a tiny squeak of delight. Jesus, I might need to get a butt plug after this. I’ve barely had it in me for a minute and I already know sex will be amazing with this thing in. A mental picture of me on all fours with him fucking me from behind with the tail pushed up over my back thrills me. Oh yeah, slutty Miranda is 100 percent into this fantasy.
A firm slap on my ass breaks me out of my fantasy, and I yelp. “Hey!”
I’m not sure why I’m complaining. I love being spanked, and the butt plug gives it an extra spicy zing.
“Stand up, Kitten. We have one last part.”
Oooh, yeah, the leash. My pretty decorative collar can’t be used with one, so I’m uncertain what he plans to do with it. When he picks up the leather cuff from the table and attaches it to my wrist, I realize it has a metal loop for a leash hook. When he’s done clipping the leash on the loop, he takes four steps backwards and tugs on his end. I raise my hand and take a step forward instead of fighting against the pull, and he smiles at me.
“Come, Pet. Want to see what you look like?”
He gives a tug and I blurt out, “Yes— ” but stop cold. How do I address him? When I don’t obey the tug, he pauses and stares at me with a fierce expression.
“Uh, what do I call you?”
All traces of humor have left him. He’s intense, and heat spreads through my body as I glance towards the floor, unable to meet his gaze. Where did Mr. Jolly Man go?
“You can use Alec. But if you feel like saying something else, you’re welcome to.”
Relief washes over me. Thank God he wasn’t telling me to call him “Sir.” Lately I’ve been reserving that for Mr. Knight, despite knowing it’s wrong on some level.
“Also Kitten, we’re about to begin. You said in the contract you wanted to use the stop light system for your safe words, so red and yellow, yes?”
I nod to indicate yes, but he doesn’t move.
“I need to hear you say it.”
Wanting to get started, I blurt out, “Yes, red and yellow.”
“Good girl. Ready?”
 I give him a jaunty smile to convey that everything is good.
“Okay, Alec. Lead the way.”
End of excerpt
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