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Chapter 1

“I wish Hogan and Amy could’ve come,” said Becca. 

They were walking along the edge of a trail in the Adirondacks.  After much back and forth with their best friends, Amy and Hogan had decided to stay home but offered the cabin to Becca and Mike instead.  Becca jumped at the chance to get away with her Dom, to rest, rejuvenate and reconnect.  She’d been apprehensive at first, afraid that Mike had too many projects underway to be able to get away for a long trip.  But somehow he made it work, taking advantage of a supplier delay to create a mini-vacation for him and Becca. 

They were halfway through the moderate hike that wound through a small forest, fragrant green pine needles on the dirt cushioning their steps in silence as they ascended the hill.  It was warm for a fall day, but they were sheltered from the sun by old growth pines, sugar maple and spruce, surrounding them in a living canvas of greens, golds and reds. 

“Me, too,” said Mike, “But I’m also really enjoying just being with you.” 

Smiling, he brought her hand to his lips, melting her heart a little.  Her pulse raced.  She wanted to believe it was the romance in the air but knew it was more to do with the upward climb they had embarked upon.  The trail climbed steadily, at a moderate grade that didn’t encourage conversation. 

Mike resettled their backpack, filled with snacks, water, a first aid kit and a bandana.  It felt like being in another world.  He needed this more than he’d realized, letting go of the stressors of his job, the never-ending bumps in the road.  He walked briskly, enjoying the pull on his muscles, a light sheen of sweat misting his skin.  He held on to his desire to go faster, higher, farther.  He wanted to go up and up and up, until he was exhausted, nothing but a pool of sweat and a mound of quivering muscle.  He’d go on a run tonight or tomorrow, knowing Becca could not maintain his pace.  He stopped and turned back, patiently waiting for her to catch up.

“I’m sorry I can’t go as fast as you,” she said, smiling ruefully, breathless.

“You’re fine, love.” He kissed her on the mouth.  “Better than, actually.  Come on.”

Taking her hand he slowed to a stroll, arms swinging, like children. At the top of the trail, the trees opened up, the view of the valley lay before them like a painting.  It was breathtaking, tall grasses, majestic trees, and a small lake, surrounded on all sides by the rolling hills of the lower Adirondack Mountains.  Finding a rock to sit on, they shared a sandwich and a granola bar, before starting toward the trail for the descent. 

Becca was playful, and annoying, in a way that told Mike she was unsettled.  He knew his submissive, so lovely and loving, and so scared to show him her need.  They’d been together long enough now for Mike to know most of her playbook.  Plus, as her Dom, he made it his business to know intimately the machinations of her inner life, and to take care of her.  Becca was beautiful and smart and caring, but she was also a chameleon.  Years of insecurity, loneliness and what some might even call psychological abuse, had taught her to hide her true self, her desires.  To twist and turn, contorting herself into whatever shape she thought would keep him by her.  She didn’t talk about it, and probably couldn’t name it if you asked her, but her Dom knew.  Whenever they were apart for too long, or their work schedules got too hectic, she would act out in little ways.  She wanted him close, in the way women do; wanted him there, holding the reins and asserting his authority over her as her master.

He’d seen signs of it all day, and now, at the end of the day, it emerged full force.  He called it her urge to brat, when she regressed to a psychological five-year-old or an adolescent.  The teasing and taunting, the irresponsible decisions, even whining at times.  It would have been maddening if he didn’t know the bone deep fear that triggered it.  It pained him, truthfully, seeing her spin around like a dervish, in an unconscious bid for his attention. 

He glanced at her as they hit a particularly rugged part of the path, rocks and small boulders cropping up here and there.  Gripping her elbow, he caught her when she stumbled over a protruding tree root.  Her ankle slipped from under her and, in a panic, she grabbed his waist.  Mike was solid,  immovable, his thighs like concrete from years of manual labor.   

“I got you,” said Mike. 

He held her for a moment, making sure she was stable, steady on her feet.  He didn’t want to release her.  A part of him yearned to keep her, hold her close, make her understand. 

I’m here, he thought.  I’m not going anywhere. 

His eyes fixed on hers, his gaze penetrating, voice silent, leaving so much unsaid.  He watched as she swallowed, the line of her neck, extending like a swan stretching toward the sun.  She looked away after a second, and the moment passed.  They started again, making their way, slowly to the end. 

***

They were almost at the trailhead now, cars coming into view.  She grabbed the knapsack and slipped the keys into her hands, dancing around, dangling them, like a hypnotist.

“Come and get ‘em,” she yelled, running fast, dashing to the car.

He smiled, willing to play the game for now.  He chased her, darting in between other parked cars before trapping her between his car and the hillside.  She shuffled back and forth, like a boxer, her face alight with mischief as he closed in upon her.  In a totally expected and ill-conceived last attempt to hold onto them, she dropped the keys down her shirt, sheltering them in her bra. 

He closed in on her, pressing her against a parked car, his body tight against hers.

“Did you really think that would deter me, babe?” asked Mike, nonchalantly reaching into the vee of her tee shirt, hand delving inside her bra.  “Putting them in here is like baiting a fishhook with honey.  It just makes the catch that much sweeter.” 

He gripped the keys and her bra, pulling her bra away from her body, creating a gap to drop the keys into his other hand.  With his right hand still inside, he took the time to squeeze her breast, run a thumb lightly over her nipple.  She jerked, eyes searching the parking lot for hikers.

“You’re bratting, Becca,” he said.  “You’re trying to provoke me.” 

He wasn’t angry, just focused, and he saw the truth of his words in her averted eyes, in the shift of her body, in the half-hearted, guilty, cluck of her tongue. Leaning forward, he pressed his lips to hers, gave her a shallow taste of tongue, before reaching around to unlock and open her door.  It was warm inside as he handed her in, buckling her seat-belt, before crossing to the other side.  As he pulled onto the road, he took her hand, placing it high on his thigh, feeling the heat of her fingers through his shorts.

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” said Mike.  “I know what you want.”

Becca bristled at being called out with such ease.  She sat there beside him, sulky like a four-year old, unable to articulate the myriad thoughts bubbling in her head.  As he drove down the mountain, she stared out the window, feeling unbalanced.  She was on uncertain ground.  Not knowing which way to go to find her footing, she was silent.

***

Dinner was early.  They were both a little tired from the hike.  Mike made a big salad, with French bread and chicken, which they ate in the living area of the cabin.  It was too warm for a fire, but they still enjoyed sitting in front of the hearth.  After dinner, Becca did the dishes and served him coffee and cookies, before cuddling in his arms on the sofa.  Their legs intertwined, hers resting on top of his, she caressed his ankle with her foot.

“You’ve been wanting something, Becca,” said Mike, his lips brushing her cheek.  She got goose bumps as his words caressed her ear on staccato puffs of air.  “For some reason you don’t want to ask me.  Why?”

She sighed, brushing her face against his cheek, his five o’clock shadow scratchy and rough.  Her hands crossed on top of his to stroke his forearms, the corded muscle like a living sculpture under her fingertips.

“I don’t, Mike,” said Becca.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.  I don’t…want…anything.”  She wanted him to stop talking.  She wanted him to kiss her and touch her.  She wanted him to touch her hard.

He would’ve smiled if he didn’t know how important this was for her, how much she needed to know he was there.  A hand sliding under her shirt made her nipples tighten, the other cupping between her legs. Mine, he thought, body tightening, taut like a stretched rubber band.  Desire spiraled through him, and he felt his erection press against her back.     

“It’s okay to ask for what you need, sweetheart,” said Mike.  “I know you need it.  I know how much you want it.  Ask me.” 

Easy for him, she thought.  Her head fell back against his shoulder as she sighed.  She took the hand between her legs and pressed him closer, wanting more friction against her pussy. 

“No,” he said, firmly.  It was a serious misstep, she quickly realized.  She should’ve known better.  Her Master would not be lead.  He sat up, hands on her waist, guiding her from the sofa to the floor.  She blinked up at him, on her knees, disturbed at being separated. 

“You can’t hide from me, Becca,” said Mike.  “And you won’t distract me with your gorgeous body.” 

She looked at her master, eyes shifting.  She wanted to go away, to stamp her feet.  She wanted him to play the game.  His hard gaze held her in place.  She felt like an insect pinned on the board.  Leaning down, he nipped at her, biting little kisses on her full, pink lips that captured her attention, focusing her on her Master.  She opened to him then, mouth wide, like a baby bird waiting to be fed, anxious to receive his tongue.  He played with her, made her wait for it, leaving no doubt he was the one in charge. 

Reaching down, he grasped the hem of her shirt and in one swift motion lifted it up and over her head.  She was bared to him now, kneeling at his feet in her bra and shorts.  The energy shifted.  What little control she thought she had wafted away like a wisp of smoke, if it had ever been there in the first place. 

“Look at me,” said Mike, two fingers under her chin.  He maintained eye contact as he watched her process, the emotions running through her like water.  She frowned, gave a small whimper, and lay her head on his bare thighs, succumbing to the dominance of her Master.  She breathed in his scent, letting his musk surround her, grounded by his acceptance of her surrender.  She wanted to lose herself in him, in his fingers stroking her spine, his palms squeezing her buttocks, his lips nuzzling the back of her neck. 

“I want it, Master,” she whispered. 

Progress, thought Mike.

“What do you want, Becca?  Ask me for it,” said Mike.  “Trust me to give you what you need.”

Leaning over, his fingertips trailed over her spine, dancing down her back, mesmerized by the tiny undulations from the sensitive muscles.  He tickled her cleft, feather light touches that had made her gasp.  He loved her like this, all needy and wanting.  He patted her bottom in a much too gentle imitation of what she really wanted.  

“Will you…I want you to…” She clucked with the effort to speak the words, and then, “Will you please spank me, Master?”

It was a quiet plea she made, her words muffled between his thighs, and she huddled closer, a part of her wanting to disappear.  He’d never made her ask before.  She cringed, feeling vulnerable and exposed.  She still had so much shame for this part of her, this part that needed his regulation.   

“Good girl,” said Mike, voice low.  He continued stroking her back, the delicate lines of her vertebrae calling to him.  “How should I spank you, Becca?  Do you want a soft spanking?”

Grudgingly, she shook her head, knowing he would demand an answer.

“No,” she said, truthfully.  “No.”

“Then how?” he asked.  “Tell me.”

“Mmmph.”  She groaned with frustration.   “Hard, please, Master.  I need it.”

His stomach rolled, arousal shot to his groin like an arrow, his cock lengthening in his shorts.  He raised her head, taking her in a slow as molasses kiss that made clear how her words affected him.  Her passion ratcheted up a notch and she met him stroke for stroke, with diving tongue and clashing teeth.  He placed her hand upon him, his cock like a hot poker, stiff and ready in his shorts.  She used both hands then, greedy for him, fingers working blindly on his zipper.  He popped out at full mast and she dropped, holding his shaft with her hands while she lapped at his mushroom cap.  He flinched at her touch, sucking air through his teeth, his lip curling at the sensation.

“Atta girl,” said Mike, breathing deeply. “Christ.”

He looked down startled to see his hand, braced to her scalp like a steel clamp.  He thrust forward before pulling back through sheer force of will, his mind in full combat with his cock.  Her throat.  He ached to feel the clutch of that sweet, narrow passage surround him. 

A full ten seconds passed before he was able to move with any sense of reason.  He pushed slowly and was rewarded, her mouth opening wide to let him in.  Becca was a cock-sucking guru.  Her mouth was a gift, swallowing him with skill and dexterity.  He kept her on him, nose in his pubic hair, and watched as she wretched, her tongue trying to lap at his balls. 

She looked beautiful, mouth filled with his thick cock, her eyes wide in well-trained submission.        “Take more, Becca,” said Mike, nostrils flaring.  His voice was hard-edged and tight. “Open your throat.”

Her eyes rolled up, captivating him with a thrilling combination of fear and determination.  He gazed at her, mouth firm, jaw set, as he waited. 

“Shall I help you?” he asked, eyes meeting hers.  She tensed in genuine alarm.  Closing her eyes, she gave a tiny shake to her head. 

“Open,” said Mike.  “I want you to eat it.  Eat the whole thing, Becca, down to the root.”

From beneath lowered lashes he watched as she labored, head edging forward in tiny increments.  Excitement coursed through him at her obedience. Her small hands gripping his thighs, lips stretched wide, miraculously, her neck extended and his cock slid past her boundary.  Her throat was like velvet, warm, wet and welcoming.  She was the picture of perfect submission, face contorted, jaw elongated, her throat clicking as she swallowed him.  All for her Master’s pleasure.  

He longed to make it last but that was a pipe dream.  His senses were going into overload.  The sound of her chokes, the clutch of her throat, all conspired to wreak havoc on his stamina.  His head turned to the side, mouth agape, as he heard her gag hard on a deep thrust. 

“Good girl,” said Mike, praising her, pleased with the depth of her strokes.  “Again.”

She pulled back, took a deep breath, and braced herself to do it once more.  Long, thick flesh penetrated her throat, he pushed her to the limit and beyond.  He cussed, feeling that tingle at the base of his spine, the telltale tightening of his testicles.  Grasping her head, going all in, his come burst out like a rocket. 

She suckled, swallowing repeatedly, but his abundance of come trickled from between her lips to drip down his shaft.  In a panic she lunged forward anxiously licking and slurping, knowing she was to swallow every drop.  She’d been disciplined before for spilling. 

“Good girl,” he murmured, reassuring her.  “It’s okay.  Keep swallowing. You can do it.”

He let her slide a few inches, resettling, before holding her steady while he thrust home again.  Up and down he worked her, guiding her head, her lips locked to his cock, she wouldn’t release without permission.  He lay back, relaxed now, watching with satisfaction as she used her tongue to clean him, licking his shaft, lapping his testicles, making sure she tasted every crinkle and crevice.  She was panting, still catching her breath, when he released her with a few quiet words.  She gave him little kisses, little gifts of worship, in his nest, on his cock and belly.  Climbing onto the couch, she held his shaft between her lips, her head resting on his waist.  She nursed from him like a baby with a pacifier, softly sucking knowing he’d be sensitive.  She lay there, his hand stroking the silken strands of her hair, as she stared at the night sky and saw her dreams in the constellations.

***

It was raining the next morning.  Mike stood in the kitchen making coffee.  He was shirtless in drawstring pants and bare feet, as he leaned against the countertop.  There would be no hiking today, he thought.  Time for indoor games. 

He warmed a croissant, adding jam, butter and fresh peaches, and brought it to Becca in bed.  Setting the tray on the table, he knelt by the bedside, fingers caressing her ear.  Her eyes opened and she smiled at the sight of him.  She looked adorable, still warm and tussled with sleep.  He gave her a peck, and picked up the tray as she sat up to enjoy breakfast in bed.

The weekend was turning out to be even better than she imagined.  She was catching up on her rest and she could practically see the stress melting off her Dom.  He looked refreshed and relaxed, their night together still fresh in her mind.

“Is that rain, I hear?” asked Becca, ripping into the croissant with gusto.

“Yep,” said Mike, “Looks like no hiking today.  At least not any time soon.”

She murmured in disappointment, her mouth full of flaky buttery goodness.  Starting in on the peaches, she glanced at him, wondering, hoping he wouldn’t make her ask again.  She knew he hadn’t forgotten.  It sat between them like an unopened box.  His eyes met hers, assessing, and she lowered her gaze, suddenly fascinated with the bedspread.

“We’ll find other things to occupy our time,” he said, stepping up close to her.  He ran his fingers through her hair, massaging her scalp, her face pressed against his chest.  “Enjoy your breakfast, love.  And when you’re ready, come into the other bedroom.”

She winced, reluctantly nodding her head as he pulled away, exiting.  Her stomach roiled, as she pushed her tray back, breakfast now off the table.  She’d asked him for it, it was true.  But the truth was often hard.  Her Dom rarely went easy.  Sighing, she stood, and headed for the bathroom to freshen up.  Making him wait wasn’t a good idea either.  She took a quick shower, brushed her teeth, washed her face and was out in just a few minutes.  Grabbing a long tee shirt from the closet, she stopped in the doorway, leaning against the old wood frame.  Her shoulders shook as a few tears escaped to slide down her cheek.  She was overcome, dread and anticipation playing equal havoc with her emotional state.

It was there that he found her, standing in the doorway, arms by her side.  Her hands were clenched into fists.  He looked at her, a question looming in his eyes.  She took a deep breath and nodded.  He didn’t hold her, didn’t kiss her, just took her by the hand and walked with her to the second bedroom.  Now was not the time for comfort.  He would be firm and uncompromising in his demands.

Looking around, her eyes came to rest on a high-backed bench that sat at the foot of the bed.  She didn’t have to ask to know that was where he wanted her.  It was the perfect height to spank a naughty bottom that was waiting to be chastised.  Stepping toward the bench, she gasped at the sight of a two-tailed leather tawse, laying on the cushion.  She was queasy at the thought of it in Mike’s skilled hands, and yet a part of her craved his harshness, knowing it would quiet her mind. 

After the craziness of the last few weeks, the stress of her job, the uncertainty of their schedules, she wanted to think of nothing and no one, except her Master.  And, as hard as it was for her to admit, she wanted to feel the sharp, hard strokes of a belt or a paddle against her skin and cry with the knowledge that she was his. 

Without being told she bent over the bench, arms reaching over the slats to grasp the legs.  Mike swallowed, noting the lack of underclothing, as the pouch of her pussy emerged, framed between her thighs.  Standing close to her, he pushed her shirt high up her back, wanting her fully exposed. 

“Spread your legs, Becca,” said Mike.  “I want to see all of you.”  His voice was low, laced with desire and a hard edge.  He felt himself falling, diving into that space where light shined on his darkest pleasures.  It was her ass that did it.  That pretty, heart-shaped bottom, her small, soft pussy and that sweet, tiny pucker, peeking at him from the darkness between her cheeks.  He wanted to fuck her, to drown in the sweetness between her thighs, but first he wanted to mark her.

She felt the cool air waft between her legs as her cheeks gently parted to better show him her hole.  He was drawn to it like a magnet, dropping to his knees to lick and suck between her cheeks.  She was delicious and he reveled in the taste of her.  He gripped her hips as she faltered, swaying under his relentless ministrations.  She couldn’t think, couldn’t speak, could only feel, his warm, wet tongue sliding in and out of her, pushing past her boundaries, threatening to drive her insane.  She ranted, chanting utter nonsense as he tickled her now, just the tip of his tongue fluttering along her sweet spot.  She thrust backwards, shameless, begging for more.  Having brought her up, he now brought her down, stroking her legs, placing the gentlest of kisses between her cheeks and along her thighs.  She sighed as he stood up, hand stroking her bottom and between her pussy lips for a brief moment.

“It’s time, Becca,” said Mike.  And with no other warning, she felt the slap of his hand against her buttocks.  It had begun.  Becca breathed a sigh of relief.  It was short-lived though, her appeasement, as her Master worked at a steady clip.  Fast and hard, he spanked her, her ass beginning to burn with each swat.  Down her thighs, and up again, the sound of each smack crackling through the air. 

“Bend all the way over,” said Mike, lip curling as he watched the wobbles and jiggles of her ass.  Her legs churned, making her bottom gyrate in front of him in an erotic dance that had him throbbing in his pants.

“Warm up’s almost over, sweetheart,” he said.  “Just a few more to get you ready for the strap.”  He smacked her bottom with renewed strength now, vigorously walloping her ass and thighs in a flurry of strokes.  She took it quietly, only a few tears wetting her face.  Finished, his hand rubbed her bottom, fingers delving between her lips, searching for the moisture he knew would be there.

Reaching into his pants, Mike released his hard cock, letting it poke through the fly, in an obscene display of virility.  If the scene got any hotter, he feared he might stop in the middle, to fuck her right then and there.  He reached around her, his erection rubbing against her thigh as he retrieved the strap.

“Time for the tawse, now, Becca,” said Mike.  “Don’t tense.  Relax your cheeks, baby.  Soften up.” 

He stroked up and down her thighs with the stiff leather.  The tawse was an implement typically reserved for major infractions.  Wielded like a strap but with more of a bite, it would leave marks and welts on the recipient. 

She moaned at the first lick.  With nary a second in between, a second followed the first.  It didn’t require any particular skill, the tawse.  He just lay into her, smacking her rump, with careful precision.  She shed real tears now at each bite of the strap.  She felt her Master’s hand at rest on her lower back, an intimate reminder of her willing submission.  It was getting harder to stay still of her own volition, her legs kicking out periodically.

“Stop fidgeting, Becca,” said Mike.  “Hold your position.”

His strokes were slower now, waiting for her to obey.  She had no words, only sensation, the pain from her discipline was intense.  She jerked and pulled, her legs shaking as each slow stroke branded her bottom like a hot iron. 

“Alright,” said Mike, pausing.  “Since you can’t seem to obey my request...up on the bed, on your back, legs in the air.”

She stood up carefully, her body slow to respond, and was shocked when he gave her a few licks, encouraging her to move faster.  She flew onto the bed, her knees pulled right back toward her chest. 

“That’s better,” said Mike.  “I’m going to finish you hard now, sweetheart.”

Stepping up, he placed one hand in the bend of her knees, pressing them to her chest, lifting her, ass high in the air.  He strapped her hard.  The effect was immediate.  Her crying turned to sobs, copious tears streaming down her face.  He was relentless here, knowing this was the release she needed; the release she’d been reluctant to ask for.  He focused on her bottom, only strapping her thighs occasionally, knowing the bite of the tawse could be severe.   His arm swept back and forth, lashing her again and again, the sound of her weeping echoing in the room.  Another fifteen strokes and he was done.  Laying the strap down, he turned her on her stomach and sat next to her on the bed.  He comforted her as she choked her way through her sobs, stroking her neck, her shoulders and back.  

“You’re okay, sweetheart.  You’re alright.”

It took some time for her to settle, the well of her tears slowly dying, occasional gasps still bursting from deep in her lungs.  At some point she’d made her way into his arms, sheltering like a new born.  He cradled her, rocked her, murmuring sweet words of nothing meant to soothe her soul. 

She felt clean and pure, like a blank slate.  Her mind delightfully free of the noise, the guilt, that was her constant companion.  Her buttocks throbbed, feeling swollen and warm.  She knew there’d likely be some bruising tomorrow.  Inside she felt liberated, vibrant even.  Her arms wound around his neck, her face pressed into his chest, she kissed the fragile dip at the base of his throat.  Pulling back, she looked at him, with eyes that were clear for the first time in days and it made his heart sing to be the one who provided her with peace.

“Thank you,” she said, shyly, a small sniff following her words.

“You’re very welcome, sweetheart,” said Mike, smiling.  “My love, my submissive, my sweet woman.”


Chapter 2

“Hey, Kit Kat, what’s up?” asked Ryan.  He was on the phone with his little sister, Katie. 

“Hello, Ryan,” said Katie, who at 13, was quite the young lady.  “You know, I’m getting too old for these childish nicknames.  You’re going to have to start calling me ‘Kate’ soon.  I am thirteen.”

“Aww, Katie Bug, but I love your nicknames.  I can’t call you Kate.  What about Katie Lady, Katie Bell, Kit Kat?”  He ran through all the names he’d given her over the years.  “You know you love it.”

“I don’t love it.  I like Kate.  That’s my name.”

“Your name,” said Ryan “is Kathryn.  And we call you Katie.  Except for me.  I call you Cutie Katie.”  That one he made up on the spot.

“Uggghhh!!” said Katie, in exasperation.  “You’re making me crazy!”

He covered the phone to hide his laugh.  Ryan got a lot of pleasure from making his sister crazy. 

He reclined on the twin bed in his shared dorm room at Ellery Christian College.  It was Sunday, the day he made sure to call home.  Ellery was only about two hours away in eastern Pennsylvania, closer than Xavier, the military high school he’d attended, but still he didn’t make it home that often.

“Did you all go to church today?” asked Ryan.

“Yep.  Momma and daddy are still there, I think.  I caught a ride home with Ginny.”

Katie and Ginny had been BFFs forever. 

His door cracked open and Ryan looked up to see Betsy peek her head around the corner before coming in.  She looked delectable in black leggings with high boots and a long-sleeved aqua colored jersey.  She was attractive in that girl-next-door kind of way some girls had.  With short, blond hair and light brown eyes, she reminded Ryan of a fairy. 

“Are you decent?” she asked.  “Oh! I didn’t know you were on the phone.  Sorry.”  She dropped her voice to a whisper.

Smiling, he motioned her over to the bed.  Kicking off her boots, Betsy sprawled on top of him, giving him a peck on the lips.  He wrapped his arms around her, cradling her head under his chin.  She smelled like candy and apples. 

“I don’t know what time they’re coming home,” said Katie, oblivious to Ryan’s wandering attention.  “What’s going on?”

“Nothing,” said Ryan.  “I was just calling to let momma know Betsy and I will be there for dinner tonight.  We should get there this afternoon.” 

“Aww,” said Katie.  “I won’t be here.  I have rehearsal until 9 o’clock.”

He ran his hands underneath Betsy’s shirt, rubbing her back, while she gave little kisses to his chest.  He could feel his dick start to grow and knew it was time to get off the phone.

“That’s alright,” said Ryan.  “We’ll catch you next time.  Hey, Katie Bug, Betsy just walked in so I’m going to have to go.”

“Oh!  I want to talk to Betsy,” said Katie.  “Put her on, pleeeaaaaase!”

Stifling a curse, he adjusted himself and handed the phone to Betsy. 

They had only met once but Katie adored Betsy.  Sometimes Ryan thought Katie must have really wanted a big sister.  Betsy was studying education, had two younger siblings and always seemed to know exactly what to say.  She had never-ending patience and a great sense of humor and treated Katie like a little sister. 

Standing up, he halfway listened to their conversation, unclear as to who or what a Pandora was, but it sounded like Katie wanted one.  Sitting down at his desk, he decided he may as well catch up on his assignments.  Knowing Katie…this might be awhile.

***

Calculus would be the death of him.  Headphones on, he read through the same chapter for the third time, trying to make heads or tails of the exercises.  The formulas looked like a foreign language but he took comfort in the fact that at his last lecture Professor Donner had said not to worry, Calculus was like a foreign language.  Ryan wasn’t very interested in school, never having been very academically inclined.  But he was inclined to play baseball and that meant keeping a decent grade point average.  He also simply did not want to go through the hassle of getting bad grades.  It meant dealing with his parents, his advisor, jeopardizing his financial aid, even going on academic probation.  And most important, no baseball. It was just easier to put in the time.  Like everything, he thought, it required hard work.

Betsy would be able to help him with the Calc.  That is, if she ever got off the phone.  She wasn’t a math whiz or anything, but she’d already taken Calculus and had been helping him study since classes started a few weeks ago.  He didn’t know how but somehow that girl managed to maintain a 4.0 gpa.  It was impressive.  

They’d met last year, his freshman year, in English Lit.  He noticed her right away.  She was friendly, smart and confident.  Being pretty didn’t hurt.  He inserted himself into the group going for coffee after class, one day, with the sole purpose of getting to know her better.  Over two cups of tea, they learned they were both from the east coast, both conflicted when it came to religion and were both hikers.  He asked her to go hiking the very next weekend and their relationship grew from there. 

The more Ryan got to know Betsy, the more he wanted to get to know Betsy.  It was more than just physical, though there was that, too.  It was her energy, her spirit.  He’d never met someone who was so secure in who she was.  And yet there was something deeper, some small seed buried in the core of her, that cried out for someone to take the lead, to hold the reins and chart the course.  Ryan could be insecure about some things, his grades, his place on the team, even his friends.  But he was not insecure about his need to lead.  For all her confidence and self-assurance, there was a little girl part of her that craved his authority, his setting boundaries and enforcing limits.  In that way, Betsy was perfect for him.  He needed to do it and she needed it to be done.  And together, they just seemed to work.

***

She was finally off the phone.  Turning toward her, he gave her the ‘it’s about time’ look, and tapped his wrist, though he didn’t wear one.

“Your sister is so sweet,” said Betsy, making room for him on the bed. “She sure can talk.”

He flopped on the mattress, head landing on her belly. 

“Don’t let her talk your ear off,” he said.  “Don’t feel obligated, Betsy.”  He loved his sister, but truth be told, she could be a pain sometimes.

“Don’t worry.  I like talking to her.” She ran her fingers through his hair, massaging his scalp.

He moaned, loving the touch of her.  Betsy’s massages were a little piece of heaven.  Turning, he buried his face between her legs, shaking his head like a dog with a bone, titillating her through the black lycra. 

She gasped, legs spreading to wrap around him.  He grasped the waistband of her leggings and panties and tugged them down, baring her to him.

“What’s this?” he asked, grimacing with distaste.  He ran his fingers through the coarse hair, petting her.  “I thought we agreed you were going to take care of this, Bets.”

He looked up at her, face creased in disapproval.  They’d had this discussion multiple times.  Ryan preferred Betsy keep herself smooth and bare and they’d agreed she would either handle it herself or go to a professional.  But each time he saw her she had some excuse as to why she hadn’t followed the agreement.  At first he had been patient, knowing this was a change for her.  He understood she might need time to adjust to his requirements.  But as the days turned into months and she ran out of excuses he moved from patience to annoyance. Now, he was no longer annoyed.  He was through.

“I am going to, Ryan,” said Betsy.  She swallowed. 

He looked at her, considering.  He knew she was nervous.  She’d stated as much to him previously.  He also knew she didn’t think shaving was the best idea because she was afraid it would lead to ingrown hairs or infections but he’d already explained there were ways to address that.  Picking up his phone, he swiped through his contacts until he reached the one he was looking for.

“Irina?” asked Ryan.  “It’s Ryan.”

Betsy listened as he spoke with the person on the other line.  Irina.  It sounded like they knew each other from the way they were talking.  She bit her thumb in nervousness, as she heard him make an appointment for just an hour from now.  It wasn’t that she didn’t want to make Ryan happy.  It was just incredibly embarrassing to her to think of someone doing that to her...there.  It seemed so private and intimate.  And he was right.  She didn’t want to shave because she had heard of all kinds of problems like ingrown hair and pimples.  She sighed.  It sounded like it was a done deal.  Apparently she had an appointment with Irina.

Hanging up the phone, he turned to her with a smile. 

“Perfect,” he said.  “She has an appointment open in an hour.  You still have time to go back to your place and pick up whatever clothes you want to wear to my parents.  Then we’ll head over to Irina’s and leave for my parent’s house straight from there.”

Her leggings were still down and as he spoke he examined her with a frown, pulling and tugging on the long, rough hairs.

“Ryan,” said Betsy, hedging. “Maybe we should reschedule for another day.  I wouldn’t want to be late to your parent’s house.”

“We won’t be late,” he said, sitting up.  “And soon this messy brown bush will all be gone and you’ll be smooth and pretty for me.”

“But Ryan, you said – ”

“I’m not discussing this anymore, Betsy,” said Ryan.  “You had plenty of time to take care of it and you didn’t.  You’ll be seeing Irina.  End of discussion.”

He was finished listening to her half-assed excuses. 

“Now go back to your place and get your stuff.”

She shuffled off the bed, unhappily.  Picking up her bag, she marched to the door with the enthusiasm of someone going to get their wisdom teeth removed. 

“Don’t dally,” said Ryan.  “I want you back here in 30 minutes.  You understand me?”

“Yes.”  She sounded for all the world like a sulky third grader.

“‘Yes’ what?” asked Ryan, hauling her back toward him by the waist of her leggings.  He gave her a few pops on her rear.  She jumped, her hand flying back to rub her bottom, her attention now focused on her HOH.

“Yes, sir.”

He nodded.  Dismissing her, he went to change into chinos and a polo, in preparation for dinner with his parents.

***

They arrived at a small strip mall on the outskirts of the next town.  Betsy had been quiet on the drive over.  She only had one question which was how he happened to know a Russian esthetician named Irina.  He explained that one of his previous girlfriends, Jenna, was an avid waxer and had visited Irina regularly.  She and her girlfriends would regularly go for “days of beauty” as they called it, to have all types of things done that Ryan didn’t really understand.  He was, however, the happy beneficiary of Jenna’s preference for smooth skin.  He’d spent many afternoons, picking up Jenna from Irina’s shop and had gotten to know her fairly well. 

Now in her early thirties, Irina had emigrated from Russia as a teenager.  She’d married young to an older gentleman who practiced domestic discipline and went to the same church as Ryan’s parents.  Ryan had known for years that Irina was Taken in Hand.  And he suspected that she knew he was the leader in his relationships.

As they entered the shop, Betsy was surprised to see that there were no other patrons or even staff members in the establishment. 

“Irina is usually closed today, seeing how it’s Sunday,” he said.  “But I told her you were a little nervous and might prefer the extra privacy and she agreed to come in.  She only lives about a block away so before you get all ‘Oh, she shouldn’t have done that,’ it probably took her one minute to get here.”  He laughed, taking Betsy’s hand. 

He seemed so happy she couldn’t help but smile back at him even though she had major butterflies in her tummy.  Just as they were about to sit down, Irina came out front to greet them.  Betsy wasn’t sure what she had been expecting but Irina was younger, in her thirties at most, and pretty in a plain Jane sort of way.  She was thin as a rail and had on a uniform of white pants and a short-sleeved white button down top.  Her name tag read “Irina M.”  Coming forward she hugged Ryan warmly and then shook Betsy’s hand.

“Okay!” she said with an accent.  “We get started right away, right away.  Come with me.  Come this way.”

Betsy felt Ryan’s hand at the small of her back, guiding her forward.  The room wasn’t so bad.  It was pretty, even, with pictures of pastoral landscapes on the wall and silk flowers in vases around the room.  Betsy tried to ignore the equipment, focusing instead on a beautiful wooden armoire decorated in a southwestern style with terra cotta and aqua colored designs on the front doors.   Reaching into the wardrobe, Irina pulled out a paper blanket. 

“Okay.  Take off your pants and we get started.  You can use this for cover, so you keep your modesty.”

Betsy looked at Ryan, pleading with her eyes.  Ignoring her silent entreaty, he gave her a bear hug and turned to Irina.

“I think this is my cue to exit,” he said with a smile.  “I’ll leave you ladies to it.”

“Go! Go!” said Irina.  “And when you come back, we have her all tidied up.”

She turned to Betsy.

“You get the bikini, right?”

“No,” said Ryan, turning back to face them.  Betsy’s face was flaming crimson.  “She’s getting a Brazilian,” he said, “Like Jenna.” 

He hated to mention Jenna in front of Betsy but he wanted to be sure Irina understood his wishes.  She smiled at him, eyes twinkling.

“Oh, you,” she said, with a laugh.  “I forgot, you want all gone.  Like baby’s bottom.  Okay, okay.  We do the Brazilian.”

He kissed Betsy on the forehead.

“You’ll do great, baby.  I’m going to pick up some flowers for my mom and I’ll be back in a little while.  Okay?”

“Okay, Ryan.” She looked so frightened, he kissed her again.  Giving her a wink, he left.

Smacking her hands together, Irina faced Betsy.

“Okay,” she said, “The man is gone so now we get started.  You take your pants off and climb on table.  I leave you special panties if you want but since you get Brazilian it be much easier if you take off.  Is up to you.  I be back in a few minutes.  You crack the door when you ready, okay?”

Left by herself, Betsy undressed, taking off her leggings.  In a moment of bravery she removed her panties, too.  It wasn’t that Betsy was a prude by any means.  Ryan had all kinds of bedroom preferences that she tried hard to satisfy.  But it was still really hard for her to let a stranger see her in this way.

She consoled herself, telling herself that this was just one more way to make her boyfriend happy.  She smiled to herself, thinking of how pleased he would be.  And in the end, that was the most important thing.  Betsy had long ago admitted that she hoped to find the man of her dreams who would marry her so she could be a good, submissive wife.  She and Ryan had been dating for about a year and if she were completely honest, she had fantasies of a marriage proposal.  Ryan was everything she wanted in a potential husband and father for her children.  Maybe it was from attending a military high school, but he had amazing discipline and self-control.  He would be a wonderful father.  He was strong, fair, and confident.  And he wasn’t afraid to ask for help.  Betsy had been surprised when he asked her to tutor him in Calculus, he was impressed by her grades and her own self-discipline.  He asked for her opinion but he had the final word.  Betsy’s parents practiced domestic discipline and it was comforting to her to have a man take the lead.  She longed to be married, to submit to her husband’s authority and obey his will.    

She cracked open the door and climbed onto the padded folding table, draping the paper sheet over her waist.  The sound of new age music wafted through hidden speakers.  Betsy took a deep breath, relaxing onto the table.  A knock on the door, then Irina came in, chattering away.  She really was sweet, thought Betsy.  Perhaps a little overenthusiastic but better to be a little too cheerful than a little too sullen. 

She startled, as she heard a snap, and looked over to see Irina putting on rubber gloves.

“Okay,” said Irina, moving the blanket up higher on her tummy. “We spread your legs a little and let’s see what we have here.”  Betsy was tense and self-conscious.  “You relax,” said Irina.  “I very good and I’ve seen everything.  Nothing shock me, okay?  Just relax.”

She felt Irina smoothing her hands over her mound, running her fingers through her pubic hair.  With her elbow, she spread Betsy’s legs wider, and grasped her pussy lips.  Pulling them this way and that, Irina examined Betsy closely. 

“You have a little chafing,” she said.  “Ryan must be very enthusiastic boy.”

She elbowed Betsy, knowingly, raising her eyebrows as though they were sharing a secret. 

“Bend your legs now, let me see.”

Obediently, Betsy bent her legs at the knee, still holding them wide.  She felt Irina’s fingers grasp both her cheeks and spread them wide.  She gasped, as a finger ran down her seam, landing on her pucker.

“Okay,” she said, “I have the picture.  Now we get started.”  She pulled out a pair of scissors ready to trim Betsy to a more manageable length.  “Don’t worry.  It hurt a little but not a lot.  You be fine.”

If only that were true, thought Betsy.  She prayed she would survive this ordeal.

***

Irina chattered the whole session.  Betsy was more at ease once she realized she was not expected to answer.  She listened to Irina’s voice, her accent, the pronunciation of her words, without really taking in the meaning.  Irina was right.  It hurt a bit, but the pain was over quickly and wasn’t anything she couldn’t handle.  She tuned her out at times, enjoying Enya on the sound system.  But feeling a finger almost reach inside her brought Betsy back to the moment. 

“It same for all women,” said Irina.  “You want keep your man happy, right?”  She looked at Betsy for confirmation.  “Your man like bare pussy, so you keep the pussy bare, right? And who knows, Ryan good boy, he may want to marry you some day.  Like my mom always say, you want to keep your man happy?  Keep your mouth shut and your legs open.  Right? Right?”  Her laugh was a loud cackle that  was infectious and Betsy found herself laughing a little, too.  Irina talked and talked and talked.  Betsy could barely keep up. 

A little more than thirty minutes had passed when she felt Irina rubbing a soothing lotion onto her skin. 

“Are you done?” asked Betsy, hopefully.

“All done,” said Irina.  “See?  Like I told you, not that bad, yes?  You want wait to get dressed until Ryan come back?  I clean up while – oh!  I speak of the devil and he come!”

After a quick knock on the door, Ryan walked in, flowers in his hand. He walked straight to Betsy and handed her the small bouquet. 

“For me?” she asked, surprised.  “I thought they were for your mom.”

“I got her some, too,” he said, smiling.  “But you were so brave today I wanted to get you something.”  He leaned down to kiss her.  “Who’s my favorite girl?” he whispered into her ear.

Still laying on the table, she held the flowers to her face to breathe in their fragrance. 

“They’re beautiful, Ryan.  Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, sweetheart.” Standing upright, he turned to include Irina in the conversation.  “How did everything go?  Am I going to get a good report?”

“Of course, of course you get good report.  She very good girl,” said Irina.  “She do very well.  She wait for you to come before she get dressed so you can see.  Look!  Look! Tell Irina what you think.”

Just when Betsy thought her mortification couldn’t get any greater, it seems she could reach a new level.  She saw the look in Ryan’s eyes as he stood over her, his hand lay possessively on her belly, as though he had every right to be there.  She felt intensely submissive, waiting for him to inspect her most private parts, deciding if they were to his satisfaction.

He lifted the paper sheet, up and away, leaving her naked from the waist down.  She heard his intake of breath as he viewed her, mound bare for the first time.  He ran two fingers down her mons, enjoying the softness of her bare skin.

“You’re hardly red at all,” he said softly.  “Looks good, honey.” 

She smiled, releasing a breath. 

“Spread your legs, sweetheart.  Let me see inside.” 

He lifted her leg, stretching her wide, each knee bent and falling to the side.  She was completely exposed.  He gently ran his finger along her labia, thrilled to see every fold and crevice. 

“Here,” said Irina.  “I hold her open.  Is easier that way.”

She stood on the opposite side of the table.  Reaching between Betsy’s legs she grasped her pussy lips and smoothed them back until they lay open like the petals of a flower, exposing her inner lips to show that everything was now smooth and bare. 

“Is good, yes?”

The feel of two sets of hands on her most private parts threatened to send Betsy over the edge.  She whimpered and shifted on the table. 

“Stay still, Betsy,” said Ryan, absently squeezing her tummy.

She stayed focused on her HOH’s expression, finding that it calmed her.  

Ryan licked his lips.  His mouth watered at the sight of her pink flesh.  She looked better than he’d even imagined. His penis grew erect in his pants as he reached out to stroke her lips again.

“Yes, Irina, it’s good.” said Ryan, eyes intent on Betsy’s fleshy, pink core.  “Real good.”

Irina smiled knowingly.  Young boys, she thought.  They have one track mind.

“I go clean up now.  I see – ”

At her words, Ryan’s head jerked up, eyebrows drawn.

“What about her ass?” he asked.  “I thought you were doing a Brazilian.”

“Yes.  Of course.  I did ass, too.”  Although he was younger Ryan carried himself with confidence, as though he was used to having his orders carried out.  Irina could not help but respond to the authority in his voice.  

“I show you,” said Irina.  “Lift your legs, Betsy.  Hurry up.  We don’t want to keep Ryan waiting.” 

Betsy shrieked as Irina grabbed her knees, forcibly pulling them back to her chest, opening her for his scrutiny.  Betsy felt as if she were under a microscope as her HOH leaned in for a close-up view.  Irina, helpful as always, reached in to pull her cheeks apart.  His forefinger traced the tiny lines around her anus, exposed to him like a sunburst of tight, wrinkled skin.  She was closed up tight, her little hole shrinking at the touch of his finger. 

“Open up, Betsy.  I want to make sure she didn’t miss anything.  Open up.  Let me check inside.” 

It was pure pretense at this point.  The dominant side of him was roused, revved up at flaunting her like this, enjoying her shame and embarrassment.  Her hands held her legs in a death grip. 

“Please, Ryan,” she whispered.  “Please don’t make me…please.”

“Come on, Bets,” said Ryan, tapping her hole with his finger.  It was as though she hadn’t spoken.  “We don’t have all day.  Irina’s waiting and we have to get to my parents.  I don’t want to have to come back.  Open up so I can check.”

He used one hand to cover her smaller hand with his own, helping to hold her legs back.  The other lay between her cheeks, his middle finger resting on her pucker.

“I’d hate to think you were being defiant, Betsy,” said Ryan, skimming her with his nail, skin tingling ripples of sensation that had her tightening reflexively.  “Is that what this is?  Defiance?” 

“No,” she hastened to reassure him.  “No, Ryan, I’m not, please, please don’t whip me.”

She couldn’t quite hide her panic as she recalled the last time she’d been defiant.  Ryan had taught her a long, hard lesson.  His gentle touch now belied the grim reality of his words.  Defiance would earn her harsh discipline.  Every time. 

She let out a quiet sob as he felt her relax, his finger slowly gliding inside.

“Good girl,” he whispered.  He leaned in again, face inches from her hole.  “You’re ready for me now, aren’t you, sweetheart?” 

He studied that tiny hole, his body tightening in anticipation, reveling in the snug clutch of her on his finger.  He could only imagine how she would feel wrapped around his cock.  He pulled out now to just his fingertip, pulsing it in and out, in rhythm to the throbbing of his penis.  His upper lip curled, he licked his lips, as he savored the way her skin pulled a little with each stroke.    

It was clear to both Irina and Betsy that his own native lust was driving him, now.  He appeared to Betsy like an animal, patiently watching his prey, waiting for the opportunity to pounce.  His nostrils were flared, his breath was short, he was practically baring his teeth in a thrilling display of masculine virility.

“Very nice, Irina,” said Ryan, his finger still in Betsy’s hole.  “You did a good job, like always.”

She flashed him a big smile.

“Thank you, Ryan.”

Pulling out, he spared her a brief nod.  His hand drifted down Betsy’s flank before coming to rest on her bottom. 

“You can go,” said Ryan.  He pulled her legs straight down on the table.

“Okay.  I let you get dressed.  I clean up myself and I meet you outside.  You take your time.”

Irina was a distant memory as he reached for his fly, quickly unzipping his pants.

Betsy whimpered, praying Irina would leave in time.  She breathed a sigh of relief as Irina turned, heading for the door. 

***

He was on her before the door shut.  His lips locked to hers in a kiss that took her breath away.  He knew she would be wet and ready for him, had seen the signs of her arousal during his examination.  Despite her protests he’d seen firsthand how she responded to his dominance.  And, he was learning, she had a bit of an exhibitionist side to her.  His hand stole down to her pussy, loving the smooth feel of her lips.  He swiped his fingers through her labia, unsurprised to find his fingers soaked. 

“Turn over,” his voice was low, demanding as he reached inside his pants to release his manhood. 

“Please, Ryan, she’ll hear us.  Let’s wait –”

She didn’t get to finish.  Catching her in one hand he simply turned her with the other, manhandling her into his desired position with quick efficiency.  Dropping his pants, he climbed onto the table, encasing her legs between his.  He straddled her, his legs bearing the burden of his bulk.  Bracing herself on her elbows, she rose a few inches in an effort to dislodge him.  It was an exercise in futility.  He would not be moved.  Parting her cheeks, he leered at her little hole once again. 

“Soon, Betsy,” said Ryan, scraping at her.  “Soon, I’m going to take you here. But for right now…”

She heard him growl as his thick member pushed between her pussy lips.  Ryan was not overly long but he had girth.  Betsy loved to feel her pussy stretch to embrace him.  Her mouth opened in a silent scream of pleasure as she felt his cock breach her.  Dear God in Heaven, there was nothing like it.

He rose up, kneeling, his arms bracing her on either side.  His lips soft against her neck like the kiss of a feather.  His thrusts were short, steady; shallow pushes that seemed designed to drive her insane.  She whimpered with need, meekly taking what he gave her while her body cried out for more.  Her back tensed, her body jerking as the massage table began to shake, loudly creaking in time with his strokes.

“Ryan, she’ll hear us.  Please,” she begged him, to finish quickly or to stop was unclear.  It made no difference.  He wanted her and he would have her, right now.

He stretched forward, covering her, the screechy table not even a blip on his radar.  He would not be denied the pleasure of her body.  She tried to rise again, as much as he would allow, hoping to find a quieter position.    

“Stop it,” said Ryan, his words clipped with annoyance.  “Stay still and take it.”

His hips dropped, thrusting a little deeper, his testicles flapping against her bum.  His hand traveled downward, tracing the curve of her belly.  He shivered as he encountered her mound, fingers sliding through her smooth lips.  He stayed there, indulging in the sensation of her slick, wet pussy lips before his fingers latched onto her clit, rolling the tough little bundle of nerves like a marble.

She went ballistic, her little legs churning, body squirming, needy little grunts echoing from her lips.  Hands clenched the sides of the table, head pressed flat on the bench, as she impatiently sought her climax.  She was two steps from begging.  The words trapped between her lips.  Each time was like this, him teaching her that her pleasure was his to control. 

“Hands down, Betsy,” said Ryan, wanting to see her stretched out beneath him.  He pulled out, waiting for her to do as he said.  At the loss of him, she scrambled, hastening to obey him, she tucked her hands beneath her.  It wasn’t pretty or graceful.  Just desperate.  Her mind and body consumed by the gift between his legs.  He listened to her try to be quiet; timid, little cries wrung from her as he worked her body into a frenzy.  He knew what she needed, would bring her there quickly.  One hand on the table, a thumb on her clit, his muscles rippling as he rode her like a wild filly he had to tame. 

This fuck was phenomenal.  Her needy little cries that she tried to suppress, afraid Irina would hear them, the grind of the table, the warm, wet squelch of her cunt, all combined in an erotic symphony that ratcheted up his arousal tenfold.  And her pussy.  That tight little pussy, silky smooth, rubbing up against him for the very first time.  Her lips felt incredible, sublime even.  He closed his eyes, letting his masculine lust take over.  God, she was wet.  It was like he was drowning in her, her creamy nectar flowing like a river. 

The beat of the massage table picked up speed in time to his thrusts.  His cock was ready to explode.  He could feel Betsy, on the verge now as well.  She screamed low in her throat, as she crossed the summit, small spasms rolling her body underneath him, her gorgeous ass rubbing against him.  It was enough to drive him over, and he hammered her double time, his come flooding her as he pounded out those last strokes. 

He lay down, half on top of her, half on her side, panting in recovery, supremely satisfied.  He smiled seeing that look on her face, like he was her knight in shining armor.  Somehow she maneuvered herself on top of him, her body flushed and warm.  Wrapping his arms around her, he savored the softness of her, as she trembled against him. 

“I love making love to you, Betsy,” said Ryan, kissing the top of her head.  “But it’s nice to just slut fuck you once in a while, too.”

He brushed her lips with his finger, his eyes squeezing shut when she suckled him.  He held her a bit longer, knowing her feminine need to be close, before rising to head for the cupboard.  Taking a towel from the shelf he used it to mop his penis. 

“Honey,” said Betsy, watching him with half-closed eyes, she was absolutely languid.  “Can you get me a towel, too?  I want to clean up.”

“Not today, Betsy,” said Ryan, shaking his head.  “I want you sloppy.  You can put your panties back on or you can go bare.  But no clean up today.”  He stood at the sink, guzzling water.  “You don’t want to leak through your skirt, though.  It might embarrass you in front of my parents.  Your choice.  I’ll leave it up to you.”  He held her panties in his hand.

She glared at him from the massage table, he could see a little fire in her eyes.  Leaking was the least of her concerns.  She wouldn’t have to worry about leaking, his parents would smell it on her, for sure.

“I’ll take the panties,” said Betsy, through gritted teeth.

Coming back to the table, he took an ankle in each hand, spreading her open to see his cum mark.

“You know better than that.  What do you say?”  He was pushing her now, riling her up purely for fun.

“Please may I have my panties?”

“Yes. You may,” he said, handing them to her in a little bunch.

“You know,” said Betsy, sitting up.  “You’re not easy.”

He chuckled, leaning down to kiss her.

“You wouldn’t want me any other way.”

Standing up, she slid her panties onto her messy cunt.  She could feel her juice and his semen, pooling in the gusset, clinging to her skin.  She gave him a sidelong glance, watching him get dressed, that look in his eye, like he had just conquered the universe.  She smiled to herself, secretly loving that she was the cause of his swagger.  And, truthfully, he was right.  She wouldn’t want him any other way.

***

The drive to his parent’s took a little over an hour, traffic being light on a Sunday afternoon.  Betsy was talkative, recounting the details of her visit with Irina.  Her initial fear had dissipated now that she had survived her first waxing and knew what to expect.  He laid out his expectations for her as they rounded the corner to his parent’s block.

“Now you can take care of it on your own, right?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said Betsy.  “Irina said I should see her every three or four weeks.  I’ll make a follow up appointment when we get back.” 

“Good girl,” said Ryan.  He pulled into the driveway of the ranch house he’d grown up in.  A ribbon of small yellow flowers lined the walkway up to the front door.  Gathering the large bouquet he’d purchased for his mother, he held the car door for Betsy and started up the side entrance.  They rarely used the front entrance in his family, preferring to enter through the kitchen.

It was quiet in the house as they walked in.  The aroma of pot roast and potatoes, Ryan’s favorite, permeated the air.  Pots and pans sat simmering on the stove, while all the fixings for salad lay on the countertop.  Ryan’s stomach grumbled at the sight of the mini feast his mom seemed to be preparing.  Setting the flowers on the counter he walked through to the dining room searching for a vase.  He stopped short at the sight of his mom, on her knees before his father in the living room.  Stepping back to respect their privacy, he paused at the sound of his father calling his name. 

“Sorry,” said Ryan.  “We didn’t mean to interrupt.  I was looking for a vase but we can come back later.”

Betsy had come up behind him, her arm wrapped around his waist.   He heard her small gasp at the sight of his momma.  Ryan’s parents practiced domestic discipline.  He’d known for quite some time, but they’d always carefully shielded their children from its harsher elements.  Ryan figured it must’ve been quite a challenge while raising two kids.  Now he was out of the house and Katie, at 13, was focused on her own burgeoning social life.  He imagined his parents finally thought they were getting their house back.  And here he and Betsy were, showing up, basically unannounced.    

Bob grasped Linda by her elbow, helping her to her feet.  She wore a simple khaki skirt with a pink blouse, tucked in at the waist.  Her shoulder length brown hair was loose around her blushing face.  Her eyes were red-rimmed, her cheeks glistening, as she listened to her HOH, his face serious, as he held her arm.   Ryan saw his mother nod several times.  Seemingly satisfied, Bob smiled and chucked her under the chin.

“Alright, honey,” said Bob, wrapping Linda in a tight hug.  “Run on upstairs.  I’ll be up in a minute to accept your apology.”

Nodding, Linda quickly headed toward the stairs, murmuring a quiet “excuse me” to Betsy and Ryan. 

“Sorry about that, Dad.  We should’ve knocked on the front door.  I’m just so used to coming in through the kitchen.”

“No need for apologies,” said Bob, happy to see them.  “Your momma and I were just discussing the importance of being respectful.”  He turned to give Betsy a big hug.  “Everyone needs a reminder sometimes, right Betsy?”

“Yes, sir,” she said, with a smile.  Bob and Linda adored Betsy and treated her like a second daughter. 

“Katie is going to be upset she missed you.  She’s at rehearsal ‘til late tonight.”

“I talked to her earlier, Mr. Richardson.  I told her I would catch up with her another time.”

Opening the china cabinet, Ryan retrieved a crystal vase for the bouquet.

“I brought these for Momma,” said Ryan.  “Maybe I should-”

“She’ll love them,” said Bob.  “Just put them in some water.  When she comes down you can show them to her.”

“I’ll do that,” said Betsy.  She picked up the vase and headed for the kitchen.

“Everything okay?” asked Ryan, once they were alone.  He sat at the dining table with his father.  Pulling out his cell phone, Bob fiddled with it. 

“Yeah, she’s alright,” he said, tapping at the screen.  “She just let her mouth get away from her.  I had to spank her for sassing me.”

Only recently had Bob begun discussing Linda’s punishments with Ryan.  It seemed a bridge had been crossed when Ryan disclosed his own discipline of Betsy.  It was like his father saw him as more of a peer now.  He never got too personal but Ryan noticed he was more open about his mother’s corrections.  He felt closer to his father since going to college, and he turned to him for advice more and more often, as he and Betsy solidified their relationship. 

“That’s what I thought,” said Bob.  “It’s her time of the month coming up.  Jonah downloaded an app for me to help track her periods.” 

Betsy returned, carrying the flowers, beautifully arranged in the vase.  She glanced between the two men, uncertain, before heading back into the kitchen to check on dinner.

“These cell phone apps are a Godsend,” said Bob.  “But after 14 years of marriage, I don’t need any app to know when it’s her time of the month.”

He laughed, showing the app to Ryan.

“That reminds me, I need help downloading this calendar tracking thing.”

While Ryan assisted his father, Betsy checked on dinner.  She wished she could visit with Mrs. Richardson but at least she could help out with the meal.  Hopefully, they would have some time together after dinner, depending on whether or not Linda remained on punishment.  Turning down the potatoes, she cleaned up, and put on some hot water for tea.  She entered the dining room as unobtrusively as possible, ready to make a quick exit if the men were still discussing private matters.  But Ryan was sitting by himself, Bob having gone upstairs to handle his wife.  He beamed when he saw her, carrying the two mugs of tea.  He opened his arms as she set the mugs down, prompting her to sit on his lap.  He held her as she leaned into him, her face resting against his. 

“You did real good today, sweetheart,” said Ryan.  “I’m so proud of you.”

“Thank you,” said Betsy, wrapping her arms around his neck, she snuggled into him like a koala bear, smiling at his praise.

“I like it,” she whispered, so low, he couldn’t hear her.

“What?” asked Ryan.

“Now that I’ve had a little time to get used to it, I like it.”  She stroked his fingers, mesmerized by the size of his hands, not to mention the things they could do to her body.  “I like the way it feels.  Well, I mean, not right now, but I can tell-,” she stumbled over her words.

Chuckling, Ryan reached under her skirt, somehow his fingers never had any trouble finding their target.  Wiggling under her panties, he slid between her labia.

“What? You don’t like the feel of your come mixed up with mine?” asked Ryan, extracting his finger.  “Maybe you’ll like the taste better?”

He lay his finger against her mouth.  Lips parting slightly, she suckled for a minute before kissing his finger. 

“Mmm,” said Ryan, whispering in her ear.  “Can’t wait to fuck this sloppy pussy again when we get home.”

“Come on,” she said, jumping up. “Let’s go see what your mom has planned for dessert.”

***

Dinner was early.  His mom was concerned about them driving back too late.

“I just don’t understand why you can’t stay the night, Ryan,” said Linda.  “It’s going to be awfully late when you two get started back toward school.”

Ryan helped himself to another serving of potatoes. 

“We have class, momma,” he said, for the third time.  “Betsy has English.  I have practice and I have to study for Calculus.  Speaking of which, did I tell you Betsy’s tutoring me?  She got an ‘A’ in Calc last year.”  He casually changed the subject, happy to turn the spotlight onto Betsy’s accomplishments. 

“That’s wonderful!” said Linda, gushing.  “A mathematician.  I keep hearing all this news about STEM and how there aren’t enough women in STEM. You could be a STEM, Betsy!” 

Ryan and Betsy shared a smile across the table.

“If they need women to be STEM, you could be real successful.  That reminds me, did I tell you about Louise’s daughter?  She dropped out of school.  Got kicked out is more like it.  Louise says Jill failed every class and got kicked out after just two semesters.  She moved back home last month.  Louise says she hasn’t even gotten a job.”

“Linda,” Bob looked at her in warning.  “No need to talk bad about people.  I’m sure Jill is trying her best.  Watch your mouth, honey.”

She looked at him, skeptically, her face couched in doubt. 

“Bob, don’t you remember?  She’s the girl who kicked Katie at the playground when she was five.  She was a mean little bit-”

“Linda!”

She jerked to attention, startled out of her tirade.  She blinked at them, as though realizing what had just happened.  Bob was having none of it.

“You just got a spanking this afternoon for sass.  And now you’re cussing and gossiping.”  He glanced at Ryan and Betsy, seemingly unconcerned with their presence.  “Your children maybe growing up, young lady, but you will never be too old to lay over my knees or get your mouth washed out.  Since the spanking didn’t seem to work, maybe a mouth soaping will.”

Linda’s face fell at his proposition.  He hadn’t had to soap her mouth in quite a long time.  After 14 years of marriage, she’d learned what was acceptable speech and what was not.  And when she forgot, usually a pop or two on the bottom was enough of a reminder.  As she got older, her temperament was changing.  Bob noticed more tantrums and sassing, lately.  He thought she might have started going through the “change” but he wouldn’t insult her by saying so. 

At church, Bob had attended a talk for HOH’s.  There was a three-lecture series on discipline and correction.  He’d gone to the one last month on mouth-soaping.  He thought back to the demonstration.  Maybe it was time to go back to basics.


Chapter 3

Bob stood in the back of the small room, deciding where to sit.  There weren’t many options, really.  The old folding chairs had been taken out of storage for the event and set up in three rows.  It was cool in the rec room, much cooler than the rest of the building, and he felt better getting out of the stifling heat from upstairs. 

The series was called, “Discipline: A refresher for your HOH.”  They’d announced it during each service over the last couple of Sundays.  Bob thought about going but made no commitment until learning that Hogan Hendricks would lead one of the sessions.  He was interested in the topic, for sure, but more so he wanted to support Hogan.  After joining the church this past year, Bob and Linda were still considered newcomers.  They were eager to become a part of the community and build a support system and Hogan and Amy had welcomed them from the beginning.

The lecture was open to everyone including wives but only a couple of women were in attendance with their husbands.  The rest were men of varying ages and incomes but they did all have one thing in common – they were all the heads of their household.  Some men had been married just a few years while others had decades under their belt. Bob knew most of the dozen or so men in the room, at least by sight if not by name, and after being greeted by many of the attendees, he realized this church was starting to feel like home.

Up front, Hogan was talking with one of the members while standing next to Amy who was seated on a folding chair.  She was a pretty girl, Bob noted, her blonde hair pinned up in a messy bun, today.  He tried not to notice her tight, low-cut shirt which showcased her full breasts and proud, perky nipples.  She sat quietly, hands folded in her lap, wishing she’d never disobeyed Sir.  There was a low bench in front of her, about 2 feet long, on top of which sat a bucket, a few folding towels, a bar of soap and some other small items.  Bob smiled when Amy recognized him.  He wouldn’t say she smiled back.  It was more like a pained grimace crossed her face.  He saw Hogan turn to Amy, whisper something to her that had her sit straight and pay attention.  He took his seat as the session started.

“Good evening, everyone.  Welcome,” said Hogan.  “I think I know everyone here. And y’all know me and my wife, Amy.”  He stood behind her resting his hands on her shoulders. 

“Jonah asked me to do a demonstration on mouth-soaping,” said Hogan, facing the small group.  His southern accent made his words drawn out.  “I’m not sure why.  Maybe it’s ‘cuz my technique is a little unusual,” he said.  “Every punishment I give her is an opportunity for us to strengthen our relationship and deepen her submission.  Like many women we know, Amy wants to be a good girl; a good submissive wife.  And she’s asked that I help her correct her wayward behaviors.  I soap her mouth when her mouth gets her into trouble.  It’s a reminder to be mindful in her speech.  There are many reasons you might soap your woman’s mouth – cussing, disrespect, gossiping, bratting.  When I wash her mouth, her attention is to be solely on me, on what I am doing to her as her husband and leader and why.”  He gestured vaguely in front of him toward the audience.

“At home, I usually have her on the toilet for a soaping.  She has a big glass of water next to her that she’ll set on the counter, just like this one.”

Picking up the soap, he raised it in front of him. 

“I use all natural soap,” he went on, unwrapping the brand new bar.  “Soap isn’t really too dangerous unless she swallows a lot of it, or even a little over a long period of time, so be careful that she doesn’t swallow too much.  Amy doesn’t like this soap.  I guess that’s not too much of a surprise, but I use it because it’s the perfect size for filling her mouth.”

“This is going to be a real punishment for Amy,” said Hogan. “She was cussing last week and there was some backtalk.  I told her we would save her mouthsoaping for this demonstration.  Though she still got her bottom spanked,” he said, looking down at her.

Hogan wore dark jeans and a black and white checkered work shirt.  He rolled up his sleeves before dropping the soap into the bucket.     

“I let the soap sit in the bucket for a minute to soften up.  While it’s soaking we’ll start the lesson.” 

He stood next to Amy, forcing her to crane her neck, looking up at him.  Reaching out, he stroked her cheek for a moment, before grasping her chin in his hand.

“Tell me why you’re getting your mouth washed, Amy?” he asked, quietly.  “Why does Sir have to soap your mouth?”  His thumb stroked her bottom lip for a moment.  He spoke directly to Amy, the audience forgotten, as he questioned his disobedient wife.  His voice, low and serious, was heard perfectly by all in the narrow room.  

Glancing out over the audience, Amy’s voice trembled as she answered.

“I – I cussed, Sir.  I used the F word and the S word and I s-s-s-said the D word.”  Amy was self-conscious.  The men were so close and attentive, they sat no more than two feet away.  She twisted her hands in her lap, trying to focus only on her Sir but it was easier said than done. 

“I was rude and disrespectful to you and I back-talked.  A lot.”  She looked at him, regret constricting her eyes. 

“Yes.  You did,” said Hogan.  “You can disagree with me all you want, little girl, but you will do it politely and with respect.  I won’t stand for ugly words coming out of this pretty little mouth.”

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy, nodding her head.  “I’m sorry.”

“I know you are, darlin’,” said Hogan.  “You got carried away last week, didn’t you?”

His large hands cradled her face. 

“What are the rules, Amy?” asked Hogan, his brown eyes locked with hers, mouth set.

“I will always treat Sir with honor and respect,” recited Amy.  “And no cussing.”

“That’s right.  But you didn’t do that, did you?  You broke your rules,” said Hogan.  “What happens when you break the rules?”

“You teach me a lesson so I do better next time,” said Amy.  She seemed to shrink right before Bob’s eyes, remorse showing even in her posture.

“That’s right,” said Hogan, with a nod.  “Sir’s going to soap your mouth now for cussing and disrespect.”

Reaching into the bucket, Hogan felt around for the soap.  Amy’s pulse raced, seeing the forbidding expression on his face.  Hogan tried to mete out Amy’s punishments at the time she incurred them, believing the lesson was best learned in the moment.  But even when punishment was delayed, somehow, he always managed to bring her right back to the time of her misbehavior.  She could feel his disappointment and frustration with her as clearly as if it were last week.  Why did her mouth always get the better of her?  She wished she could have a do-over and make better choices. 

“The soap has softened up some,” said Hogan, rubbing it between his fingers, a white foam beginning to appear. 

Bob watched, as Amy tracked Hogan’s every move, dread creasing her brow. 

“Some HOHs prefer their women hold the soap in their mouth for a minute or two, to soften it themselves.  It’s all about personal preference, I guess.” 

He turned to Amy, a hand on the back of her head.

“Alright, Amy.  What do you say?”

She swallowed, mouth twisted in a grimace of distaste.

“Please wash my mouth out for cussing and disrespect and teach me to do better.” 

Bob tried to feel sympathy for Amy, watching as she cringed, shrinking back from Hogan.  But ever since he’d caught her reading his mail, he couldn’t help but think of her as a bad girl.  And although she’d been punished, there was a part of him, even now, that relished seeing her be taken down a peg or two.  She’d caused him and his wife a fair amount of pain and although he felt guilty, he still felt a sense of satisfaction, at seeing her public punishment.

“I start by pressing the bar far into her mouth.  Open up, Amy.” 

Bob watched as Hogan pushed and pulled the bar in and out of Amy’s mouth, the large size of the soap, forcing her mouth wide.

“What I’m doing here, is dragging it across her teeth.  If you do it right might start to get little groove lines in the soap, where she’s scraped it with her teeth.”

Amy tried to be calm and still but she couldn’t quite keep her composure.  Bob could hear little ticks from the back of her throat as she raised her hands to grasp Hogan’s wrist.

“No.” Hogan was firm and steady.  “Bad girl.  Put your hands down.”

“Sometimes your female will get nervous or riled up,” said Hogan, still working the soap between her lips.  “Just tell her no.  She’ll settle down after a minute.” 

“No,” he repeated, shaking the soap back and forth in Amy’s mouth, her head shaking in the process.  It reminded Bob of a dog with a chew toy.

“And if that doesn’t work, and she keeps raising her hands,” Hogan spoke to her directly now.  “I tell her she can take another trip over my knee if she can’t behave properly during her soaping.   She can get another spanking, if that’s what she wants.”

She shook her head as best she could with the large bar in her mouth.

“I didn’t think so,” said Hogan.  He removed the soap and turned back to the small group of men.  “Now, you have to expect a certain amount of drool when soaping a naughty wife.  She can’t swallow so naturally her mouth will overflow at some point.  As you can see, Amy’s got a nice drool going already.” 

He seemed relaxed and confident, completely at ease in the session.  Amy, on the other hand, looked miserable as a thin, clear line of saliva trickled from her open mouth onto the front of her shirt. 

“This is an important part of her punishment,” said Hogan.  “The embarrassment of drooling like a baby in front of her HOH, or, in this case even worse for Amy, in front of her church community.  But it’s a good lesson for a naughty wife to learn.  This is what happens to wives who sass their husband’s, isn’t it Amy?” 

He looked at his wife, struck by the sight of her, compliant and docile. Her mouth hung slightly open, revealing the wet, pink softness of her lower lip.   Hogan tightened, stimulated by the scene.  This was the reason he’d resisted doing the demonstration.  He often became aroused during his wife’s punishments and he could feel his burgeoning erection, even now.  While it was one thing to sport a woody in the privacy of his home during a soaping, or even at the local BDSM clubs he’d frequented when he was younger, it was another thing completely in the rec room of his church in front of his fellow parishioners.  Taking a deep breath, he said a little prayer and moved on.

“It’s best to do a quick check to make sure you don’t miss the back teeth.”  He pressed the bar further into her mouth. 

“Open wide, Amy,” said Hogan.  “That’s better.  Let me get in there deep.”

He worked quietly for a while, talking out loud to himself as he knelt down, guiding the soap back and forth, up and down, ensuring her mouth was well covered. 

“I get her molars…that’s right…now you’re going to scrape on top…yeah, that’s good…a little wider…there you go…”

Bob was torn between watching Amy suffer under Hogan’s thorough ministrations and watching Hogan try to camouflage his erection.  He put his hands in his pockets attempting to hide his own hardening cock, as foam bubbles began to appear at the sides of Amy’s mouth.  Washing Linda’s mouth was never like this, thought Bob, thinking he might need to up his game now that he’d seen Hogan and Amy.   Amy was such a little spitfire at times, he had no idea she was capable of this level of submission.  When Linda got her mouth soaped she often ended up with a spanking for fighting him and using her hands so much.  Bob was amazed and aroused by Amy’s placid obedience as her HOH lathered her mouth.    

As he gazed at her, she lowered her head, eyes following the trail of drool dribbling from her chin to her chest.  She got a little teary at the sight of her tee-shirt, imagining how she must look to others.  Bob didn’t know about anyone else, but to him, that sweet little face covered in spit bubbles, that mouth slobbering so nice, not to mention her breasts in that tight shirt, wet with her own drool.  Well, she just looked downright sexy to him.

“Hold it in your mouth now, Amy,” said Hogan, laying the bar in her mouth as he stood up straight for the audience.  “I have her hold it in her mouth for anywhere from 10-30 seconds.  If we were home she would be looking at herself in the mirror while I talked to her.  For this demonstration she can look at the audience.”

Amy wept openly now, tears streaming down her cheeks, overwhelmed by the humiliation of having her fellow church members witness her correction.  She prayed Sir would finish soon.  Her mouth was flowing like a waterfall. 

“It’s embarrassing, Amy.  Isn’t it?  Sitting in front of your friends, while they watch you get your mouth washed out?”

Her eyes fell on the two wives sitting with their husbands in the second row.  Betty Ann and Mindy, both women she knew from the church choir.  They lowered their heads when they saw her, adding to her shame.  How would she ever face them next week at their knitting circle?

“I asked you a question, Amy,” said Hogan.  “I expect an answer.”

She nodded, dejected and unhappy.

“I know, sweetheart,” said Hogan.  He held her cheeks between his hands for a moment, his thumbs wiped away her tears.  “We’re almost done, darling.  You’re okay.”

Removing the bar from between her teeth, Amy’s mouth closed in relief, only to quickly open again at the acrid taste of the soap, spontaneously sputtering more spit bubbles onto her chest.  Just when she thought things couldn’t possibly get worse, her Sir held up two fingers.  Closing her eyes, she prayed.

“For this last part I use my fingers.  You want to make sure you get her tongue and the roof of her mouth.”  He patted his knees, as though calling a dog to heel.  “Come here, Amy.”

Sliding to her knees in front of Sir, she waited for his next direction.  Though it was always hard getting her mouth soaped, she was grateful she’d only gotten the soaping and a spanking, knowing that backtalk could easily have earned her a whipping. 

“Amy was a good girl today,” said Hogan.  “Otherwise she’d be licking this soap at this point.  If she’s been disobedient or difficult during her soaping, I have her lick the bar a few times before I work her tongue.  But since you were a good girl today you’ll only have one lick.”

He held the bar a few inches from her face, forcing her to lean forward, her neck stretching as she slid the flat of her tongue up the soapy bar.  As he watched her tongue slowly caress the bar, Hogan’s cock sprang to full mast.  It was official.  He was full on erect in his church, feeling like he could blow any minute.  He blinked as Amy extended her tongue for his inspection. 

Bob had never really considered how erotic a mouth soaping could be.  But seeing Amy on her knees in front of Hogan, watching the way she was slowly working her tongue up and down the bar...Bob wasn’t sure how much more he could take. 

Hogan took a seat, Amy on her knees in front of him.  He’d moved the chair to ensure the audience had a good side view.  He lay two fingers on her tongue, slowly pushing them into her mouth. 

“Use your fingers to work the soap in,” said Hogan, speaking to the men.  His fingers stroked her tongue ever so gently.  “Take your time.  Really feel the texture of her tongue against your fingers.  The roughness of her taste buds, the soft tissue underneath.”

Back and forth, he went, the pads on the tips of his finger tickling her tongue.

“Amy’s had her mouth washed this way before, you can see she’s pretty relaxed.  You’ve had a lot of practice taking me in your mouth, haven’t you, Amy?” asked Hogan.  “If you’re just starting this technique with your woman, make sure to go slow, train her.  Train her like you’d train her for your cock.  Take your time and let her learn to swallow your fingers like she swallows your cock.”

Pressing his fingers into her mouth he gently grazed her throat.

“Good girl,” whispered Hogan, “all the way down…good girl.”

“Really spread the soap around her mouth now…get every nook and cranny.  This is where you teach your woman her place.  On her knees, mouth open to receive the lesson.  With your fingers in her mouth you’re teaching her to be mindful how she speaks to you.  You’re reminding her that you’re the HOH, right?  Her role is to honor and obey and if she needs a reminder, you’ll remind her with your fingers in her soapy mouth.” 

He spoke slowly, captivated yet again by the sensual touch of Amy’s mouth, her lips parted for his fingers to stroke her tongue.  He was engrossed, truly, the whole experience touching him, taking him to a place deeper than sex to the beautiful, fundamental differences between a man and a woman; his need to master; her need to submit.  He felt complete, whole, satisfied, listening to her gurgle, as his fingertips touched her throat. 

Bob sat, rapt, watching as Hogan’s longest finger disappeared into Amy’s mouth.  It was a riveting display of submission, the bond between the man and his woman filling the room.

“You’re okay, sweetheart.  You’re doing fine,” said Hogan, reassuring her.  “Now, I cover the roof of her mouth and her soft palate.  Again, go slow.  I really want to – get in there,” he said, twisting his hand, palm up, and adding a second, then a third, finger. 

“See how wide she has to stretch?  Remember, a mouthsoaping isn’t supposed to be a walk in the park.  You want her to be uncomfortable so she’ll remember the lesson.”  His pressed two fingers together then pressed in deep, tickling the back of her throat, purposefully testing her limits.  He loved  seeing her like this; so docile and submissive.  She wouldn’t move until he withdrew his hand. 

Amy knelt quietly.  Her rational mind having accepted that she earned this punishment, she tried to accept her fate with quiet dignity.

Pulling out slowly, Hogan made eye contact with her, desire simmering in his eyes.  He lay his forefinger on her tongue.

“Close.”

Her lips slurped shut, eyes on him, as she obeyed his direction.

“Good girl,” he whispered.

“I have her close her mouth for a minute and really taste it.”  He sat quietly for a moment, letting Amy suckle.

“This is the end of the lesson,” said Hogan.  He had eyes only for Amy.  “Did you learn your lesson, sweetheart?”

She nodded.

“No more backtalk,” said Hogan.  “And no more cussing.”

Another eager nod.

Pulling his finger out of her mouth he handed her the glass of water. 

“Alright, darlin’, you can rinse now.” 

He smiled as she grasped the water and immediately started spitting into the bucket.  She was humbled, meek as a mouse, her concern for her dignity a distant memory, as she knelt over the bucket, swishing the clear, cool water around her mouth, spitting over and over again.  Hogan took a deep breath and refocused on the group.

“Does anyone have any questions?” he asked, standing with his hands in his pockets. 

There were a few questions from the group, about technique, timing, brands of soap.  Hogan patiently answered each one.  Bob stayed until the end, waiting to talk to Hogan, as the room cleared out and he made his way to the front.

The snick of the steel door was still echoing behind the last guest, as Hogan quickly unzipped his pants.  He cleared the space between him and Amy in two easy strides, his cock standing, tall and proud, through his fly.

“Open.”

Blinking in uncertainty, Amy automatically opened her mouth, tongue extended, as she’d been taught.  Grasping Sir’s legs, she held on in a brave attempt to meet his need.  He was brazen, feeding her every inch, his hand at the back of her head, as he braced her for a quick, heavy face fuck.  In and out he tunneled, his eyes squeezing shut as she hung on, her fingers tightening at the velocity of his thrusts.  It was hard and fast, twenty strokes at least, before he shuddered, his cock jetting warm semen for her to gulp.

Bob was paralyzed, caught between wanting to stroke his own painful erection and knowing he should give them privacy.  He unconsciously palmed his penis through his pants pocket.  He took a deep breath, somehow feeling like he was the one who’d just shot a heavy load.

“Whew,” said Hogan, panting.  He stroked Amy’s hair as she suckled, her lips still wrapped around his cock.  “Sorry about that, Bob.”  He laughed, his head falling back against his shoulders.  “I was going to explode and I knew you’d understand.” 

Bob stood next to him with studied nonchalance, while inside he was titillated and shocked.

“No problem, Hogan.  I got you.”

“Did you have a question?” asked Hogan, immeasurably more relaxed than a moment ago.

“Actually I wanted to ask you and Amy to dinner,” said Bob.  “Linda’s been after me to setup something since you all had us over that time.”  His eyes dropped to where Amy knelt, hands between her legs, suckling Sir like a baby calf nursing from its mama’s teat. 

“Would you like that, Amy?” asked Bob.

He glanced up, hearing Hogan’s chuckle, as he ran his fingers through her hair.

“She knows better than to release without permission, don’t you, girl?”

Bob just saw a blond bun nodding up and down, her face still buried in Sir’s jeans. 

“We’d love to come, wouldn’t we?”

Another nod. 

Bob had to leave before he blew a load of his own.  Saying a hasty goodbye, he made his way to the exit, Hogan’s gentle encouragement following him to the door. 

“Spread your legs, sweetheart…good girl...take it all the way down.”

Taking one last look, he groaned as Amy burrowed her face deeper into Hogan’s crotch.  He blew out a breath, attempting to get his cock under control.  His thoughts turned to his own submissive wife.  Had Linda ever gone down on him like that?  Thinking about how he ran his own household, he realized with some chagrin, he had a lot more thinking to do.


Chapter 4

“How long is the rehabilitation?” asked Amy.  “A month?  Mom, that’s an awfully long time.  I can’t just-…I know but…well, what about Donny…okay, okay, I’ll be there…yes…okay, I have to go.”  Hanging up the phone, she groaned with frustration.  At the kitchen table, she put her head in her hands.

“Everything okay, darlin’?” asked Hogan.

“That was mom.  She wants me to come home to help take care of Uncle Joe after he’s released from the hospital.  He’s having surgery next week and I guess he’ll need help with his rehabilitation.  She says she can handle him on her own after the first six weeks or so.”

“Six weeks?” he said. “She wants you to go there for six weeks?”

“Well, four to six weeks she said.  The first part is the hardest and that’s when she says she’ll need the most help.”

“What about Donny?” asked Hogan.  Donny was Amy’s brother.  He lived a few hours away in Dorney.

“He’s got the kids and mom doesn’t want to disrupt their family like that.”

She peeked at her HOH, knowing he wouldn’t be happy.  She wasn’t happy either.  It wasn’t that she didn’t love her uncle, but going home was always hard.  Her mom was needy and moody and often just downright mean.  Her uncle wasn’t much better.  Amy’s childhood had been difficult to say the least. It wasn’t until she met Hogan that things in her life had really started to change.  She credited him with helping her get where she was today.

Hogan was silent, thinking.  He didn’t want to come off as a selfish oaf or be inconsiderate but six weeks?  Since getting married last year they hadn’t gone six days without sex, let alone six weeks!  He took a breath, knowing Amy would get upset if she thought she made him angry.  It was one of the things he appreciated about her, how much she cared about his feelings and tried to make him happy and keep him satisfied as her husband and her HOH.

Rising, she went to him, kneeling in front of his chair, hands folded on her lap.

“Sir?” asked Amy, looking up at his warm, brown eyes.  Anxiety bombarded her like a rain shower.  She loved Hogan with all her heart.  If he said she couldn’t go, she would obey him.  But she knew her family would not make anything easy.  Why was everything always so hard?

She closed her eyes, feelings Sir’s palm against her cheek.  She leaned into him, needing the connection.

“I’ll understand if you don’t allow me to go, Sir.  That’s a long time to go without…being together.”

Hogan felt like a tool.  Was he that transparent?  Reaching under her arms, he lifted her, placing her on his lap.

“Hold on a minute, sweetheart.  I didn’t say you couldn’t go,” he said, wrapping her in his arms.  “We both agree.  Family comes first, right?”

She nodded, tears pricking behind her eyes.

“It’s alright, baby,” said Hogan, seeing her begin to falter.  “We’ll figure it out.  Everything will be okay.”  She took a deep breath as he rocked her back and forth, her face tucked into his neck.  He smelled amazing, a heady combination of musk and sweat that went straight to her head.  His arms were like granite, his chest wide and muscular.  She felt safe and loved.  Tucking herself into him, she kissed his neck, his chin, nuzzling his throat. 

“I’m sorry, Hogan,” whispered Amy.  “I’m sorry.”

Lifting her chin, he kissed her, pressing his lips against hers, his tongue caressing her mouth.  He didn’t say anything.  There was no simple answer.  Instead, he held her, just letting her feel him and know that he was there.

***

A week later Amy was packing.  She wasn’t very happy.  Having contemplated her mother’s request, she determined that her own family, that is, she and Hogan, were as important as her family of origin, her mother, uncle and brother.  She felt that Donny should go since he lived closer and he was rarely asked to do anything that required him to put himself out for the family.  At the very least he could go for three of the six weeks.

Amy’s mother was not a fan of that suggestion and made it known that Amy was once again shirking her familial duties by choosing not to come home and care for her uncle.  It fed right into Amy’s insecurity about her intelligence, her self-worth and her belief that she did not deserve to get what she wanted.  In the end it was Hogan who made the final decision.  Having watched Amy deteriorate further and further after each telephone call with her mother, Hogan realized that Amy would not be able to live with her guilt if she didn’t go.  He also knew that going would cost her emotionally and he feared that all the progress she’d made over the last year would turn to dust. 

Over dinner on Tuesday he informed her of his decision.

“I know you don’t think you should have to go, sweetheart, and as much as I don’t want you to go, this is eating you up inside.”  They sat at the kitchen table.  Hogan had prepared his signature firehouse chili with jalapenos.

“It just burns me up,” said Amy.  “He never does anything and he’s the perfect son.  I do everything and I am still ‘the selfish one.’”  The words spilled bitterly from her mouth as she recalled her last conversation with her mother, where Victoria Davenport made it very clear how distraught she was at having such a selfish daughter.  She was working herself up into a state again, Hogan could see.

“Amy, you know you’re going to regret it if you don’t go.  You’re going to feel guilty and upset.”  He looked at her across the table, her normally clear brown eyes, cloudy with hurt and pain.  “I think you’re going to have to go, sweetheart.” 

He waited.

“That’s not right, Hogan, I just don’t-”

“Amy,” said Hogan.  His voice was slow and steady. “I don’t think you understand.  I’ve decided, as the Head of this House, that it would be best for you to go visit your mom and help her take care of your Uncle Joe.”

“But Hogan-”

“Amy,” said Hogan.  “Honey, that’s the end of the discussion.”

He took a sip of water, watching her process.  She stared at him, eyes blinking.  Taking a deep breath, her eyes briefly closed.  Was it his imagination or was that relief he saw?

“Yes, Sir,” she said, softly.

Good girl, he thought, but remained quiet.

“I should probably leave soon then.”

“Friday’s soon enough.  I’ll take you to the train station.”

Though a flight would be faster, Amy wasn’t a great flyer and preferred taking the train or driving whenever possible.  The four-hour train ride would take her directly to Dorney, where she could rent a car to take to her mom’s house in Ellery.

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy.  “Thank you.”

Hogan smiled, giving her a quick wink.  He loved Amy and he would make it his business to ensure that she didn’t come back feeling hurt and unloved.  He sighed, wondering how she would react to the rest of his decision. 

***

“You just about finished packing?” asked Hogan.  They were in the living room.  Amy was folding clothes for her trip.  It was Thursday, and Hogan sat on the sofa, having just come in from a church meeting. 

“Yes.  I think I’m packing too much, honestly,” laughed Amy. “You know me.”

Hogan smiled, “I do know you.  When you’re finished why don’t you let me know and I’ll go through it for you.  I’ll pick out some things you can leave at home.  You know you always over pack, missy.”

Amy nodded.

“Yes, Sir.”

Reaching for his coffee, Hogan prepared to broach what might be a difficult topic for his wife. 

“I want to talk to you about something,” said Hogan.  “Put the clothes down for a minute, honey.”

She set the small pile of folding in her lap, waiting attentively for Sir.

“I know you’ve been worried about going home and honestly I am a little concerned, too.  You’ve been doing real well, with everything, and I don’t want you to have any setbacks.”  Reaching over, he took her hand in his.  “I spoke to a buddy of mine and he referred me to someone.  I want you to see her while you’re at your mom’s.”

Her eyes searched his in confusion. 

“See who, Sir?”

“Dr. Riland.  A therapist.  In Dorney.”  Her face reflected her shock at his words. 

“A therapist?” Amy could feel her blood churn.  Hogan had suggested she see a therapist previously, in the early days of their courtship.  She had vehemently refused, believing that she could handle her problems on her own or with her friends support.  She loathed the idea of paying someone she didn’t know to listen to all her problems.  And the thought of airing the dirty laundry of her dysfunctional family made her head spin.

“Hogan, I don’t need to see-”

“Yes, you do,” said Hogan, interrupting her.  “Honey, you’ve made so much progress this last year.  And every time you go to your mom’s you come back in a funk.  I don’t want you to lose all the progress you’ve worked so hard to gain.”

“Hogan-”

He held up a hand.

“Before you get all riled up and earn yourself a punishment, listen to me.  I made two appointments.  You’ll only have to see her two times over six weeks.  But if you decide you want to see her more, she is available and will hold the times open for you.”  He didn’t tell her that he’d prepaid for six sessions.

“Two times, Amy,” said Hogan.  “I think you can agree that’s not too much to ask.”

She wasn’t happy, but she knew she needed to consider what Hogan said.  She was quiet, thinking, trying to figure out how to convince her Sir. 

The doorbell rang, interrupting her thoughts.  As Hogan got up to see to the visitor, Amy revisited the conversation.  While she detested the idea of seeing a therapist she could see why Sir wanted her to give it a try.  Her last visit home had been a disaster.  Her mother had been in rare form, nitpicking every little thing about Amy from how her hair was styled, to her choice of job, her decision to leave Ellery, even her toenail polish was wrong.  By the time Amy’d come back to Hogan she was dejected and depressed, her trust in her ability to make a good decision eroded down to nothing. 

It had taken several weeks of consistent punishment and aftercare for her to begin to emerge from her self-inflicted isolation.  With the help of Becca and Mike, Amy had begun to feel human and worthy again.  But it had taken a toll on her relationship with Sir.

She looked up as Hogan returned with Mike in tow, a rectangular shaped gift box in his hands.

“Hi, Amy,” said Mike.  He was wearing his usual jeans and tee shirt, colorful tattoo sleeves decorating his arms.  His black boots made a clomping sound as he crossed into the living room. 

“Hi, Mike.”  She smiled briefly, her eyes brushing over Hogan as he resettled himself on the lazyboy.  The topic might be closed for now but not forgotten.  She wanted to continue the conversation, to convince her Sir to change his mind, but it looked as if he was settling in for a visit with his best buddy.

“I wanted to bring this to you,” said Mike, handing her the small package. Eyes widening in surprise, she held it in her hands.  “It’s from me and Becca.”

“Oh, Mike, that’s so sweet of you.  What’s the occasion?”

“Well, Hogan and Becca told me about your trip,” said Mike.  “Six weeks is a long time.  I thought you might want something to take along with you.  Becca said you like the Impressionists...I was working close to the museum so…it wasn’t any trouble…”

She looked up to see him blushing, looking adorably self-conscious. 

“Go ahead and open it,” said Mike, eager to deflect the attention from himself.  “Becca’s at The Beanery.  She wants you to meet her there for dessert.”

“Oh,” said Amy, looking at Hogan.  “That sounds great.”

Unwrapping the gift she revealed a beautifully decorated book.  Opening it, she realized it was a journal, as she came across the blank lined pages.  At the top of each page was a daily affirmation.  The page in front of her read “Remember, you are loved.”

She was touched that Mike would get her such a thoughtful gift.  Running her fingers across the words, she blinked back tears.  Of course, it happened at the most inopportune time.  Breakdowns were like that.  The anger and frustration, the guilt and the dread, all combined to well up out of her like a waterfall. 

Overcome, she turned away from the men, clutching her journal, trying to hide her quivering lips and watery eyes.  She didn’t want to go home.  Right or wrong, that was the truth.  She didn’t want to leave Sir and Mike and Becca, for however short a time, and take care of a cranky old curmudgeon for six weeks and fend off her mother’s attacks.  She’d worked hard to build this life for herself; a life with friends who cared about her, and a job she actually liked and was good at. 

She let out a sob as she thought about leaving Hogan, the first man she believed had ever truly loved her and whom she truly loved.  At that moment she understood Sir wanting her to see a therapist for what it was; care…affection…love.  She sat there, in their small, quaint living room, weeping like a small child. 

Mike was stricken.  He looked at Hogan, who jumped up and crossed to Amy in a few short steps.  Taking her in his arms, he held her, murmuring quiet words of comfort.  Lost in her turmoil, Amy shuddered and shook in Hogan’s arms, seemingly unaware of Mike’s presence.  She quieted eventually, the well of her sadness slowly running dry, as she played with the lapel of Hogan’s shirt, now damp from her tears.  

“Everything’s going to be okay, Amy,” whispered Hogan, his hand swept up and down her back.  “You’re okay.”

“I’m sorry,” said Amy.  She was still sniffling and letting out an occasional gasp. 

She jumped, hearing Mike’s voice.

“You have nothing to apologize for, Amy.  Sometimes it all just gets to be too much and you have to let it out.”  He sat in the easy chair.  Distressed at first, at the thought of making Amy cry, he’d soon realized this was about more than being touched by a small act of kindness.  “I’ll text Becca and let her know you are not up for dessert tonight.”

“Oh, no, Mike,” said Amy.  “I am.  I want to see Becca.  I’m better, Sir.  I am.”

Her HOH looked unconvinced.  Mike wasn’t much better.  But Amy needed some girl-time, someone to share her fears with, someone who would listen and understand even her most irrational thoughts.  She wanted to see Becca once more before she left.  She looked at Hogan, silently pleading for permission.

“Alright, Amy,” said Hogan.  There was still some doubt in his voice.  “Don’t forget to thank Mike for your gift.”

She gasped, turning to Mike.

“I’m sorry,” said Amy, laying the book on her lap.  “I love it, Mike.  It’s beautiful and I love it.” 

“I’m glad you like it,” said Mike, looking sheepish.  “I didn’t mean for it to send you over the edge,” he said, with a laugh.

“It’s me,” said Amy.  “I’m just really emotional right now.  I can’t seem to keep myself under control.”  Running her hands under her eyes, she swiped at a few last tears.  She sighed feeling Hogan rub her arms and back.

“Amy,” said Hogan, his voice low.  “Honey, do you need your plug?”

She cringed, flushing crimson, eyes shooting over to Mike.

“No, Sir.” Her voice was a whisper in the air.

“You don’t need to be embarrassed that Mike’s here, Amy.  He knows I plug you sometimes.  It’s okay.”

Mike smiled at her, placid and calm.

“I think you’d feel better with your plug in,” said Hogan.  He was decisive.  “It’ll just take a few minutes and then you can go see Becca.  Mike, would you mind going upstairs and getting the red box in our closet?”

“Sure thing.  No problem.”

While Mike was upstairs, Amy pleaded with Hogan. 

“Hush, now,” said Hogan.  “It’ll only take a few minutes.  You know your plug helps you settle.”  He bit back a curse word, realizing he’d forgotten to ask Mike for the lube. 

“Take off your pants, darlin’.  I’ll be right back.” He went to get some oil from the kitchen.

Amy sat on the couch in her panties and tee-shirt.  She knew Hogan was right.  She would feel better with an insertion, but it was hard for her to admit her need for anal discipline.  The vulnerability, the defenselessness she felt when made to bare herself to her HOH in that way insinuated itself into her psyche, putting her into a deeply submissive state.  Sir said he’d never seen anything like her reaction to the plug.  She hadn’t admitted it to him but the plug freed her, freed her mind from the constant clamoring and let her focus on something else, on the slender length of silicone filling her bottom, shifting as she walked and sat, a secret reminder of her submission to Sir.  It aroused her and teased her while simultaneously focusing her submission. 

Mike returned before Hogan.  His eyes skimmed over her as he set the red box down, taking in her smooth thighs and white bikini panties.  Setting the box next to her, he opened it and took out a large plug.  It was a good length, three separate bulbs of purple silicone, each one larger than the next.

She gave a little moan, seeing him hold it, swallowing.  Hogan returned carrying a small bottle of oil.

“Have I been bad, Sir?” asked Amy, unable to hide her apprehension. 

He tilted his head, eyes falling to Mike, in confusion.  He understood as he saw her, eyes fixated on the toy in Mike’s hands.

“That’s usually used for punishment,” explained Hogan, with a chuckle.  “No, Amy.  You haven’t been bad.  I guess that’s the one Mike wants you to take tonight.”

He crossed to the living room and sat next to her.

“You’ve taken those beads before, Amy.  And larger.  You can take it.”

She nodded.  Intuitively, she had known that Mike would be intimately involved in her discipline.  And now it had been made clear, he would be the one to plug her this evening.  She took a deep breath, her mind adjusting to this new development.  Although she and Hogan had discussed it, she’d never interacted with Mike in this way before. She felt like they were slowly introducing her to a more open exploration of the relationship between the two couples.

“On your knees, Amy,” said Mike.  “Butt in the air.  Knees tucked up underneath you.  Once you’re in position you can lower your panties.”

She grimaced, dreading her assigned pose and how exposed she would be.  Following his directions, she knelt on the couch.  Head and chest on the cushions, her butt in the air.  Reaching back she eased her panties down her hips, over the rise of her bottom, stopping somewhere between her thigh and her knee.  Unable to go any further, Sir took over then, sliding them past her knees, down her calves, and off her bare feet. 

“Spread your cheeks, Amy,” said Mike.  “Wide open, please.”

Ugh.  She hated this part.  Why?  She knew her hole wasn’t pretty.  Wrinkled and shaded.  She hated being made to display in this way. 

Biting her lip in resignation, she pulled her cheeks apart, exposing her pucker to him for the very first time, her skin tingled with the irresistible combination of embarrassment and arousal.  Of course, he made her wait.  Made her lay there, her small hands holding herself open, her little hole blinking as he sat behind her.  She flinched as though she could feel his eyes, lingering on her tight little rosebud.  The seconds ticked by, the only sounds her heavy breaths as her stomach churned under his silent scrutiny. 

Her body tensed as a soft puff of air glanced across her anus followed by a touch of full lips and a quick sweep of tongue.  Nerves and pleasure battled equally inside her.

“Ummph,” she cringed as his hands covered hers, spreading her wider still, settling her fingers deep in her crease.  Long moments passed, no words spoken, no movement, as she waited for what he would do next. 

The cool drip of oil had her clenching as she felt an unfamiliar pair of fingers massage her rim.  Her mouth opened in a silent plea as Mike breached her, sliding his finger in and out.  Goose pimples broke out along her back as he gave her a hint of what she needed.

“Unclench, baby,” said Mike.  “You’re so tight right now, Amy.  Unclench for me.”

She willed her body to relax, consciously loosening to accept his finger.

“Good girl,” said Mike.  “Pass me her plug, Hogan.”

She grunted with the pressure of the first bulb.  Anxiety crawling up her spine like a spider.  Every time.  Every single time she fought it, that feeling of shame, even as she craved it.  Mike was gentle but unrelenting, slowly but steadily pushing until the first bulb was seated. 

She glanced at Hogan, his eyes concentrated on what Mike was doing at the foot of the couch.  He stroked her cheek, caressing her skin, giving her the comfort of his presence.

With more lube, the second bulb was introduced, her anus stretching to accommodate its new resident.  Mike circled her rim with his thumb, aware that what he was about to ask of her might push her beyond the edge of her experience.  He wanted her attention, wanted her focused on her submission, in a way that would leave no room for anything else. 

“Push out, baby.  Push the plug out for me,” said Mike. 

Amy squirmed, heat radiating up her limbs at his instructions.  How could she possibly… She looked at Hogan, a plea in her eyes.   

“Do as Mike says, honey.  Push it out.”

She was still for several seconds, Mike waiting with his thumb on her hole.  Just when he was about to scold her, he felt it; the gentle pulsing of her rim as she labored to release the bulb.  He stroked her pucker, encouraging her.  There was a moment of tension and then, with a quiet little grunt, her plug popped out into his hand.

“Good girl,” said Mike, as she sighed. 

He gave her no respite, immediately working the knob into her again.  It slid home more easily this time.  He paused for a moment then slowly twisted the largest bulb, pressing it against her pucker.  The first part was a strain.  As he pushed it further, the room echoed with the sounds of her distress.  He played with her, forcing it in and out, in and out, prepping her for the widest part, yet to come.  After several moments, he gave a firm push, mesmerized as the pink skin stretched to embrace the bulb.  Hearing her gasp, he waited, relishing the sounds of her struggle. 

It took just a few taps for the other side to pop in, her little hole swallowing the largest one.  He squeezed her cheeks, complimenting her on taking the whole thing. 

“You’re almost done, Amy,” said Mike.  “I want you to push the bulbs out once more, one at time, and then you can go meet Becca.”

Looking at Hogan, Mike kept his thumb on her hole while his other fingers delved into her pussy.  As he’d suspected, she was dripping, flowing like a fountain.  He got lost for a moment, in the fleshy, wet feel of her pussy lips, stroking her inside and out, coaxing more juice from her.

“She’s sopping,” said Mike.  “My fingers are drenched.”

Hogan nodded, his eyes on Amy.

“Go on, Amy,” said Mike.  “One more time.”

Amy whimpered.  It didn’t hurt exactly but she wouldn’t call it comfortable.  She felt ashamed for Mike and Hogan to see her this way, ass in the air, her little anus pulsing, working to poop out her plug.  She felt more ashamed that she liked it, that she craved the humiliation, that it made her wet.

She started again, stomach tensing, flooded with determination.  Her face was flushed, from embarrassment or exertion, they couldn’t tell.  Light beads of sweat dotted her forehead as she worked and worked and worked until finally, with a little cry, the large bulb dropped into Mike’s palm.

“That’s it,” whispered Mike.  “Keep going, baby.  You have two more.  You can do it.”

The second one was easier.  The third easier still.  She shivered as Mike played with her, thrusting the smallest bulb in and out until she was panting with desire.  She needed more.  God, she needed more.  She mewled, wiggling her ass, silently begging.  There was movement, a small commotion, she felt something behind her.  Unable to turn she was shocked to feel her bottom lowered, her cheeks grasped and then a long, thick cock pushing between her labia. 

She cried out, her body slammed with an onslaught of pleasure as Mike thrust into her pussy.  

“Hands, Amy,” said Mike, reaching down to hold them behind her back. 

It was what she had longed for, to be taken over, consumed, used to satisfy masculine lust.  Her eyes closed as she gave her body over, swaying in time with his thrusts, back and forth, loving how he controlled her.  He was over her now, his hands underneath her shirt, grasping her breasts, squeezing and pulling her nipples.  It was the extra stimulation she needed and she rewarded him, her greedy pussy clenching his cock. 

Mike wanted to make it last but he was already close, playing with her had made him ready and her response to his nipple play raised it up a notch when he realized she might be able to get there from that alone.  He withdrew, leaving just the head inside her, loving how she begged him for it.  This moment was between them, Hogan a welcomed but passive observer, as Mike grasped Amy’s hips and pulled her back onto him with brute force.  She screamed and scrabbled, throwing her arms above her to grip the arm rest, his cock filling her to the brim. 

Amy was shocked as she felt her orgasm approaching, never having come this way before.  He was over her again, cradling her breasts, playing with her nipples.  Turning her head she met Hogan’s eyes seeing the love and lust reflected in them.   It was enough to push her over, her body going still as orgasm overtook her and she screamed. 

He followed close behind, thrusting in and out as her tight walls clutched him.  He moaned as his release seeped into her, his body pressed to her, loving the feel of her soft skin and full ass.   He watched as Hogan stood and disappeared through the dining room.  Taking a deep breath, he pulled out, her wet pussy lips clinging to his shaft.  He stroked her arms and back, waiting for her to come back to him.  He looked up as Hogan returned, towel in hand.  Rising from the couch so Hogan could take his place, he went to the bathroom to give them a moment.   

Like most of the experiences Hogan had with Mike, they hadn’t planned this.  It just seemed to work, not requiring any premeditated directions or schemes.  At the foot of the sofa, Hogan played with Amy’s pussy, wet and sticky with Mike’s cum.  She moaned, turning to face him, her legs spread wide across the cushions. He’d intended to clean her, to share in that intimate ritual, simultaneously caring for and reassuring her.  Now, though, he just wanted her.  She looked so sexy lying there, lethargic and replete, her face flushed and sweaty.  They didn’t speak, no words exchanged, just his fingers, swirling through the cum that dribbled out of her.  Hogan unzipped his pants, releasing his hard cock from its confinement.  Her eyes dropped, darkening with an arresting mix of arousal and fear, as she watched him gaze at her with predatory intent.   

Another minute passed before Mike returned, fully dressed, keys in hand.  Bending down, he gave her a chaste kiss on the mouth, brushing her curls back from her forehead.

“Thank you, Amy,” he said, a moment shared between a Dom and his submissive.  “Have fun with Becca tonight and have a safe trip.  I’ll see you soon.”

He gathered his jacket and headed for the door. 

“Mike,” called Hogan.

Turning back Mike saw Hogan, cock in hand as he bent over Amy, ready to take Mike’s place.

“Tell Becca, Amy’s going to be a little late.”

Smiling, Mike gave a little wave.   

“Sure thing.  Night, Hogan,” said Mike, with a wave.  He pulled the door closed behind him. 

The End
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