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HimThe last hour of the day is always the longest. Bags run out, someone goes on lunch and there's a line out the door, an old lady wants to return a jar of half-eaten pasta sauce, all as you're trying to clear your line, count your till, and leave. I was hungry, tired, and ready to take this damn mask off. And on top of it, I had several Grocery-Maxx orders come through that were going to be late if I didn't clock out on time.
It was convenient working at the local supermarket but also delivering for Grocery-Maxx; I could accept orders near the end of my shift, pick up stuff while I was there, and drop them off to people's houses on my way home. It made me a little extra money, and it didn't force me to go to any new locations.
Finally my shift ended and I checked my phone, hoping for several orders that would potentially pay for my lunches this week; alas, there was one order. I accepted it, clocked out, and grabbed a cart to start picking up the items. But as I checked my phone again I stopped, and stared in confusion.
My customer had ordered a single cucumber.
"Well that's not suspicious at all," I said out loud, joking with Mike about the order.
"Probably some horny teenage girl stuck at home," He said.
"Or a cam-girl whose dildo broke."
"Or some chick trying to start an OnlyFans and needs it for a dare."
I put the basket away, purchased the most phallic cucumber I could find, and went on my way.
The address brought me to a small apartment complex just two miles from the supermarket. The oddity of the situation kept buzzing in my head; who the hell orders a single cucumber? And why?
It was probably a stay-at-home mom who had forgotten the vegetable for a recipe, I told myself as I climbed the steps to the correct apartment. Or maybe it was an old lady who just really liked cucumbers and she didn't want to leave the house. There was no way it was actually some horny chick planning to fuck the thing.
Before I knocked on the door, I looked at the cucumber in the plastic bag. "Good luck, little buddy," I said, and knocked on the door.
It flew open almost as soon as I knocked, as if the resident had been standing by the door waiting. She was around five foot six, curvy, crazy fire-red hair, and a horrified expression. Without making eye contact with me, she reached forward, grabbed the bag from my hand, and slammed the door shut.
Well okay then, I thought. Maybe I was right after all.

HerI had been pacing, waiting for that damn cucumber to arrive for almost twenty minutes. I was horny as hell, frustrated, and a little embarrassed. I definitely should have ordered some potatoes or lettuce or something, I thought. But getting on Grocery-Maxx and just ordering an organic dildo had seemed like a good idea at the time. Finally I heard a knock at the door. I opened it, grabbed the bag without looking at the delivery guy, and slammed the door shut.
Phew, I thought. That was dumb. And embarrassing. But I was still horny, and my vibrator wasn't doing the job today, so hopefully it would be worth it.
As I was locking the door, I heard him laugh and say, "I tried to find a really good one!" I grimmaced and looked through the peep-hole. He had an obnoxious smirk on his face, his thumbs tucked into his jeans. He was about my height, maybe an inch or two taller, kind of lanky, and wore jeans and a red polo. His hair was black and cut short, and he had a septum piercing. I could see the edges of a tattoo peeking out from the sleeve of his shirt.
He was actually pretty good looking.
I went to turn and wash my prize, but he kept talking, loud enough that the neighbors could probably hear. "You might wanna soak it in hot water first, we keep those things in the fridge. Might be... uncomfortable."
I rolled my eyes. Should have ordered tomatoes too. I turned and stomped away to the sink when he yelled again.
"Might be a little tricky to get the speed and angle right, do you need a hand?"
Oh for fuck's sake. I was going to report this snarky son of a bitch as soon as I was level-headed enough to think straight. I went back to the door and threw it open again.
"The fuck do you want," I snapped.
"I'm more of a carrot myself," he raised an eyebrow. "But it's an organic carrot."
I found myself staring at his crotch. Shit. There was a bulge. It didn't look massive but it was there. I looked at his face. Fucking hell, he was actualy cute.
"You messing with me or being serious," I said, hoping to call his bluff. This guy was being a total dick.
But... that's why we're here, I thought. I wanted dick. I hadn't gotten laid in almost four months. I was going to lose it.
"I'll wear a mask, if you want," he shrugged.
I didn't even know this guy. Hell I didn't know his name. He was a total stranger who literally showed up at my door with a cucumber.
Fuck it, I'd done worse.
I pursed my lips, opened the door wider, and nodded my head for him to come in. He grinned like he'd won a bet.
As he sauntered forward to come inside, he opened his mouth to say something else snarky, but I cut him off. "Shut the fuck up."
He raised his hands in defeat, and kicked his shoes off, looking at me expectantly. Shit, I realized. Now that he was in my house, some of my nerve had gone.
I tried to encourage myself. Dude you literally hooked up with a set of brothers in January, you don't even remember what they look like and it was the best sex of your life. If it sucks, you can kick him out.
"You clean," I asked.
"Clean and filthy," he winked.
What a dweeb, I thought, and I rolled my eyes, turning and walking quickly back towards my bedroom. This had better be worth it. "You coming or what," I yelled over my shoulder.
"I fucking hope so," he laughed.
I was only wearing a bathrobe anyway, so I threw it in the corner and climbed onto my bed. He came in after me, saw me naked on my bed, and his eyes widened like a ten-year-old boy seeing porn for the first time.
"Shit, girl," he said as he pulled off his shirt, tossing it in the corner. "Didn't expect to be fucking Venus today!"
"Stop making bad jokes, you're drying me out." He chuckled and unbuttoned his jeans, pushing them down over narrow hips. I could feel his eyes on me as he pulled his boxers off.
He wasn't wrong. He was more of a carrot. But a pretty decent carrot. I couldn't really tell his size from a glance, and I didn't really care.
"You'd better make this fucking worth it," I muttered. "If you cum in three strokes, you're not getting a tip."
He climbed onto my bed, crawling forwards on his hands and knees until he was close enough to kiss. I pulled my head back a little.
"What do you like," he said, his voice softer and less sarcastic.
"Fast. Rough. Pull my hair. You're not gonna hurt me."
"You want me to tie you up first?"
I drew back in surprise. "No, bitch, I don't even know your name! And I don't want to!" I cut him off as he opened his mouth to tell it to me. "Just... for god's sake I need a cock inside me and I need it now."
He didn't need to be told twice.
He grinned and put a hand on my chest, shoving me down on the bed and pinning me there. He held me down, not hard enough that I couldn't get up, but just enough that I didn't really want to fight it. He readjusted and pulled my legs open, bending my knees and pushing them up towards my chest, and slid inside.
He groaned a little as he began to thrust, slowly and then building speed. He kept pushing my knees higher up towards my chest, which lifted my ass a little off of the bed. He scooted closer, put my legs over his shoulders, and then grabbed my hips, and started really going at it with as much force as he could.
I'll say this about carrots. They satisfy just fine. Hell he wasn't close to the biggest dick I'd ever had, but damn if that angle wasn't doing it for me. I was already super turned on, and had been playing with my vibrator for a while, but the combination of a hot body and an actual cock, and my favorite position had me moaning in no time. "Oh damn I'm close," I growled. "Shit. Fuck! Don't stop."
"Oh babe I'm not stopping anytime soon," he said, and upped the speed and intensity of his thrusts. Then he reached forward and started playing with my tits, squeezing them tightly, rolling and twisting my nipples in his fingers. It sent me over the edge and I came hard, relief and fire washing through me. I relaxed into the pillows, letting him have his fun and finish up before I kicked him out.
He had other ideas. He pulled out of me and scooted back, grabbing me by the hips and rolling me onto my stomach. "Get on your knees," he growled. His voice was gruff and thick, and he was panting. I bent my knees and readjusted, and he pushed my head and shoulders down into the bed so my face was in the mattress.
"Hey," I mumbled, but shut up when I felt him slide back in. An arm came around me and I felt him pull me back up to my hands, his hand tightly gripping my shoulder and his forearm pressing into my neck.
"You wanna come again, sweet cheeks?" he growled in my ear, and with his other hand, smacked my ass hard. It surprised me and I yelped, but then he was gripping me, his forearm pushing into the side of my throat just right, and started fucking me again.
How the hell, I thought, as I felt myself getting warm again, that familiar trickle of heat settling and building in my hips. "Fuck," I said, and it came out as an embarrassing moan. "Don't stop."
"Not a chance." He kept thrusting, never missing a beat, not changing a damn thing like a good fucktoy, and pretty soon I was right on the edge of another orgasm.
"I'm going to cum," he panted.
"Don't you fucking dare!" I shouted. "Don't you dare, I am right there, I swear to god!"
"Ahh," he gasped, and pulled me tighter. "You'd better hurry up then."
"I can't cum on command!" I yelled.
"I bet you can, you little slut." Then he surprised me by letting go of my shoulder and letting me fall forward, only to scoop up my hair in his hand and pull me up by it. That did the trick.
We both rode out our orgasms and collapsed over, facing away from each other, and I felt the slow, warm drop of his cum sliding down my legs as I tried to catch my breath.
"You need a plan B," He asked as he got his breath back.
"Nope," I sighed. Eyes closed, I lifted my hand and pointed to the bedside table where my birth control lay.
"'Kay," he said, and groaned. "Fuckin' hell, that was--"
"Get out," I said. I did not want sarcastic pillowtalk from a stranger I'd just fucked instead of a cucumber.
"But I just got here."
"You have three minutes to get your shit and get out of my house." I leaned over and grabbed a washcloth that had fallen off of my steadily-growing pile of clean laundry, and shoved it between my legs.
"Whatever, princess," he sighed, and rolled out of the bed. He grabbed his clothes and went to the bathroom.
Post-orgasm clarity set in. Fuck I can't believe I just did that, I thought. There's a pandemic. What if he has it and now my quarantine is all for nothing? Damn I'm so dumb. I never should have ordered that cucumber, and I never should have opened the door for him.
I heard him leave the bathroom and walk out towards my front door, but the door didn't open. A minute later, he came back into my room. I was still on my side, facing away from him.
"What."
"Well I was just thinking. This thing is pretty big. But you're all warmed up now, so if you want me to give it a shot..."
I rolled over to look at him and said, "the fuck are you talking about?"
He was holding the cucumber, studying me carefully, his face mostly blank except that little bit of a smirk. "Do you want me to fuck you with this thing?"
"Give me that," I got on my knees and walked over to where he stood. He held it out of reach.
"Actually, I just have one question. You have a vibe laying on the ground next to the bed. Why did you order this instead of batteries?"
"Cause it's not out of batteries," I shot back. "It just wasn't getting me off."
He looked at me carefully, then back to the cucumber, and back to me again. "Lay down."
"Excuse me?"
He walked around to the other side of my bed and I felt myself get frustrated. "Look, dude, I let you in for one reason only, and that reason is complete, and I'm ready to go shower and shitpost on Facebook now. So if you could please get the hell out of my-- what are you... hey."
He grabbed my vibe off the ground and climbed back onto my bed, setting them both to the side. Then he grabbed my legs and rolled me onto my back, and spread them widely, bending my knees and opening me up like a butterfly. I felt obnoxiously exposed.
Wordlessly, he pressed the make-shift toy--now room temperature from sitting on my counter-- against my pussy, slowly moving it up and down, not pushing it in all the way, like he was teasing me. I stopped mouthing off and stared at him for a moment, anxious and feeling myself get a little warm again. Slowly, a little at a time, he pushed it in, and let it come back out, pushing me to take a little more every time. He held it firmly with his fingers, though it kept slipping and he had to keep moving his hand position. Finally he dug his fingernails into the edge of the thing to keep it in place, and he slowly began to fuck me with the cucumber.
It was twice as big as he was, but he was right, I was warm and pretty stretched out, and his cum was a good lube. My breathing picked up and a tingle started in my gut, but it was just turning me on again. He couldn't get it fast enough to make me cum.
I looked away from the cucumber sliding in and out of me, and up to his face. He had that mischievous look in his eye, and he reached for my vibe, clicking the buttons and finding the highest setting, and then smirked as he pressed it against my clit.
"Oh fucking hell," I moaned as he sped up and pressed the vibe harder. I squirmed as he tortured me, forcing not one, but two more orgasms out of my tired horny body before I begged him to stop. My clit was throbbing and when he pulled the cucumber out, I felt stretched out.
"You wanna keep this or..." he looked at the cucumber, slimy with cum and dripping juice from where he'd dug his nails in to get a good grip.
"Throw it in the trash on your way out," I rolled my eyes. I expected another sarcastic comment, but there wasn't one.
Before he left my room, he looked back at me. "If you ever need any more vegetables, just place your order before six and I'll be by..." He winked, and left. I heard the front door open and shut a few minutes later.
I rode that high for the rest of the night, halfway terrified I'd have the virus, halfway not really caring. It was such a relief to have an actual person get me off that I didn't even really care.
Over the next few days my mind kept flashing back to our encounter; his cheeky comments, the way his voice got gruff and demanding when he'd bossed me around, and that perfect angle he'd hit while he'd been pulling my hair. I'd masturbated to the memory over the next few days but my orgasms weren't nearly as satisfying or as intense as they'd been with him, whoever he was. I was frustrated, and halfway wondering if he'd just show up at my door again. I almost hoped he would. Sure enough, four days later, there was a knock at the door.
I looked through the peephole, initially hopeful, but then a little shocked that he actually had the audacity to come by. I opened the door.
"I'm not a booty call," I said harshly.
"No, no way."
We were both quiet for a moment. He had a smug expression on his face.
"You can't just show up at my apartment whenever you want sex."
"I wouldn't dream of it."
Another pause. He looked me right in the eyes, waiting for me to make my choice. No mouthing off, no sarcastic banter... just waiting. Like he knew what I was going to say.
I rolled my eyes and sighed, and opened the door.
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Him

She really was a Venus if there ever was one. I had been so damn surprised that she actually let me in. I figured I'd just tease her a little and then leave her to fuck her cucumber... but the rest of the gods must have been smiling on me that day.
She was short, curvy, wide hips and a huge ass, and this adorable belly that was begging to be kissed. I couldn't get her out of my head. All throughout the next few days, I kept going back to the look on her face when I'd first slid inside her, already soaked from her earlier solo play. There was no better power trip than watching a girl get off on your cock. And that first thrust? The gasp she let out and the way her eyes rolled back in her head? Yeah, was what wet dreams were made of.
One afternoon a few days after our little romp, when I'd gotten off work early, I had been sitting in my car, browsing instagram while I drank the last dregs of my frappuccino, and this hot redhead came up on my feed. Her hair reminded me of the way I'd wrapped my hand around Venus's thick curly locks and pulled her head up, and I finally caved to the temptation to go by and see her again.
Maybe she'd tell me to fuck off. Then I could stop fantasizing about all the things I wanted to do to her if she let me in again.
But she let me in again.
I tried not to be a smug sarcastic ass, because I was pretty sure that was a huge turnoff for her. But I couldn't help but smirk when she sighed, defeated by her own desire, and opened the door. She stood awkwardly off to the side in her hallway, waiting for me to take my shoes off, then started walking back towards the bedroom. I walked close behind her and put a hand on the small of her back, like I was guiding her, even though she was really leading the way. I could feel the tension between us start to build, and I was already half hard when we finally got to her room.
She started unbuttoning her shirt but I stopped her by catching her hands. "Hold on," I said, my voice betraying how excited I was. "Slow down. We're doing this my way this time."

Her

I tried not to practically run down the hall as he followed me. Despite his snarky attitude, that cute little smug look and the quirk of his lips were enough to get me going. Like he knew what he was doing to me. And he was right. Fuck if I was going to admit it though.
He stopped me as I was unbuttoning my shirt, grabbing my wrists and then brushing my fingers with his. His voice was thick and he spoke right in my ear. "Hold on. Slow down. We're doing this my way this time."
His way? The fuck did that mean? Excitement mingled with nervousness and I felt my breath catch.
He turned me around and unbuttoned one button at a time, letting his fingers brush my skin as he did so. He was intentional, slow, deliberate. He watched my face, and then stared at my tits, and then smirked and looked me in the eye.
"What," I said, trying to sound less affected than I was.
"That bra is really hot... were you hoping I'd come by today?"
Shit. He wasn't wrong. I'd worn my black lace bra just in case he made an appearance.
"I wear this to feel sexy, for myself, thanks very much," I said, but I swallowed hard and I don't think he believed me.
"Oh. Okay," he said smugly. Yeah he definitely didn't believe me. He finished the last button on my shirt and let it fall open, and then slowly down my arms. He studied me, like he was trying to decide what to do.
Well if he didn't have any ideas I could certainly help him get started. "You gonna watch or do something about it?"
His gaze dropped to my stomach, and he stared at it, working his jaw. There was a dark look in his eyes that halfway scared me, halfway turned me on. Well, okay, mostly turned me on. He slowly sank to his knees and began to circle my belly button with his finger, his eyes roaming my tummy like it was a puzzle to figure out.
I shivered. I was horny but uncomfortable; I hated my stomach. It just wasn't hot. It hung there, a little too big, and I could never lose the fat no matter how hard I tried or what diet I used or what exercises I did. Hormones, my doctor had said. And the subtle stretch marks at the bottom didn't do much for my self esteem.
"What are you doing," I asked, the sexual tension starting to dissipate.
"I've been thinking about doing this for four days," he murmured, and he leaned forward and pressed his lips to my tummy, right under my navel.
I felt myself start to warm up as I watched him enjoy me, his eyes closing, lightly brushing his lips against my skin. He opened his eyes and trailed his fingers up and down the thin silvery stretch marks underneath, and then lower to unbutton my jeans. He began to pull them down as he kissed me, lower and lower, until his lips were right on my pubic bone. His tongue darted out, reaching lower, and missing the mark, but it was enough to tease. My breath hitched. He did it again, watching my face. This time he managed to flick his tongue against the hood of my clit.
"You gonna fuck me or not," I spat out, sounding like a desperate little whore.
"Eventually," he grinned, and stood up so he was right in front of me, his hips pressed against mine, and put his arms behind my back, bending forward so he lowered me down on the bed. My back and hips on the bed, my legs hanging off the side, he got down on his knees and finished pulling off my pants.
"Should have known you don't wear panties," he smirked, massaging my hips and thighs with his hands. I resisted the urge to squirm. My breath was coming faster now and I was a little embarrassed at how quickly he'd gotten me soaking wet.
"I'm at home alone in front of a screen all day. I'm surprised I even still wear clothes."
"You could go without clothes," he said. "Just walk around in that hot little bra all day."
I bit my lip. I'd done that for a while, but seeing my saggy tits and my tummy hanging out all the time had started to mess with my head, so I'd gone back to hiding under high-waisted jeans and men's button-downs.
He started kissing my hips, slow, sensual kisses, taking his time and letting me feel his lips and his breath on my skin. Some were light and feather, some were deeper and firmer, but god I was going to jump on him if he didn't start touching me where I wanted to be touched.
Finally, he applied the faintest pressure to the inside of my thighs, like he was trying to work them open. I may have spread my legs a little fast in response.
He chuckled. "You ready?"
I rolled my eyes and refused to look at him. "Have been for a while, hurry up for fuck's sake."
"Naw," he said, "I told you, we're doing this my way."
"And what's your way?"
"I'll show you." And slowly, painstakingly, I watched as he lowered his face down. I gasped when I felt his tongue touch the very edge of my pussy, brushing just the outside, slowly guiding it up to the top, and stopping just before he touched my clit. That bastard, I thought. He knows exactly what I want.
"For fuck's sake," I whined. "You have five minutes to get me off or I'm riding your face."
I felt him smile against me. "I don't need five minutes." Then he began slowly running his tongue against the edge of my lips.
I gasped and moaned, and tried not to writhe, but he was teasing the hell out of me. I felt myself getting wetter and wetter, and eventually either my cum or his spit began to drop down my taint and my asshole, sending a new wave of heat through my body. Five minutes be damned, I wasn't going to stop him.
Then when I least expected it, he began to kiss my lips, and slowly use his tongue to part them, slithering and flicking against me. I was squirming now, and making all kinds of absurd noises that I'm sure he was enjoying, but I didn't care, I wanted to cum so damn bad. Finally he moved closer to me, and I felt his tongue begin to brush lightly across my clit. Almost immediately I was right on the edge. I just needed him to do it a few more times, a little faster, just like that oh god. Don't stop. Fuck was I saying that out loud?
He sighed as he put his lips gently around my clit and began to suck, and I screamed as I came. A huge flood of relief and red-hot pleasure burned it's way through my body from my hairline to my toenails. He kept me there, letting me burn, sucking and flicking and rubbing his tongue against my clit until I thought I would pass out. Then I felt him slowly begin to slide a finger inside me.
"Fuck that, fuck me now!" I wailed.
"But I want to make you cum again," he said in that stupid sexy voice.
"Now!"
"Fine," he said, and I panted as I watched him pull off his clothes. His focus on my pussy had left him slightly soft, so he stood over me and touched himself while he watched me. I watched his cock start to come back to life. It didn't take much.
I began to pull myself back farther onto the bed, but he caught my legs and pulled me back to the edge.
"My way, remember?" He held my ankles tightly, and threw both of my legs over his shoulders, almost lifting my ass off the bed. I could feel him rubbing his cock against my pussy, teasing it.
"I am so over your teasing," I moaned.
"I don't think you are," he grinned. "You seemed to enjoy it."
"Oh my god come on," I moaned as he started rubbing his cock against my sensitive swollen clit.
"Ask nicely."
"Fuck. Me."
"Fuck me... please?"
I pushed myself up on my hands and tried to grab at him, but he threw out a hand and pushed it against my shoulder, stopping me. I relented as I fell back on the bed.
"Aah! Please!"
As soon as I said it, he leaned forward, pushing all the way in with one slick, wet movement. Holy hell I nearly came right there. A slight tremor went through my whole body, like a mini orgasm but without the relief or the release I needed. He held me down against the bed, my legs up on his chest, and started fucking me hard, finding the perfect rhythm he needed to make me scream.
I lost track of time while he thrust into me, hurling me over the edge of my climax and not slowing down even after I started to come down. He was grunting and had this intense look in his eyes. I could tell when he was about to cum because he panted a few times, and moaned, leaning forward and pressing his forehead against mine, his eyes squinted shut. He stayed there for a moment, and then moaned quietly, "fuck."
I lay there, thoroughly fucked, sweating, cum dripping down my legs, with his forehead pressed against mine. His breath was hot and fast and I could smell the mint in his breath and feel the sweat between our sandwiched skin.
"Get off I can't breathe," I muttered, and turned my face away. He stood shakilly and went to my bathroom, grabbing us both damp washcloths. He wiped his forehead and let the cool washcloth rest on his chest. I wedged mine between my legs, the cold water soothing my hot lips and my sore clit.
He laid beside me on the bed as we both caught our breath. His eyes were shut, and I couldn't help but turn my head and look at him. He was nice to look at, that's for damn sure. A few inches taller than me, thin and lanky, but nice arms and the tiniest bit of definition in his abs. He was by no means an athlete, but that little bit of definition made my fingers itch to explore him. He was slightly tanned and had a vaguely tribal tattoo circling his left bicep. He had just a little bit of scruff on his chin, and a treasure trail to rival a porn star's.
"Holy fuck," he mumbled. My pride wouldn't let me answer. He turned his head to look at me and I tore my eyes away from his body, looking up at my ceiling. He flipped over on his side and began to trail his fingers across my chest and stomach. I closed my eyes. It felt good but I didn't want to watch.
"I love this," he said, drawing little X's on my belly. "I've been thinking about this for days."
Suddenly my throat felt really tight and my eyes burned. I sat up, pushing his hand away, and hurried to the kitchen to get a glass of water. Why the hell did I feel so emotional right now? It was just my stomach for god's sake. It was a good thing, right? He liked my body. Why was I upset?
I took some deep breaths as I drank my water, then refilled the glass and brought it back and offered him some. He sat on the edge of the bed, looking a little concerned, but he took the water and drank half of it, and handed it back to me. I set it on the bedside table and laid back down on the bed, facing away from him, curling my legs up and hugging them a little.
"I'm sorry," he said softly. I shook my head. "Did I say something that upset you?"
I shook my head again. He waited, and curled up on the bed behind me, not touching me, but close enough that I could feel he was there. He waited. I kept waiting for a snarky comment, but there wasn't one.
"I just find it hard to believe that you like my stomach so much," I finally spat out.
"Uh... confession? I may have a bit of a kink for it."
"Sure."
"No really. Like... flip over, please?"
I rolled my eyes and didn't move. Sure, some guys like fat girls, and lots of guys like "curvy" girls. But curvy usually translated to wide hips and breast implants, not saggy boobs and a tummy with stretch marks. I liked my body well enough and I knew I was pretty hot, but the attention he'd paid to my least favorite part of me had been disarming.
"I just... it's not my favorite part of me."
"I don't know if I could pick a favorite part of you," he said, and his voice was gentle this time. He scooted a little closer, and brushed my hair off my neck, trailing fingers down my neck, down my spine, across my tits, around my belly button, over my hips. His hand settled on my ass and he squeezed, firmly first, and then he sighed and squeezed harder. "Seriously you're like, a fucking goddess. I keep calling you Venus in my head."
"That's weird," I said.
"It can't possibly be the worst nickname you've ever had," he said, and I could sense that little bit of playfulness coming back into his voice.
I sighed and rolled over and faced him. I watched his eyes roam and explore me, and then he met my gaze.
"My boyfriend used to call me 'nugget'," I said.
He quirked an eyebrow. "That's... cute?"
"After a chicken nugget."
"Chicken nuggets are delicious. So is your pussy. So I can see the resemblance."
"It was because he thought my tummy looked like a chicken nugget."
"The fuck?"
I shrugged. I'd tried losing weight and exercising to tone up, and it had worked a little. But sometimes Kyle had slipped up and called me that. "Yeah it's not fun being compared to chunky processed food."
"Sounds like an asshole. I think you're hot as hell."
Well clearly, I thought to myself, if you came back for more. The little self-esteem boost did put me in a better mood though. "He also called me squidward."
"Now that one I understand," he grinned, and I reached out and smacked him in the chest. He laughed and then pursed his lips. "So... you two still a thing, or..."
"No, we broke up about three months ago. When everyone went to work-from-home."
"Damn."
"Yeah I asked him if he wanted to move in with me so we could see each other and quarantine together," I said, and sat up to drink the rest of my water. "He said it was probably better that we take a break. I'm pretty sure there were some hot chicks who moved into the place next door so..."
"Dumbass," he mumbled.
"He was kind of a dick," I shrugged. "But he was a hot dick."
"Yeah, Caitlin told me she was moving back with her folks," he sighed, and stood up, pulling on his underwear. "And they live in California. Bit of a drive, and they're like, totally locked down over there. So I didn't think anything of it. After three months of not hearing from her, a friend sent me a photo of her hanging out in a bar two states away, this hot shot guy with his hands in her back pockets. So... we're not a thing anymore either."
I winced. "Bitch."
He shrugged, then smiled. "She was a hot bitch."
I hated to admit it, but watching him pull his jeans on was kinda getting me in the mood again. I probably could have asked him to stay, but I didn't, instead watching him get dressed. I was pretty sure he knew what he was doing to me, too. Something caught his attention on the other side of my room and he walked over to it. He leaned forward and studied the knick knacks on my bookshelf.
"Old Who, or New Who?" he asked.
I fought a smile. Fucking nerd. "All Who is Who."
"Ahh..." he said. "Which is your favorite?" He picked up my porcelain TARDIS and studied it.
"That's like asking which color of M&M is my favorite. They're all chocolate, they just look different on the outside. They're all the Doctor. If you can't take me at my Sylvester McCoy, you can't have me at my David Tennant."
He laughed. "Okay, clearly that's a touchy subject." He set the TARDIS down and touched my figure of Geralt of Rivea sitting on Roach. "The books are better," he said.
"Books?"
"Witcher books... They're better than the games. I'll bring them over next time if you want."
Next time.
"Sure," I said, not wanting to ask for a date and time. Did that make me look desperate? I stood up and took my empty water glass to the kitchen before he could small-talk me into a date.
"So..." he said suggestively. He had come out of my room and was pulling on his shoes. I stood awkwardly in the middle of my kitchen to see him out and lock the door when he left. "I'll see you around, maybe? If you want."
I pursed my lips and studied him. What did I want? I was reminded again at the insanity of the situation. I was fucking a stranger who had shown up at my door to deliver a cucumber. I didn't know his name, I didn't know anything about him other than he was probably a nerd, and he worked in a place where a lot of people went through and he could potentially give me the virus.
What the fuck did I have to lose? This thing wasn't going to kill me. Loneliness and horniness, on the other hand, might drive me to make even worse decisions.
"You know where I live," I shrugged, trying to look and sound blasé.
"You gonna tell me your name one of these days?"
Yeah if you eat my pussy like that again. "Maybe."
He cocked his head at me a little, looking at my face, and then my lips. Fuck, was he going to kiss me? But he didn't get any closer. Another little shiver went through me as I thought about his lips all over my body, teasing and tasting my skin. I think I blushed. Unfortunately the tragedy of a pale complexion is you can't hide it.
"I'll see you later then, Venus." He winked and left.
I took a slow, steadying breath as I walked forward and locked my door, and then looked through the peephole to watch him go. He sauntered casually, his hands in his pockets, looking as happy and relaxed as could be.
I went back into my room and laid on the sheets that still smelled like our sex, and attempted to distract myself with some TV. Since Doctor Who was on the brain, pulled up Netflix, and started over with Peter Capaldi.
(I'd lied. He was my favorite.)
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HimI didn't want to appear desperate or horny or like a man slut, but damn was it tempting to pop by her place every day or so. I told myself to hold off and make it a once or twice a week thing at the most, because I worried that pushing my luck would result in her completely ghosting me. But she was fun as hell to think about.
Mike had commented on my good attitude. "You're in a good mood today," he laughed. "Some pretty girl on Facebook send you a titty pic?"
"Better," I grinned. "But that conversation is not-safe-for-work."
"You lucky bastard."
"You have no idea."
It was Monday, my long shift. It was nearly eight o'clock in the evening, and I was supposed to be clocking out. I had three GroceryMaxx orders to pick up and deliver, and then I would be on my way home. I had planned on going by Venus's house tonight, but I needed the delivery orders. Finally I was able to clear my line, pull my till, and get off work. I was pushing a cart in front of me and pulling one behind, picking up stuff for my orders, when I saw a flash of red in my peripheral vision. I left the carts and went around the corner to see her, standing at the pharmacist's counter. She looked fidgety, and shoved her paper envelope into her purse when the doctor handed it to her, and scurried off into the rest of the store to go pick up whatever else she needed. I smiled, thinking about the blush on her face last time I'd seen her.
I grabbed the last few things I needed for my orders and was waiting in line to ring them up when I saw her in the corner of my eye. The line was pretty long, so I left both of my carts there for a minute and walked over to where she stood in the produce section. She had a variety of things in her basket on her arm; chicken breasts, canned beans, and some bread. She was standing in front of the vegetables, eyeing the cucumbers.
Oh, we're doing this again, huh? I grinned and walked up behind her as she put the cucumber in her basket. She turned around when she felt a stranger invade her 6-feet of space, and her eyes widened as she saw me.
I looked down at her basket, and then back at her. She couldn't see my expression with my mask on, but I could see her eyes get bigger and her cheeks get a little pink.
"I get off at nine," I said softly, and reached into her basket, putting the cucumber back in the pile. "So will you." I winked and returned to the line to finish my orders, reveling in the increased redness of her cheeks. I had spent the past few days coming up with new things I wanted to do to her. Letting her simmer and think about it for an hour or so would only make it more fun.

HerThe audacity. I mean really.
To be fair, I had legitimately planned on using it in the way he thought I would. But he hadn't been by in three days. And this time, my vibrator had died.
I finished my shopping and went home, took a shower, shaved, and put on a little bit of makeup. I grabbed one of my plain button-downs and tied it under my boobs, and pulled a pair of boy short underwear with "spank me" written on the cheeks. Why I felt like cleaning up for him I wasn't sure, but I was getting more and more excited every minute that ticked by.
But after the first ten minutes past nine, I was getting a little antsy. He'd said nine, right? Fuck, where was he? Now it was twenty minutes past. Maybe there was a last minute rush? I had decided to wait to eat dinner until he'd come over so I wasn't fucking him on a full stomach, but I was getting hungry and frustrated. It was getting late and I decided to order a pizza, since I wasn't in the mood to cook. I placed my order and saw that it would arrive around ten o'clock. That would give him enough time to get here and leave before the pizza arrived, right?
Finally, at almost a quarter to ten, there was a knock at the door.
Don't rush, don't act like a horny slut, don't act needy, I told myself. But the anticipation had been killing me. I went to the door and opened it just a crack at first to see if it was my boy toy, or my dinner.
It was the toy. "What the fuck, dude," I asked.
"Sorry, this old lady gave me shit about getting her the wrong frozen casserole. I had to go back to the store and exchange it and bring her a new one."
I rolled my eyes. "Whatever, get in here."
I opened the door and moved out of the way and he stepped in, whistling when he saw what I was wearing. He stepped up close to me and ran his hands around my waist and grabbed my ass. "You dress up for me today, sweet cheeks?"
"Yeah well, see if I ever do it for your late ass again." He leaned in like he was going to kiss me. Nope, no way, not doing that, I thought. For whatever reason, I didn't really want to share my lips with a stranger. We were just fuck-buddies, not boyfriend and girfriend.
I turned my head so he missed and got my ear instead. He smiled against my skin and nibbled down my neck, untying the shirt and tossing it to the side. He cupped my breasts in his hands, sighing as he pressed his face into them, his thumbs rolling over my nipples. We were still standing in the hallway and I was about to lose my balance, so I grabbed his shoulders to steady me. He started sucking on my nipples, teasing at one of them, and then the other.
"Should we--" I began.
"Shut up," he mumbled, and squeezed my breasts harder.
"Let's go to the bedroom," I said.
"No, let's not," and he stood up and dragged me over to the couch in the living room.
Well this is new, I thought. He pushed me onto the couch so I was kneeling on the seat, looking over the back of it towards the closed window. He stood behind me, pressing into me, his arms wrapping around me. With one hand he held my tummy, squeezing it gently. The other hand went around my neck. He pushed my chin up and I gasped a little at the roughness compared to last week's slow teasing escapades.
"I've been thinking about fucking you for the past hour and a half," he growled into my ear, and my eyes widened. He was breathless as he spoke, and my pussy clenched at his tone.
"Well get on with it then," I said, but it came out a pitiful breathy moan. I hated how I had no control over my voice when I got turned on, and it seemed to be worse with him.
He let go of my waist and I squeaked when his hand came down hard on my ass. It surprised me more than it hurt. Honestly the "spank me" panties had just been a joke, and my ex had never really done it, so I was shocked when I felt that familiar tingle in the pit of my stomach. He spanked me a few more times, heat spreading through my ass, my pussy, and my whole body. He pushed my hair out of the way and roughly kissed the back of my neck, and then pulled my panties down to my knees and ran a finger over my pussy.
"You like that," he grunted, rubbing the lips of my pussy gently but missing my clit. I moved my hips slightly to get him to hit the target but he just moved with me. Frustrated, I struggled and gyrated to try to get him to touch me where I wanted him to, but he just laughed in my ear as he stayed right out of range.
"Come on," I groaned. "My vibrator died yesterday and I'm literally dying." I'd bought batteries while I was out, but hadn't used the thing because I knew he was coming over.
He chuckled and reached forward, opening the blinds on the window. I gasped. I was naked, and although nobody could see because my chest was pressed against the backrest of the couch, if someone looked up and saw us, it wouldn't be a far stretch to know what we were doing.
He let go of my neck and held me by the hair with one hand while he unbuttoned his jeans with the other, pushing them down just enough to get is dick out. He stepped up closer to me and put one hand on my back, and his other reached down low right above my clit. I arched my hips trying to get him to touch me. My whole body was quivering and my sex ached. If I tilted forward, I could feel his cock, but it wouldn't go in, it just rubbed against my wet slit. if I arched back, his fingers neared my clit but didn't touch. I was essentially humping air and not getting any.
"Needly little thing, aren't you," he said.
"Ugh," was all I could say. Now I could feel his cock against my ass, twitching slightly and getting harder, and a little precum rubbing onto my legs. I struggled to get out of his grip. I'd just grab him, throw him on the couch, and fuck him myself if he was going to tease me like this. But with his legs pressed against the back of my knees and his hand holding me in place, I was powerless to get out of his grip.
"Tell you what," he said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. "How about you tell me your name, and I'll give you an orgasm or three."
"Fuck me," I said. I didn't tell him just on the principle of the thing. I wasn't about to let him win this battle just because he asked.
"Well I'm trying but you're not making it easy."
"Fuck you," I spat.
"Bit of a potty mouth. Maybe you need to be spanked again." He let go of my pelvis and spanked me a few more times on my ass, which just made me wetter.
"Oh my god please."
"No, see, that was last week's game. This week, I want your name, so I have a name to put to your pretty face." His fingers went back to my pelvis, and rubbed harder right above my clit, pulling the skin up so that the hood moved up and down on top of it, sending powerful clenches of desire through me but not enough to get me off.
"Fuck!" I yelled. "Rachel. Now fuck me!"
He pulled back from me just enough to reposition himself so he could fit inside me. Painfully slowly, he pushed himself inside, one little bit at a time. I gasped and wriggled trying to speed up the process but he went slow, painfully slow. Finally he bottomed out inside me and my pussy had something to clench down on. I sighed in relief as I felt that subtle stretch of being filled. He put a knee on the couch between mine, and he found my clit with his fingers. He fucked me slowly, not pounding me the way I wanted him to. Rhythmically, all the way in, all the way out, driving me wild with desire while he gently played with my clit.
"You'd better keep a straight face," he said, sounding breathless. "There are people outside. Looks like they're having a nice chat with their dogs." His fingers massaged my clit, and backed off whenever he felt me start to clench.
"I hate you," I whimpered.
"Yeah, but you need it. You hate it, but you like it, too. My pretty little slut."
He was right, I was totally a slut for him. My face burned with embarrassment and I felt my pussy clench in desperation at his words. My orgasm was building rapidly, and I was right there. So close. He kept building me up by rubbing my clit and then stopping, but he wouldn't speed up his slow, rhythmic thrusts. I choked on another moan.
"They'll probably be done talking here in a minute," he said. I growled at his smug voice, but my body kept aching. Finally the people outside the window parted ways.
"Now will you fuck me?" I asked. I hated sounding like I was begging but nothing but release mattered to me at that point. "Please for the love of god. Please fuck me."
He let loose, letting go of my back and grabbing me by the neck again. I gasped and struggled to breathe as his fingers attacked my clit and he thrust into me as fast as he could. I came almost immediately, and screamed at the relief.
"That's right you needly little slut, give it to me," he panted in my ear. "You give me that cum." I'd never been fucked in this position before, and his cock was hitting my g-spot with every thrust. My pussy clenched around him and I embraced the hot wave of fire and the explosion of pleasure running through my whole body.
I rode that long, sweet wave for what felt like forever, finally begging him to stop assaulting my clit. He let go of it, but he grabbed my hips and pulled them into his while he fucked me from behind until he finished. I lay forward on the couch, quivering slightly at the aftershocks of my orgasm. He climbed onto the couch and laid down so his head was resting on my tummy, and his hands looped up under my ass, holding me close to him.
We laid there for a while, breathing hard and fast, and then deeply, and then slowly and lightly, neither of us moving. I could feel his breath on my skin, and his hair tickling my waist a little.
"Rachel?" Hearing my name come out of his mouth startled me, and I liked hearing it more than I was willing to admit.
"Uh... yeah?"
"Are you hungry? Your stomach is growling."
"Yeah I ordered a pizza, it should be here any minute." I reached down and let my fingers trail over the tribal tattoo that circled his left arm. "I got 'meat lovers.' You want some?"
"Fuck yeah."
We laid there a minute or two longer before he sat up and put his dick back in his pants. My underwear was soaked through so I grabbed it and tossed it in the laundry pile in the corner of the kitchen with all the dish rags and washcloths that had accumulated. I should probably do laundry at some point, I thought. I put on my button-down shirt and was finishing with the last few buttons when there was a knock at the door.
"One second," I yelled, and ran to find some pants. But he stopped me, standing in the hallway and blocking the way.
"Move," I said, trying to shoulder past.
"If you answer the door in just your shirt, I'll pay for the pizza."
I looked down. The shirt was long enough that you couldn't see anything, but if I turned around or bent over you'd definitely see my ass.
But it was a twenty buck pizza. Besides, why the fuck did I care if a stranger saw me pantsless? I'd fucked my grocery delivery boy.
"When did my life turn into a porno," I mumbled and turned around. He followed me to the door and pulled out a few bills for me to give to the delivery kid, and then stepped off to the side and sat back down on the couch so he was just out of view. I opened the door wearing nothing but my shirt.
The poor kid who answered the door didn't seem to notice at first, but my legs must have caught his attention as he counted out my change. He had to recount it three times before he got it right and then handed me the pizza box, blushing fiercely. He turned to leave immediately.
"Hey!" I yelled.
He turned around suspiciously.
"You forgot your tip." I held out a five. He walked back and took it, trying not to look at me, and awkwardly mumbling something before hurrying down the hallway towards the parking lot.
I snickered and shut the door, and handed back over the change. "You happy?" I asked.
"That was immensely entertaining."
"Thanks for the pizza," I smirked, and set the box on the table.
"Do you have any Ranch?"

***We gorged ourselves on pizza and a few beers, and then retreated to the couch. He'd brought the books he'd mentioned, and launched into a detailed explanation about how absurdly incorrect the video games and the tv show were compared to the real story.
"I mean, they completely diverted the story line with Ciri! By the time they meet in the field, it should have been their fourth meeting! And the torture scene after the Deovil was one of the best short stories in the book, and they totally just skipped over it."
He followed me as I took the books and set them on my nightstand, grabbed the remote, and collapsed into the bed.
"And how Yennefer's eyes turned purple? They missed the Battle on the Hill! That's why her eyes--"
"Can you, like, not spoil this for me? I will read those," I said. "I'm not just going to let them sit on my nightstand for three weeks and then return them."
"Fair enough." he said. He sat beside me and propped a pillow behind his back, and watched me scroll. "What do you do for work, anyway?"
"Marketing. Big Corporate America shit."
"Yuck."
"Yeah well, it pays well and I'm one of the only ones not on furlough." I kept scrolling and settled on Disney Plus.
"Hey there's a new episode of Mandalorian out," he said. "Have you watched it yet?"
"I haven't watched any of it."
I felt him still beside me.
"Star Wars just isn't really my thing."
No answer. I glanced over at him. He was staring at me in mild shock. "But..."
"It's not like I think it's bad, or that I don't like it, it's just not my go-to. You know?"
"But... but it's Mandalorian. Baby Yoda. Vigilantes. It's right up your alley."
"You don't know my alley!"
"Oh," he grinned. "Yes I know your alley pretty well by now."
I shoved him in the chest and he laughed as he righted myself.
"No seriously, it's good. Give it one episode."
I clicked on the show. Whatever. It couldn't be that bad. Plus, Baby Yoda.
"Oh, we don't have to watch it now--"
"Well since it's such a big fucking deal to you, I guess we do."
He shut up and leaned against the pillow, biting his lip and running a hand through his hair. I watched the screen but could feel him looking over at me. He didn't say anything.
"What," I said, and turned to face him.
He was looking at me like... like what? What kind of expression was that? Curiosity? Surprise? Endearment? Affection? "What?" I said again.
"Nothing." He turned back to the screen and settled down to watch with me.
We watched quite a few episodes. I hated to admit it, because I hated to admit anything, let alone him being right, but the show was fun. Also I ended up a little closer against him by the end of each episode. Was it him shuffling closer as he readjusted, or me?
By the end of the fourth episode, I was leaning against him and he had his arm around my shoulder. He smelled like garlic and beer, and sweat, and Dove soap. It was a little addicting. And I didn't want to admit it but I was getting turned on again. My head was leaning against his chest, and the arm that was around me was subconsciously playing with the ends of my hair, occasionally brushing my arm. I fought the goosebumps.
I was seriously considering turning around and climbing on top of him when he lost his shit at the end of an episode.
"Oh shit! Oh shit do you--oh my God! Do you know who that is!"
"No, what? What's wrong!"
And then he started naming characters that I didn't know, and launched into an in-detailed explanation of past movies, books, what was cannon and what wasn't, and some snake monster that I wasn't following. He sat up and started gesturing wildly with his hands, essentially pushing me off of him, and I watched him excitedly try his best to follow a straight line of thinking and not divert down rabbit trails as he explained the lore behind the character I'd just witnessed.
He was so animated and enthralled, like telling me this lore was the most important thing he'd done all day. His eyes got all bright and he grinned, like, actually grinned. The light caught the septum piercing under his nose as he gestured and his head moved as he spoke. And that smile... it was fucking adorable. It was sweet, kind of geeky and over-excited. Not his smug sexy little "yeah I know you want me" smile, but his legitimate smile, fun and relaxed, and it kinda made my heart squeeze a little.
Nope, wait, that's my pussy. Not my heart. Just checking.
I got tired of trying to follow his explanation, and shuffled a little to reposition myself across from him. I started unbuttoning my shirt as I watched his eyes.
It was kind of funny, because he could tell I was taking my shirt off, but somehow what I was doing wasn't really registering with him. He was still going on about Beskar. When I straddled him and started unbuttoning his jeans, his conversation slowly trailed off and he quieted.
"What... what are you doing?" he swallowed hard. His eyes darted from my face to his jeans and then up to my breasts.



"Lift your butt up."
He did so, helping me pull his jeans and boxers off. "What... Rachel?"
"Shut up, okay?" I pulled his pants off completely and threw my leg back over him.
"But--"
"Shut up."
"Hey," he caught my hand as I reached for him, and sat up a little. I used the opportunity to pull his shirt up, just a little, and run my fingers across the lower part of his stomach. His cock twitched, and began steadily coming back to life.
"I want you to shut up about Star Wars, okay?"
"You could have just told me to shut up."
"No," I said, "That's not what I meant." I finished pulling his shirt off and tossed it into the corner, and let my fingers trail across his chest, and down that gorgeous line of hair right down his hips, stopping just short. He gasped and looked at me expectantly.
Oh I can tease right back.
His jaw clenched when I trailed my fingers back up again, away from their prize.
"What I meant was... you're kinda cute when you get all excited about nerd shit."
He smiled, but his eyes were big and he was breathing fast, looking rapidly from me to where my fingers rested right above his cock.
"Really? You think I'm cute?"
"I think you're a lot of things," I sighed, rolling my eyes. I hated to admit this because I just knew he'd hold it against me, but hey, we'd fucked three times now. I could throw him a bone, right?
"I think you're pretty," he said, a little breathlessly.
"Hey wait a minute," I said teasingly. "Where'd that smug sarcastic bastard run off to?" I said, looking around. "Who are you?"
"Aw, shut up," he said, fidgeting a little, but not daring to ask me to stop. So I didn't.
I ran my fingers up and down, a tiny bit lower each time, just barely touching the edge of his cock, and then a bit farther down his shaft, and then a little lower, and then he bit his lip and let out a moan and I couldn't help myself. Hearing his moan and watching his eyes widen as he looked at the ceiling made my whole body ache a little more. I took so much pleasure in trailing my fingers up and down one more time, this time letting the tip of my finger trail all the way down his cock, right to the tip where his precum had started to leak out. I gently wrapped my hands around it, and gave the tiniest squeeze.
He gasped under my hand, his arms splayed and grabbing at the sheets on either side. His eyes flew to mine and our eyes locked. I started rubbing him a little more, gently, squeezing, rubbing that nerve right under the head. I felt myself warm even more as I watched his breathing increase, needing to hear him moan again.
"Rachel... fuck," he moaned, his voice breathy and cracking a little.
Hearing him say my name like that made me gush a little, and I let go of his cock and edged forward. Positioning myself just over his erection, teasing him with just the opening against the tip, I rocked my hips back and forth. He reached up and grabbed my tits, squeezing hard but then gently.
"Please," he said softly.
"Be patient, I'm not done playing with you." Rock, rock, rock. I let his cock slide against my slit, pressing up against my clit and backing off again, edging myself on him. Then I reached down with my hand and started to rub my clit as I slid just his head inside, bobbing myself up and down on him. Just the tip. Just enough to make him need me...
His eyes were wide and his ears and neck were flushed slightly, his cock twitching under me. He let go of his grip on my breasts, and grabbed my hips, bending his knees slightly and lifting his hips off the bed. I gasped as I felt him slide deep into me. He began to thrust, holding me against him as he fucked me from underneath, taking back control.
I lost myself in his expression and the waves of pleasure. I felt my body start to lose control as he locked onto my gaze, his breath coming in shorter bursts, short gasps escaping from his mouth. He bit his lip again and my eyes got kind of lost there, stuck on the plumpness and firmness of his lip as he bit it. But then he distracted me by grabbing my waist and rocking me hard into him.
I'd been dying to ride this man. I knew it would be worth it.
I came first. I don't know how he managed it, because I could tell he was close, but he kept held of my hips and fucked me from underneath until I exploded around him, my sex finally relieved and satisfied from the aching from the past few days. I kept riding him in my post-orgasmic haze, watching him slowly lose control until he erupted inside me. His eyes grew wide in surprise and wonder, like he hadn't expected how good it would feel, and he stared at me and panted through his orgasm, like he was trying to relish every moment of it.
He bent his knees behind me and I leaned back against them, letting my eyes closed but not quite willing to get off him yet. I listened to our breathing slowly calm and synchronize just like before, and finally I rolled off of him as I felt him shrinking inside me.
I laid on my side as he hauled himself shakilly off the bed and grabbed me a washcloth from my bathroom. I shoved it unceremoniously between my legs to catch the mess and save my sheets.
He climbed back onto the bed and pulled me against him. It was intimate, like I was special. I got a weird feeling in my stomach and a prickle in the back of my neck, and I wanted to pull away and make another unaffecting comment like I had in the past. Just to keep things cool. Unemotional.
But I couldn't think of anything. I kept thinking of the way his big, deep, brown eyes got bigger right before he came, and the way he shakilly moaned my name.
He had his arms around me and my head was on his chest again. His fingers in my hair. My arm draped across his stomach. We laid there until my TV decided I had forgotten it, and turned itself off.
"I should probably go," he said softly.
"Yeah. Probably."
Neither of us moved.
I should ask him too, I thought. I kept thinking of him as just "him," as just "he." Who is he, really? How much more of him was he? At first, he was abstract, just my grocery boy. Then he was my boy toy. Now... what was he now? Did I want more than a fuck toy?
I thought back to the way his eyes had lit up while he went off about Mandalorian. And how excited he'd been about the Witcher books. And his reaction to my rant on Doctor Who. Who was this guy? I barely fucking knew him. He seemed cool... I could wait until next time, if there was a next time...
"What's your name, anyway," I asked softly, before I could chicken out.
He didn't answer right away, like he was afraid of admitting it. Like it would break something. Maybe break the anonymity? The magic of it?
"Evan," he said. He got off me, and put both arms on either side of me, so he was right in front of my face. "I'm Evan."
"Hi, Evan," I said, completely awkwardly.
"Hi, Rachel." He smiled. I liked it.
Oops.
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Him

Rachel. Rachel, Rachel, Rachel. Bright red hair, oozing in snark, defensive as hell, could ride like a damn cowgirl... Rachel. How the hell had I gotten myself into this position again?
Oh yeah. A fucking cucumber.
Over the next few days I went back over our conversations. A few things stuck out to me.
The first was how she'd put on Mando for me just because I'd said it was good. Star Wars isn't my thing, she'd said, but she'd still turned it on, because she knew I liked it. "Well clearly it's important to you." Those words kept running through my head. In the two years I'd dated Caitlin, she'd never done that once... put something on, or done anything, just because "clearly it's important."
The other thing was the mischievous look on her face when she'd been stradling me, teasing me with the opening of her wet pussy, and how quickly she'd fallen apart when I'd taken control of the situation. Watching her expression change from proud and bratty to completely overwhelmed and in ecstasy was something I was definitely going to be jerking off to.
"Can I get your number," I had asked, before I left that evening. It was past midnight when I did finally leave, and she'd been acting a little funny since I'd told her my name. She'd stared at me, reluctant as usual, but eventually grabbed a piece of paper off her fridge notepad, scribbled it down, and handed it over. I'd leaned in to kiss her on the cheek and she shrunk back.
"What, I can't kiss you goodnight?"
"No!"
"You'll let me lick your clit but I can't kiss you."
"No," she said firmly, and put her hands on my chest. "Now get out, I have an eight-AM call tomorrow!"
I grinned and left, vowing I'd find a way to change her mind.
It had been two days and I kept thinking about her lips. Those pretty, pink, plump lips, and the way her eyes lit up when she got turned on.
And those words. "Well clearly it's important to you."
Rachel, I thought myself, I'm not going to settle for just being your boy toy anymore. I want more.
I texted her that afternoon at work.
Evan: Hey gorgeous Rachel: Hey trouble Evan: How's work? Rachel: It's shit. You? Evan: Same. Wanna hang later? Rachel: Is that what we're calling it now?
I sighed and then laughed a little. Always so defensive. I sent a reply.
Evan: We don't have to fuck. I just thought it would be fun to hang out. Evan: I can bring ice cream
She didn't reply for a while, and I worried I'd said something that had offended her. But then she responded, about an hour later.
Rachel: You don't need to bribe me. Sure, come over. Rachel: We can watch more Mando if you want. Evan: I get off at nine Rachel: Perf.
The rest of the day seemed to go on forever. I'd check my phone for the time, and then wait what felt like an hour, and check it again, and it would only be twelve minutes. Finally nine o'clock rolled around and, for the first time in a long time, there were no Grocery-Maxx orders for me to pick up. I clocked out and drove to her apartment as quickly as I could, trying not to come across as a desperate middle-schooler.
When I knocked, I heard slow footsteps, and then the door unlocked and she opened it. She was holding The Last Wish, and glanced up at me quickly and then back down to the book, retreating back to the couch without another word. Her red lips were slightly parted, like she was confused, and her eyebrows were closer together, subtle concentration on her face. I kicked my shoes off and followed her back to the couch, and sat across from her quietly, watching her eyes scan the pages rapidly. She turned a page and her expression changed subtly. Her eyebrow quirked. She shut the book and looked up at me.
"Sorry, I had to finish."
"Which story were you on?"
"The Lesser Evil."
"That one is really good."
"You were right, the books are better."
I resisted a grin, and shut my mouth. If I teased her about admitting I was right about something, she'd get all defensive again.
We ended up sitting on the couch for nearly an hour talking about the books. She grabbed us both a bottle of her favorite IPA and I watched her face as she went on and on about the characters and the details she'd liked, and the parts she'd gotten confused on.
"When does Yennifer arrive, anyway?"
"Don't worry," I smiled. "It's worth the wait."
She stood up and motioned for me to follow her, and we went back to her bedroom. She set the book on the nightstand on top of the others, and she put on Mando without even asking. Part of me wondered if this was going to lead anywhere tonight, but I had told her specifically that I didn't expect anything, and I'd promised myself I was going to hold to that. "You sure you want to watch this?"
"Yeah, it's cool. I like it. Plus, Baby Yoda."
"He's pretty cute."
"I want one."
I laughed at the mental image of her chasing a baby yoda around her house while trying to work.
"Do you think he'll ever take his helmet off?" she asked eventually.
"Yeah probably," I said. "They'll make it so he has to."
"I feel like that would ruin the character."
"No way, he'll compromise on something important to him to save something more important. Or make a point. Or save the Child."
"No, it makes him who he is," she said. "He won't give that up."
"You willing to bet on that?"
"...Yeah."
"Okay," I grinned. "How about this. If he takes his helmet off, I get to kiss you."
She looked over at me, her forehead wrinkled, lips pursed, mild disgust on her face.
"Okay then, nevermind," I put my hands up, feeling a little crushed by her facial expression. I turned back and looked at the screen, trying to ignore the hit on my ego.
"I mean, okay... I just didn't expect that to be the bet."
"If the idea is so repugnant--"
"I said okay," she cut me off. "And if he doesn't... you eat my pussy again."
Oh hello. I hadn't expected that turn of events. I felt myself smirk. "You don't need to lose a bet for that."
"No?"
"You just have to ask."
I waited. And waited. She wasn't budging. There was no way she was going to ask. She didn't like showing her cards, or even admitting things that were painfully obvious. Stubborn redhead, I thought. Stubborn, beautiful, sexy, gorgeous redhead...
But sure enough, we got near the end of the episode, and the helmet came off. I felt her quiet inhalation of breath as she watched, and peeked over at her to see her eyes widen. She blushed, and her eyes flickered towards me for just a half a second before going back to the screen. She knew I was looking at her but she refused to meet my gaze.
I let her finish the episode. I barely watched it, my mind completely focused on the shape of her mouth and the deep blush on her cheeks.
I wondered if this was even a good idea. I wanted to kiss her, but the way she'd reacted last time, and the look on her face now...
The credits rolled and she made no move to pause, letting the credits run out and the show stopping on its own. She still hadn't said anything or moved.
"You don't have to," I said softly. I rolled over on my side to face her, and studied her expression. I couldn't tell what she was thinking but she was still blushing and looked nervous.
She shrugged, then said, "No it's fair, a bet's a bet." She shuffled a little to reposition herself, almost facing me, but not looking at me.
That's okay. She didn't need to look me in the eye for me to kiss her. My mind whirled as I thought of all the ways I could do it. I could put my hand behind her neck and pull her to me. I could kiss her cheek first, and then kiss my way down to her lips. I could swoop in fast and crush my mouth against hers, stealing her breath and forcing my tongue in, kissing her until she was lightheaded and begging me for more. But...
She finally met my gaze. She looked embarrassed, a little nervous, and sexy as hell with that splash of red across her cheeks.
I inched closer, so our knees were touching, and tucked a loose curl behind her ears. Then I took her face in my hands gently, and leaned forward, gently pressing my lips into hers.
She was so soft. And so warm. God she was so easy to get lost in. But she froze under my touch, and I kissed her softly, just barely, and pulled away, studying her.
"You okay?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yeah, fine," she said, trying to be her normal brash self. She swallowed hard and her eyes darted to my lips for just a second before she looked back at me. Her tongue darted out and wet her lips.
"What is it?"
"Nothing." She looked down at her hands, and then over my shoulder, and then back at the TV, and then back to me. I felt her eyes on my mouth. She swallowed.
I knew I was missing something key here, but she wasn't talking, so....
I leaned forward again, slower this time, and set my hand against her cheek. Her eyelashes fluttered as I leaned in again, brushing my lips against hers, gently kissing and nibbling at them. I could feel her breath coming in smaller gasps, and then finally, she sighed, and parted her mouth just a little, and kissed me back.
My god could the woman kiss.
Her lips were velvet and soft, and her mouth was so hot. She tasted like the beers we'd had. I got lost in her wetness, our tongues dancing and fighting and swirling around each other. She bit my bottom lip just a little, and let out the softest sigh and then sucked it into her mouth.
I was growing painfully hard against my jeans, and she seemed to notice it. Our lips stayed locked together, working and moving and tasting each other, as she set her hand down on my thigh, gently edging her fingers closer and closer to my dick. When she finally brushed her fingers against it, I moaned into her mouth. I felt her smile against my lips, and she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me closer to her.
I rolled her over onto her back. "You teasing me, baby," I asked around her lips.
"You like it," she said snarkily. I pulled back just enough to see her expression. She was smirking.
Oh. right. Because she did want this to go somewhere, she just wasn't going to ask. Because she was never going to ask. Okay. If that's the game you want, princess. Let's play.

Her

I was kind of weird about kissing.
I'd had such high hopes for it all through middle and high school, and then I'd finally gotten a chance to kiss a boy and it hadn't been anything like the movies made it out to be... just warm, and wet. In college it had been a little more fun, but still just... warm and wet. I just ended up with slobber all over my face, and the guy is ready to fuck and I'm not even turned on yet.
But last time Evan had come over, and he'd looked at my lips, I'd gotten that familiar clench in my gut as I thought about his lips on mine. What if it was different this time? He was a fucking rockstar at getting me off. Maybe he'd be a magic kisser, too.
I'd thought about it a lot over the next two days. I decided I'd kiss him if the opportunity came up. But I couldn't shake that weird awkward feeling. We'd already screwed plenty of times. The man had come inside me for god's sake. Why was I so weird about him kissing me?
When I'd lost that stupid bet I realized I'd have to actually go through with it. It was easy to say, but actually doing it was different. That was when I realized exactly why the idea both turned me on, and freaked me out.
It was intimate. It was supposed to be special, and it was supposed to mean something. A first kiss was a milestone, wasn't it? Would this change us? What were we, anyway?
Evan was sweet about it. He could tell I was uncomfortable. Part of me wanted him to just get it over with. The other part hoped...
Oh my god, dude, it's just a kiss.
It was not just a kiss.
I don't know why it was different, I really don't. Because it was exactly what I expected. Warm, and wet. He was gentle at first, but his breath on my face and the soft little gasps he made as he nibbled at my lips broke me down, the sounds he made making me want him more. He'd looked at me with so much excitement and need, making sure I was okay, and then kissed me again... Then my head was fuzzy and swimming and I kind of lost myself.
It was warm, and wet, and a little gross. But I liked it.
I teased him a little, kissing him while brushing my finger against the growing bulge in his pants. He ended up on top of me, kissing me as he said, "you teasing me, baby?"
My stomach fluttered at the pet name. "You like it," was all I could say in response. Yeah I liked teasing him. I liked watching what my teasing did to him. I liked those soft breathy gasps he was making, and I liked the way our mouths locked into each others, neither of us wanting to back down or relent, stealing each other's breath.
"Oh. Oh yeah I do." He held his mouth just far enough away from mine that I could feel him, but I wasn't touching him. I lifted my head to reach but he pulled back. I felt my face burn with embarrassment. "You know what I like more, Rachel?"
There you go saying my name again and making me want you, I thought. Stop it.
"What?"
"I like teasing you back." His voice dropped, almost to a growl. "I like watching you struggle... and I like watching you lose." He leaned forward again and kissed my lips, softly, sweetly, then my cheek, then my neck. When I felt his breath on my skin and his lips on my collar bone, my whole upper body broke out in goosebumps. What the hell? Why was that so hot?
"You like that," he said against my skin, kissing that spot on my clavicle over and over, softly coaxing sighs and whimpers from me against my will. "I know where else you like to be kissed."
Oh my god was he going to eat my pussy? Please eat my pussy, I thought. Fuck. He knew I wanted him too, because that was my side of the bet.
Instead, he let me yearn with anticipation, and spent the next ten minutes playing with my breasts; squeezing, kissing, rolling my nipples between his fingers, sucking on them, until I was gasping and arching my back under his touch. He had that smug look on his face again. He was enjoying my struggle.
He left a trail of kisses down my body, spending a little extra time on my tummy, and then mercilessly kissed my inner thighs and hips. His favorite spot seemed to be right where my legs met my pelvis, not close enough to actually be my pussy but close enough to make me crazy. His fingers played with my nipples while he taunted me, switching from one leg to the other, letting his breath hit my pussy and my clit as he moved from one side to the other.
"Stop teasing me," I whimpered finally.
"But I like it."
"Evan, please."
His fingers brushed lightly across my stomach and then down my legs.
"Rachel," he whispered, still softly kissing that tender spot, edging closer and closer to my pussy but refusing to touch it. "I want you to ask me for what you want."
Oh hell no I wasn't going to... oh but fuck I needed it. I was panting now, and I could feel myself dripping. I could just ask, and he'd do it. I knew he would. He always did. He'd done this several times, now. He'd gotten me to ask him or tell him things by torturing me like this.
"You know what I want," I whispered.
"I want to hear you say it." His mouth was hovering right over me, and I could feel his breath on it again. My whole pussy was aching and my clit had a heartbeat. "I want to hear you ask me."
"Fucking hell," I mumbled.
"Try again," he laughed, and went back to brushing his lips across my pubic bone, letting his tongue flick out and drag across my skin once before kissing it again. He watched me while he did it, his hair falling over his forehead, his eyes dark and hot with desire. His fingers inched down towards my sex, and he brushed his fingertips lightly around it. He didn't look away, looking me right in the eye as he tortured me.
"C'mon baby, let me hear you beg... I want to hear it."
My stomach flipped at his words. He needed it too, I realized. He needed to hear it as bad as I needed him to do it. What was it that he got out of it? Was it the power that got him off? Did he just want to see me break? Was I willing to break for him?
I watched his eyes, hungry with desire for me. I could barely think straight the way he was teasing me. His lips moved just a tiny but further down off my pubic bone, right above my clit, and I could feel him pressing into me. Oh my god I needed his tongue there.
"Evan... please..." I started. I sound so dumb, I thought. But I watched his eyes darken and widen as he heard me speak. It was so hot to watch him lose it with me, and I found myself rambling. "Fuck, Evan please, I need you, eat my pussy please--oh my god--"
He dropped his face immediately at my words, and I was in heaven. I moaned as his lips and tongue played with me, opening me up, stroking my sex with wide, hot passes that left me shivering. He toyed with me, moaned into me, and then started flicking his tongue against my clit with abandon. Just as I fell off the edge of my pleasure, he slid two fingers inside me. I felt my eyes water and I gasped, a gush of relief and fire flooding my whole body.
It felt like forever. He did not let up, sucking, flicking, nibbling and lightly biting on my clit while he fingered me. Everything blended together. I couldn't tell where one orgasm stopped and the next one started. It wasn't waves of pleasure; it was a damn hurricane.
I finally felt myself coming down. My eyes were closed and I was pretty sure I was drooling but I couldn't move. Then I heard him unbuckling his pants. I laid there, wondering if I could take any more, and opened my eyes to meet his gaze. He paused, measuring my expression. Waiting for my permission. Asking if it was okay, without saying a word.
I nodded slightly, and he moaned as he slid inside me. He threaded one arm under me so he could hold the back of my neck, and with the other hand he grabbed one of my legs, bending it and pushing it up. He thrust into me slowly, his eyes locked on mine, deep brown pools of need burning for me. The way he was looking at me... I felt so special. So precious. So important. Like I was essential to him. Like he needed this, like he needed me, more than anything. And it felt so. Fucking. Good.
I watched his face change from relief, to pleasure, to the slight shock right as he realized he was about to climax, and then he came with a groan, burying his face in my hair and neck. He gasped as he caught his breath, mumbling something incoherent into my hair, and relaxing slightly so he could pull me into him.
I felt so warm. So tingly I was almost numb, like I couldn't quite feel my body. He rolled off of me but kept his arm around me, pressing his face against my neck, kissing it softly.
We laid there for a really long time. Eventually I noticed his breathing was soft and very quiet, and very steady. He'd fallen asleep.
How the hell had I gotten myself here?
Oh yeah. A cucumber.
Things came rushing back to me. I was sleeping with a stranger. But I was starting to really like him. What on earth was I going to do? Where would this lead? Would it ever be anything more than this? What did he want? What was I to him? We weren't really friends, but we weren't really a hookup anymore either.
God there was just so much to think about, and I didn't know the answers to any of the questions, so I just laid there, trying not to think, listening to his breathing against my neck.
"When this is all over," he said, startling me, "we should go... get a burger or something. See a movie."



I didn't answer. Was he asking me on a date? Did I want a date? My head hurt.
I rolled over and reached for the light switch, and then settled back onto the bed, biting my lip.
"Would that be cool?" he asked.
"Goodnight, Evan."
"Goodnight, Rachel."

***

He was gone when I woke up the next morning. I woke up late as I'd left my phone in the other room and it had died, rendering my alarm useless. I scurried out of bed and logged onto my computer just barely in time for my first meeting, brewing coffee while I listened to the drama of the day.
For the rest of the day, I thought about what he had said, and everything that had happened. The way he'd kissed me, and the look in his eyes when he'd done so. It had mattered to him. It had mattered to him that I asked him to go down on me. It had mattered to him that I gave consent for him to fuck me after he'd dragged me through a hurricane of orgasms and I was spent.
He'd asked me out.
"I can't think about you right now," I said out loud, hoping to get him out of my head. I checked my phone and saw several texts from him. It was almost 4pm and I'd not checked it all day.
Evan: You're fucking amazing, you know that? Evan: And fun. Damn you're fun. Evan: You okay? Evan: Hey I'm not going to annoy you anymore today but just let me know if I upset you.
I rolled my eyes and sent him an answer.
Rachel: You're fine, dumbass. My phone died. I just checked it. Chill out. Evan: You down for going out some time?
I hesitated. Why was I so reluctant to actually go on a date with him? Maybe it was the past relationships that just hadn't worked out. Maybe it was the fact that we were already having great sex, and I liked it, and if we dated, something would change, and we'd drift apart, and I'd lose this.
I made a half-hearted excuse and hoped to buy myself some more time.
Rachel: Maybe when things open back up. But the next few weeks are going to be really intense at work. I'll text you when they clear up, okay?
I felt slightly sick as soon as I sent the message, knowing I was falling back into that old habit of self-sabotage. He took a chance on me all those weeks ago; why couldn't I do the same?

***

It was about two weeks later that things started opening back up again. Restaurants and bars were allowing dine-in, as long as you followed strict rules. As reluctant as I was to expose myself to possible death, I was losing my mind cooped up in my apartment by myself, so I forced myself out to one of my old stomping grounds.
I'd missed Evan. I'd almost texted him so many times. Hey come over. You okay? When do you get off tonight? I miss you. I finished your books, do you want them back? I kept writing the texts, and erasing them before I sent them. And he hadn't come by.
You fucked up, Rach, I told myself. You had a good thing going, and you freaked out, and you fucked it up. What if I texted him right now? Just told him I suck and I'm sorry, let's try this again?
But he hadn't sent a single message. He hadn't come by. I hadn't even seen him at the grocery store when I'd gone by to pick up my meds and some canned soup.
Maybe he'd found another booty call. The thought made me a little nauseous.
I sat at the only bar in town that actually had the bar open. All the other places were booths and tables, but this place had a small bar in the corner with enough space for a few people to sit. I sat at the corner, watching people, sipping a beer, and munching on garlic fries.
It wasn't nearly as loud as it had been before the pandemic hit. Back then, this place was always loud, busy, and a wait for a table or booth was 30 minutes at least. Especially on a Friday evening. But now, there were only a few groups in here. I watched and listened to their voices, and there was something soothing about hearing the voices of other people in person after the weeks I'd spent by myself.
Then my stomach fluttered and I heard a familiar voice. Is it... no, that's not... really? I turned my head just a little to see.
There was a group of five or six guys across the room from me who had come in a while back. They sat crammed around a table, laughing and drinking beers. Evan sat at the end of the table, his back to me.
Before I realized what I was doing, I forced myself out of my seat and walked over to where they sat, and stood beside him. He looked up at me, and blinked, jerking his head slightly as he realized I wasn't his waitress.
"Rachel..." he swallowed. His eyes searched mine, and he looked... nervous?
Well that was my own fault, I thought. I pushed him away.
"You never came by," I said softly.
He pursed his lips. I fought to keep my gaze locked on his eyes, trying not to think of what his lips had done the last time he was over. "You never texted."
"Yeah... I suck."
It was oddly quiet around the table. I swallowed, horribly uncomfortable. Was this how he felt that first day when he'd propositioned me outside my door? It was a huge fucking risk, especially in front of his friends. For all I knew, he'd told them about me, joked and laughed about the cucumber girl.
But I missed him. Let's try again. Give me another chance?
He had that quiet, reserved, expectant look on his face. It was subtle, but he was waiting. It was my move, I realized.
I remembered his words. I need to hear you say it. I swallowed and forced the words out of my mouth before I chickened out. "You still want to get that burger?"
His awkward blank expression faded almost immediately and he settled back into that knowing smug little smirk that looked so good on him. There you are, you cheeky bastard, I thought.
And as always, he was immediate. He didn't make me wait and wonder. He didn't answer, he just stood up, grabbed his beer, looped his arm around my waist, and walked me back to my spot at the bar.
There was some subtle whistling as we walked away, and although I resisted the urge to turn around and throw some words, I did cave to flicking them off.
Evan pulled a chair over to where my garlic fries and beer sat.
"I'm sorry I freaked you out," he said, sitting down beside me.
"I'm sorry I freaked out on you," I said, scooting my chair just a little closer.
"I gotta warn you," he whispered, leaning in and twirling a piece of my hair on his finger. "I want a lot more than a burger."
"Oh good, cause I can't eat all these garlic fries on my own."
He grinned, and then laughed. I pushed the plate between us and he took a few. He was measuring my expression carefully. "You cool with this?" he asked softly.
I nodded. "Yeah... just... don't let me get away with ghosting you again if I freak, okay? I... I missed you."
He bit his lip and smiled, looking down at his hands, at my confession. Rather than teasing me for it, he looked back up at me, and said, "Tell you what... let's just take it slow, and you can tell me about how you liked those books... and maybe we can catch up on Mando later?" There was a subtle smirk on his face.
"Yeah," I said softly, taking another fry from my plate. "It's a date."
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1
"What did you tell him?" My voice was way higher and more panicked than I'd planned. I'd steeled myself, drank water, and then rehearsed carefully what I would say. But my voice came out a breathy, whiny squeak.
Lindsay laughed. "Girl. Nothing. C'mon."
"He messaged me," I whined. I was sitting on my couch in my apartment, my half-eaten Chinese food left cooling on the coffee table in front of me. I'd been browsing Reddit and saw a notification pop up. Upon further inspection, it was a DM.
From him.
"Fuck, Lindsay, what did you say?"
"Julia. Dude. Would I really break your confidence like that? I swear, I said nothing."
Lindsay and I had been friends for a few months, and had met at a munch in the greater DC area. It was a small group that met in a small bar off the beaten path, but you had to have an invitation to even attend. Reuben Weston organized it, and only invited people he personally trusted. Lindsay had approached me, and we started having coffee and manicure dates together, initially to feel each other out for some playtime, but decided we preferred our dynamic to stay as it was. She was bold, confident, sexy, had a devilish side where she liked to make people uncomfortable on purpose. I was a puddle of a kitten without an owner, desperate for a good beating and a satisfying orgasm that you can't get from a fantasy and a vibrator.
As Lindsay and I got to know each other, my secrets spilled. Although I got to know her personality, she never disclosed personal details about herself other than she was "here for work." But somehow, I still felt comfortable around her. I told her about my desperate desire to be used like a sex toy and owned like a pet. I told her about the hurt I'd felt when my last dom had basically ghosted me after I'd safeworded out of an intense impact session. And I told her about Paul.
Paul was new to our area and had just started coming to our weekly Saturday night munches. He'd been pretty regular over the past few months, and pretty clear he was looking for someone. I'd seen a few girls go home with him, and a few of my other acquaintances had mentioned that they'd done sessions with him before.
And I was stupid jealous.
The thing about Paul was he had this... smirk. His eyes would light up with this wicked glint that, by itself, was enough to give me goosebumps and a clench in my gut. But combined with the little twist of his mouth? And his oddly quiet but velvet smooth voice? Damn. I had masturbated to his voice alone more times than I was willing to admit.
The thing was, he wasn't really into girls like me. He liked tall, skinny blondes with big tits and full lips. They usually wore fishnet stockings and black boots and you could see their pretty red bras through their tank tops. And that just wasn't me. I liked pink too much. I liked soft pink hoodies and comfortable jeans and pink ribbon headbands with little pearl beads on the bow. And I was brunette. And short. And kind of fat.
I'd tried to dress like his type one time, on Lindsay's suggestion. We had raided her closet and she'd found me some black knee high tights, a leather mini skirt, and a thin black tank top. She'd tied a black ribbon around my neck and done my hair up all pretty, and given me some dark red lipstick and heavy eyeshadow. "Ta-da! Perfect Paul material!" she'd announced, turning me around to see myself in her mirror.
I'd winced at the sight.
"What! Dude you're hot. I'd fuck you." She smacked my ass and I let out a yelp, and she laughed at my response.
I shook my head at the heavy makeup and the black socks and skirt that was horrifyingly too short. "I can't wear this," I grimaced. "You can practically see my clit hanging out of this skirt."
"I mean, only if he's on the ground looking up at you. Which would be the ideal situation actually."
"I don't look like me... I don't feel like me." She'd looked at me then with a seriousness in her eyes and I thought she was going to argue. We spent all this time dressing you up, you going dressed like this, bitch. That's what she'd say. I shrugged. "I'm sorry."
She sighed deeply, gave me her customary side-smirk, and helped me get it all off again. I'd gone to the munch wearing my soft black corduroy pants, pink crop top, and my hoodie with cat ears on top. I just couldn't refuse that thing, it was so comfortable.
Lindsay had joked in the past that people were starting to assume I was her pet, since we always sat together. "You're not going to find anyone if you keep following me around," she'd nudged me with her boot towards an empty table.
"And neither am I. Go, sit." Knowing she was right, I downed the rest of my martini, ordered a second, and dragged myself to the table near the window. I felt her smirk as I walked away.
I watched Lindsay from a distance while different people approached her. She was magnetic in her energy, and once you got a taste of her proximity, you wanted more of it, even if she never touched you or even spoke to you. Mysterious and slightly terrifying, and just enough of a brat to make people want to smack her sometimes. She was entertaining, she knew it, and she liked it. She was tall, five foot nine or ten, nearly two-hundred pounds of solid muscle, and with her knee-high leather boots she usually came up to eye level to most of the guys. Her long brown hair was usually tied up in a messy ponytail, and her bright green eyes were in contrast to her flawless ivory skin. She hung out at the bar, leaning up against it and drinking the free drinks that people seemed to line up to buy her. Nobody really knew what her thing was, or what she wanted. But they couldn't stay away.
I spent the night chatting with a few other people, some I knew, some I didn't. But it felt like nobody saw me. I was furniture. Look, there's a table that's mostly open. That girl in pink won't mind.
I noticed when Paul came in. He had this easy air to him, walking with a saunter, his arms loose and his eyes scanning the room confidently. That subtle smirk on his lips made me flush from my eyelids to the tips of my toes. His eyes went right over me, never pausing. He'd gone straight to the bar, and I'd watched out of the corner of my eye as he'd chatted, talked, and laughed with some of the more confident and attractive people in the room. I'd nearly choked on my drink when he'd sidled up to Lindsay and they'd started chatting. It was a short conversation, but whatever she'd said, his eyes had gotten that heated glow and that subtle smirk on his lips matched her more pronounced one. He'd shrugged away from her and gone off into one of the other rooms. I'd asked her afterwards what she'd said, and she had told me that he'd invited her to help out a poor masochist who needed some extra TLC.
So Tuesday night when I got home from a long day of work with my Chinese food, and I opened Reddit to browse inappropriate memes and daydream, and I saw a message from Paul, I about choked.
u/pm02: Hey, you okay?
What. The. Fuck. Was. I. Supposed. To. Say.
I'd called Lindsay right away.
"Tell me exactly what he said." I could hear something crackling in the background, like she was frying something.
I read her the message.
"That's it? That's all this is about?"
"Lindsayyyy" I wailed softly. "I don't know what to do." My brain was literally mush.
"Have you replied yet?"
"No," I squeaked out. My hands and feet felt numb and the back of my neck was all prickly in nerves.
"Oh so you left him on 'read'?"
"Lindsay I need your help."
"You're such a baby. Okay. Say, 'Hey, I'm fine. What's up?' and tell me if he replies."
My heart was in my chest as I responded, my fingers tripping over the keys. I had to re-type the message four times before I got it spelled correctly.
"Did you send it?"
"Yeah... God, why did he message me? You were talking to him the other night, what did you sayyyy?"
"I didn't say anything about you, I promise. He was asking me about helping him and Ben on Monday."
I kept refreshing my page hoping for a response. I could hear voices in Lindsay's background. Two male voices talking, but no voices were defined.
"Am I... interrupting?"
Her voice was firm. "No. Work shit."
Finally a response came up. I felt that renewed buzz in the back of my neck of adrenaline and nerves.
"Oh God, he answered."
"What did he say?" she sighed, almost sounding exhausted. Didn't she understand how serious this was? I didn't even know Paul knew my name, let alone my Reddit username. I'd posted some of my fantasies there!
I read the message carefully before reading it out loud. "You usually sit with Lindsay, but you were alone last week. You looked upset." I groaned a little. "Did I look upset?"
"uh, a little melancholy, yeah, but it was cute in a kind of sweet, pitiful way. Looks like it worked out for you."
"Lindsay. What. Do. I say."
"You're such a scaredy-cat. Just... tell him you are trying to meet new people. That's true, right?"
"I don't want to meet new people," I murmured. "I want him to tie me up and use me as a cumrag."
She laughed on the other end of the line. "Okay, listen, I'll text you what you should respond to him. Let me know what he says." With that she hung up, not leaving me time to argue or ask any more questions.
"Okay," I said a little too late as I pulled my phone from my ear and held it in my hands, waiting for it to light up. I kept re-checking my DMs but there was nothing new from Paul.
Paul was objectively handsome, and totally out of my league. He was about a foot taller than me, narrow hips, wide shoulders, and dark eyes. I could tell he worked out, but he wasn't one of those super bulky muscular guys, just fit and toned. His semi shaggy dark brown hair hung over his forehead slightly. His eyes were dark brown and he had slightly tanned skin, and a beautiful sharp nose. He always looked like he came straight from work, and wore black dress pants and a button-down shirt, his cuffs smartly buttoned and his clothes always pressed. There was something about a well-dressed man with a smirk...
I, on the other hand, was objectively boring. I was almost five feet tall, DD boobs that sagged too much, large thighs that chaffed because they rubbed together too often, and a bit of a belly that I could never seem to get rid of. I'd always been a little heavy for my height and I hated it, but no matter what I'd done nothing seemed to help, so I'd resigned myself to my size 12's and learned to live with it. My face was round-ish, I had brown hair and brown eyes and freckles on my white, boring, easily flushed and untanned skin.
It wasn't that I hated my reflection, it's just that I didn't really find myself attractive. And clearly neither did a lot of other people. I'd met some people last year who I'd played with but our relationships had kind of petered out. I could have called Reuben or Sanaii if I needed it badly enough, but I didn't want Reuben or Sanaii. I wanted Paul. I wanted him to call me a whore and choke me while he fucked my asshole.
I shifted in my seat, trying not to spiral down too far.
My phone finally buzzed, from Lindsay. "Say, 'Thanks for checking in on me. I was a little out of it. People keep assuming I'm Lindsay's pet, and that's not helping me get laid.'"
"I am not sending that," I stammered, but nobody was there to hear me. After a few minutes, I knew I had to send him something, because he was clearly waiting for my response based on how quickly he'd sent the other message. I altered the message slightly and sent it, double checking I wasn't typing something stupid like "please slap me" or "I want your dick in my throat."
u/jk_lol: Thanks for checking on me :) I was a little out of it... Lindsay says people think I'm her pet, so she wouldn't let me sit with her.
u/pm02: Yeah... they do think that. You're not?
u/jk_lol: no we are just friends.
u/pm02: So... you're looking?
Fuck. Fuck fuck fuck. I called Lindsay again. She didn't answer so I sent a text with a screenshot of the conversation and a text: help me!
But Lindsay didn't answer. She was probably eating dinner. Or maybe she'd lied about "work stuff." I didn't want to interrupt her session for my drama. She'd eat me alive. And not in a fun way.
I braced myself, tried to relax, and sent a response.
u/jk_lol: Yeah, kinda.
Kinda? I was kinda looking for someone? I was absolutely looking for something. Anything, if it was with him. I put my phone down and rubbed my eyes, trying to get my brain to function again.
Paul didn't respond right away. Shit, should I say something else? Did I come across too strong? Should I add a smiley face?
I got up and paced, poured myself a glass of cheap white wine, drank most of it in a few gulps, refilled my glass, and hurried back to where my forgotten lo mein was getting cold. Paul hadn't responded. I tried shoveling a few more bites of my food down but it tasted like chalk.
God, why was I so obsessed with this man? Yeah he was hot, and generally speaking he was a nice guy, and his gorgeous quiet whisper of a voice made me want to curl up and hump his leg, but I barely knew the guy. He had a really good job, a dentist or something, and even though he was only a few years older than me, he had a really nice car, and a gorgeous house. He was well-respected in the community, though, and Reuben vouched for him.
I finally got a message back from Paul, and I clicked, my fingers slightly sweaty from my nerves and the alcohol.
u/pm02: You'll be there Sunday, right?
u/jk_lol: Yes!
u/pm02: hm... I might know a guy ;) See you then?
My heart sank. God, he was going to try to set me up with one of his friends. I let out a soft moan as I slunk back on my couch, sent him a thumbs-up emoji, and finished my bottle of wine.
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"Great job, Jules!" Lindsay shoved my shoulder a little. "You look great. Do you feel great?"
"I feel like I'm going to regret this," I muttered. Instead of my regular cords and hoodie, I'd worn my cutest black t-shirt with a semi plunging neckline, and jeans that showed off my ass. Okay the neckline wasn't really plunging. But the jeans did look really good. If I was being honest, my ass was probably my best feature. And the cute washed out jeans with jewels on the pockets only drew attention to my curves.
"Listen, even if it doesn't pan out, at least people noticed you're available now, right?"
I nodded.
"See? So, just keep playing the game. Don't worry, eventually you'll score some points."
She had a point. She'd been saying this all week, trying to psych me up. Paul wasn't all there was, after all. There were plenty of very attractive men who attended our events, and plenty of those who weren't necessarily Greek gods on earth but who also had a good reputation and knew what they were doing. If I was being honest, there were several doms I'd met who I was definitely interested in. I was just too stupidly shy to walk up to any of them. And none of them had that voice.
That night at the munch, I sat at one of the tables that was close enough to the bar that I could hear Lindsay's voice if I listened hard enough, but so that she wasn't directly in my line of sight. I couldn't stop fidgeting, fixing my shirt, trying to decide if I should leave my bra strap showing or tuck it back under, trying to figure out what I should do with my hands and arms. Together to press my boobs together? Or relaxed and on the table?
A martini appeared by my elbow. I looked down at it in surprise, and when I looked up, Paul was sitting across from me, sipping something out of a short glass, his lips barely pressed against the rim of the glass.
Gods and demons please don't let me be a blushing, blubbering mess. I stared at him for a second, and then somehow forced my hands to pick up the glass without spilling it, carefully holding it to my lips and taking a small sip. I fought the urge to look behind me at Lindsay.
"thank you."
"Enjoying your evening so far?"
I nodded.
"Good." He set his drink down, swirling it once and watching it move slowly and come to a stop in his glass. I kept sipping on the glass, knowing I was downing it way too quickly and I was going to regret it. I had a habit of spitting out random dumb shit when I got too tipsy. He watched me drink, and I felt like his eyes were physically touching me, running over my face and my cheeks and my mouth. I almost choked, so I set the glass down and cleared my throat.
"Long week?" he asked softly. Damn there was that voice, like a siren call into my ears and forcing my head to swim. This was miserable. And unfair.
I took a deep breath and prepared to say something, but I wasn't sure what else to say. It had been a long week, between my job at the restaurant full of angry customers, and the high tension of my obsession with him coming to a point with his message. So instead of answering, I just let out my breath and nodded, looking at my hands.
"Yeah. I know the feeling." I looked up from my hands and he gave me that delicious tiny smirk he did, and I treasured it like a gift wrapped up in a box, or a truffle that slowly melted away. Just that tiny purse of his lips and a tiny quirk on the corner of his mouth, his eyes narrowing slightly. I felt my heartbeat setting between my legs. Not knowing what else to do, I reached out and took my glass again.
You're fucking this up, I thought to myself. He's going to think you're a desperate needy slut and laugh at you. Say something. But I couldn't. My mouth felt like it was full of cotton.
"Where do you work," he asked, trying to make conversation.
"Oh, um," I tripped over my words. "the uh..." why couldn't I remember where I worked? "the place down the road. Brueggers. The bakery." Talking helped clear my head and steady my heart rate a little. "well, it's not a bakery. Not really. Bagels. They sell bagels. We sell them, I mean. And sandwiches. Soup too. It's not very good though."
Shut up, Julia. Shut your mouth. I took another sip, finishing my martini, and awkwardly holding the empty glass while I stared at his stupid perfect face.
"Yes," he said, calmly with just a hint of humor in his voice. "I know the place."
"Yeah, I work there," I said. Like a dumbass. Shit. It was already starting.
"Do you want another one of those," he gestured to my empty glass that I was gripping firmly.
"Oh. Yes. Well, actually, that's probably not a good idea," I said softly, more as an afterthought. "they're really good though."
Don't. fuck. This. Up.
He stood and left to get me another drink and I squinted my eyes closed for just a moment, and then opened them again, taking a deep breath. I glanced over at Lindsay for a second. She was grinning into her Old Fashioned, no cherry. She raised an eyebrow at me and I blushed and turned back around.
This is good, I thought. This is fine. Paul is just talking to me to decide if he should introduce the guy he knows to me, or if I'm a total idiot dweeb.
He returned with another drink for both of us, taking my empty glass from my slightly clammy hands and replacing the glass with the fresh one. Our fingers touched for just a second, and his cool fingers sent a zing through me. In my mind, for just a split second, I imagined his fingers trailing down my neck, between my breasts, and then lower, knowing he'd have that delicious smirk on his face when he did it. My finger felt like it had little invisible electric critters sitting on it, itching and tingling just a bit.



He was sitting across from me again, his eyes scanning the room quickly. I watched him, unable to move. "Are you—" shit, was I talking? His eyes finished their search and then fell on me.
"Am I?"
"Uh... are you looking for your friend?"
"Julia..."
"Yeah?" shoot, that was my breathy high pitched voice again. I sounded like a dumbass.
"I don't have a friend I was going to introduce you to." He looked directly into my eyes with the tiniest little smile that looked so wicked, that I felt a tingle of adrenaline and a pull in my stomach, right below my belly button.
I felt my face flush, and my heartbeat in my pussy again. "oh."
What had he said to me? I might know a guy? Holy shit, had he meant...
Before I had time to process or say anything else he finished his drink and stood up, taking another step closer to me, so I could smell his cologne. I blinked a few times and took a breath, trying not to melt into my chair, but that cologne was mouth-watering.
"We should get out of here," he leaned forward just a little. He looked down at the glass I held, which somehow was halfway gone already. "Maybe talk somewhere a little quieter? You seem..." he cocked his head slightly, studying me. "Flustered... distracted."
Yeah, I was distracted. Super distracted to the point where I didn't even trust myself to walk. And I was pretty sure my jeans had a wet spot. He offered me his hand.
"Oh no," I said softly, mostly to myself. I probably needed his hand to stand at this point. I forced my fingers away from the glass and slid it away slightly, and numbly and shakily began to reach for his outstretched hand... but he took it away.
"Oh, no problem," he said softly, kindly. He took his empty glass in one hand. "I may have... misunderstood you. I apologize if I made you uncomfortable. Have a good evening." He gave me a polite smile and walked away.
Wait. What? What had just happened?
I turned, my heart hammering and a chill seeping into my limbs as I watched him slowly walk away and return to the bar with his empty glass. My tongue felt like a lead weight in my mouth. I watched in mute embarrassment and horror as he put his arm around the shoulders another young girl who stood beside him, ordering her own drink.
I turned back to my half-finished martini.
Fuck.
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"I knew I'd fuck it up. God. How am I so dumb? Why do I even drink alcohol? I can't believe I said that out loud."
"I still don't understand what you said," Lindsay said. We were standing outside by my car, leaned up against it. She was forcing me to drink a bottle of water before I drove, worried I had finished my third martini of the night a little too quickly.
"I said, 'oh no,' like 'oh no he's going to hear how wet my pussy is,' but I think he heard me say 'oh, no,' like 'no I don't want to go somewhere quieter and private with you'." I took another few swigs of water. "I did it, Lindsay. I successfully fucked up my only shot. That was it," I said, pointing vaguely into space, watching my finger trail away and my chance with it. "There it goes."
Lindsay rolled her eyes so hard I could practically hear them rattling around in her head. "You have his profile in your DMs. Shoot him a message. Tell him you changed your mind, you want to talk."
"You know I can't do that."
"You can, but you're scared."
I shrugged.
"Let me ask you this," she said, turning sideways so she was facing me. She nudged me with her boot again, but I refused to look at her. "What would happen if you did message him, and he did come talk to you again? If you got another shot?"
"I'd probably fuck that up to," I said.
"He's interested. That's why he came to chat with you. He'll understand that you're nervous."
I sighed and chose not to answer.
Eventually, Lindsay let me get in my car. She ruffled my hair briefly and gave me her favorite sexy eyebrow raise before waltzing off, her hips gently rocking with the long strong strides towards wherever she'd parked her car.
I shut the door and leaned my head against the back of my seat, closed my eyes, and groaned. I felt defeated, frustrated, and embarrassed. Word will travel that I rejected Paul, and everyone will think I'm crazy or have a kink for fat ugly guys instead of super handsome men with gorgeous lips, I thought. It was an unrealistic thought but it still intruded.
I heard a knock on my window and I jumped, spilling the last of my water bottle on my jeans, leaving a large wet spot right on my crotch.
Shit, I thought, shoving the now empty plastic bottle into the passenger seat next to my purse and grabbing a napkin from my middle storage section. I rolled the window down as I dabbed at the wet mark, and then looked up to see...
"Shit." I dropped the napkin and clasped my hand over my mouth. Stop talking, Julia. For the love of all things holy.
"You okay?" Paul looked at me in concern.
I kept my hand on my mouth, and nodded.
"You... look upset."
"Imuucckup."
"What?" his mouth quirked deliciously.
I dropped my hand into my lap, letting it sit there like a traitor. "I fucked up," I said softly.
"I'm sure you didn't," he said softly. Dammit stop using that voice on me. My pants were already literally soaked.
"No, I did. I talk too much. I ramble. And I sound stupid. And then I say things I don't mean. And I say things out loud that I mean to say inside in my head. But my mouth is kind of nonfunctional and useless. See," I gestured towards my face. "I'm doing it again."
He took another step forward and crossed his arms above his head, pressing them against the top of my car and leaning forward slightly. The blackness of the night behind him was blocked out, and his face was gently illuminated by the light of a streetlamp across from us.
"it's endearing."
"What?" I heard my words escape me before I had a chance to swallow them.
"It's endearing," he repeated, slightly more enunciated. "What was your fuckup?"
I tore my eyes away from his intense dark stare. Maybe if I didn't look at him it would be easier? "I rejected someone by accident," I spat out. "Please leave me alone to wallow my misery."
He chuckled. It sent a warm trickle through me. God he needed to stop that. I had to get this man out of my car and out of my head, or I'd never be able to think straight again.
"Why don't we grab a coffee and we can talk about it?"
My breath hitched and I felt myself turn back to face him against my own will. He had that evil glint in his eye again. Oh fuck. He knew I was talking about our conversation. I knew it in my gut but also hoped I was wrong.
...A second chance?
I stuttered for a second but ended up just nodding. He opened my car door and offered his hand. I bit my lip and thrust my hand out to take it, not wanting it to disappear like last time. His strong fingers wrapped around mine and he helped me to my feet, looking me up and down slowly, then again, and letting out a small huff of a laugh at my damp crotch. I felt myself blushing again. "Good thing it's dark."
"I spilled water," I started to say, but he held up his other hand.
"I know. I saw. It was my fault." He still held my hand strongly. "Why don't you tie your hoodie around it?"
"I... didn't bring it..."
"Really? You always wear your hoodie."
What? He'd noticed my hoodie? "I... I wanted to not... I didn't want to look like a dork. Tonight. When you said—well, you said you might know a guy. But you didn't. Which is fine." I bit my lip again. Oh my God somebody please gag me so that I stop making myself look like a dumbass.
"You really do talk a lot when you get nervous, don't you."
"It's a problem."
"Yes, it might be. I think that's something we can work on." He released my hand and put his hand on the small of my back, right above the waistband of my jeans, his finger pressed gently into the spot right between two of my backbones. It sent a jolt through my body and I felt my stomach drop and pussy clench.
He guided me down the street slowly. In the darkness, and the buzz of the city, we talked.
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"If you don't go, I'm going to tie you up, gag you, and drive you there myself." Lindsay was brushing my hair while I sat on my couch, clenching and unclenching my fists. My limbs felt numb and I was lightheaded from breathing to shallow for the past few hours. "Hell, I'll leave you on the doorstop, pre-bound."
It had been three weeks since the "incident" where I had thoroughly embarrassed myself and then somehow still managed to go on a nighttime walk with Paul's hand on my lower back. He'd given me his number. We'd texted all week. Made lists. Asked questions. He was kind, straightforward, and confident, and only slightly teased me. His flirting was subtle and it took me a day or two to pick up on it.
He wanted to know what I liked. What I wanted. It felt so weird sending a text to the guy I'd practically idolized over the past year and tell him I wanted him to pull my hair while he throat-fucked me, but he'd only responded positively. To that particular text, he'd said one word. "Good."
Last Sunday at our weekly event at the bar, he'd sidled up to me with another martini. "Just one this time," he said with his smug sculpted lips. "Wouldn't want you to get stuck in your car drinking water again."
I blushed and bit my lip to hide a smile.
He leaned forward slightly, and I felt his breath on my ear. "What are you doing Friday night?"
"Nothing," I said quickly. "Nothing. I'm not doing anything. I have nothing happening. At all."
"Give me your phone." I handed it over without even thinking. He took it and typed for a few moments, and then handed it back. I saw the Maps app open with an address plugged in. "Six o'clock."
"Um. Yeah. Sure. Six. Six o'clock." I nodded a bit too fiercely and almost spilled my drink.
His eyes swept over me, slowly taking in my jeans and t-shirt. I'd gone back to wearing my hoodie. It was just so damn warm. Of course now, with his eyes on my chest, I was a bit too warm and I shifted nervously. He turned to walk away.
"Oh," he turned back to face me, having remembered something. He leaned forward slightly and I felt his breath against my ear and neck. "Until then... don't touch yourself."
I swallowed hard. He gave me a stern look, and walked away before I could answer.
So now Lindsay was brushing my hair and putting a little hint of concealer on my chin where I'd broken out because I was so nervous, and threatening me if I bailed.
Like I was going to throw this chance away.
He'd sent me a text this morning.
Paul: For tonight... White button-down blouse. Skirt. Heels. Black thong.
Julia: Okay.
Paul: Have you been good?
Julia: Yes
"Julia?" Lindsay's voice cut through my dizziness. "Do I need to drive you?" genuine concern crossed her face. "I can drop you off and pick you up. It's no big deal."
"No, I'm okay."
"you sure, cause your heart rate is pretty high right now."
I took several deep, slow breaths, and closed my eyes. She had taught me to visualize a beautiful island in the sun when I was stressed, to try to feel the sun on my skin and the wind on the back of my neck. Usually it helped. But this week, every time I felt the wind on my neck, I felt Paul's lips brushing against my skin, gently nibbling and trailing down my back.
"Fuck," I muttered. "This is going to be a disaster."
"Fuck, this is going to be awesome," Lindsay corrected. "Dream come true, remember? Get in your car. You have 20 minutes to get to his house."
"Lindsay... can I call you after?"
"Girl, I'm hoping you won't want to. But if you do, I'll come over and bring ice cream and wine, if that's what you need."
She helped me to my feet, trying to give me a pep talk in her cool collected manner. She was right, after all. Everything would be fine. He'd like me. He was nice. He was hot. He had specifically said he would take good care of me. I knew he was safe, I knew he would respect my boundaries and call it quits if I safe-worded out.
But the thing about extremely attractive men was, even if you trusted them, knew people who vouched for them, and knew they would do right by you, it still fucked with your brain when they smiled at you. Because, brain chemicals.
My pussy was already aching from the week of chastity. Monday and Tuesday had been okay, a slow ache growing inside me that I could ignore. Wednesday I'd felt every brush of my jeans against my clit, and my muscles tingling every time I'd shifted my weight from one leg to another. By Thursday I was horny, frustrated, and nervous. Today? I'd gone through 2 pairs of underwear by 9am and had just given up after that. My poor body was used to my nightly self-care routine and was missing it.
I arrived at Paul's house and parked my beat up 1994 Hyundai next to his new Lexus, feeling completely out of my league. His home looked modest on the outside; a small place, one story, with a well-kept tiny yard in front. I seriously debated driving away just on the principle of the idea of me walking up to the front porch. Me? Chubby, delirious, unskilled and not that smart, and completely not his type? How had I even gotten here? The gravity of the situation hit me.
I checked the clock. I had three minutes to knock on the door.
I checked myself in the mirror again. Nothing had changed during the drive, but I couldn't help but look in the mirror and smooth my hair down, checking my concealer and almost wiping it off. Fuck. Stop touching it.
He'd told me what to expect, based on our texts, and the lists I'd given him, and the (horribly embarrassing) fantasies I still had on my Reddit page that he'd somehow managed to find. He was going to set me up to fail, and then punish me for it. But that was only going to happen if I could get myself out of this car.
I looked back at the clock. Shit! It was six o'clock. I scrambled out of the car and panicked momentarily about what to do with my purse and keys. Should I take them or leave them? I should probably take them.
My legs shook as I walked towards the door, my breath coming in short bursts. The walk seemed to take forever, but then suddenly I was at his door and I still wasn't prepared. I bit my lip to try to focus myself, and raised my hand to knock on the door.
It was cracked open, ever so slightly.
I knocked twice anyway, wrapping my knuckles on the door, and the action made the door creak open slightly. I poked my head in, and pushed the door open a little.
"Uh... hello?" I took another step in, sliding through the door and shutting it behind me, looking around. I was in a narrow corridor that lead to a hallway. Beside the door was a small empty table. I set my purse down, and silenced my phone, leaving my belongings on the table, and shutting the door securely behind me. I locked it out of habit, having lived in a small apartment by myself for almost three years, and not really thinking about it. As I realized what I was doing, and heard the lock slide into place, I felt a shiver down my spine.
Breathe. He's hot as sin and he wants to fuck you up. What could go wrong?
I focused on my breathing, and on the sound of my heels gently clicking as I walked down the polished hardwood of the hallway. It opened up on either side of me. I looked to my right; there was a kitchen and dining area. To my left, an open seating area with a couch and a few chairs. Paul sat in a tall armchair with his feet up on the ottoman, ankles crossed, sipping a glass of scotch.
I swallowed hard so hard it was definitely audible. I couldn't move. I was in his house, and he was staring at me. And he was going to fuck me. I was buzzing with nervousness and excitement and a little bit of terror, and I was pretty sure I had a wet spot in my skirt.
He was watching me with a combination of amusement and interest, and that beautiful smirk settled on his mouth. His eyes narrowed slightly, and he set his glass down, and gestured with his chin that I should come closer to him. I took a deep breath and approached him. One step at a time, Julia. I felt that familiar cotton-mouth feeling and loss of control over my brain, and nervously started spilling words from my mouth.
"Am I late? I tried to be on time. There was some traffic. I'm sorry if I kept you waiting. My clock said six—"
Paul carefully raised a hand and set one finger on my lips. I stilled, feeling his finger against my mouth, and barely resisted the urge to part my lips and let his finger fall into my mouth.
"Sorry," I mouthed, not making a sound as I wasn't really breathing.
"Julia... you look lovely."
"Tha—" I choked, swallowed, and tried again. "Thank you. I uh... I did what you asked. And I—um, I wore, uh, I wore what you asked." I gestured at my skirt, in dumb obviousness. My hand fell weakly to my side.
He smiled slightly. "I can see that."
Oh lord in heaven please give me something to do so I don't make a fool of myself.
"Julia... sit."
Thank you.
Immediately, I began to bend my knees to sit by his feet but he stopped me with an outstretched hand, almost like he expected my actions and had anticipated stopping me. "ah-ah-ah... here." He tapped his thigh with his hand.
"Oh... Oh. Okay." I straightened slightly and carefully moved closer to him, awkwardly squatting and settling myself down on his lap. I could feel his cock beneath me, pressed up against my leg and my ass, already hard. Oh my god, he was hard for me. What parallel dream world was this?
"Look at me."
I realized my eyes were doing that weird darting thing I did when I was super nervous. I took a deep breath and forced myself to look at him. His handsome face had a sharp, clear, slightly withdrawn expression... but when I exhaled and kept my eyes glued to him, I saw his face softened.
"Julia, are you okay?"
I bit my lip. No, I'm not okay. I've been dreaming about this day like it wasn't going to ever be a real thing, and now it is, and I'm not sure if I'm breathing.
Coughing to cut off my word vomit, I clenched my jaw, and nodded.
"Are you sure? Because you look ill."
"Oh no," I said softly, then gasped at the sound of my own voice. "uh, no, I'm fine. Really. Please." Jesus I was already begging for him.
"Julia... I'm going to respect your boundaries, you know that, right?"
I nodded.
"I'm going to push them. But I'm going to respect them."
I felt the blood rush to my face.
"I am going to pay very careful attention to your requests."
"I know, thank you."
"Would you like a drink?"
I shook my head. "No thanks, it'll hit me too hard."
"Okay... is there anything you want to add, before we begin?"
We were going to begin. Oh fuck. I felt myself choke on my own spit.
"It's just that you're really hot and it's distracting." I felt the words tumble out of my mouth without my permission. "And I didn't think I was your type, and I'm still not sure why you asked me, and I've been kind of thinking about you for a long time." I snapped my mouth shut and pursed my lips as hard as I could, feeling them tingle.
A slow smile crept over Paul's handsome face. I felt a wet spot start to form between my thighs, the lips of my sex pulsing with my heartbeat.
"Would a blindfold help?"
"No because I think I'd fall over."
He chuckled, his eyes lighting up and throwing his chin up just a little. He was enjoying my torment, and just knowing that was making me melt even more. The fact that he knew how vulnerable I was right now made me so wet that I worried I'd leave a spot on his dark jeans.
"Are you afraid?"
I nodded just a little.
"What are you afraid of."
"I don't want to fuck this up." I mouthed the words, my breath barely crawling over my lips enough to make the smallest sound as I spoke.



He sighed, and cocked his head slightly to the side.
"I'm going to promise you something." Gently, slowly, he took one hand and carefully set it on my thigh, right above my knee. I looked at his hand sitting there on my leg, and my mind flashed quickly to all the other places his hands—and other body parts—would be tonight.
He leaned forward ever so slightly. I could feel his hardness even more pronounced now, and his hand tightened around my leg. "You are absolutely going to fuck this up... And I'm going to thoroughly enjoy punishing you for it."
5
He used his Siren-song voice on me. "Are you ready to begin?"
"Yes."
"Good. Stand up. From now on, you will call me Master. Do you understand?"
I nodded. "Yes Master."
"Julia, today, I have one rule for you. If you do not follow it, there will be serious consequences..." I held my breath in nervous anticipation, and bit my lip, hard, trying to focus myself.
"You may only speak to answer a question."
If I hadn't been biting my lip, I'd have eagerly spat out another 'yes master' just out of compulsion. Oh my god this was going to be impossible. He was right, I was going to fail miserably. It was just a matter of time.
"Do you understand, little whore?"
That was a question, right? "Yes, Master," I whispered.
"Good girl." He smiled just a little, seemingly impressed. Warmth spread through my body in satisfaction. Maybe I'd pull this off. "Take your blouse off. Slowly, Julia. Slowly." He raised his hand as he said it, slowing my movements after I'd nearly torn the thing off in my eagerness to comply. My fingers shook as I unbuttoned each button from the top, gently letting my blouse fall open and exposing my simple white lace bra. I let the blouse fall to the ground beside me.
"Now your skirt. Keep your eyes on me, Julia... and stop biting your lip." I opened my mouth to reply, but coughed and caught myself. He smirked wider. He was just waiting for me to talk out of turn. And I knew it would happen. Focus. Questions only.
I unhooked, unzipped, and let my pencil skirt unceremoniously fall to the floor, not sure what to do with it. I felt exposed already, nervous about what he thought about me. But Paul's eyes carefully roamed over my body, settling on my breasts, then my thighs, then my tummy. A new wave of desire spilled out between my legs as he settled his eyes on my thong.
"Turn around. Face away from me."
Slowly, I turned my back to him, feeling a new sense of openness. You had to truly trust someone to turn your back to them, right?
"I can smell you from here, Julia. You're dripping, aren't you?" His laugh was breathy and proud. I waited for him to continue but then realized I was supposed to talk.
"Yes!" I said a little too loudly. "Yes, Master."
"You little slut," He said, his voice dripping with humor. I knew he was loving watching me squirm and lose my mind.
I heard him move in his chair, and then I felt a single finger at the back of my neck. His touch was soft, gentle, but his fingertips were rough. He dragged his fingertip down my spine, slowly, and stopped when he got to the band of my bra. He unhooked it, and I felt the muscles in my back tense as the pressure on my skin was released. It fell limply in front of me. I felt a trickle of wetness start to slowly drip down the edge of my inner thigh.
Paul continued his journey with his finger and trailed down my lower back, resting right where my thong strap began. He brushed a finger over it, almost lovingly, then slid his finger under and hooked around it, and tugged me towards him ever so slightly. I staggered and took a step back, almost falling, and let out a gasp of surprise.
He steadied me by putting a hand on my hip, his grasp firm. "You didn't speak, did you, Julia?"
Panic trickled through me. Had I said something? Had I sworn? I shook my head, confused.
"Answer me." His voice changed. It was cold, direct, and short.
"No Master." My voice sounded like an old squeaky toy. It was humiliating.
He still had a finger looped through my thong, and I felt his other hand come up to join the first. There was a tug, a loud snap, and he had torn the thong in two pieces. He did it again to the waistband, and I felt it fall, the straps hanging between my legs.
"Look down, Julia. Do you see my feet beside you?"
His legs were beside me, crossed at the ankles, his toe resting against the coffee table in front of us. I nodded.
"Put your feet on either side of mine." I swallowed hard and did as I was told, my pussy clenching and unclenching against my will, begging for attention. Now with my legs on either side of his crossed feet, my thighs were not touching anymore. The cold air tickled and invaded my hot sex and I shivered.
"Bend over. Put your hands on my ankles... Hold on tight."
Slowly, almost against my will, I felt myself tipping forward at the hip, exposing the entirety of my sex to him. I had never felt so open, so embarrassed, so slutty in my life. The drip down my leg was to the middle of my thigh now, leaving a cool wet snail trail. A new drip started on the other side.
For a moment he didn't move, didn't do or say anything. The blood was rushing to my already dizzy head and the adrenaline was pumping through my veins. I could feel his breath against me, gentle, calm, warm waves slowly hitting my pussy. I held his ankles firmly for fear of falling over.
His hands roamed my hips, my ass cheeks, and my thighs. His fingers found the drip down my leg and followed it up. "You're a needy little slut, aren't you."
I whimpered slightly as I said, "Yes master."
I felt him come closer to me. His breath hotter against my skin and my pussy, his face up near me. His hands were on my ass cheeks, squeezing and massaging in a slow, circular motion, pulling me up, open, and closed. He sighed as he said, "Julia, your asshole is so pretty. Do you like having your asshole played with?"
He knew damn well I did. It was one of the first things we'd talked about, and I'd sent him a picture of the size of the plug I used when I played with myself.
"Yes, Master. Yes I love it. It feels so good."
His finger—no, oh god, that was his tongue—touched the edge of the skin below my asshole. Painfully slowly, he trailed his tongue around the rim, barely touching, then circling back again a little firmer. I felt his spit trickle down into the hole and I let out a sigh. I was panting as he finally brushed the tip of his tongue over the center of my hole, the tip invading me ever so slightly.
I felt a warm gush between my legs and I moaned. "Oh fuck."
He stopped. I gasped.
"Oh, Julia."
"Oh no."
"Oh, yes."
He stood up roughly and grabbed my hands behind my back, pulling me up so I was standing. I almost fell as the blood rush went back down towards the rest of me. He whipped off his belt and used it to bind my wrists behind my back, then grabbed me by the hair.
"You just couldn't keep your mouth shut, could you, you little cunt." He laughed as he spoke, but he spat the last insult like it tasted bad.
I tried to answer but it came out as a yelp. He dragged me by the hair out of the room, down the hallway, and into a dark room at the end of the hall, roughly shoving me into the dark. I tripped and fell against something soft, trying to stand, but he was faster, grabbing my head and shoving me back down. I felt one of my heels bite into the tender spot on my thigh and I grimaced.
"One rule, whore. One rule. And you couldn't follow it."
"I'm sorry, master!"
"You've just broken it again!"
"I—" I clenched me jaw shut trying to recover, but it was too late.
"You've spoken out of turn too many times tonight. How many times, Julia?" He let go of my head. when I looked up at him, he was unbuttoning his shirt cuffs and rolling up his sleeves.
I struggled to think, to count, but I couldn't recall our conversation. Had it been two? Three? More?
I felt a sharp sting across my face. "Answer me, whore!"
"I don't know, Master! I don't know. I'm sorry. I forgot. I can't remember."
"You're going to remember," he growled, and he unbuttoned his jeans, shoving his pants down his legs with force. "You're going to remember, while you choke on my cock, until you have the right number. And then you'll get what you deserve."
With that, his boxers went down, his dick sprang out, and his hands were clasped on the back of my head. I barely had time to open my mouth as he pulled me forward, forcing his dick into my mouth and down my throat. I choked, gagged, tried to swallow, gagged again. He started thrusting into me, the tip of his cock brushing against the back of my throat with every strike.
"How many times!" he yelled again, pulling out and pushing my face back so I could answer.
"Uh, three!" I guessed.
"Three, Master!"
"three, Master!"
"Wrong." Back in my throat, harder this time, faster, and I gagged again. He fucked my throat a few beats longer, before pulling out and asking me again.
"Six!" My brain was completely off, I had absolutely no idea what number I said. I knew it couldn't be more than that though.
A sharp sting across my cheek and I gasped, and corrected myself. "Six, master!"
"No!"
In my throat again. My cheek was stinging, my eyes were watering and my nose was dripping. The adrenaline rush was intense and I could hear the blood rushing in my ears.
"You stupid whore, you can't even count, can you? Answer me, Julia!"
"hng muhssrr!"
A few more thrusts and he asked again.
"How many times, Julia? How many times did you break the rules, and speak out of turn."
"Four?" it came out as a question as I was gasping for air. I could barely breathe from him being in my throat, and my nose was running and stuffed up.
He released my head and I let myself fall back, my head and back pressing up against the bed behind me. I'd left a puddle on the ground below me and my poor cunt was twitching with frustration.
"Four. Four times... you little mess. Look at you, you drooling, dripping little slut." He laughed at me. I felt his hands under my armpits and he hauled me up to my feet, spun me around roughly, and pushed me forward on the bed. He unbuckled his belt that was holding my wrists, and threw my arms up above my head, then walked to the other side of the bed. A rope appeared, and he tied my hands snugly. I was stretched out across his bed on my stomach. He walked behind me and I heard a drawer open.
"Five strikes for each time," I heard him say. "Better not rack up your count by speaking during your punishment."
"Yes Ma- oh shit."
He sighed, and then sting! I felt the riding crop on my ass. "Now you're at five. You better shut your stupid mouth."
I turned my head and bit down on my arm, groaning as I felt the crop come down again on the exact same place five times.
For each of my transgressions, he hit me five times with the crop, in steady succession, in the same place, and then switched to a new place for the next set. He hit my ass, my thighs, my back, the back of my arm, and then the side of my breast. I wailed on the last one, but kept biting my arm, refusing to speak. My whole body was on fire and the places he'd hit me burned extra hot like hot coals melting through my skin.
Finally the crop was set aside. I was breathing heavily as I felt him come up behind me, his legs pressing against the back of my thighs. The hair on his legs brushed softly like feathers against my smooth skin.
"Let's try this again, little cunt." I felt his finger trace around the outside of my pussy, just brushing against the soaking lips, teasing but not entering. "Put your knees up on the bed. Ass up, face down." I panted as I did so, lifting my ass high and arching my back, turning my head so I could breathe, and then resuming biting my arm. "Don't think I don't see you cheating," he said. "You don't get a gag, even if it's your own body."
Reluctantly, I let my mouth off of my arm. He spanked me once, hard, on the ass, in the same place he'd hit me with the crop. I gasped but didn't call out.
"One more time, Julia," he said as he climbed onto the bed beside me. His hands went to my hips, and then teased my pussy again, this time dipping in just a little and scooping up some of my wetness with his finger. "Do. Not. Speak."
His finger began rubbing my wetness into my asshole, and then I felt his tongue inside me, flicking against it and diving in, swirling around the edge. He slid a finger into my pussy, just a little bit, then a little bit more, then two fingers, timing his gentle thrusts of his fingers with the dives of his tongue in my ass. I moaned as I felt the intensity of the orgasm that was building in me, welling up steadily and quickly. His fingertips were just barely brushing against my g-spot as he went in and out.
My pussy was dripping down my leg and my asshole was soaked inside and out. He lifted his head from me, and removed his fingers from my pussy, and I felt the edge of a vibrator slide in to replace them. The hooked end fell over my clit and I felt a slow, subtle vibration start. My pussy clenched. Paul placed his thumb on my asshole, gently pushing in and out, then his other thumb with it, gently pulling and spreading me. Then he dove back into my asshole with his tongue.
As soon as I felt his tongue flick the inside of me, with his thumbs spreading me wide, the vibrator in my pussy and tingling my clit, I wailed and I came, hard. My whole body shook and convulsed as wave after wave took me, over and over and over. Finally as it started to melt away, he withdrew his hands and his face from my ass and stood up off the bed, and I slumped over. I laid there in dumb silence, melting into the bed, my body quivering and tingling with the hot intense glow from the best orgasm I'd ever had, the vibrator still gently buzzing on my clit and against my g-spot, occasionally sending another quiver through me. Then I felt Paul climb back up onto the bed.
"Good girl, Julia. I'm proud of you." He reached out and grabbed my breast, squeezing, then rubbing my nipple slightly. "You followed the rules so carefully."
I couldn't have spoken if I'd tried. I couldn't even move. He pulled the vibrator out and turned it off, setting it aside.
"I hope you enjoyed that... because now I'm going to use you. I'm going to take you for myself." My eyes opened as he flipped me onto my back and pulled me towards the edge of the bed, my ass just barely hanging off.
"You're allowed to cum if you want... but you still may not speak unless I ask you a direct question. If you disobey, you'll suffer dearly. Understand?"
Somehow I managed to murmur out, "Yes, Master. I understand."
Paul grabbed my hips and I could feel the edge of his cock pressing against my pussy. Slowly, he pushed into me, a little at a time, painfully slowly and steadily until he was fully inside of me. I gasped and watched in fuzzy disbelief as his thick cock slid in and out of me, painfully slowly. His hands were on my hips and were pulling me closer as he thrusted. Another orgasm started to build as I watched his dick inside me. My eyes traveled up his body, taking him in, and then I met his gaze. His breathing was heavy, and his pupils were dilated. His hair fell into his eye and a single bead of sweat rolled from his neck and down his chest. Faster and faster, smooth and even, he pumped into me. I gritted my teeth as I felt sound start to come up from me, but it came out as a whine.
Just as I was about to cum again, he pulled out, straddled me, and jerked himself hard and fast as he came on my face and tits. He let out a low groan as he did so, and he lifted his chin, his eyes rolling back slightly. "Fuck," he whispered, softly. "Fuck Julia, you look so pretty covered in my cum." He ran a finger down my breast and tummy, making a trail in the mess. "I bet you just love this. You love being covered in my cum."
I ached and squirmed as I felt my orgasm start to fade. Panting, feeling his cum drip down my cheek and chest, and down my tummy, I felt my mouth form a single word. "Please."
Paul was panting heavily, and watching his cum on my body.
Maybe I didn't say it loud enough? Had he heard me? Had I actually said it, or just mouthed it? He disappeared from my line of sight and reappeared a few moments later, holding a few items in his hands. I couldn't see what they were.
"Julia... you poor thing."
"What?"
"You thought I didn't hear you, didn't you."
"I'm sorry, Master, I—" oh my God I was talking again. He stared at me in eager expectation, enjoying my squirming.
"That's three more times you've spoken out of turn... when will you learn?"
"I've learned, I'm sorry Master, it was an accident!"
I felt myself panting as the adrenaline buzzed through me, my whole body fuzzy and glowing from the need to cum. He came behind me and placed a blindfold over my eyes, tying it securely. Then I felt a gag being shoved into my mouth.
"I'm tired of you breaking my rules, so I'm going to ensure you can't say another word until I let you speak."
Oh thank God.
"And since you want to cum so badly..." I heard a faint buzzing in my ear. Oh no.
Paul climbed onto the bed and straddled me, facing my legs. He cuffed my ankles into a spreader bar, and then hauled my legs up, somehow hooking the bar overhead so my legs were suspended in the air. I could feel his cum slowly dripping off by body, tickling my breasts and tummy, and his cock and balls laying on my hips as he sat over me, forcing me to stay still. Something hard, large, and cold brushed the edges of my pussy and I felt myself clench. It was so large that it felt flat, and it took a few tries for him to actually get it in.
I felt myself moan, and then gasp as it started moving into me, just a half an inch at first, and then in and out, in and out, a little farther each time. It went further and further the rippled texture massaging my g-spot every time it moved and stretching me intensely. I was so close already, that my orgasm built quickly, and within just a few moments I was right on the edge.
He pulled out the dildo and something zinged through the air. I heard it before I felt the sharp wave of pain ripple through my body. He had something, maybe the riding crop, that he was hitting me with. The top of my thigh burned, and then my inner thigh. Before the burn even fully blistered into full pain, the dildo was back in my pussy again, edging me right to the brink.
He tortured me this way for what felt like a decade, bringing me so close and then slapping it out of me. I was wailing and mumbling around the gag, knowing he couldn't hear my words. I felt myself begin to float, like I wasn't quite in my body anymore. I couldn't tell the difference between the pain and the pleasure.
Then he finally let me cum. A few final thrusts deep into me with that massive toy, and I felt the most powerful release I'd ever had. My legs and the sheets under me were soaking wet and my body jerked and convulsed under the waves of pleasure that rolled through me.
Almost immediately, I felt the buzzing of a wand against my clit. My poor clit was so sensitive and engorged that I came again immediately, painfully. He didn't retreat. He left the dildo inside me and kept pressing the wand against my clit, rubbing it, circling it, pressing against on different angles and in slightly different places. I screamed in pain after the fourth orgasm and lost track of time after that.
Finally, he pulled it away. I felt him slowly pull the dildo out of me, and gently rub my battered thighs with his hands. He leaned forward and gently placed his mouth on the lips of my pussy, sighed, and climbed off of me.
My legs were slowly lowered from the hanging spreader bar, and a warm washcloth was wiped over my chest and tummy. I smelled something sweet, like herbs... rosemary? My hands were unlocked and I curled up into a ball on my side, and the act alone sent one tiny little orgasm tickling through me as I flexed my stomach muscles slightly.



Paul was behind me then, I felt a warm, soft blanket pulled up over us. He unhooked the gag, gently pulling it out of my mouth, and then slowly removed the blindfold. His arm snaked around me and found my breast, and his other hand brushed my now tangled hair off of my face. We laid there for some time, he gently stroking my neck, touching my breast, running a hand down my tired leg, while he whispered in my ear. "You did so well. I'm so proud of you. You were perfect. You are so beautiful. You tasted so good. God you smell so good."
I don't know how long it all lasted, or how long I lay there, but when I came to, I jumped a little, like I was realizing all over again that I was in his bed. Oh my god. We'd just done that. That had all just happened.
"Hey there," he said against my neck. I felt my mouth open, but the only thing that came out was a sigh, and a giggle.
"How do you feel, cutiepie?"
"oh... my god. Good. I feel good."
"Hm... I like you."
"Really?" I squeaked, turning my head towards him a little. He laughed a little.
"Yeah. We should do this again sometime."
"Yeah?"
"Yeah... I think I'll keep you."
My mouth opened and closed a few times, but I just ended up sighing and relaxing my head back into the soft warm pillows around us.
"Oh, so now you're speechless? That's all I had to do to get you to shut up this whole time?"
"The fastest way is to gag me," I said. "That usually works."
"You hungry?"
My stomach growled. "Oh my god I'm starving."
Paul rolled over and grabbed his phone, and called in an order for Chinese food. I heard him ordering lo mein, fried rice, dumplings, and teriyaki chicken. God, that was exactly what I needed right now. While he did so, he dug through his closet and handed me a towel and a washcloth, a pair of sweatpants, and a soft worn-out t-shirt. He placed his hand on my back, gently helping me up and guiding me to the bathroom. I shut the door and looked at myself in the mirror.
Holy fuck I was a mess. A nasty, slutty, beautiful mess. My hair was disheveled, I smelled of sweat and sex, and I still had cum on my neck and tummy. My own cum had dripped down my legs and ass, and had dried there, pale flakes breaking when I moved. My breast, thighs, and butt had red welts. My subtle eyeliner and makeup had basically melted and I had streaks of makeup down my face, tear and drool lines painting little trails down it.
I looked in the mirror, and recognized myself. And I felt beautiful.
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Chapter 1
Rumor had it he was back.
Mr. Weston had left the area five years ago, letting the club grow and expand in the hands of some of his trusted friends. Becca, Jack, Tammi, Jackson, and Paul, plus a few older Doms who had been in the lifestyle for ages, continued hosting his weekly events and monthly educational nights. He came by every few months or so, popping in to verify and meet new members, teach an occasional class, or provide mentorship to a new Dom on a specific technique. It wasn't the same without him here every week, though. I missed him, and although I was mostly over the heartbreak, It still hurt to be in his presence and know I'd been dropped.
He'd said it wasn't my fault. He'd been in an accident, had a vision, found religion, and he'd stopped having sex. He'd offered to marry me, but I was twenty-two and afraid, so I'd said no. I saw him a few times a year during events at the bar, and he was always polite and professional, but it felt so strange to know that he knew me better than any man ever had, and that I'd loved him and submitted to him with everything inside me, and that now we were just strangers on opposite ends of the bar.
He had asked me one time if I'd be willing to let him demonstrate on me for a shibari workshop, and I'd turned him down, knowing if I didn't cut myself off of him completely I'd never get over him. He was the hardest drug. Hell, I'd moved here to be with him. Granted I hadn't really left much behind, considering my life before him, but still.
At first I'd thought he'd get over his religious epiphany, and time would pass and he'd come back, begging me to forgive him. But after about a year, I'd given up hope. Now, nearly five years after he'd let me go, I was in a much better place, but part of me still believed it was my fault he'd dropped me.
I hadn't really found another Dom since. Becca had stepped in for me, keeping me accountable to myself and giving me the much needed authority I needed in my life, but I felt like she was doing it as a favor, not because she wanted to. She'd set me up with a few other people for extended sessions or weekends at some of the cabins, but I hadn't really found the connection or intensity I'd experienced with Mr. Reuben Weston. Still, it scratched the itch. Or I could pretend it did.
The bar, which was aptly named Reuben's, had grown significantly since I'd moved out here nearly seven years ago. It felt like a lifetime ago that Mr. Weston had bought the building, re-branded it, and turned it into what it was today. While before it was a small grungy bar with a picnic table for outside seating, now it felt like a luxury club downstairs, and a dark mysterious exclusive club upstairs. They'd opened the top floor of the building up into a sort of members only dungeon, and only long-time friends of Mr. Weston and those vetted by those members were allowed. There were three playrooms and a bar, with a few tables and some comfortable chairs and couches as the commons area. The common area and bar was fair game for play as well, although there wasn't really any equipment other than some beams above for rigging, and it wasn't often anything really happened in the commons area.
It was a small group of us who used the lounge, maybe a little under fifty altogether, and never more than twenty people in there at one time. Becca and I always went on Wednesdays, as it was a little busier than the other weekdays, and I liked to see Julia when I could.
One Wednesday evening, Julia was draped over Paul, her head in his lap, and I was sitting on the floor next to Becca on a soft floor pillow. Becca would occasionally reach down and stroke my hair or touch my neck, just a little bit of a reminder that she was there for me, but it was mostly in affection rather than ownership.
Julia was scrolling through photos on her phone, showing me her most recent work. She'd always been crafty and creative, but when she'd moved in with Paul and left her minimum wage job to pursue leatherwork full time, she'd blossomed. Her work had gotten so much better over the past few months, and she showed me her favorites; a gorgeous set of cuffs, lined with faux fur, three inches wide at least, with brushed nickel D-rings. A collar with a posture corrector, red embroidery running through the stained chocolate leather. And a gorgeous black leather collar with a thick silver chain, purple embossed designs on the background.
"Whoa," I gasped. "That's amazing." I zoomed in on the photo of the collar. It had a buckle and a heart-shaped padlock on the closure. The purple embossing was rich and bright against the shiny black leather.
"I have it with me, do you want to see it?"
"Yes please!"
Julia sat up off of Paul and dug through her bag, pulling out a black leather box. She set it on the small coffee table in front of us, and gently opened it up, pointing it in my direction so I could see it.
It was even prettier in person. "Julia, this is the best work you've ever done."
"Is that the collar Reuben ordered?" Paul asked.
I felt a trickle of cold run down my spine. Mr. Weston had ordered a collar? I'd heard whispers he was in the area, but nothing had been confirmed.
"Yeah he's coming by tomorrow to pick it up so I'm leaving it at the bar with Jack. You don't even want to know what he's paying for it," she added as an embarrassed whisper.
No, I didn't want to know how much he was paying for it. I wanted to know who it was for. Five years ago he'd let me go, and now he was collaring someone else? And he was going to be here? Tomorrow? Would she be here too? I hadn't seen him in almost a year. I'd taken to skipping my visits on the days he was in town.
Becca probably sensed my discomfort, and sat up straighter and waved a hand to Jack, who was leaning against the counter of the bar. A moment later he brought two drinks over to us. Becca always ordered Lindsay's Choice. I always ordered The Secretary. Jack knew I liked it without the lemon wedge though. Bless that man, I thought. He was always on top if it.
As he handed us our drinks, he glanced at the collar in the box. Julia beamed as he let out a low whistle. "Your latest work?"
She nodded.
"Hey you guys hear the news?" Jack said before he turned to go back to the bar, raising one eyebrow suggestively. He was tall, lanky and lean, with long black hair that hung flatly. Today he had it up in a low half-bun. His face looked perpetually pissed off, and his pale skin was flushed from a four-hour shift with no help behind the bar.
"About Mr. Weston?" I asked. Maybe Jack knew more about my former Dom's new choice and why he was collaring her.
"No... well, Mr. Weston is coming by. But that's not the news," he said, louder than he needed to.
I looked around. A few other people had heard him, and were now paying attention. Some were glancing over their shoulders, while others just let their conversations die down a bit. Tension hung in the air slightly. Jack relished it.
"You gonna hint and flirt, or spit it out?" Becca laughed, grinning widely.
He finally broke into a very rare smile.
"The Sadist is back."
***
There was some murmuring when he said it. He took the box from Julia and exited the room, presumably to lock the beautiful collar in Mr. Weston's office.
My head spun. I had never met The Sadist, but she'd gained a reputation. She and Mr. Weston were friends, but she'd been kicked out of the bar a few years ago for a situation that nobody ever wanted to talk about. To this day, if I brought it up, Paul shut down the conversation, Julia shut down on herself, and Becca gave me a scolding.
Maybe I could go to the source to find out. Curiosity burned in my brain. But I also knew Becca would be disappointed in me if I asked.
Since then, The Sadist had done a few chapters in Mr. Weston's most recent book, specifically writing about psychological domination, predicament rigging, and torture techniques that bordered on cruel and unusual punishment and pushed the boundaries of SSC. It had created a splash and a lot of discussion, especially since nobody seemed to know her name.
Julia knew her name. And I had a feeling I knew it too, but I never said it, because I hated seeing Julia go into that quiet withdrawn place when The Sadist was mentioned.
Becca did her best to distract me the rest of the night. We were joined later by a few other people, some who I knew and some who I didn't, but eventually she stood and I followed suit, ready to collect my bag and head home for another long boring day at the office.
I didn't hate my job, I just hated that I had to work. I missed being a live-in slave, and only worrying about serving my Master. I missed spending the day using my creativity on meals I could cook, books I could read, and ways I could serve him. Instead, I spent every weekday behind a desk, typing and counting and calculating, balancing books and submitting receipts for executives.
It was a good job. I should be grateful.
"Text me when you're home," Becca said, putting both hands on my shoulders and making me look at her. I nodded quietly. "I have a task for you. When you've showered and climbed into bed, call me." She gave me a quick peck on the forehead and walked away, her hips swinging as her black heeled boots clicked down the pavement.
At home, I tried to keep my mind quiet as I brushed my teeth, took a hot shower, and put on a silk nightie. My mind was buzzing, going back through some of my strongest memories of Mr. Weston. The night I learned his name, I'd stumbled across the video he was doing, live on a streaming site, quietly and confidently talking about consent while he flogged a beautiful girl tied to a Saint Andrew's cross. I'd read his books and gone to a signing, and he'd turned my world upside down with the way his eyes had bored into mine, and the realization had hit me that he knew what I was. It was like he could look into me and see my deepest darkest fantasies. When I went home and opened the book, I'd found his phone number.
We'd spent nearly a year texting, calling, having facetime meetings, him slowly opening me up, discovering who I was, pushing me, and working me down to where he wanted me. I had done everything he'd asked from the start, having been all too eager to have the kind of relationship that I'd been dying for since I was a teen and discovered BDSM was even a thing. And then he'd asked me over for an evening, paying for my plane ticket and taxi to his home. And then a weekend, in one of his play resorts. And then I quit my job, moved here, and he took me into his home, and my life had become a rollercoaster of emotions, chemistry, pain, and the drug of total submission.
And then it was over.
My phone rang. I answered it without even looking, assuming it was Becca.
"Hello," I said, trying to make my voice sound smooth and even.
"Hello, Megan."
I gasped when I heard his voice, and sat up in bed. Had I stopped breathing?
"I know you probably don't want to hear from me. I just wanted to make sure you knew I'd be at the club tomorrow."
"Yes Sir, I'd heard."
"You don't need to call me that anymore, Megan." He said it softly, but it still stung. I knew that, but it had just slipped out. Sheer habit.
I took a steadying breath. "Um. Yes. Sorry."
"May I see you? I won't be offended if you say no." His voice was always so soft and gentle, and he spoke calmly, just loud enough to be heard. It was deeper than the ocean and just warm enough not to be cold.
"I... um..." I didn't want to say yes. I didn't want to say no either. "Can I think about it? And text you?"
"Of course you may. I don't want to make you uncomfortable. I'd just like to know how you're doing."
My mind eased a little. "Okay. I'll text you in the morning."
"Good night, Megan." And he hung up before I could answer.
I sighed and lay back down on the bed, and pulled up my messages. Becca hadn't texted me after I'd let her know I was home.
Shit, I realized. I was supposed to call her, not text. I called her quickly, but it went to voicemail, so I called again. Still no answer. I sent her a text letting her know I was in bed, waiting for her, and told her I'd call again in five minutes. I set an alarm, browsing Facebook but not really seeing anything. I scrolled without reading, scrolled back up to see what I'd scrolled by, and scrolled down again, wasting time not really absorbing anything.
When my five-minute alarm went off, I called Becca again. She answered on the fifth ring.
"Hey sweetheart, I'm sorry I missed you earlier. I was on a call with someone else."
"It's okay, I hope I didn't bother you."
"Are you ready for your task?"
"Yes miss."
"I have a video I'm going to send you. I want you to watch it and use your phone to record yourself pleasuring yourself while you watch. Don't cum."
I blushed, hearing some clicking in the background from her laptop. I didn't really like masturbating, as I never really felt satisfied afterwards, but it was better than nothing. Maybe that was the side effect of having had one of the best Doms in the state fuck me for several years. Still, at least it would get my mind off of things.
"Yes miss," I said, sitting up to grab my laptop and open the link.
"When you've finished, save the video, send it to me. Do you have any questions?"
"Can I use a toy, miss?"
"No, just your hands."
"Yes miss."
"And Megan... make it a good one."
I blushed again, and smiled. "Yes miss."
Becca hung up and I set my laptop and my phone on my nightstand, hitting the record button and sitting up on my knees, waiting for the video link to come to my email. It arrived, and I clicked it.
It wasn't a link to any public website or hub; it was a private link that had been uploaded to a cloud drive. It asked for my email address before showing the video, and I put it in, anxiously waiting for the video to load. I glanced back at my phone camera, catching the view of myself in a skimpy nightie, my hair down and slightly damp. I'd let my hair go back to it's natural strawberry blond, boring and straight. It hung limply just past my shoulders. I was five foot six inches, skinny, an A cup, with narrow hips and, honestly, a boyish figure. I'd never considered myself very attractive, but I knew I wasn't ugly either. Just plain. I looked at my hair hanging over my shoulders and moved it behind and out of the way.
I took a breath as the video began, and I sat back on my feet, spine straight, spreading my knees wide on the bed like I'd been trained.
A man in a black suit faced the camera. It was angled down slightly, but I couldn't see his face. As he walked away from the camera, I saw a beautiful brunette girl lying on a table, knees bent, legs spread wide, leather restraints around her ribs, her thighs, her ankles, her forearms and wrists, and her neck. The man in black took up a position at her feet. From the angle, I could only see his form and the back of his head. He was completely bald.
Just the sight of the restraints made my mouth pop open and heat run through my veins. I lightly brushed my fingertips over my thighs, and inched my nightie up to my hips. Up and down, a little higher each time, running up my inner thighs and then down the tops.
In the video, the girl looked up at the man and smiled. He whispered something I couldn't quite hear, but I loved the sound of his voice. It was rough and warm. She nodded at what he said. He laughed, a warm chuckle that I could feel crawling over my own skin. I lifted my nightie up to my waist, pushing it out of the way so I was exposed.
The man unbuttoned his cuffs on his sleeves, and began slowly rolling them up his arms, revealing a full tattoo sleeve on his right arm, and an intricate Celtic design on his left wrist. Fuck, Becca knew my weaknesses. I loved ink, and I loved rough hands, rough voices, and... well, rough everything really. There were a few scars on his left arm, and I could see sun marks, freckles, and fine hair covering his arms.
Damn I wish I could see his face, I thought. The girl on the table was biting her lip, and I caught myself doing the same. I swallowed, watching her eyes widen as she thought about what was about to happen. With one hand, I softly brushed the highest point of my inner thigh, wanting to touch my pussy but not letting myself yet.
He reached forward with his left hand, giving me a better view of his well-muscled arms and back. He brushed his thumb over her lips so gently, and her mouth popped open. As I watched his careful intentional movements, I felt a tingle across my own lips. His thumb gently pulled at her bottom lip, almost pulling her mouth open but letting go just as she did. His fingers trailed down her neck, and began circling her perfect full breasts with both of his hands, the circles getting slower and tighter as he neared her nipples. I played with my own breast, finding myself mimicking the hypnotic circles while I circled my pussy with the other hand.
One hand at a time, he brushed his fingers over her nipples, just lightly enough for me to watch them move slightly from his touch. She gasped and her eyes rolled back. God it looked like it felt so good. I'd never been that sensitive before and I wanted to feel what she was feeling. I squeezed my nipple of the breast I was playing with, rolling it between my thumbs but eventually giving up and letting both of my hands go down to my pussy.
He quickly figured out that her left breast was much more sensitive than her right, and he focused all his attention there. He leaned forward and whispered something in her ear and she let out a moan. His head got close to her breast and she sighed. Was he sucking on her? His fingers trailed down her stomach so slowly it was painful. She was breathing hard and fast, her hips slightly gyrating as much as they could within the restraints, which wasn't much.
His head moved and he kissed her tummy as his hands went lower, and then he stood tall, spreading her pussy with one hand as he began to gently finger her with the other.
My fingers inched into my own wetness, and I gasped as I realized I was soaking wet, and had dripped on my sheets. One finger lightly trailed up and down my slit, the other finger I found my clit, gently brushing the tip of my finger across it.
In the video, the man began to finger her in earnest, adding a finger, then another. She groaned, her eyes rolling back. Four fingers in and I realized what he was doing. Oh shit, how'd she find out about my fisting kink? I felt my face change, and a gush between my legs. Oh my god come on, do it, I thought. But he kept teasing her with four fingers, his thumb rolling over her clit. She was begging now, begging to cum, but he wouldn't quite let her get over the edge, his thumb pulling back off her clit right as she needed it the most.
I felt myself getting really close really fast. Shit, I realized, I needed to back off if I was going to resist my own orgasm. But I really didn't want to. How close could I get? I put two fingers in me and rocked my hips against my fingers, wishing I was laying there on that table.
Finally as the girl began to gasp, tears rolling down her face, he worked his thumb inside, and then his whole hand and arm were inside her. She screamed as she came, squirting everywhere, legs shaking and quivering against the restraints.



He chuckled at her, and began to fuck her hard with his fist.
It was that evil chuckle followed by the vicious fucking that got me, and it was too late to stop. I gasped, my mouth falling open as I pulled my hands away, and I came suddenly, feeling that rush of heat explode in my gut and wash up through my whole body, and I jerked as it almost knocked me over. My pussy was screaming, demanding to be filled as it clenched against nothing. I felt myself let out a sound that was half a moan, half a cry, and my hand flew to my mouth, like I could keep it in. I stopped moving, stopped rocking, and pulled my fingers out and away from my pussy, ruining my orgasm before I could really ride it out.
On the screen, the girl wailed as she continued to get fucked. Now he was brushing his fingers of his other hand against her nipple like he'd been earlier. He was saying something but I couldn't tell what it was, his voice mostly blocked out by her powerful orgasm.
I paused the video, and took a deep breath, trying to decide if I was going to keep watching. There was still twenty minutes left on the video.
"Fuck," I whispered, and turned it off. I'd already failed my task, and I knew if I kept watching it would probably happen again. "Oh my god," I whispered quietly, shutting the laptop.
Then I saw my phone, still set up and recording myself. "Shit," I said. I bit my lip as I leaned forward to turn off the recording, catching a look at my guilty expression.
I called Becca and she answered. I could hear the smile in her voice. "How long did you last?"
She knew I'd fail. The leather, the dirty talk with that rough voice, the tattoos and the scars on his arms, and my not-so-secret kink... hell she knew exactly what I liked and had absolutely chosen that video on purpose. It was like it was made for me.
"Um... like ten minutes."
She laughed loudly. "Don't masturbate again until I tell you to. I'll give you your punishment on Sunday at Reuben's. Send me the video... Sleep well."
I sent her the video, feeling more embarrassed than I had in a long time, and climbed into bed and tried to sleep, my mind returning to the tenderness of those rough fingers and the look on her face as he'd shoved his fist in deep. Little waves went through me as I tried to relax, little almost-orgasms that I gasped at and chased, but could never hold onto. It took everything in my power not to grab my biggest dildo and just fuck myself silly, but I knew if I did, Becca would know, and my punishment would be worse. I wondered what she'd do.
Chapter 2
I woke up soaking wet and horny in the morning, my mind almost instantly going back to the porn clip I'd watched the night before. Today was going to be a long day. Actually it was going to be a long rest of the week if I wasn't getting my punishment until Sunday. It was only over my breakfast that I remembered I was supposed to meet Mr. Weston.
I can't meet him like this, I thought. Not as horny as I was. I'd be a disaster. He'd probably know, too. He had always taken pleasure in degrading me on how strongly I smelled when I got wet, knowing it just made me wetter.
I'm not going to think about him today, I told myself. Maybe if I felt better after lunch I'd send him a text and drop by the bar, but not this early in the day, not like this. I couldn't make good decisions like this.
When I got to the office, though, I dried up quickly. There was an emergency meeting regarding a client we were about to lose, and they were one of our biggest. Numbers were thrown out, contracts were re-negotiated, and energy was high and intense. By three in the afternoon my whole team was feeling faint from not eating. I ordered some sandwiches to be delivered and we all took a much needed twenty minute break to eat, breathe, and gossip our frustrations out.
As I was feeling more level on my hormones, I decided to give it a shot and text Mr. Weston. My message was simple, but I crafted it carefully.
Good afternoon, I apologize for the delay in my answer. What time would you like to see me this evening?
He replied an hour later: I will be here all night. Just come by.
I sighed, my gut instantly twisting. What did he want? Who was the collar for? God I needed some fucking closure. Or a distraction. Or to be properly fucked and allowed to cum.
But I didn't just want to get fucked, I realized. I could have asked Becca for that months ago and she would have set it up for me. What was it that I wanted?
That evening after work, I hiked up the stairs to the lounge. Noah was behind the bar this evening. I asked him for a Secretary for me, and for Mr. Weston's favorite drink, and brought both back towards his office. It wasn't until I got to the door that I realized I couldn't open it holding two drinks. I was about to shuffle around and hold mine in the crook of my arm when the door opened.
Mr. Weston stood in the doorway, a knowing look on his face. I swallowed hard.
God, he looked exactly the same... and yet somehow different. Older... Tired. He was a little over six feet tall, shoulders like a linebacker, deeply tanned skin and deep set dark brown eyes. His square face and chiseled jaw was always freshly shaven. His hair was always perfectly cut. He always wore a suit and tie, with a pin on his tie, and his favorite set of cufflinks. One had an anchor. One had a whip.
He stepped out of the doorway and gestured for me to come in. I handed him his drink, and stood by his desk. I didn't know if I should look at him, or look at the ground.
"Megan, it's good to see you. Please sit, make yourself comfortable." So polite, so distant. Yet it was still his voice, the voice that I was so used to hearing command me.
I sat, tucking one ankle behind the other, and sipped my drink. He sat back at his desk, sighed, and took a few sips of his own.
"You wanted to see me?" I felt the urge to say Sir at the end, but cut it off.
"How have you been?"
I shrugged. "Fine. Busy with work. Generally happy."
"I spoke with Becca. She tells me you haven't had another Dom since I so rudely abandoned you?"
I felt my face soften at his comment, and I shook my head.
"Any particular reason?"
I thought carefully as I worded my answer. He waited patiently. I knew he would. "I spent some time with some other Doms, and I enjoyed my time with them, but it didn't feel right for a long-term relationship."
He nodded thoughtfully. "I assumed that was the case. Is it a particular kink that you can't get, or the connection?"
"The connection... but it's more than that. There was no build-up. There was no adventure. There was no relationship." I thought more about the first time I'd finally come to meet him. We'd been in a relationship for over a year by that time. He had already owned me by the time we played together the first time, and he knew it. "It just felt like kinky sex. There was play, without the buildup."
"There was no game." He nodded quietly.
"Yes," I said, "That's... exactly right."
"Has anything changed majorly for you since we were together?"
I shook my head. I was a pretty straightforward service sub, a reluctant denial slut, and a major weakness for giving sloppy blowjobs. "You know me... I'm pretty happy as long as I'm being properly topped."
"Would you like me to connect you with someone?" He took another sip of his drink as he asked, and then looked up at me.
I felt my face change, and I hurried to hide my startled expression, but I was sure he'd seen it. Part of me had given up that I'd ever really find anything as powerful as the connection I'd had with Mr. Weston. But how could that be so? There were tons of Doms out there, right? He couldn't be the only one who could make me happy. I'd thought about that plenty of times, but then every time I thought I'd found someone... they just jumped right in. Because I was a "well trained sub," and I was "Reuben Weston's former sub," and they could. It always felt more like a hookup, or being used, than a relationship.
Besides, I trusted him. I knew he wouldn't put me with someone horrible.
Before I could say anything, he continued. "Over the past few years I've been mentoring a friend of mine. He lost his submissive about a year ago and is looking for another one. He has had similar complaints. I think you two would be good together. He and I are very similar in many ways, and I think you would be suitable for him."
The word "yes" came out of my mouth as I was thinking, before my brain really decided on an answer. He nodded, finished his drink with a quick swig, and set it aside where I couldn't reach it to take it from him.
"Thank you for the drink," he smiled, and I knew I was being dismissed.
I stood, not knowing what else I was supposed to do. Would I get a text? Would he show up at my door? As I walked to the door, part of me wanted to ask him, 'Who is he?' which was code for, 'do you trust him?'
But I knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that he wouldn't put me with someone he didn't trust. So I reached for the doorknob and didn't ask any questions.
"Oh, Megan," he said as I reached for the doorknob. I turned and clasped my hands tightly, slightly nervous. "On an unrelated note... will you be here Saturday?"
"I can be, if you'd like."
"Good... there's someone else I'd like you to meet as well." With that he turned back to his screen and resumed his typing.
I left quickly, shutting the door behind me, an ominous feeling settling over me.
What next? What should I do? And who else did he want me to meet? Maybe someone would just walk up to me on Saturday. My emotions spun and I tried to steady my heart rate by breathing slowly.
Back out in the bar, I sat at one of the bar stools and let the business around me distract me from my excitement and stress. Noah and Jack were talking, and Noah was scrolling and watching something on his phone that made him grin. He noticed me, put his phone away, and came over to take my order.
I ordered a club sandwich, and another drink, and Jack ran my order back to the kitchen. Noah started working on my drink. "You okay? You look... stressed."
I nodded. "I'm fine. Mr. Weston is going to set me up with one of his friends."
Noah was a friend of Jack's who had started working here maybe two years ago. We'd never really had more than surface-level conversation, though sometimes he shared some drama or gossip. He was about five foot six or seven, just a smidge taller than me, with messy light brown hair and a wide mischievous smile that always got him good tips. He raised an eyebrow as he poured my drink. "You nervous?"
I nodded. "It's been a while," I sighed. "Too long." He slid the drink over and I took it, thanking him.
"Do you trust him?"
"Mr. Weston? Yes. With my life," I said, knowing it was true.
"So you've got nothing to worry about, right?"
I nodded, and smiled. He moved to the couple that had just sat down a few seats from me, and left me to my thoughts.
My food came out shortly after and I ate quietly, thinking about our conversation. I'd been so taken aback by his offer to set me up with his friend that I hadn't asked him about the collar.
***
Saturday was busier than normal. The lounge was temporarily closed for a business meeting that Mr. Weston was hosting, probably investors or other business owners or other dungeon masters. Everyone was downstairs, music was playing loudly, and Jack, Sanaii, and Noah were bustling behind the bar.
There was buzz about The Sadist.
"I never met her but I heard she sent Michael into subspace in ten minutes. He hasn't had another Domme since."
"She's heavy into impact and pain play."
"There's a video of her online, if you know where to look. It's straight-up torture porn. I had it saved, but something happened to it."
As far as I knew, she wasn't here yet. Michael, Jackson, Becca, and I were at a table in the corner. Becca had asked me to bring my copy of Pain and Pleasure, and I just knew she was going to make me ask for an autograph. Hopefully, that plus my four day stint of chastity was the extent of my punishment for my ruined orgasm on Wednesday night, but I doubted it. Becca was a professional Domme. It was literally her full-time job.
"Where did she go, and why is she back," I quietly asked Becca. I looked around and didn't see Julia or Paul, so I felt a little braver asking.
"She was kicked out, but Mr. Weston has been in contact with her and wanted to meet with her the next time they were both in town."
"Why did she get kicked out?"
"She got in a fight," Jackson chimed in. "Remember Peter Woodrow? She beat the hell out of him. They both got kicked out."
"Why?"
"Nobody knows," Michael chimed in. "Apparently she yelled something about a girl named Scarlett, but nobody really knows what happened. Reuben wasn't here. I guess she reached out to him and he's trying to clear the air."
And then suddenly, there she was. It was like everyone in the room suddenly knew it was her, and she was here, like her presence was a physical blanket that covered the crowd. The buzz around the room died down so that the only noise was the quiet clinking of glasses and some murmuring. The music suddenly seemed too loud.
She stood in the doorway, leaning slightly into one hip, one of her arms hanging carelessly at her side, the other hand on her hip. Confidence oozed off of her as she quietly took in the scene in front of her, her eyes starting at one end of the room and carefully skimming over every face. When she made eye contact with me, I felt... seen. More seen than I had in a long time. Like she was looking into my brain... like she was tasting me. It only lasted for a split second but holy fuck was it powerful.
She was tall, five foot nine or ten, and had large strong legs that looked like they were solid muscle. I could see strong toned muscles in her arms and shoulders. She wore tight dark-washed skinny jeans, knee-high leather riding boots with chains hooked onto them, a black leather belt with rivets, a black shirt, and a black leather motorcycle jacket with too many zippers. Her long brown hair had a bit of a red tint, and was parted slightly on the side, messy and wavy and full of life, like it was moving on its own. Pale skin, a wide mouth and dark pink lips. Her eyes were bright green, and even from how far away I was, I could see the color was intense.
Her scan of the room ended as her gaze fell on the bartenders. She smirked, her smile twisting up onto one side of her face, like she forgot she even had the other side to smile with. "Jack!" she yelled out, and walked with long purposeful strides to the bar.
"Lindsay!" he said, lifting a hand to her, and looking completely relaxed and happy to see her, like she was here every month and wasn't an anomaly.
"I knew it," I said. I knew the infamous Sadist was named Lindsay. There had been little hints throughout the past few years, her name floating around here and there, and even appearing on the menu as a mixed drink. Lindsay's Choice, they called it.
"Go on," Becca whispered, handing me my book and shoving me a little. "Better go before she gets monopolized."
"Too late," Michael said as he brought his beer to his lips. He was right. People were already starting to flock to her. Old friends, maybe? Or perhaps people who had felt that same jolt as I had when she'd locked eyes with them?
Numbly, I stood, and made my way to the bar. Ask her, I thought. Just ask her. Will you sign my book please? Just one sentence. Though I wasn't particularly shy, something about her intimidated me.
Noah handed her a drink, and she grinned widely at him, showing a set of perfect white straight teeth. I edged closer and saw that a few of the newer Doms who had begun frequenting our little club had come up beside her, already pulling her into a conversation. She looked excited, proud, and a little curious. As I neared them, I could hear a little of what she was saying to them.
"It's an old torture technique. It takes a while to start really hurting. Like, a solid half hour. At first it's uncomfortable. But then it starts to get really bad." She took a sip, turned her back on the bar, and leaned against it, putting one foot up on the wood behind her. "But the psychological torture that happens is even more intense than the physical, because when you pull it out, it's going to hurt for days. Not just hours, but days. The physical pain and the knowledge that it won't end creates a compound effect. So even if they break, they know they're still going to hurt for a long time afterwards. Now for some people, that makes them strong, some people it breaks them down. You have to know what their reaction will be beforehand... Isn't that right, Megan?" She turned to look me square in the eye as she said her last sentence.
I swear she had x-ray vision or was psychic or something, because when she turned the full intensity of her gaze on me, I choked and my knees almost gave out. I felt like she'd grabbed me by the throat shoved me against a wall, physically held my gaze, and was pawing through my memories with her fingers. I staggered and fell back against someone, and whoever it was caught me, helping me back to my feet.
Lindsay took a step closer to me, cocked her head, and her mouth broke into that twisted smirk. "You wanted to ask me something," she said, raising an eyebrow.
Did I? Oh, autograph, right. Wordlessly I handed my book over to her. She looked at it, smiled, and her expression softened. She glanced back up at me and I braced myself for the onslaught of whatever the hell had just happened... but it didn't. I felt like I was just looking at a normal girl. A tall, beautiful terrifying femdom, but just a normal person.
She reached over and grabbed a pen right out of Jack's shirt pocket, signed my book with a looping script, and stuck it back in, like he was her personal pen holder. "There are only a few of those," she motioned to the autograph. "Hold onto it." I nodded mutely, and went to retreat.
"Where are you going?" she asked. "We have shit to talk about." She smirked at me, and then looked over at the guys she'd been talking to. "Good luck boys," she said, kicked herself off the bar, looped an arm around my shoulders, and walked back with me towards where my friends sat. "I've got some catching up to do."
Becca grinned and embraced her when she got closer, and I stepped back from her, relieved to be out of her grip. A few girls I didn't know ran over to greet her as well, and a few other guys came by through the course of the evening. There were also a few people who glared at her, avoiding her like the plague. It was a strange mix. People seemed to either love her or hate her.
A little later, Mr. Weston came down, motioned to our little group, and nodded that we could come upstairs. He also gestured to Noah to come upstairs to run the bar in the lounge. Soon we were out of the bustle and back in our comfort zones.
Lindsay livened things up quite a bit.
She was loud, charismatic, not nearly as terrifying as I'd expected, and she could drink like a fish. I watched her put away six Lindsay's Choice mixed drinks in less than an hour, and she seemed completely unaffected.
Around nine that evening, I was getting another drink at the bar for Becca and I, when I heard a loud gasp. People turned and saw Julia and Paul, standing at the door of the lounge.
Julia was gorgeous as ever, wearing her cute tight jeans and big pink cat-ear hoodie, her jeweled collar sparkling around her neck and her brown wavy hair falling elegantly around her face. Paul wore his typical dark jeans and button-down shirt. While Paul looked nervous, the look on Julia's face was of pure shock and betrayal.



Lindsay stood slowly, looking legitimately uncomfortable for the first time all night.
"Uh-oh," I said softly.
Noah leaned forward over the bar, and I sensed him right behind me, just barely close enough to hear him.
"Yeah shit's about to hit the fan. Ready?"
My forehead creased and I was suddenly nervous. Was it the way Noah had said that, or the look on Julia's face?
Julia started jabbering about something, about Paul, and about Chinese food, and nail polish and ice cream and wine, and started crying, hurrying forward as she spoke a mile a minute. She stopped right in front of Lindsay, still yelling and talking.
Then she stopped, bit her lip, and threw both hands onto Lindsay's shoulders, shoving her back roughly.
Lindsay didn't even budge. The look of sadness melted away into mild concern as Julia stomped her foot and tried again, harder. Then Julia raised a hand to hit Lindsay in the arm. I gasped.
Lindsay saw it coming and caught her hand tightly, not letting her move. Their eyes never left each other.
Julia's head dropped forward, and she leaned forward on Lindsay, wrapping her arms around her and sobbing. Lindsay released Julia's hand and followed suit, gently stroking her hair. She pulled Julia's face up slightly, and then pulled away, putting a hand on her back and leading her back into one of the playrooms for some privacy.
Paul stood in the corner with Mr. Weston, looking concerned.
"What just happened?" I asked, turning back to face Noah.
"They used to be best friends. Really good friends. Lindsay vanished without a trace, apparently. I heard she was a terrorist."
"She's not a terrorist," I heard Mr. Weston's voice beside me. He sat at one of the spots next to me, his eyes following the two girls, and turning back to look at me as Lindsay shut the door behind them. "She works for the government... it's just that not everyone in the government knows she works for the government."
"Why is she called The Sadist?" I asked.
He studied me for a few moments, and then said, "Because she enjoys hurting people. And not in a safe, consensual, power-exchange kind of way." I felt slightly cold and remembered the conversation I'd overheard earlier, but I dropped the subject.
"How's the new chain," Noah asked Mr. Weston.
"It survived, and will start breaking even next year. I'm hoping to pull a profit in another five. It's nothing like this though. Just a bar in a college town."
"I have to ask," Noah smiled as he slid Mr. Weston's drink over to him. "I saw the collar..." his tone was suggestive. I felt that prickle and twist in my gut. Did I really want to hear about his new sub?
"It's lovely, isn't it?" He took a sip. "I saw it at a Con about a year ago, at Julia's booth. I couldn't stop thinking about it so I asked her to make me one with some slight changes. Now if only I could find whoever is supposed to be wearing it," he muttered slightly under his breath. "I know she's been here before. But I've yet to actually catch her."
Wait... he didn't have a new sub? My mind was twisting and I was confused.
"Well, I'm sure you'll find her one day. At least the thing is ready for her when she's ready for you."
"Hopefully by then, Julia will have finished the rest of the set," he said, and although his face didn't change, I could hear the subtle excitement in his voice.
"What's her name?" I whispered, without even thinking about it.
"I don't know," he sighed.
"You had a vision, didn't you?" I knew it came out sarcastic, and I regretted it instantly. He had always claimed to have visions and I'd never really believed him. But he looked at me, smiled slightly, and nodded.
"I have it every night." I felt my expression change to surprise. "I would have dismissed it years ago, but since the accident... I've had it every night. So far it's the only one to not come true."
"And you've never seen her? You don't know who she is?"
He shook his head. I realized what it was that I'd seen in his face in his office the other day. He was older and more tired, yes. More grey in his hair, more wrinkles in his face. But his eyes... he looked like he was exhausted.
Five years of holding himself back, of not having a submissive, no sex, no release, and looking for a girl in a dream. What happened to you in that accident, I thought. What's happened to you in the past few years? Who are you now?
"I hope you find her," I said softly, meaning it with all my heart. I could see the thank you in his eyes.
"Megan," Becca called me over to her, and I walked towards the collection of couches and chairs we normally mill around. Lindsay and Julia had exited the playroom, and Julia looked so much happier, relief over her face. It had only been a few minutes. What the hell had they done in there?
I sat beside Becca, and Jackson settled beside me on the couch, throwing me a smile and stretching both arms up over the top of the couch. One was almost around my shoulders, but he didn't touch me. The other sat hanging over the edge of the couch. I smiled at him and he grinned back. Jackson was one of those muscular construction workers who did a lot of manual labor, made more money than expected, but was always kind, friendly, and lived below his means.
We spent longer than normal at the lounge, sitting, laughing, and catching up until nearly one in the morning. At one point, two men had come upstairs, and had stood behind Lindsay, one of them gently putting one hand on her shoulder. She'd looked at them, gestured to the couch she sat on, and they'd come to sit with us. One was old enough to be her father; the other was about her age. I wondered at their relationship to her but I didn't ask. Julia had waved at them both, somewhat awkwardly.
They settled into the conversation with the rest of us quite easily, like they had always known us. Becca had picked Lindsay's brain on clever punishment ideas, and some of the shit she spouted off the top of her head made my eyes widen.
"I mean, there's ginger, toothpaste, hot sauce, and tiger balm on sensitive areas, those get intense fast but it depends on the pain tolerance. Impact is a good go-to, but if you want it to be a punishment you have to go hard and fast with no buildup, otherwise the endorphin rush is too much fun... But if you want some really mean stuff, some personal favorites of mine are using a Taser in sensitive areas, small cuts with rubbing alcohol poured on, extended sensory deprivation, sleep deprivation, splinters wedged under fingernails-"
Mr. Weston cut her off. "Lindsay, she said 'punishment' not 'mafia-style torture chamber.' We've talked about this."
"Take it easy there, kiddo," Lindsay's older friend said. She'd called him Michael earlier. He was probably in his fifties, tall, strong, with a hint of a hunch to his upper back. Probably too many years at a desk. His salt and pepper hair was thinning, but his features were strong and handsome and he had light blue eyes that crinkled up at the edges when he smiled.
"Yeah if you could avoid getting us kicked out of any more bars, that would be great," her other friend laughed. He was tall and thin, pale, and wore jeans and a t-shirt with a logo that I didn't recognize. Although he was thin, he had some definite muscle tone to his arms and shoulders. His dark blue eyes were magnetic, and his smile rivaled hers on wickedness. You could see it in his eyes.
"Brett I swear to God if you bring that shit up one more time..." she rolled her eyes dramatically and trailed off as she turned to face him. He grinned wider and quirked an eyebrow. Brett and Lindsay's dynamic was entertaining, but I really couldn't tell with those two. Maybe they're both switches, I thought. I giggled slightly at the idea of Brett and Lindsay chasing each other around the room with riding crops, battling for dominance.
Lindsay shot me a look, like she knew what I was thinking, but didn't say anything.
Eventually, it was just the eight of us; Lindsay and her two friends on one couch, Jackson and Becca and I on another, and Mr. Weston and Noah seated in the two chairs that closed in the rectangle. It was late, and the lounge was technically closed, but nobody felt the urge to leave.
"I like what you've done with your hair, Megan," I heard Jack's voice from the door to the lounge. The bar downstairs must have finally closed, and he'd come up to join us. He leaned against Noah's chair and wiped his hands on his bar towel tied into his apron.
"I literally just let the dye wash out, that's all," I shrugged. "But thank you."
"It would be cute short," Lindsay said. "Like a pixie cut." I could visualize what I'd look like with short hair. It did look kind of cute... I smiled at the idea.
"I might try that," I said.
Mr. Weston kept scanning the room, like he was measuring something. Finally, his eyes settled on Becca, and he nodded once.
Becca turned to me. "Are you ready?"
The others quieted, looking at me. I felt myself blush fiercely and forced my eyes to stay on hers. I'd thought I was finished with my punishment after the autograph situation, as she had congratulated me on my bravery and not mentioned anything else about it. What was she going to do? What was in store for me?
With a rush of adrenaline, I nodded, and whispered, "yes miss."
"Good," she said, and leaned forward. "Close your eyes, sweetheart."
I did as I was told, and I felt a thick blindfold cover my eyes. Becca stood up, and then so did everyone else in the room. Oh my god, I thought, they've all planned this. What is happening. The nerves and excitement mixed and I felt slightly dizzy. What kind of punishment was this? I didn't even know what I was getting myself into. Usually she at least warned me.
People around me moved, and I stayed as still as I could, the nerves making me sway slightly. With no vision and no light, it was hard to stay oriented. Usually when I was blindfolded I was restrained, or lying down. Sitting was awkward. I swayed again and almost fell, but I felt strong hands on my shoulders catch and steady me.
Of course, I had no idea who it was, because everyone had stood up and moved around the room.
I was silently coaxed to my feet, and then gently turned. Carefully, I was led away from the cluster of seats and down the hall to one of the playrooms. "Have fun, dear!" I heard Becca's voice as we walked slowly. Her voice sent shivers down my spine and I felt goosebumps cover my arms and neck. Who was with me? What would happen? I knew it wasn't Becca. It was strong enough to be Lindsay, but the hands were bigger than that. It was definitely one of the men.
A door opened. I could tell it was the one at the end of the hall, which had always been a personal favorite of mine. The anticipation and fear was killing me.
Rapid-fire, my mind went back through the faces of those who had been in the room. It had to be either Jackson, Lindsay's friends Brett or Michael, Jack, or Noah. I knew it wasn't Mr. Weston - I would have known his touch. Being so blind was disorienting. I couldn't sense this person's height, I couldn't smell anything but the faint cleaner used to disinfect the playrooms, and so far he hadn't made a sound.
I shivered slightly as the door shut and locked behind me. The sound of hard shoes clicked quietly on the cement floor and I tried again to calm my breathing, but then he was behind me, close enough to touch. I didn't move. Neither did he. I waited, anxiously, for instruction.
"Hey there pretty girl."
Oh my god, that voice. I felt my mouth pop open a little and a surge of warmth spread through me, settling in my belly. I wasn't sure, but I could swear it was the same voice I'd heard in the video Becca had sent me. Warm and rough, and he was already enjoying watching me squirm.
I waited for him to say something, or do something. Finally, he leaned forward and whispered, sending a new wave of shivers down my spine.
"Let's play a game."
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Chapter 3
Him
"She'll be here," Reuben said when I went into his office.
Becca had sent me the video as soon as she'd received it. She was so pretty. Fresh out of the shower, her hair damp and laying gently over her shoulders, perfect white creamy skin looking delicate in the soft glow of her simple bedroom. She wore a blue silk night dress, short and thin enough to see her nipples, just barely excited enough to poke out.
Her eyes had gotten all wide as she'd begun to watch, biting her lip in the sweetest way, and stopping her play as she'd gotten too close. Watching me fist Bella in the video had sent her over the edge by surprise and she'd blushed fiercely, her pale skin getting flushed and red, her pupils dilating. Amazingly enough, she'd ruined her orgasm. Then she'd sworn when she'd realized she'd fucked up. It made me laugh. She hadn't even gotten halfway through. She was going to be so much damn fun.
"She's probably out of practice, as she hasn't had a proper Dom in five years. But she's well trained and will fall back into submission quickly."
"She's beautiful," I said.
"She's the most obedient sub I've ever had." He said it with pride and gentleness. "I only wish she had moved on sooner."
"Is she ready?"
"I believe she is."
We discussed ideas, and how we would do it. Becca arrived an hour later with some more insight. She grinned when she saw me. "See, I told you that you were her type," she laughed.
At the bar on Saturday, things had gone exactly as planned. There were just enough people around, more men than women, none of them anyone she'd played with before, and nobody who she knew well; just enough to know their names, and wonder.
That was half the fun.
The other half was that tight little body I couldn't wait to get my hands on. Narrow shoulders and a perfect flat tummy, small delicate breasts, a pert little ass, and such an expressive face. I knew she had a tattoo that ran down her spine, starting at the nape of her neck and ended who knew where. I'd seen it once when she wore a black shirt that was cut low in the back, that elegant yet heavy chain disappearing into her shirt. Each little bump on her spine was framed by the tattoo of a chain link.
Becca said she hadn't done a scene in almost a year, that she wasn't allowed to watch any porn, and that all her play had been solo with select toys that Becca controlled. "I thought if I got her horny enough she'd be more open, but I think it backfired. She doesn't come to play parties and she won't respond to anyone unless I set it up for her. She's been depressed."
"What can you tell me about what she likes? Besides her kinks. I think I've got those down."
"She's the kind of sub that gets off on submission itself." Reuben thought carefully about his description. "She likes high intensity, swift punishment and reward, intense, rough play. But she's not a masochist; pain is a good punishment for her, not a fun scene to look forward to, but she loves taking it as long as you show her that you love giving it. Above all, she likes the adventure. She likes the ride. She likes the game."
Becca nodded at what he was saying. "She's all for intensity, that's for sure. I think the most fun she had was one week when I took her up to the cabins, the big one? On the top of the hill with all the rooms? She was a free-use slave for a group of fourteen for four days. God you should have seen her face. She was floating the whole damn time."
"We've got to plan something like that." I smiled at the idea.
"Win her over first." Reuben was absentmindedly running his fingers over the leather box on his desk. "Keep her guessing, thinking, and excited. Hold back as much as you can and give it to her a bit at a time. Let her figure it out slowly. Do everything in your power to keep it a secret as long as you can. The journey itself will be an edging session... that's how I won her over myself. It took a long time, and we were long distance for the first year, but it was worth it."
A more concrete plan took place in my mind. "I'll need her phone number."
"You can have it Saturday after your session, when she tells me it went well."
I nodded, thanked them both, and left the room, excited for the next chance I got to re-watch that little video clip. I was going to memorize the look of her eyes widening and her jaw dropping open, since she was going to have to be blindfolded for a while. Excitedly, and a little nervously, I thought about how much I would enjoy the look on her face when she finally figured it out.
Chapter 4
Megan
He took a step closer to me, and I held my breath, waiting for the first touch. It didn't come. "Breathe," he whispered in my ear. I could feel his warm breath on my neck and ear. "I hear it's been a while. Is that true?"
"Yes sir." I exhaled slowly, trying to calm myself. My heart was racing.
"Should we fix that?" He was just close enough that I could barely feel his lips against my skin, and it sent nervous hot waves through my body. I felt him smile.
"Yes please, sir." My voice was breathy. The anticipation was killing me. Questions flooded my mind; would he be rough or gentle? What did he like? What did he feel like? What did he taste like? Would he like me?
"May I touch you?"
The question surprised me. It had been so long since anyone had actually asked me that. Although technically I always gave consent, it had been ages since someone had straight-up asked.
"Yes sir." I took comfort in the ability to agree.
A finger at the nape of my neck, dragging a delicate finger down just to the edge of my blouse, carelessly tracing the chain tattoo. "This is lovely," he whispered.
"Thank you, sir."
"Do you have any others?"
"Several, sir."
"I'd like to see." his voice was more authoritative with that statement; it was a command, not a preference. Strip, it said. Show me.
I answered by unbuttoning my blouse, quickly, from the top down, but not hurrying. It came naturally, like muscle memory taking back over, the exact speed that I'd been taught that was fast enough to not drag, but slow enough to not look rushed or desperate. Obediently efficient. If I'd known I would be doing this today, I would have worn a nicer bra, I thought to myself. Today I was just wearing one of my ugly camisole sports bras. I tugged it up over my head gently, careful not to accidentally pull off the blindfold.
Having finished removing the items, I folded them gently and bent my knees to set them on the floor, careful not to push back against him as I did so. I straightened, and hesitantly began to unbutton my jeans, but I felt hands on mine and I gasped.
His fingers, though I could only feel them on the backs of my hands, were calloused and rough. I sighed a little and felt myself relax a little, a hint of a smile twisting my mouth. Of course they'd be rough. Why would Mr. Weston send me into a room with a man he knew wouldn't turn me on? A flash of desire went through me and I wanted those hands all over my body.
"Wait just a minute," he whispered against my ear. "Slow down. Why don't we take these one at a time?" He re-buttoned my jeans, and then his hands settled on my waist. "Tell me about this one first."
"I... I got it after I got my collar," I whispered, taking another breath to steady my voice. "He kept me on a chain at night, in a cage under his bed... I said I wished I could wear my chain all the time, and so he let me get it tattooed."
"Do you miss it?"
I was a little surprised at the question. "The chain?"
"Sleeping in a cage like a dog."
Unexpectedly, tears stung my eyes. I nodded, dropping my head a little, unable to speak. I missed all of it. In this moment, with the rush of excitement and fear, I could be honest. I hated my job, I hated my ugly little apartment, I hated going home every night to an empty house and an empty bed. I missed a collar around my neck. I missed the security of having a master, an owner. A leader. I missed the friendship and the connection. I missed the love and the relationship and the trust. I missed that I was always kept on my toes, never knowing what would come but knowing that no matter what, I would be taken care of and I would be safe.
I shuddered with the effort of not crying. Embarrassed, my cry turned into a laugh and then a cough. I focused on my breathing, trying to calm myself and put myself back here, in the present moment, not in the past.
"Would you like to stop?"
"No sir." I shook my head. Give me a chance, I wanted to say. Please, just one chance.
"Why don't you show me another one. I heard a rumor you have one on your hip." His hands stayed on my hips as I unbuttoned my jeans, and began trying to push them down. I couldn't really do it without rocking my hips a little, and I felt myself brush against him. As I struggled, his hands moved down a little, and he helped me push them down, just to the middle of my thighs.
I could see the anchor clearly in my mind's eye. Similar to an old-fashioned navy anchor tattoo, it had a whip wrapped around it instead of a rope. I felt his fingers trail the whip, rough enough that the brushes were almost scratches. I shivered and another gush of warmth went through me.
"Very pretty."
"Thank you, sir."
He took a step away from me, and instantly I missed the warmth. It was like a gust of cold air replaced the place he'd been, nearly pressed against me. That was quickly alleviated as his hands went back to my jeans and finished pulling down my pants to my ankles. He held one of my hands as he lifted one foot at a time, sliding off my shoes, then my socks, his fingers strong and confident as they removed my shoes, then pulled the pants off my ankles. I bit my lip, embarrassed. Why did I wear jeans today? Why didn't Becca warn me on what to wear? Then he slipped his fingers under the waistband of my panties and gently pulled them off as well. I heard him sigh. Was that a sigh of excitement or desire? Or disappointment? God I wish I could see his face, I thought.
"That's much better," he said, and stood in front of me. I was completely naked in front of a stranger, or maybe a friend. My body itched for him to touch me again, but he didn't, he just stood in front of me, studying me.
"Ah, there it is," he said. "That pretty rose. I do love that one."
My heart thudded in my ears. Only Becca knew about my rose tattoo high up on my inner thigh, right where my thigh met my pussy. I'd only gotten it a few weeks ago, and I hadn't shown it to anyone. How had he—
I gasped as I realized. "You... Sir did you..."
"Yes, Becca sent me that adorable video that you took on Wednesday. I couldn't stop staring at that rose. I wanted to see it in person."
I bit my lip and let out the tiniest whine. Humiliation made my whole body burn hot. The heat settled between my legs and spilled out just a little, wetness coating the tops of my inner thighs.
"What's wrong?" he asked, but it was mischievous.
"It wasn't a very good video," I murmured. Becca had told me to 'make it a good one.' I'd failed on that count royally.
"Oh, I quite enjoyed it... Did you enjoy mine?"
I knew it, I thought. I knew it was him. I nodded, not trusting my voice.
"Did you ever finish it?"
I shook my head. "I thought I might- " I choked, and swallowed, trying again. God, why did this man disarm me so powerfully? "I thought I might cum again. I hadn't in a month," I said, like I was defending myself. The image of his fist pressing into that girl sprang into my mind, and I remembered the evil chuckle as he began to roughly fuck her. A tiny tremor went through me.
"Let's talk about the game," he said, righting himself and standing right in front of me. "I have a few rules. The most important one is that you must communicate with me. Always be honest. Never lie. But you know that, I'm sure." A finger brushed my cheek.
"Yes sir."
"Two. You will wear that blindfold at our meetings and you will not take it off."
"Yes sir."
"Three. I am going to give you little rules and tasks to do throughout the week. You'll follow them exactly."
"Yes sir."
"Four. You don't cum unless I say."
"Yes sir."
"Safeword?"
"Blueberries."
Then I felt a hand on the back of my head, and a finger of his other hand brush gently over my lip. I gasped.
"Megan." God I loved the way he said my name. Like it was special. Like he knew it, and had been thinking about it for a while.
"Yes sir."
"Let me tell you what is going to happen." He took a step closer to me, and I could feel the fabric and the buttons of a shirt brush gently against me.
"I am going to kiss you. And then I'm going to tease you. And then I'm going to leave you." His words rolled over me like a wave, starting soft and teasing, but getting more and more commanding. "And when you go home, you're going to watch the rest of that video, all the way to the end. You're going to set up your phone, like you did before, and record yourself watching it... And you're going to be a good girl, and keep your hands to yourself. No touching. Can you do that for me, pretty girl?"
"Fuck," I breathed. His voice was mesmerizing, and his breath was warm as it wafted over my face. He smelled like whiskey. "Yes, yes sir," I said shakily.
And then slowly, painfully slowly, he held my head steady as he leaned forward towards me. He hesitated, so close I could feel him. He was right there, close enough to feel but not close enough to touch. God, what would he feel like? How would he kiss? I was horribly nervous, and soaking wet. I think I sighed or moaned or something. He chuckled. Fuck that sound was enough to make me gush. Then he gently brushed his lips against mine.
They were soft, and warm, and the kiss was tender, just enough to let me feel it, but not enough for... anything. It just wasn't enough. I wanted more. I tried to lean forward but his hand at the back of my head tightened in my hair, keeping me still. I sighed as his lips nibbled at mine, kissing me so, so tenderly and slowly. My whole body tingled and I felt alive. More, I thought. I need more. I opened my mouth just a little wider, and let my tongue slide out, just barely brushing against his lip.
He froze, for just a moment, and he let out a low growl against my mouth. "You poor girl," he whispered against my lips, sending shivers all through me. His voice had changed from the warm, confident, slightly arrogant tone it held before to gruff and a touch darker and sadistic. "You want more, don't you? You like it rough, and hard, and fast. I warned you I was going to tease you." He held me just far enough away from him that I couldn't reach him, and I let out a strained sound. I sounded like a whiny child. Should I beg? Drop to my knees and press my lips to his shoes? My body ached with the painful desire to release after my ruined orgasm on Wednesday and my denial over the past four days.
"Maybe next time. If you're good and do as you're told."
I sighed in resignation. I still ached, I still wanted more, but something settled over me. It was the confidence and understanding that I could do as I was told, and the anticipation that there would be a 'next time.' And there was a relief that came with an order. It was a silent order, but an order nonetheless. Stop trying.
His hand left my hair when he felt me stop struggling. A finger traced my jaw line and my neck, and stopped right before he reached my collar bone.
"Get dressed, and come out when you're ready. Keep the blindfold... you'll need it." And then he was walking away, his shoes clicking on the shellacked cement floor. The door opened and shut quickly, and I was alone.
I removed the blindfold, found my clothes, and dressed quickly, gently folding the blindfold and placing it in the pocket of my jeans. It wasn't until I got dressed that I realized he had taken my underwear.
Breathe, I thought. Fuck. This was going to be a ride.
I was so damn excited.
Chapter 5
Megan
When I'd come out a few minutes later, peering around the corner, the only people left in the room were Becca, and Mr. Weston. They both looked at me anxiously. I smiled, feeling myself blush again.
Becca held up a hand for him to high five. He did so, though somewhat awkwardly. As I neared them, Becca stood and handed me my purse.
"How did it go?" she asked, smiling.
"That was a punishment?" I asked, slightly confused.
"I never said it was," she smiled, her grin taking on a bit of that evil dominatrix grin she got when she teased me.
I glanced at Mr. Weston and he was looking at me, his expression guarded.
"I'm good," I said softly. He nodded once.
The three of us left the bar. I checked my phone and my eyes widened as I realized it was half-past two in the morning. I was going to get zero sleep tonight. Thankfully it was Saturday and I didn't have to work in the morning.
When I got home, I did as I was told. I set up my phone, and opened the link I'd received before, placing myself in the same position as I had the first time, only I decided this time I wouldn't wear anything. He'd said he had enjoyed the first video, and I wanted to make sure he enjoyed the second. I turned on the hallway light this time, so the room was just a tad brighter than before. I started the video, looked into the camera, and said, "Good evening, sir." Then I reached forward and hit play, clasping my hands behind my back so I wouldn't have the urge to disobey.
Just the act of sitting there, doing as I was told, and knowing he was going to watch, made me so happy, and gave me a boost of confidence. The familiar trickle of desire edged down my body, my submission to my invisible Dom settling on me like a weighted blanket that calmed me.
My Dom. I sighed happily at the thought. Don't get too ahead of yourself, I thought. But I knew I was hooked. We both did.
The rest of the video was just as good as the first. After the girl in the video had taken her fisting, he had fucked her asshole while he held a wand on her clit. He fucked her hard, forcing her to come over and over until she cried and screamed, and then she quieted, and I could see her descend into that beautiful dark, warm place where she felt everything, but nothing mattered. Her face was flushed and sweaty, and she looked so serene and peaceful.
I was breathing hard and had certainly let out a few accidently moans watching the thing, but had diligently kept my hands clasped behind my back. At the end of the video I could tell he was going to turn around, and my eyes flew open, excited and hopeful.
I should have known better. Perhaps the original video showed his face, but whatever version I'd been sent had been cut, ending with a blur, just as his face would have come into focus.
"Damnit," I said, and then remembered I was recording. "Sorry, Sir... Thank you for letting me watch." I leaned forward and turned off the recording, and shut my laptop.
Should I send it to Becca? I wondered. How would I get it to him? But when I checked my messages, there was a text from an unknown number.
"Good evening, Megan. Send me your video when it's finished."
I sent the clip to the mystery number, and then added him to my phone, just as "Sir." Then I decided to send a short message.
Megan: I enjoyed our evening, Sir.
Sir: I'm so glad. Come tomorrow evening. Around seven.
Megan: Yes sir. Is there anything you'd like me to wear?
Sir: It won't matter, it won't be on for very long... Be sure you bring the blindfold... Sleep well.



I felt a smile on my face, and I tucked my phone under my pillow and lay down, trying desperately to sleep. I kept thinking about his warm, soft lips brushing against mine, just enough to make me want more and not enough to satisfy.
I slept late the next day, and doddled my way through the afternoon. I'd gone to the gym, eaten my salad for lunch, and done some chores, all the while anxiously checking the time, waiting for the evening. Butterflies were attacking my stomach and I felt like I couldn't breathe or was breathing too much. God, is that what it had been like with Mr. Weston and the first few days texting him? I couldn't remember. I remembered it being exciting, but I didn't remember it being at this level.
I decided on my black v-cut blouse today, and a pair of jeans and black ankle boots. The blouse was a soft knit, a medium v cut in the front and a low cut in the back, showing off my chain tattoo. He had seemed to like it when I showed myself to him. I wore a pair of black satin underwear, plain but comfortable, and wondered if he'd take these with him as well.
Maybe next time, if you're good and do as you're told. Those words kept running through my head over and over. I wondered what he would ask me to do. I shivered, hoping to hell it would be a blowjob. There was nothing that put me in subspace faster than getting thoroughly throatfucked. It was hard, it was painful, it was rough, and it made me feel completely powerless. I relished it. God it had been so long...
I finally made my way to the bar a little after six, too anxious to wait around my apartment any longer. I stalled by parking, and walking around the block once, trying to clear my head, but I just felt nervous. I checked my phone over and over again, and thought about yesterday, trying to review every detail in my mind.
He had worn a button-down shirt, and dress shoes or some shoe with a heel. That was all I knew. Brett, Lindsay's handsome blue-eyed friend, had been wearing a graphic tee, so he was out of the question. Plus I had gotten the feeling she was possessive over him, based on the way she'd looked at him a few times during the night. Despite oozing confidence and the way he spoke, I also wasn't entirely convinced he wasn't her sub.
The others had all worn button-down shirts. Jackson always wore one, favoring soft plaid that reminded me of a rugged farmhand. But Jackson had a strong New York accent, and my Dom didn't.
Michael, Lindsay's older guy friend, was also a possibility. He'd worn a light blue button-down shirt and dark dress slacks, and dress shoes.
The two bartenders both wore the same thing. Black slacks, white button-down shirts, and black non-slips. Would those make a clicking sound?
Then the tattoos were interesting. The man in the video had clear tattoos on his arms, but none of the guys last night, other than Brett, had shown their forearms, so I had no idea if any of them had tattoos. Then there was the hair. The man in the video had been bald so I had no idea what color his hair was.
And the hint that Mr. Weston had given me... he'd said he'd been mentoring him for a while and lost his sub last year. Jackson hadn't had a sub in at least two, and I didn't know the other three well enough to know about their past relationships.
It was all too much to think about. Part of me wanted to figure it out. I was desperate to know. The other part of me got such a thrill from the suspense.
I remembered what Mr. Weston had said during our early conversations. This is a ride, little one. Get on and enjoy it, or get off, it's up to you. But you have to pick one. You can't go halfway. You submit, or you don't.
I want the ride, I thought.
I got to the bar and slowly climbed the steps to the lounge, hearing the buzz and commotion upstairs. Julia and Lindsay were seated in the corner, Lindsay animatedly talking and gesturing as she told a story, Julia grinning ear to ear, her hands clasped under her chin and listening happily. Becca and Michael were at the bar, whispering and looking around. There were more people here than normal, and there was a bit of a line to order drinks.
Should I order alcohol, or a tea, I wondered. He hadn't told me not to drink. But by the time I got to the front of the line, my drink was already sitting there, ready with a straw. Noah and Jack were busy, so I took it and smiled at both of them, taking the opportunity to search their faces. Both acknowledged me, but neither seemed to betray anything.
Hands, I thought. I should look at their hands. I went to sit by the window at a small table and sip my drink.
I kept checking my phone, looking around the room, waiting for something, but it never happened. I spent the next few hours chatting with the others in my little friend group. None of them asked me questions about last night. Around nine, I started to feel a little down, wondering if anything was going to happen, but then I got a text from him.
Go into room 2. Strip. Stand in the middle of the room. Put on your blindfold. Remember not to lock the door.
I took one last sip of my drink and stood, nervously walking back towards the hallways, trying to look calm. Room 2 had the spanking bench and the cross, and a column in the middle of the room. It was usually for impact or rigging. I warmed at the thought. I hadn't been properly tied in ages.
I did as he said, anxiety and excitement mixing to create a strange and stressful cocktail in my body. My clothes were neatly folded, my underwear on top so he could take it if he wanted. I put my phone on silent, and then finished by standing in the middle of the room, and carefully fitting my blindfold over my eyes. Then I waited.
The nerves and the thought of someone coming into the room were heavy on me. Well, of course someone was coming into the room, I told myself. That's why I'm here.
He hadn't told me to text him when I was ready. I stood there, nervous and covered in goosebumps from excitement and from being naked, and tried not to fidget.
I don't know how long I waited. It could have been ten minutes, or an hour. Time seemed to run together. I had to keep reaching my arm out to the column to steady myself, because believe it or not, standing blindfolded in the middle of a room for an extended period of time can really mess with your sense of balance.
I could hear footsteps approaching the room and I tried to steel myself, but I still jumped slightly when the door opened. It shut, locked, and I could hear slow steps towards me. He stopped directly in front of me.
"Good evening, Megan."
"Good evening, sir."
His hand went around my throat. I gasped at the suddenness of it, having expected some buildup like last time in the way he'd so tenderly touched me. But no, he grabbed me and pushed me back, using his other hand behind my head to protect me from the column. I felt a sigh as he crushed his mouth down on mine, and then he stepped closer, his hips pressing into mine, and his chest, and I could feel one of his thighs against me. His mouth was eager and strong, demanding. We weren't kissing each other, he was kissing me. I felt his tongue push into my mouth, and flick against the roof of my mouth. Our tongues danced together, hot and wet, and my face was covered in spit. I sighed as I sucked his tongue, and he groaned.
Then as suddenly as he'd started, he pulled away.
"Megan, you pretty little thing." He sounded slightly out of breath. I smiled and a wave of satisfaction went through me, knowing I had done that to him. He took both of my hands and pressed them against the back of the column, holding them still with one of his. I heard a clicking of something metallic, and then cold handcuffs snapped shut around one of my wrists. "Let's see what else your mouth can do."
I let out a shaky breath, excited. With both of my hands behind my back, locked firmly into place, he put his hands on my shoulders, and I dropped to my knees almost immediately.
"Oh, excited are we?"
"Yes sir," I whispered, feeling a smile across my face. I hadn't been able to see his body that well in the porn clip because of the angle. Nervously, I waited for him to tell me what he wanted, and to be able to feel him. I wanted him in me, and on me. God I just wanted to feel like myself again.
"Well, have at it then." His voice was dripping in humor. "You have ten minutes."
Wait... I couldn't see, my hands were cuffed behind me... fuck. What was I supposed to do?
Enjoy the ride.
Chapter 6
Him
Megan looked incredibly confused for just a few moments before a resolute look settled over her face. I wished I could have seen her eyes; I knew they'd be bright, and heavy. Soon, I thought. Like he said. Win her over first. She wants to play the game. So let's play.
Megan leaned forward, nestling her head against my leg, and then readjusting to find my crotch. She kissed me through my pants, gently, just enough for me to feel but not enough for me to really get hard. She had such pretty, soft lips. I found it unlikely she could get me off through my pants though, so either I'd get to enjoy hearing her beg, or I'd get to punish her for failing.
Her breathing picked up and she inhaled deeply. She kissed me through my pants just a little stronger, firmer, letting her lips drag across the soft fabric of my slacks. I could see her tongue dying to slide out of her mouth but she held back. Her breath was warm as she exhaled purposefully into the fabric of my pants, letting me feel the heat. God was it warm. Come on, pretty girl, I thought. Let me here you say it. Beg for it.
But she surprised me by nibbling at the zipper of my pants, until she found the waistband and the button. She inched closer, and began using her teeth and her lips and tongue to carefully map out the closure. She pulled and pushed just the right way, and the button slid out.
No way. I grinned. Where had she learned that fun trick? As it popped open, a faint smile of satisfaction crossed her face.
Her teeth delicately found and held the zipper of my pants, and tugged them down, very slowly. Her breath was even but faster, and I could see her hands behind her back gently twitching, like she was aching to use her fingers.
The zipper down, she then kissed my cock through my pants again, and then used her teeth on the fabric of my pants to pull them down, first on one side, then on the other. They slid down fairly easily once she got them moving.
I held my tongue as she smiled. She's really going to pull this off, I realized. Shit, she's winning this round. Through my boxers I felt her wrap her mouth around me and sigh. Fuck did I need her mouth on me. Come on pretty girl, you've got this.
She didn't try to remove my boxers; she just found the slit in the front, she nuzzled with her nose and used her tongue to push the fabric out of the way, and there, oh, damn, her tongue brushed against me. My breath caught a little and I clenched my fist. She did it again, dragging her tongue down my cock to the head, flicked the tip with her tongue, and then brushed her lips across the head.
I felt myself getting harder and starting to strain. Using her lips, she worked my cock out through the slit in my boxers, nibbling at the sides and guiding me out. She took an excited breath, and then slowly took me into her mouth.
Fuck she was hot, and wet, and her tongue swirled across the tip and the underside of the head, touching me just firm enough to make me start to lose my head. I watched as her pretty mouth turned up at the corners, sucking me just a little harder, just firm enough to make me feel like I was going to lose it.
She was holding back, teasing me.
"I'm impressed, Megan," I said. Shit, I sounded out of breath already. I realized my heart was beating. I looked at my watch. It had taken three minutes. Seven left. If she kept it up, I might actually cum.
"Tell me what you like, Sir."
"I think you're doing a pretty good job of figuring it out on your own, pretty girl. You have five minutes," I said, deciding to give her a bit more of a challenge. She sighed and went to town.
This girl could suck a cock. Her mouth was like a fountain, hot and wet and silky. She used her tongue, and her lips, and she sucked and stroked, letting her lips drag across me, closing tightly and creating suction, massaging all the right places with her tongue. She must have known she was getting to me because that cute little smile stayed on her face. Or maybe she didn't know, and she was just having a great time.
The slow and steady rhythm that she was giving me now was getting to me. She started bobbing her head, going a little farther each time. I kept waiting for her to choke or gag, wondering exactly how far she could go. But as she neared my hips, and I felt her tongue reach out and lick my balls, and her throat close around my cock, a flash of heat ran through me and I gasped.
Damn. She didn't have a limit. "What the fuck," I whispered, as she took all of me into her mouth and throat, and began licking my balls in earnest. Her throat was squeezing around me, and that with the way her tongue was flicking the underside of my cock so nicely, and her pretty lips... "Shit," I muttered, I was way too close.
"Oh, you are... way too good at that," I said softly, trying not to let my voice slip. I wasn't ready for her to hear me clearly yet. We had so many more games to play. I took my hands and ran them into her hair, holding the back of her head, and began to thrust.
It only took a few seconds before I completely lost control and came down her throat. I felt her swallow me, and the squeezing around my cock sent ripples and shivers of heat through my whole body. Finally I pulled out of her and she gasped, a long string of drool connecting her lips to my dick.
Well fuck. Now what. I couldn't exactly go back to the plan of jerking off and covering her body in my cum, and then spanking her for her failure. Plan B formulated quickly, and I grinned. This would be fun.
Chapter 7
Megan
God I loved the sounds he made when he started to lose control. A little breathy, a little surprised, like he was shocked little old me could get him there. He came with a quiet moan that broke into a sigh. I was going to dream about that sound tonight.
He surprised me by roughly grabbing me under my arms and hauling me to my feet. I stumbled a little but he kept me upright. "I have to admit, Megan, you've surprised me. I underestimated you." He turned me around and pressed my back against his chest, wrapping his arms around me tightly. One hand grabbed at my breast and the other squeezed my tummy and my hip, fingers edging their way down my mound. I was breathing fast from the blowjob but excitement tore through me. "So I'll tell you what. Let's play another game."
He unlocked my cuffs, bringing my hands forward and then re-locking them so that my arms were wrapped around the column in the middle of the room. I yelped as he smacked my ass, hard, a sharp sting warming me. He hit the other cheek too. Then he pushed me hard against the column and pressed himself against me, whispering roughly in my ear. "I'm going to do everything in my power to make you cum, and you're going to fight it. You are not going to cum for me, are you?"
I shivered. I loved-and hated-this game. It was the best kind of torture, but the absolute hardest for me. "No sir. I'll try."
"You better, because if you fail, I'm going to enjoy beating the hell out of you." Another smack on my ass.
I smiled. God I had missed this.
His hands traveled down my back, fingernails scratching my skin hard enough that I'd have some nice red lines to show for it. He growled as his hands went further, resting on my ass cheeks and then squeezing sharply. He let go and smacked them both.
The rush of confidence and desire surrounded me as he kissed the spot on my ass he had just hit. His mouth felt so good, slowly working it's way across my ass and down to my leg, and he nibbled and licked at my rose tattoo. Then he bit me. Hard. I gasped and felt a flush of heat. I may have gushed a little.
His tongue worked over the bite, and then flicked lightly against the lips of my pussy. He pulled one into his mouth and I sighed. He's going to find it, I thought. He's going to find that spot I like, I know it. If he doesn't already know. I wouldn't have put it past Reuben to tell him exactly how to get me off. I knew if I didn't hold it together when he found it, I'd be toast.
While his tongue explored the outer edges of my pussy, not quite opening me up, I felt his hands travel up the backs of my legs. His left hand stayed on my lower back, keeping me in place, and his right hand threaded between my legs, reached up to my tummy, and gently circled my naval, his fingers trailing down again. Then he gently started rubbing my clit.
I couldn't help but move against him. With one hand on my lower back, the other playing with my clit, and his tongue exploring the outside of my pussy, I felt myself start to lose control. Keep breathing, I thought. Focus. I knew how to do this. It was really hard but I knew how to do this. If I didn't have this damn blindfold on, I realized, this would be so much easier. Looking around and focusing on things around me was what helped me stay off the orgasm. With my eyes completely blinded, I had nothing to focus on except his rough fingers teasing me, and his hot breath—
I let out a loud moan as he found it.
"Ah... there it is."
"Fuck!"
That tiny spot, near the back of my pussy, right at the back edge before the perineum. He lapped at it, his tongue flicking tenderly. Not quite in, not quite out, just a little pressure like he was trying to push into me but was holding back. I felt another gush of my wetness as his tongue played mercilessly with that spot.
No. no no no no.
In my mind's eye, I visualized the room around me. I knew it well. I knew what the bondage furniture looked like. I knew the spanking bench had a few rivets on the right side that were broken. I knew there was a large scrape across the floor beside the cross. I saw what the sun would look like coming through the windows, if the blinds hadn't been shut. What did the walls look like again? Fucking hell.
Wave after wave crashed on me, but I pushed back, breathing, listening to the sound of my own moans and grunts, digging my fingernails into my skin, until finally, I felt him leave that spot, bite at the edge of my lips just hard enough to hurt, and leave a trail of soft kisses down the rose tattoo on my inner thigh.
I sighed in relief, and leaned my forehead against the column. I'd done it. Satisfaction filled me, and even though my poor clit and pussy were absolutely screaming for relief, I felt so happy and accomplished.
"Megan, I am... quite impressed. You are every bit as strong I was warned." His praise and his voice hypnotized me and I felt myself smile. I was out of breath and couldn't answer. "I think we should do this again soon."
I could only nod.
He unlocked my cuffs, and I felt my arms drop to my side.
"Wait until I leave to get dressed, pretty girl."
"Yes sir," I said, breathlessly.
"I'm leaving you a gift," he said, a smile in his voice. "I'd like you to wear it on your way out."
Before I could answer, the door shut, and he was gone.
I took a few moments to breathe and collect myself before I pulled my blindfold off, the light assaulting my eyes that had become accustomed to the darkness. Luckily the lights were dimmed all the way down.
I rubbed my eyes and turned around to find my stack of clothes. As I'd expected, my panties were gone from the stack of clothes. Besides my clothing was a small gift bag. I knelt down and removed the tissue paper, and looked inside.



It was a lovely dress, a burgundy wine color, with a cutout in the back. The straps went up and wrapped around the neck, almost like a collar, and closed with a pretty pink heart-shaped button. The backless dress would show off my chain tattoo, I realized. And it was short, but long enough that going without my panties wouldn't be too obvious.
When I put it on, I also realized the front had some lace cutout areas. You could see just the tip of the anchor on my hip as well. It was short, and if I didn't sit carefully, the stem of my rose would be visible.
He liked my ink as much as I liked his, I realized. I grinned proudly at the thought and looked at myself in the reflection of the mirror in the small bathroom. It was absolutely lovely on me.
I washed up, and splashed my face and neck with cold water, hoping I wouldn't look like too much of a fool walking out and seeing my friends. What does it matter, I thought. They all probably know who he is.
I left the room and went back to sit on the couches with the rest of my group. Becca grinned at me and I blushed a little against my will. "Having fun, love?" I nodded.
Julia and Lindsay were both there, whispering quietly in the corner. Julia saw me and her face lit up, and she gestured for me to come over. Detail at a time, they pried today and yesterday's experience out of me. Lindsay had a way of asking oddly specific questions so that you had no choice but to lie, or to be detailed in your answer.
"Lindsay stop teasing her," Julia finally said, putting an arm around me. In my ear, she whispered. "You don't have to tell her anything. She's mildly psychic, she already knows."
My eyes widened.
"Well," Lindsay said with a smirk as she stood, "Mildly is a bit of an understatement, and psychic isn't the word I prefer, but who's splitting hairs." She raised an eyebrow and walked over to the bar, and yelled, "Jack, can you make it a double?"
"That... was a double."
"Well make it a stronger double."
"Is she serious," I whispered to Julia.
She shrugged. "I don't know, but I really think she is. She knows weird shit she shouldn't."
I couldn't help but ask. "Do you know who he is?"
"Your new Dom? No, I wasn't here that late. Kinda wish I was. Do you want me to tell you if I figure it out?"
"No," I shook my head. "No, it's part of the game. I was just wondering."
We relocated to the rest of the group. My longtime friend Michael Black, and Jackson were both there, sitting beside each other and talking quietly. Their eyes both kept flicking to me, and then away. Jack was behind the bar today in the lounge, and he'd looked at me a little too long when I'd gone to get my drink. And Lindsay's two friends were back again.
It was flustering, the more I thought about it. Maybe my new Dom wasn't even one of the group, and he had just been hiding in another room, or waiting in Reuben's office until I was blindfolded.
It didn't matter. What I'd said to Julia had been the truth. I didn't want to know. I just wanted to play.
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Chapter 8
Megan
We went on like that over the next few months. We had a routine now.
His rules were simple. Every morning, I was to text him when I woke up. I had to drink 2 cups of water every day. I had to eat at least two meals a day. I had to edge nightly, at least once. I had to text him goodnight. If he asked for a photo, I'd send him one. Then there was the weekly task.
Every Monday, he would give me a task. A new rule to follow. I would be released from it on Saturday. The first one had been no alcohol at the bar the days that I went. I'd had to ask Noah to make me a regular tea instead of a spiked one, and he raised an eyebrow at me, but didn't argue. The next week was no chocolate. That one had been hard. Each week it was something small, just a little something so that every time I had the urge, I had to remember that I was saying no, because he told me to.
We played on Saturdays. I learned he loved to see me struggle to resist my orgasm, which part of me hated because I hated denial, but I did my damndest. I broke after our fifth session when he was relentlessly fingering that spot at the back of my pussy and sucking on my clit. He'd found the secret combo that I couldn't resist against, and after over a month of denial, I'd come so hard I almost passed out.
The session after that had been hell. Not the most intense impact I'd ever experienced, not by far, but the hardest part about submitting to a beating for me was not being able to see his face. I wanted to see him enjoy it, and I couldn't. Still, afterwards he'd held me against his chest as I'd cried softly, rubbing cool lotion into my skin, kissing my neck, and telling me I was amazing.
"I want to see you," I'd confessed. "I want to see you enjoy me."
"Oh, Megan. I absolutely adore you." He'd taken my hand and put it against his chest, and I could feel his heart beat fast. He let go, letting me hold my hand there, and I let it trail down to his crotch, where he was hard and twitching. Eager to please and redeem myself, I'd given him the best damn blowjob I could muster, drawing it out as long as I could before I made him cum. I showed him his cum in my mouth before I swallowed. He'd laughed and kissed my forehead.
And every time I went, he left me a gift.
It was usually something small. Once it was a tiny little ring for my pinky finger, with a heart on it. It wasn't big, but it was a little something I could wear. Another time I found a barrette for my hair. Often it was new panties, pretty little thongs or lacy boy shorts or silky briefs to replace the ones he'd confiscate from me every week.
Twice he'd bought me clothes. The first time was the dress, but another time he bought me a beautiful shirt that was nearly completely backless. He really likes my back, I thought, as I'd put it on to leave. It hung on me beautifully and, for once, for a second, I looked in the mirror and believed him when he called me "pretty girl." That was his name for me. I loved it.
Once it was a WeVibe, the kind you control from your phone. That week he had me wear it every weekday evening from seven o'clock until I went to bed. I had been so horny by the time Saturday rolled around, I begged him for a beating instead of his teasing, and he'd graciously agreed, giving me the much-needed release I'd needed in a way I didn't truly want, but needed because he wasn't going to let me cum. "I'm sorry," I cried. "I wish I could. But I know I can't. I know I'll fail."
"Never apologize for being honest with me, Megan. That's rule one, remember?"
Another time, it was a journal. A pretty, leather-bound journal with an elegant cursive M pressed into it. Inside was a note, telling me to record my edging sessions, and my fantasies inside. "Be detailed, pretty girl. Don't hold back from me."
That had been the hardest challenge. I wrote several pages, honestly pouring myself out about how I didn't want to disobey him, how I wanted to please him and not ask about his true identity, but that I felt like I was missing half of him, that he was holding back from me because he could see me and I couldn't see him. I wrote about how hard it was that he relentlessly edged and teased and denied me, and how much I hated denial.
Four pages in, I realized it sounded like whining and complaining, and I apologized profusely, begging him to forgive me and insisting that I wanted nothing more than to obey. "Whatever that takes. For as long as you want. If that is really what you want."
That Saturday during our play, he'd asked me to kneel by him while he read the journal, quietly turning the pages.
"You gave up?" He asked.
"Sir?"
"You gave up trying to figure it out."
"Months ago, sir."
"Why?"
"It's part of the game," I shrugged. "I like the game."
"You just wrote earlier that you want to know."
"Well yes, but I want you to tell me. I don't want to figure it out by accident."
He chuckled, closed the journal, and took my hand, guiding me to stand. He had me sit on the couch next to him, and lay my head back, my arms extending over the edge of the couch, my back across his legs, and my legs towards the other end. He began delicately exploring my body, brushing fingers across me in all the ways and places he knew I liked.
"Why don't you tell me who you think I could be."
I blushed, but began working through my options. I said all the reasons he could be some people, and not others.
"You're not one of Lindsay's friends. They left town and haven't been back. Michael Black hasn't been here consistently because of work. Noah and Jack are both working almost every day, and I doubt either of them could break away from the bar for an hour of sex on their busiest day... Jack has a really unique voice and he's about my height, but you're taller. Noah and Jackson don't have any tattoos, but I saw tattoos on your arms and hands in the video. So I have a feeling you weren't actually in the room that first night I was blindfolded."
"Interesting."
"Plus, none of them sound like you. Your voice is... different."
He was trying to distract me by massaging my clit and gently working a finger inside me. With the way I was laying on him, my hips tilted, he was massaging my g-spot expertly.
"But I know you're here at the bar somewhere, because... well, I don't know I just... ah. Oh... fuck." while one hand played with my pussy, the other hand had inched its way up to my breast, playing and squeezing. I loved that he wasn't afraid to really squeeze me.
"I'm also a little surprised at your concern of this game changing unexpectedly," he said, his voice gruff and full of lust by now. He pulled his fingers out of me and I could hear him sucking my wetness off of them. He slid them back in, dripping wet with his spit, and I shivered in pleasure.
"What?" I gasped, barely able to focus.
I heard him take the notebook in one hand and lay it on my chest. He continued to finger me as he read.
"Sir, you have to understand, I love our game. But it's so different than anything I've ever done. You have to understand the intensity I was brought in on, being Mr. Weston's live-in slave. Although it was emotionally fulfilling, it was a constant roller-coaster of humiliation, pain, and rough sex. It's not like this. This is fun. It's easy. It's hot as hell. You make me feel special and pretty. And you make me feel like a slut without feeling like a piece of furniture. It's new and different, and I love it. But I keep waiting for the ball to drop. I keep waiting for it to change. I keep expecting to fuck it up and for a sadistic switch to flip in you. I keep expecting to disappoint you. And what happens if I figure it out? What happens when you tell me? What will the game change into? I don't want to lose this."
I bit my lip. My words and worries spoken out loud in his gruff, warm, sexy voice sounded absurd. He sighed and shut the journal, and kissed my stomach, then my chest, right between my breasts, and then peppered my collarbone and neck with little kisses.
"I told you, Megan. All I want you to do is obey, and play the game. You're not going to fuck it up."
"Yes sir."
"Is it too hard?"
"No sir... I almost feel like it's too easy. It's always been easy."
"Is that bad?"
I tried to think while he tried to distract me. Finally I found the words I was looking for. "Doesn't it take away from my submission if I just... hand it over? You just walked into a room and I submitted to you. It was easy. Simple. Doesn't that make you feel like..."
"Like it was thoughtless? A meaningless gift?"
I sighed. "Yes. That's what I meant."
"Megan, you don't know me. You were given no information, no guidance, no warning, and you gave yourself to me like it was your job. You did that because you trust that I am not going to hurt you, despite the fact that you don't know me. That is very special to me."
"Reuben wouldn't set me up with someone he didn't trust."
"And you trust me only because you trust him?"
"Well... I did at first. But you've proven to me that I can trust you as well."
"And you've proven to me that you will do as I say, no matter how hard it is for you. Do you know why I make you wear a blindfold, and change my voice when I'm around you?"
I felt my eyes widen and blink under my blindfold. "You-you change your voice?"
He laughed. "Of course. Otherwise we couldn't play the game."
"I... oh."
"I do it because you told Reuben the thing you were missing in those other relationships was the connection. You didn't want it to just be submission. You wanted the connection. You like rough sex. You like getting fucked. You like cuming multiple times until you're spent. And I have been nothing but gentle, and I am keeping from you everything you want, and haven't given you permission to cum in nearly four months, and you are choosing to submit to me anyway. Isn't that sadistic enough for you?"
I felt my mouth quirk into a smile. He was right. He was giving me some of the best pleasure and worst pain I'd ever had, and I was loving it, and was desperate for the rest, and he was keeping it from me, stringing me along. Would I ever get it? "I never said I wanted you to be sadistic."
"You dated one for three years."
"Exactly. Will you... will you ever tell me who you are?"
He leaned forward and kissed me softly. "Of course I will, pretty girl. But not yet. I'm having too much fun. Aren't you?"
I smiled and whispered, "yes sir," against his mouth and kissed him back. A whole new level of understanding had settled onto me, and I basqued in that little hit of my favorite buzz of submission. If he wanted to keep this from me, so be it. All I had to do was do as I was told.
"You know another thing you wrote in your notebook, is that we haven't really fucked." I felt giddy when he said it. Was he finally going to fuck me? I'd had his cock in my mouth several times now, and I desperately wanted to feel him fill me up.
"Will you please fuck me, sir," I whispered quietly. I felt myself clench at the thought, and tighten around his fingers. I ached for release.
"Don't worry, pretty girl. You'll get yours."
He edged and teased and denied me for another decade, or so it felt. I was getting so close, but I managed to hold off by the skin of my teeth. Finally he eased his fingers out of me, and gently held them up to my mouth. I sucked them off, relishing the feeling of his fingers in my mouth and on my tongue.
That day, he didn't leave me a gift. I felt a little confused, and a little hurt. Had I said something? Or done something wrong? But I left the playroom and went out to the bar, and ordered a drink.
"Hey, you okay?" Jack asked me as I sat at one of the stools. I didn't really want to sit with my friends until I had gotten my head back on straight.
"Yeah, I'm fine. Just need to clear my head."
Jack made my drink a little stronger than normal. I watched as he expertly poured out the liquor, knowing exactly how much to pour into the glass from the years spent measuring, and then looked at me and gave me another few splashes. I laughed.
As I watched him, I noticed his hands. They were definitely big, and he had some muscle tone to his arms. I tried to remember if I'd ever seen his forearms without his long whitesleeved button-down shirt. I was sure he'd worn his sleeves rolled up before, but lately, both of the bartenders had been wearing their sleeves down. Had my Sir asked them to do so? Or was it one of them?
I sipped my drink and scrolled my phone, not really seeing or absorbing anything I was looking at, so I noticed right away when I got a text from him.
Sir: Close your eyes.
My stomach clenched and I set my phone down, folded my hands in my lap, and closed my eyes, keeping my head facing forward. I felt it when he came up behind me, and placed his hands on my shoulders.
"Did you think I forgot something?"
"I... no sir, I didn't think you forgot."
"But I didn't leave you a gift today."
"No sir."
"Why not." It wasn't his usual playful tone, it was more serious, and it wasn't a question. Think, he was telling me.
I bit my lip, but took a steadying breath and said the words I didn't want to say. "I didn't earn it." The words hurt because I wasn't sure what I'd done. Where had I messed up?
"Oh, Megan." his lips brushed my ears. "You don't earn gifts. They're given." His hands left my shoulders and he straightened, but didn't leave. "Listen. Breathe."
I listened. At first it all just sounded like background noise, but as I focused, I could hear the voices of my friends. I could pick out each one of their voices and see their faces. I could hear the clinking of glasses, and the soft moans of Jenna and Sarah in the corner, one of them being pleasured quietly under her skirt. I could hear the bartenders and a waiter or waitress behind the bar, mixing and stirring.
I could hear his breathing. I could feel his breath rustle my hair and brush against my neck.
I could hear my own shaky breathing. I focused on it, relaxing and letting it even out.
Then I heard him move. I couldn't tell what he was doing, but I felt his hands near me. And then something cold against my neck.
Oh. Oh my god. I gasped a little and my eyes fluttered, but I clamped them shut. There was a mirror on the other side of the bar. If I opened them... But I'd promised I'd wait. I wanted the game. So I kept them glued shut.
He was buckling a collar around my neck. "Do you know what you've done to earn this?" he said softly.
I could hear the blood rushing in my ears. "No sir. I don't." I felt like I'd barely done anything.
"Yes you do. Text me when you figure out how to say it... maybe soon you'll earn the lock." He kissed the back of my neck, and then my cheek, and then the very corner of my lips, and then he was gone. I waited for some time, making sure he was really out of sight before I let my eyes flutter open. I could feel the smile on my face, but it didn't truly register until I looked across from me in the mirror of the bar and saw that gorgeous collar around my neck.
It was about an inch thick, dark red leather with small loops on it that held a brushed black chain that wove through the loops, rivets holding it in place. I felt my fingers brush against the chain links and the soft shiny leather. The buckle on the back had small D-rings attached so it could be locked shut.
I saw Julia come up behind me and hug me, grinning wildly. "It looks so good on you," she giggled.
"I knew it was one of yours," I said.
"Can I take a picture of you wearing it? It looks so good against your chain tattoo. Man he had the right idea with that black brushed steel."
I agreed and moved my hair off my back, and let her take a few photos of me. She sent them to me so I had them. Becca also came over and congratulated me, giving me a quick peck on the forehead. "I'm so excited for you," she said. "Have you figured it out yet?"
"I'm not going to," I said, and then I realized what he had meant when he said I knew what I'd done to earn it. I had given up, chosen not to look, not to try, not to keep wondering. I had chosen to forgo knowing his true identity simply because he had chosen to keep it from me. And I'd chosen to submit to him even though he was keeping everything I wanted from me.
Peace settled over me, and I sent him a text.
Megan: I get it. I'm playing the game the way you want me to play it. Thank you, sir. I love my collar. And I love this. And I think, maybe, I kind of love you a little.
Sir: I think I kind of love you a little, too, pretty girl.
Then I took my drink, waived to the boys behind the bar, and went to the couches to sit by my friends.
Chapter 9
Megan
Saturdays were my favorite day of the week anyway, but any day I went to Reuben's and got to sit with my friends, knowing maybe my Sir was watching me, filled me with excitement. It was better than a secret admirer. It was a secret lover that everyone seemed to know except me.
It was too cold to wear my pretty burgundy dress, but we were having a Christmas party in the Lounge, and it was his favorite piece, so I wanted to wear it that night. I wore a pair of black floral fishnets underneath and a pair of black suede ankle boots, and my heavy double-breasted coat on top to keep me warm. He'd given me a scarf last week as a gift. It wasn't anything fancy, but it was soft and warm and looked so pretty with my black wool coat. Part of me wondered if we would play that night since the party would start at seven and probably go all night.
That evening, there was a lot of booze, a lot of laughter, and a lot of swearing. There was also a lot of sex. Jenna came out of nowhere wearing a strapon and holding a hitachi and chased Abigail around the room, finally being aided by Paul and Becca as she was caught, held still, and royally fucked. Tanya wore the hottest latex corset and skirt I'd ever seen, the black material glistening under the light as she danced and gyrated on a pole that had been installed, putting herself in a position that would allow anyone to come up behind her and have access to her. Sam was tied up and suspended just high enough off the ground that he could be used as a coffee table, and use him we did.
Jack and Noah both wore different colored shirts that day instead of their normal white; Jack wore dark green and Noah wore red. Jack looked like an elf with his long straight black hair pulled up into a bun, his ears just slightly pointed at the tip. He also wore a green santa hat. Although he looked festive, he looked proudly and purposefully ridiculous, like he was doing his best to look as absurd as possible. Noah's red shirt was almost a wine color, and he wore a set of reindeer antlers with bells that made him look absurd. I giggled hysterically when he shook his head side to side and jokingly pranced around. He reached up to adjust his antlers, and I saw his sleeve ride up on his left wrist just a little. No celtic knot tattoo, I realized. I'd already known neither of the bartenders were my Sir, but the lack of the tattoo was further confirmation.
There was also a beautiful Christmas tree in the corner of the room, lit up with a thousand lights and beautiful black and red ornaments. People had brought gifts for each other, and although he wasn't there that night, almost every member of the club had received a small gift from Mr. Weston, and he'd allowed for a certain number of free drinks and food for us that night as well. We sat around the tree close to eleven o'clock and exchanged gifts, the bar boys coming to sit with us as well for a few minutes to rest and have fun.



Reuben wasn't there, but he had given everyone unique, thoughtful gifts. All small, but all personal. I was impressed at the effort he'd been putting in lately, especially considering that he was only here about once a month. He had started doing more regular teaching sessions and mentoring, hoping to keep the club growing and avoid any more situations like the one with Peter Woodrow. Though I still didn't know the details, I'd gained from Lindsay that he had ignored a girl's safeword several times.
My gift from him had been a gift card to a local bookstore. It was for a hefty amount and I smiled widely. Becca gave me a gift card to a lingerie store nearby, as I'd told her how Sir continued to steal my panties. Julia had given me a set of leather cuffs that matched my collar. I thanked her profusely, asking her to let me give her a little bit of money for them, because those things probably cost a fortune, but she refused. I felt bad because my gift to her had just been a pair of cat earrings, but she seemed to love them.
There was also a small, gold box, the kind you put gift cards in, addressed to me with no "from." I knew it was from him. I opened it quietly, not drawing attention to myself, and keeping my eyes down.
Inside was a small card. It had an address, and a date and time. Thursday, 10pm. Knock twice.
Oh my god this is his address, I realized. I was holding so much more than that in my hand. It was trust. All trust. I could have gone by any time and figured out who he was, watching from a distance to solve my mystery. But he knew I wouldn't, because he told me not to. In that moment, I felt so happy, so at peace, that I let out a little laugh, not knowing what else to do with the emotion.
"Thank you, Sir," I said quietly, knowing he was either watching, or listening. I shut my eyes for a moment, put the card back in the box, and put it in my purse.
There were a few moments that night when I'd felt his hand gently on the small of my back when I least expected it, like he was walking by and giving me a silent gift of affection. This is tonight's game, I realized.
I did keep checking my phone for a text though, wondering if I would be given an instruction.
It came late, past midnight. The party had died down and the playrooms were full, and there were just a few people milling around and sitting on the couches. Abigail and Jenna were having another heated session on one of the couches, and I was smiling and laughing quietly with Julia as I watched Jenna painfully pull one orgasm after another out of poor Abigail. We had a bet going on how many she'd have before she fell into nothingness. I felt my phone buzz and I checked my phone, to see a text from Sir.
Sir: Did you see the mistletoe under the archway?
Megan: Yes sir.
Sir: Go wait for me. Close your eyes. Don't open them.
I looked at Julia. "Don't cheat while I'm gone." Then I stood up and quietly made my way to the beautiful archway near the door of the lounge, covered in wintergreen and holly berries, with a bundle of mistletoe underneath.
I stood under, and closed my eyes. I waited, breathing slowly but anxious. He hadn't been quite this brazen except the day he'd put my collar on me. It was at least four songs playing over the radio before I sensed him. He stood toe to toe with me and I smiled, waiting, lifting my chin just a little.
I don't know what I expected. Maybe the soft, tender touches from him I was used to receiving? The way he usually trailed his fingers delicately against my skin and kissed me with light, feathery kisses? No, that is not even close to what I got.
He put a hand on my neck, sliding it up into my hair and grabbing roughly. I gasped and my eyes almost popped open but I caught myself, squinting shut as hard as I could. He crushed his lips into mine, kissing me hard, passionately, roughly, biting my lip and shoving his tongue in when I gasped. I heard him growl and his other hand snaked around my waist, pulling me against him tightly, his fingernails digging into my skin.
Fuck. The shock and the passion, and the way he was kissing me left me breathless and aching in a way I hadn't felt in so long. I wanted him to slam me against the wall, tear my dress to pieces and fuck me untilI couldn't walk. Hot waves of desire ripped through my body, settling between my legs as my stomach clenched, and I felt my pussy twitch, begging for attention. His hand in my hair pulled sharply, jerking my head up to expose my neck, and he roughly kissed my chin, and my neck, and my collar bone, his teeth grazing my skin and leaving little scratches and bites along my skin.
I whimpered. "Oh fuck. Please sir."
"Please what." his voice was thick and gruff and my pussy clenched again. My hips squirmed involuntarily.
"I want you. So bad."
"I want you too, little toy." And he held my face as he attacked my mouth again, kissing me until I was gasping for air. I felt one of his hands move down my body and sneak under my dress, and he raked his nails up my leg as he found my wetness, pushing around my panties and shoving two fingers into me roughly. I gasped, squinting my eyes shut as hard as I could.
Roughly, hard, almost cruelly, he fucked me with his fingers, as hard and as fast as he could, his other hand still holding my hair so my face was up towards the ceiling. His face was pressed against my neck as I moaned, and he whispered, "Don't you dare cum. Not yet, pretty girl. Not until I can see your eyes light up."
I grunted and gritted my teeth, focusing hard on everything around me but my pussy. "No," I whispered, knowing I was close. I said it out loud, hoping to make it true. "No. Fuck. Sir please, no. I can't. Fuck!" More than anything, I wanted to hold off for him. But more than anything I wanted to cum all over his hand.
It was either perfect timing, or he knew what I felt like right before I came, because right as I was about to lose it and fall over the edge, he stopped, pulling his fingers out of me, and slapped me across the face, the pain just jarring enough to pull me back but leave me aching for relief. I kept my eyes squinted shut, but leaned my face into his shirt. He smelled like soap, and sweat, and booze, and my cum.
"Thank you, Sir."
He held me tightly, petting my hair, and then tilted my face up and kissed my forehead, and peppered the side of my face with little tender kisses where he'd hit me.
"Merry Christmas, pretty girl. I'll see you on Thursday." Another quick kiss on my lips and he was gone. I swayed a little, and caught myself on the wall behind me, opening my eyes for just a moment to look at my feet and find my equilibrium. I stayed there for a moment, breathing hard and blinking, then I straightened, took a deep breath, adjusted my underwear, and slowly made my way back to my friends on the couch.
Julia was grinning ear to ear, and had given up counting Abigails' orgasms to watch me get fingerfucked in the corner. "I lost count around eleven," she said. "You win."
"I think we're at fifteen, and still going strong," Jenna said from the corner. Abigail was twitching, not quite floating yet.
"Poor girl," Julia laughed.
"Are you kidding me? I'd take that kind of torture over denial any day of the week. I haven't had an orgasm in almost six months, and that one was ruined."
"I'm sure he'll let you cum eventually."
I shrugged. "Maybe, maybe not. It doesn't matter, really. That's not the point, is it?"
My phone buzzed and I checked my texts.
Sir: You're cumming on Thursday. Just so you know.
My jaw dropped open. "Oh shit." I showed Julia the text and her eyes got wide and she grinned.
"See, told ya!"
I couldn't answer, I just sat in wet, aching anticipation, and watched jealously as Abigail slowly descended into subspace.
Chapter 10
Megan
I arrived at Sir's apartment on Thursday, just a few minutes before 10pm, patiently waiting for my phone to tell me the right time. When the numbers changed, I pulled my blindfold down over my eyes, put my phone in my pocket, and knocked twice loudly on the door.
A few moments passed, then a few more. Maybe a half a minute, or two or three? I listened to the sounds around me as I waited, the children running around downstairs, doors slamming, loud voices shouting-
And then the door unlocked and slowly opened. My breath caught in my throat and my stomach clenched in excitement. I could smell a delicate, floral scent coming from the apartment. His hand was on my shoulder, and then trailing down my arm and took my hand, and I relished the feeling of his rough fingers scraping against my skin and wrapping my small hand into his larger, stronger ones. I could feel the callouses on his hands catching on my skin.
He silently led me forwards, and navigated me through unfamiliar territory, and then the floral scent intensified. A door shut. We were in a room, probably a bedroom, and there were definitely candles lit.
Slowly, tenderly, he undressed me. I'd worn a sweater and a pair of jeans and some snow boots, as it had gotten horribly cold. He set me against the bed so I could sit, and he unlaced my boots, gently pulling my shoes off, and then my socks, massaging my feet just a little afterwards. Come on, I thought, yank them off and fuck me. I know you want to. But I didn't say it. That was the game.
He pulled my pants off, then let out a chuckle at my festive lacy panties that I'd worn just for him. He kissed my hips and my mound through my underwear, his finger gently tracing the anchor on my hip as he pulled them down too. Then he kissed his way up my body, lifting my shirt as he went, and unhooking my bra, letting it fall to the ground.
Then he took off my blindfold.
When I realized what he was doing, I gasped and squinted my eyes shut. "What a good girl," he whispered, and kissed me deeply. God the man could kiss. Firm enough to make me gasp, soft enough to leave me aching for that rough, hungry intensity that I craved.
He gently used his hands to coax me up onto the bed, and he set me the way he wanted me. On my back, legs spread just wide enough, hands above my head. He trailed a finger down from my chin, down my tummy, and right above my clit, and then pulled back. I sighed, fighting to keep my eyes closed.
"So here's what's gonna happen today, pretty girl." He said softly, just quiet enough to hear him. I heard the rustling of fabric but I couldn't place it. "I'm going to tease the hell out of you today. I'm going to let you cum but not until I say so." I grinned and nodded my head, embarrassed at how excited I was. My whole body was tingling in anticipation. He continued. "You're going to keep those pretty eyes closed, but you're going to open them when I say so. Do you understand?"
"Yes Sir!" it came out way too excited. He was going to let me open my eyes? Would he let me see him? Probably not, but oh I wished I could.
More rustling. What was he doing? Then he climbed onto the bed with me and I felt his hands on my breasts, and a leg was thrown over me, and he was straddling me, and I could feel his skin on mine. Fuck, he'd taken his clothes off. He was naked on top of me. "Oh god," I whimpered, squeezing my eyes shut. I can do this. Keep them shut. Fuck please keep them shut.
I gasped as his fingers on one hand spread me open, and with the other hand he started to finger me just the way I liked, delicately at first, sliding up and down the slit and pressing gently on that back edge of my folds. One of his fingers dove into me, and then started rubbing my clit, firmly, little circles sending waves of heat through my hips and breasts. I groaned and turned my head, trying desperately to keep my eyes shut.
I could open them, I thought. He's looking right at you.
God I missed my blindfold, I needed it back. I was going to cum and my eyes were going to open-
No fucking way. I was not letting this go. I was not going to be the one to end this game. "No," I sighed, and threw an arm over my eyes.
"You okay?"
"Yes please don't stop."
"Move your arm."
"I can't."
"I'll tie you up if you don't," he warned.
I whimpered and moved my arm off my face, and focused on breathing and keeping my eyes shut as he attacked my clit. I could feel his hot cock pressing against me, twitching slightly against my leg.
He moved off of me, sliding down a little, and brushed his lips against my hips, and then lower, and then his tongue glided against my clit.
"Oh fuck!" I yelled. I buried my head in the pillow beside me.
He laughed. Not a quiet little chuckle like he usually did, but a loud, bubbling laugh. He stopped teasing me for a minute while I gasped and gathered myself, still pressing my face into the pillow. It smelled sweet and musty and rich. And that laugh! Oh I was sure I'd heard it before. It bubbled up and exploded like the best ones did.
"Sir if you do that again," I whispered around my panting, "If you keep that up, I'm going to lose it. Please. I don't... I don't want to lose it."
"Are you telling me that you can't? That this is your limit?"
I breathed deeply, and thought hard, forcing myself to be honest. "I'm too sensitive. I... I don't want to ruin this."
"Okay, I'll stop torturing you." He sounded more excited than I expected. I thought he'd be disappointed.
"I'm sorry," I started. He clapped a hand over my mouth, and another over my eyes, leaning into me and pressing his face against my ear and neck.
"Don't you dare fucking apologize for being honest with me." He let go of my mouth, and with that hand, slapped me painfully on my thigh twice. I yelped. He bit my ear lobe and I gushed a little more. "Flip over."
I started to roll over on my stomach, but he caught me on my side, laying behind me and spooning me. I could feel him pressed against my ass, his cock dripping just a little, hot and throbbing against me. Fuck I wanted him inside me so bad. Would he let me? Was this it?
He squeezed my breasts and hips as he wrapped his arms around me, kissing and biting at my shoulder and back of my neck, and then rolled onto his back, pulling me on top of him, both of us facing up towards the ceiling. I could feel the tip of his cock against my pussy and oh fuck did I want it. My hips squirmed and gyrated, begging for more. He was breathing hard too, gasping and grunting in my ear. I felt him use one hand to hold me still as the other hand reached down between both our legs, rubbing his cock against my pussy.
There was no way this angle is going to work, I realized. He wasn't going to get it in. He was just going to torture me with feeling it outside and against the lips. I gasped as the head of his cock started massaging my clit, and his other hand went up around my throat, again not squeezing, just holding me, so I couldn't look around or move my head.
His face lifted up off the pillow and he groaned against the side of my neck. "Open your eyes, pretty girl."
It hit me like a ton of bricks. I didn't want to. I'd spent so much effort trying to keep them shut, now he wanted me to open them?
"I... but," I said.
"Open your eyes." He said it firmer, louder, almost shouting in my ear. My eyes flew open, the compulsion to obey overwriting everything.
Fucking hell. My brain went into overload as I took in everything around me at once. The warm barely tanned color of his skin, the light brown hair on his arms and legs, the dark room with the candles scattered around us, and the dresser across from the bed. He had a camera set up on the dresser, a bright red dot leering at me.
I gasped. He stopped rubbing his cock against my pussy and shoved his fingers in instead, viciously fucking me as hard as he could. He had a scar on his left arm, a large cut extending almost the entire way down his forearm. His right arm was across my chest, his hand on my neck, and he started squeezing just a little on the sides of my throat. The swirling intricate patterns of the black and blue ink filled my vision.
He chuckled into my ear, and then groaned, and then horsley whispered, "cum for me, Megan."
With so much relief, I stopped holding back, and relaxed. I exploded, hard, fire tearing through every inch of my body. My eyes and ears didn't register anything, I just felt the white-hot burning of that chemical rush through my arms, legs, face, my tummy, and my sex. Eventually it faded, and I could almost register my surroundings. I melted against him, gasping for air, realizing my eyes were still open and glued to his gorgeous arms around my body. "Oh. Oh. Oh." It was all I could say. He held onto me snugly, and rolled us over onto our sides.
We lay like that for what felt like hours, or days. He kept his face against my neck and shoulder, his breath hot on me.
When I could finally talk, I whispered, "Thank you, sir."
He smiled against me and then rolled over and stood up. "Close your eyes, pretty girl." I did so, almost in relief. His room was mostly dark and I couldn't see anything around me that let me in on anything about who he was. He found my blindfold and put it back on my eyes, and I sighed in relief. I heard him messing with the camera as well. He climbed back onto the bed, and rolled me over onto my back.
God I loved feeling his naked body pressed against mine while he explored my skin. I felt like I was glowing. I felt so peaceful, so serene, so relieved. The image of his hands and arms on my body was the best thing I'd ever seen, and I tried to memorize every detail.
"You're mine, Megan."
"Fuck. Sir. you're... fuck." You're killing me, I wanted to say. I want to know you, I want to see you. But I want to please you. I want to feel you laugh when I struggle. I want to hear you tell me you're proud of me because I gave you something I didn't think I could give.
"Hey. Hey, pretty girl, breathe. You're okay. You did it. God Megan you're amazing." His words brought me back and I realized I was crying.
"Oh," I laughed. "I'm good. I'm fine. I'm okay, I promise." I scrubbed at my eyes through the blindfold. He pulled it off, thumbing my tears away, and leaning over and kissing my eyelids. I laughed and squirmed at the feeling, so affectionate and tender.
"You're so pretty when you cry," he whispered against my lips, and then kissed me. Once softly, then firmly, then softly again, like he was trying to confuse me. "I can't wait to watch that video later," he murmured on my neck. I giggled and rolled over on my side, pressing my face into the pillow and inhaling deeply. It didn't smell as good as the other one that he was laying on, but it still smelled faintly of him.
I hadn't ever caught the scent before, because he always seemed to just smell... clean. No cologne, no scented soap, just, there. But now, laying in his bed, on his pillows, I could smell just the hint of a sweet, savory musk, and it made me so happy.
This guy, I realized, was so much more than I knew. All I knew was the physical. There was so much more to him than that. Would I ever get to learn it? Really learn who he was and what he likes? What was the game now, I wondered. It felt like it was changing. What was it changing into? Where were we going?
Where did I want it to go?
I remembered what he had told me before; it was the relationship and the connection that I wanted, and that was what he was purposefully holding back from me. But now it was like he was giving me just a taste of it, to make me want it even more.
"Sir," I whispered softly before I even realized I was saying it. "Are we changing the game?"
"Oh yes, Megan. Yes we are. It won't be long now."
"For what, Sir?"



But he didn't answer, just held me quietly, and I listened to the sound of his slow, quiet breaths.
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Chapter 11
Megan
The game changed subtly. Over the next few weeks, He always found little moments to test me, to take my blindfold off like it was a challenge, a trick to see if I would close my eyes quickly enough and keep them closed. So far I was winning, but it took every bit of strength I had to do so. Between that and the resumed torture of denial, every time I went to Reuben's I felt a bit of a high. It was like he was conditioning me to be turned on when I walked into that bar.
The same went for his apartment. He always lit these floral candles when I came over, and I began to associate the smell of cedarwood and jasmine with pleasure. One time he let me light them with my blindfold off, facing away from him. I'd light one, and he'd come up behind me and kiss my neck or my shoulder, and take the lit candle and walk away, setting it somewhere in the room, and I'd light the next one until they were all lit, and he pulled my blindfold back down over my face. That day he'd tied me up and flogged me until my skin was burning and glowing, and then sucked my clit until I was so close to the edge that I couldn't breathe... and then let me slowly die down, holding me against him as he peppered me with kisses.
Then one day, there was the hardest Thursday. The last Thursday. The Thursday that changed the game for good.
I arrived a few minutes early, like normal, but this time when I got to the door, I got a text.
Sir: Strip, including your blindfold. Kneel by the door. Keep your eyes closed. Knock twice when you're ready.
It wasn't the first time I'd ever been asked to kneel naked outside by a door, but it was the first time he'd asked me to. And at this complex? There were people around. It was a busy area. And it was cold out. The snow had started to melt outside, and it was March, barely starting to warm up, but it was still freezing cold.
Anxiously I looked around. It seemed quiet, no yelling kids or slamming of doors. The faster I do this the faster I knock, and the faster he lets me in, I thought, though I knew it wasn't necessarily true. As fast as I could, I tore my clothes off and knelt by the door, clutching my clothes and blindfold. I knocked and shut my eyes tightly, listening for movement.
I heard nothing behind the door, and nothing from the complex behind me except the tv of a neighbor. Some footsteps down the hall seemed far away. What if he made me sit out here, I wondered? Reuben had made me sit outside naked on his doorstep for hours the first time I'd come over. The memories intruded and I tried not to think about it.
"Whoa buddy. What do we have here."
A voice I didn't know invaded and shattered my concentration and my resolve, and my eyes flew open in horror. I heard footsteps approaching me and I reached my hand up to knock again on the door, only to see it fly open.
My head was downcast and all I saw were socks. Black socks.
"Hey," I heard a sharp, loud voice snap above me. "Don't touch what isn't yours!" I felt a hand on my shoulder and I scurried into the house with my things, and the door shut behind us.
"Megan are you okay?" He asked. His voice was soft and warm again, that special voice he used with me that hid his face.
I nodded and squinted my eyes shut. "Yes Sir. I'm sorry Sir."
"Why are you sorry," he whispered, putting a hand under my chin.
"I... I opened my eyes for a second," I said. My eyes watered and I felt a few tears slip out.
"Oh." I held my breath as he spoke, waiting. "Megan, considering the fact that you were just harassed by a stranger, I'm not at all mad at you." I breathed a sigh of relief. "What did you see?"
"Uh... your socks."
"You're crying about my socks?"
"No," I murmured, and his thumbs brushed against my tears. "I opened my eyes without your permission."
"Megan... open your eyes, sweetheart."
What? He had my face pointed up right at him! A rush of adrenaline burned through me and I felt my mouth pop open in surprise. "But-"
"Go head. Open."
Just a little bit, I relaxed, and then let one eye flutter open just a little, so all I could see was darkness where his face should be. A little wider, and then I opened them all the way.
He wore a mask. He wore no shirt, a pair of dark jeans and a brown leather belt, and a solid black mask that covered his whole face. I couldn't even see his lips.
I could see his chest, though. "Oh fuck," I mumbled. He was thin, lanky, and just toned enough to see a hint of muscles in his chest and stomach. He had just a thin, hot trail of dark hair starting just under his naval and disappearing into his pants. My mouth watered and I couldn't tear my eyes away from it, my fingers itching to touch it and trace it down to see where it led me.
And I'd been wrong about his tattoo; it didn't just start at his wrist and go up to his elbow, it went all the way up his shoulder and across his chest. My eyes darted all over him, not sure where to focus. I was speechless.
I was still kneeling on the floor at his feet, and he took a step closer to me and put his hand on the top of my head. I closed my eyes involuntarily.
"No, not today," He said. "Today you're leaving your eyes open."
"Really," I shivered in excitement.
"Yes. the whole time. Don't you dare close them... I want to see your eyes when I do this."
Could I get any more anxious? Ideas flooded into my head of what he might do.
"I got you something," he said, and I could hear the smile behind his mask.
"Really?" I whispered.
He reached behind me to a hook beside the door, and I heard a light clink. He reached down slightly, and connected something to the back of my collar. As he brought his hands around, he held the end of the lead in his hand.
I grinned, feeling a quick hit and buzz of the submissive high I'd been chasing for so long. God I would do anything to sink into subspace. He was giving me just a taste.
"Come on, little toy," he said, backing up a few steps and pulling me gently. Staying on my hands and knees and leaving my belongings by the door, I crawled after him, matching his pace.
In the bedroom, he pointed down at the floor and said, "Kneel. Sit." There was no camera today. He didn't need one because he could see me. He could see my eyes.
He held the end of the lead and unbuckled his belt, pulling it out quickly and folding it in half. "I'm going to beat your ass, Megan. Not because I'm disappointed with you or upset with you, because I am not. Not at all," he was kind in the way he said that, but then his voice went back to being slightly harsher. "but because, as you said, you broke a rule."
I nodded, subdued and resigned to my punishment.
"Hands on the ground. Face down. Show me that perfect little ass of yours."
I leaned forward, lifting my ass up and pressing my forehead against the ground. His belt sliced through the air quickly, and I felt two fast sharp snaps of the leather, one on each cheek. I winced and sucked air through my teeth, but withheld a scream. He was stronger than he looked and my ass was stinging. He gave me just a few seconds to recover before he did it again, and again, and again.
Just as I was about to cry, really truly cry from the pain, he tossed his belt into the corner of the room, grabbed me by the hair, and pulled me to my feet. I gasped as he pushed me against the bed. "Get on," he said, and I could hear the eagerness in his voice. Oh how I wished I could see his face after hitting me. I missed seeing a man's eyes light up and his face changed as he watched me take everything he could give. But the bulge in Sir's jeans was enough to tell me he'd definitely enjoyed beating my ass, and that was enough for me.
I dragged myself onto the bed and he unbuckled his jeans, shoving them down quickly, and then tore off his boxers and climbed onto the bed after me. My eyes went wide as he pushed me onto my back, and I tried to take everything in at once. His body, his tight, toned ass and legs, his beautiful cock.
He kept me pinned down against his bed, both of my hands held down with one of his above my head. With his other hand, he squeezed my breasts roughly, jerking them and twisting my nipples one at a time, watching my face squint and change as I gasped with the confusing shots of pleasure and pain.
"You ready to cum today, Megan? Cause I'm going to fuck you senseless."
"Oh my god yes Sir," I practically shouted. He forced my legs open and pressed his cock against my pussy, and started shoving it in as hard as he could.
It hurt, more than a little. I was fairly wet despite no foreplay, but it had been so long since anything other than a few fingers had been in there that I was tight. But my god did it feel good to truly, actually be fucked. I felt myself gush almost immediately.
"Shit, Megan," he groaned. After several thrusts, he worked himself all the way in, and he groaned, and then leaned forward, still holding my hands with one of his. His other hand went under my head and his fingers knotted into my hair, and he began to thrust hard and fast. I felt my eyes widen and roll back slightly as he fucked me, and as I got close I almost closed them out of habit.
"No you keep those pretty eyes open. You have no idea how long I've wanted to watch your adorable face while I did this." His voice was breathy and ragged, and slightly muffled from the mask. "Now be a good girl and hold back for me. Don't cum until I say." He readjusted, bending one of my knees to get himself closer to me, and grunted as he fucked me as hard as he could.
There was no way I would have been able to hold back if my eyes were closed. I stared at the ceiling, I stared at the tattoos on his shoulder, and tried to identify them. A vine. A bird. A whip. A knife. Several roses. Lot's of thorns. I stared at the small cut on his collarbone. I studied the room around me, breathing, moaning, crying. "Sir please let me cum please! Fuck I need to cum, please!"
He pulled back out of me, put both hands on my hips, and held me tight as he rolled onto his back, angling my hips and sliding me down on his cock. I groaned as I felt him fill me up, my insides twitching and clenching, desperate for release.
"Look straight ahead, Megan. Do you see it?" I tore my gaze away from his body and looked straight ahead of me. "Straight ahead, and a little up."
Slightly above eye level, tied to his wrought iron bed frame with a red ribbon was a small lock in the shape of a heart. It was black, like the chain in my collar. That's the lock, I thought. That's the lock for my collar. He said he'd make me earn it.
"Keep your eyes on that lock, love. Don't look away. Can you do that?"
"Yes Sir! I can!"
"Are you sure?" he started slowly moving under me, thrusting his hips just subtly enough that his cock was massaging my g spot. My eyes widened and I sighed in pleasure.
"Yes Sir!"
"I know you can," he said, and I felt him let go of my hips. A moment later, his hands appeared, and he was holding the mask he'd been wearing, and he draped it over the bedframe next to the lock.
"No," I gasped, and fought the urge to look down. Oh my god he's right there. Unmasked. Not hiding. My sir.
"Do as I say, Megan. I believe in you. You can do it." He held my hips as he thrust into me, rocking my hips against him as he did so. "I know you can do it. You're strong. You're strong enough to give me this, aren't you."
I was falling. Out of nowhere, I was falling, and then I was floating. There was something about the impossibility of the task, the sheer importance of it, and the way he was speaking to me that made me plummet right down into that invisible place. My brain shut off, everything buzzed pleasantly, and I sighed in relief as he fucked me raw, my eyes never leaving the lock tied to the looping metal in front of me. I felt it all, every thrust, every grip of his hands, every twitch of his cock inside me, the burst of hot cum when he exploded inside.
I felt as he slowed, and then stopped, sighing, and running his hands over my tummy and breasts. He leaned forwards to kiss my stomach, and then his hands went up, lightly pulling my eyelids closed in a wordless order. He hugged me against him, and kissed me, tenderly and roughly, and I floated down, and down, and down.
Somehow I ended up on my side, my blindfold back on, and I came back to myself, the buzz of subspace slowly dissipating away until I was back in my body again. He was tracing the curve of my hip, his fingers following it down to the edge of the rose tattoo on my inner thigh, and then back up again.
"How do you feel, love?"
I sighed, unable to speak, but finally settled on one word. "Happy," I mumbled. He nibbled at my ear. I felt the roughness of stubble on my neck, and his soft hair brush the side of my cheek.
"I finally got you there," he whispered. "Didn't I?"
I nodded.
"I figured an impossible task would be the thing to do it."
I grinned.
"Megan... God you have willpower like nobody I've ever met, you know that? I thought you'd fail months ago. Hell, we've been at this almost a year. I knew you were strong but... I'm so impressed. I love this about you."
"I love you too," I mumbled, not really thinking about what I was saying.
He was quiet for a moment. "Do you?"
"I think so," I said softly. "I feel like I only know half of you, though. I want to know the other half."
He was quiet for a long time, just holding me against him, before he sat up, and I heard him untying the ribbon behind us. A click, a snap, the turning of a key in a lock. He pulled me up to sit, my back against his chest, and then snapped the little heart lock onto the back of my collar, locking it shut.
"I'm keeping you," he whispered. "I'm not letting you go. You'll get the other half, I promise."
My heart felt so full as I felt the subtle weight of the lock hanging on my collar. "When, Sir? You know I'll wait as long as you want, but... when?"
"Saturday."
"Wait. This saturday?"
"The workshop. I'll be there. I'm going to tie you up."
My heart and stomach fluttered at the thought. Saturday at Reuben's shibari workshop, I get to meet him, to see him. To look him in the eyes. I felt a twist of nerves and I realized I was terrified. The game would fall apart after that, wouldn't it?
"I don't want this to end."
"Oh Megan. It's just beginning."
Chapter 12
Megan
"You found her?"
Reuben and I stood at the far edge of the bar, both of us holding a drink; him sweet tea, me an old fashioned. At the other end of the bar, Jack was loudly lecturing a couple about knife play and alcohol not mixing. Behind us, Noah cleaned and stocked glasses.
The lounge was busy today. Reuben was teaching a Shibari safety course starting at eight, and the room had been transformed to resemble a university lecture hall, with a raised stage in the middle, and chairs and tables lined up and filling the empty space. I had been anxiously standing by the bar talking to Jack, nervously wondering what lay in store for me today when Reuben had come in, and smiled at me.
For the first time in so long, I felt like I could look him in the eye. I didn't have the words to explain it, but something had definitely changed. He hadn't been my Dom for a long time but... now, he didn't feel like it.
We'd spent a few minutes catching up, he asked about my job and my life, and I asked about his. "You found the girl in your dream, didn't you?"
"I did, actually..." He looked at me over his tea, his face showing that subtle, almost-smile. "She popped up where I least expected her to. I should know to expect that by now."
"And how is it going?"
"Oh, she has no clue who I am yet, and we don't have a relationship at all. I'm biding my time. But she's a wild, loud, inappropriate brat, and she's going to be fun as hell."
I giggled trying to imagine Reuben Weston taming a brat... poor brat.
"And you?" he asked, setting his drink down. I finished my old fashioned and put it behind me. Silently, one of the boys took the glass and threw the ice out.
"I'm... so happy. I can't thank you enough," I said.
"I'm so glad to hear that. I know he probably isn't what you expected."
"No, not at all. I expected you to put me with a rough, demanding sadist. A hard Dom. Whips and restraints and a cage, that kind of thing. But you gave me a daddy," I laughed. "He's... he's just... fun. God it's just so much fun," I laughed. "And I feel like I barely know him."
"What do you mean?"
"Well," I thought. "We've been at this almost a year now. Ten months. And I know so little about him. But I have so much affection for him, and I trust him implicitly. And I know he trusts me," I smiled, and fingered the lock on my collar. "I just feel like I only know half of him. I want to know the rest. I want to know his favorite color, and his favorite food, and the christmas presents he got as a kid, and what he likes to do on his day off, and the movies he likes to watch, and what shit pisses him off, and where he works, and the names of his coworkers. I want to know his friends and his family, and hear the embarrassing stories that only your loved ones are willing to tell about you."
Another drink appeared at my elbow. "I love the game. It's been a ride. But I want to love him for all of him. " I turned and reached for the glass, my hand wrapping around around it, feeling the cold condensation against my fingers, and I froze.
He stood there, behind the bar, was leaning on his forearms, his hands clasped together and his sleeves rolled up to just under the elbows. I stared mutely, my eyes focused on his hands, on that cut on his right hand, and the long gash on his left, the tattoos I knew so well, of birds and vines and a moon and a knife all weaving together and traveling up his arm. Slowly, halfway confused and halfway terrified, my eyes traveled upwards. His white button-down shirt was unbuttoned at just the top, and I could see a thin chain around his neck. A small silver key hung from it. Terrified, I met his gaze.
The way he looked at me... I'll never forget it. He looked at me like I was a rose blooming in front of him. Like I was a rainbow after a hurricane. Like I was beautiful, and special, and like I might disappear if he blinked.
I blushed, and gasped a little. Those warm brown eyes met mine, his tousled brown hair messy from his long shift, his skin glowing from exertion.
Slowly, hesitantly, Noah leaned forward, and whispered.
"Hey there, pretty girl."
I was speechless. I was confused, and lost, and terrified, and thrilled, and speechless. I felt my mouth open to say something but nothing came out.
He kept my gaze as he came around the bar, and slowly approached me, standing toe to toe. I couldn't stop looking away from his face.
How had I not known? He was exactly the right height. His hands were always in front of me. I had gotten countless drinks from Noah over the past several years and yet somehow, I'd not known? How many times had our fingers brushed when I took my drink? How many times had he brought my food out to me and set it on the table, him standing just inches from me? I felt a little guilty that chemistry hadn't betrayed him.
I kept opening and closing my mouth, trying to say something, but unable to talk. He looked a little shy, almost embarrassed, as he brushed a thumb over my face, wiping away a tear I didn't know was there.
I closed my eyes.
When I did, it felt right. It felt like him. I opened my eyes and looked at his hands, my favorite hands, the hands that knew me. I looked at his face again.



It did feel right. He did feel right. I smiled. "Hello Sir."
His lips twitched, and then he smiled, a beautiful, warm, happy grin that made me giddy. Gently, keeping his eyes locked on mine, he put his hand behind my head, fingers in my hair, and leaned forward. I melted into his kiss, sighing and trying to take in every inch of him. I felt like my heart was dancing.
He pulled back from me, just a little, looked me in the eye and said, "Let's play a game."
Chapter 13
Noah
I had a plan on how I'd do it. I'd text her, tell her to find a seat near the back. To wait for me there. I'd approach, bring her a drink, start making conversation. She wouldn't suspect me. I knew she didn't think it was me. Then I'd grab a rope and loop it around her neck, bringing her closer and closer to me, watching those pretty warm brown eyes grow big, until she was right up in front of me, and I could kiss her.
That plan went to hell when she started confessing to Reuben. Reuben had a strict rule about knives, and we were required to hand wash them, so I'd rolled up my sleeves to start taking care of the accumulated sharps in the sink. She and Reuben had been standing right there, and I could hear her as she said all those things...
The hardest part about this game over the past ten months was that, just as much as she wanted to know me, I wanted to be known. I hadn't planned on actually falling for this girl. I'd just wanted someone to play with, someone to indulge in, someone to indulge... But the way she yearned for more of me, all of me, had tugged at my heart. He'd been right. The slow burn was worth it. Now the real fun could begin.
God, the way her eyes had lit up when she figured it out. It took her a second, staring at my hands and arms, making the connection right in front of me. She had the prettiest eyes, big, glassy, and expressive.
I walked her over to the corner table where we would be working, right beside the bar. She was blushing, her eyes big, lashes fluttering slightly, her lips slightly parted like she did when she was waiting for me to enter the playrooms. I turned her to face me.
"But... but..."
I raised an eyebrow. "But what?"
"But how?"
I couldn't help but laugh. She looked so confused.
Reuben walked up onto the stage, holding Becca's hand delicately, like she was made of glass. There was some murmuring going around the room as they realized who he would demonstrate on today. Becca was a professional Domme, and all of the regulars -and some of the newbies- knew that. She never submitted, and she never undressed, even for public play. But there she was, onstage, smiling softly, a trusting expression in her eyes I'd never seen before.
"Well, there are lots of surprises today."
"She's a switch," Megan said softly.
"Really?"
She nodded. "She's a switch and a masochist. Nobody knows who her Top is, though. I've never met them. She used to sub to Reuben a few times a year, but that stopped around the time of his accident. She used to play with Michael Black, too. They don't anymore, though. I don't know why."
Reuben began his normal introductions and covered some basic safety information, and then began to elaborate on different types of ropes. His dark, calm, deep voice filled the room. When he spoke, people listened. He had a way of talking just loud enough so everyone could hear, but quiet enough that they'd have to actually listen.
As Reuben's smooth cold voice filled our heads, he began to slowly undress Becca. She stood dutifully still, allowing herself to be moved by him. It was an enchanting thing to watch, the strong, beautiful, demanding Domme we all knew and loved submitting so softly and quietly to Reuben. It seemed so out of place, but so lovely. There were subtle gasps as the last threads of Becca's clothing was removed, and her beautiful porcelain skin was on display. There was a deep, dark red gash from her ribs to her collar bone that stood out against her skin, almost glowing under the lights above her.
Around us, people began to strip. Some remained clothed, but many disrobed, either partially or completely. There was a certain energy in the air that filled everyone with excitement and anticipation.
I glanced down at Megan. She looked at Becca with admiration, and something else.
"Do you miss her?" I began unzipping Megan's pretty burgundy dress as I asked.
Megan watched Becca as Reuben guided her up onto the small bench he had prepared in front of him, and she knelt, letting her hands fall by her side, her head downcast.
Megan shook her head. "She was my protector more than my Domme," she said. "I do miss the group play parties she used to host at her dungeon. She used to use me a lot for those. But I would rather belong to you."
I smiled, a sense of pride rising up in me. I kissed the back of her neck, and she shivered, and grinned, then finished removing her clothes. I helped her onto the table in front of us and she knelt, mimicking Becca's pose.
"I know group play isn't something I haven't discussed with you... but it is something I've discussed with the others."
She turned to look at me, excited. "Really?"
"Becca told me about the cabin," I smiled.
She bit her lip and blushed fiercely.
I knew this tie that Rebuen was guiding us through today as it was one of the first ones he'd taught me, so I followed along while I spoke softly to her, relaxed, not rushing, and not worrying too much through the process. "I know what you like, remember? I just don't always give it to you. But I know you like being used. I know you like being overwhelmed. I know you like being a toy and a slave to your owner's whims."
Over the course of the workshop, I watched her slowly get more and more excited. Some girls got subdued when being tied. Megan did not. She was buzzing with sexual tension, eager to have it dragged out of her.
I let her ask her questions.
"How did you change your voice?"
"I went to school for acting."
"No way."
"Yep. My degree is in performing arts. I did theater all through college."
"You're an actor?"
"Yeah I was for a while, but the travel and the drama were taking a toll on me, so I found a less romantic job."
"Do you sing?"
"Not when I can help it."
"Why are your hands so rough?"
"I work at Home Depot in the mornings. They got rough after a while."
"What about the Celtic tattoo?"
"What?" I tied a knot in the rope and looped in between her legs, adjusting it slightly so it rested right on her clit.
"What-oh!" I smiled as she swallowed hard, bracing herself against the pleasure and trying to compose herself. "What about the tattoo on your left wrist? You had a Celtic knot in the video but you don't have anything on your left wrist now."
I thought back to nearly three years ago when I'd made that video. It had been right before Bella had moved. "I did, didn't I... It was one of those six-week semi-temporary tattoos. I ended up getting it on my shoulder instead of my wrist. I wanted to extend the sleeve across my shoulder and back before I started on the other one."
"You're going to do the other arm too?"
"That's the plan."
She grinned.
"Would you like that?"
She nodded, blushing a little. "I really like your ink... I'd like you to tell me about it sometime, if you want to."
I ached a little at the thought. It had been so long since someone had asked so respectfully about my tattoos. And Megan was always respectful, so careful and intentional with her words. Which was why I loved it so much when she fell apart on me.
I walked around her and stood behind her as I worked through the last knots of the tie. My pretty toy was now harnessed with burgundy red ropes crossing and looping under her arms, around her breasts, over her stomach, and between her legs. As I finished the last knots, tucking the ends in, I ran my fingers down her arms, watching the goosebumps appear on her skin. Gently, so as not to hurt her shoulders, I brought her arms behind her back, tying them up with a new piece of rope.
"Wait," she said, her head cocking slightly as if she just realized something. "You work on Saturdays."
"I do," I laughed.
"Then how have you been coming to the playrooms in the middle of your shift?"
"We all get two thirty-minute breaks, silly girl. It's required by law. I can do what I want with my breaks, so I take them at the same time when it slows down. And Jack has been letting me work the lounge instead of the bar downstairs. It's less busy up here. Plus," I laughed. "Everyone knows when you go to the back, they better get their refills, cause I'll be gone for the next fifty minutes."
I saw pink spreading over her cheeks and the back of her neck at the embarrassment, knowing everyone in the whole lounge was in on my secret but her. She fidgeted a little, her hips moving slightly, and she sighed as the knot under her clit massaged her gently. Up onstage, Becca was now not only bound and harnessed, but suspended from three hooks front the ceiling, slowly rotating. Her long black hair fell forward and hid most of her face, but the little glance of her I caught, she looked so serene and peaceful.
"Your turn," I whispered to Megan as I finished tying her hands behind her. She looked up. Sure enough, three long ropes with carabiners hung from the ceiling, high enough above us in the rafters and support beams to stay out of the way. A long pole with a hook on the end was being passed around. I took it when it was offered to me, and used it to grab the carabiners above us and pull them down. Once the bundles were disturbed, the carabiner end fell over one end of the support beam, while the tail ends fell over the other, creating a pulley.
Megan's breath hitched as she looked behind her, a smile crossing her face as I slid the carabiners into the loops, and I felt the burn of excitement intensify as I began pulling her up into the air, just slightly off the table she'd knelt on. She was hung so that she was facing the front of the room, but I could see her clearly in profile from the bar. Her hands behind her back, her knees forced in a kneeling position, spread just wide enough that I could see the tender, pink lips between her legs start to glisten. The rose on her inner thigh winked at me.
I secured the ends of the ropes so she wouldn't fall, and walked around her slowly, resisting the urge to touch her. The ropes pressed against her skin, and I knew she'd have lovely impressions left when I took her down later.
"You know, I don't get off until eleven, tonight," I whispered in her ear. Her hair was falling over her neck, and I swept it away so I could see the dark swirls of ink under her skin. I was just close enough to touch her, but I didn't. I wanted her skin to ache for me. I loved that desperate fidget she'd get when I was so close, but not close enough. "It sure would be a shame if it got really busy behind the bar and you were left here, all tied up, stuck until I got off the clock and could let you out." As I spoke, I took another piece of rope, folded it in half, and placed it against her lips. She opened her mouth without even being asked. It rested between her teeth, and I tied it securely.
I watched her eyes flash back and forth between nervous fear and excitement. Oh she knew all kinds of things could happen tonight. There were a lot of people here, and she was naked, gagged, and hanging from the ceiling, and we were just a few minutes away from ten o'clock, when Reuben allowed public play in the lounge. I would be in sight, but busy. I watched her process all this, her big brown eyes glistened in emotion, one of her eyebrows quivered slightly and then relaxing, her hips fidgeting in excitement again...
I pulled the vibe out of my pocket. We hadn't used the WeVibe in a while and today was the perfect opportunity. She saw the bright pink plastic and her eyes shot wide, breathing a little faster. I couldn't hold a chuckle in as I pressed it against her wetness, gently sliding it home. Her eyes widened slightly as it entered her, and then her lashes fluttered as it settled into that perfect spot. I used one more piece of rope to tie it to the rest of the rope twisted around her, making sure it wouldn't fall out.
"And you're not going to cum without me, are you, pretty girl?" I asked, reaching up and tweaking her right nipple hard. She moaned, and then shook her head, though her eyes were already desperate. I hadn't even turned the thing on yet.
"Now, where is my phone," I said, reaching around and tapping at my back pockets. I looked over at the bar, where there was a line starting to form. Jack was giving me a glare but I ignored him. "Oh, there it is," I said. Her eyes fell on my phone, sitting on the hightop, the screen unlocked and the app opened. "Sure would be a shame if someone were to notice it."
Megan swallowed and looked back at me, her chest expanding against the ropes ever so slightly as she breathed. She was nervous. I knew she hadn't done anything like this in a long time. But as my eyes traced her body, I could see how aroused she was by her situation.
"See, sweetheart, I told you, the game is just beginning." I whispered in her ear, and then nibbled at the edge of her earlobe. "We have so much farther to go, so much deeper to go, so many fun adventures to go on... So many more games to play."
She squealed and I heard the vibe turn on. Glancing over, I saw that Lindsay had kicked the party off to a good start by showing a young couple what the app was and how it worked, pointing to my pretty plaything. They watched in fascination as Lindsay adjusted the settings up and down, and then slid the phone closer to them.
She smirked, and winked at us before heading back to the couch, where Brett knelt on a floor cushion, still clothed but incapacitated with her own expert ties. She sat beside him, her back against the couch, and leaned over and started nibbling on his neck. I laughed as his eyes rolled back and he groaned.
"Noah, time's up. C'mon." Jack yelled at me. But I knew that tone, and he was playing the game with us.
"Looks like I have to go, pretty girl. Don't worry I won't forget about you. The real fun starts when I get you down." I leaned in and kissed her neck, twisting her nipples hard just the way she liked, savoring the flutter of her eyelashes and the moan that escaped from her lips. I gave her one more pinch and a tug of her pretty breasts before turning and leaving her, stepping back behind the bar and washing my hands to get ready for the longest hour of my shift.
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It was such a relief to be alone.
Over the past six months, I'd been going nonstop. Meetings, conferences, travel, seminars, go, go, go. And now, here I was... my favorite tiny beach, in my favorite place. There was nobody around, because who goes to the beach at seven in the morning in March in Wisconsin?
Me, apparently.
It was chilly, but the sun was hitting me and warming me up despite the cold air. I wore my swimsuit only because I was on the beach and craved the feeling of it. I wore a wrap around my hips and a shawl around my shoulders, and a wide-brimmed hat and sunglasses. I had brought a book to read, but all I wanted to do was sit in the sand and feel the sun on my skin.
I laid back on the sand, feeling the velvety silky texture press against the contours of my body. A light breeze picked up, and I listened to the waves crash, and the rustle of the flora around me.
I was enjoying the sounds and the feel of the sun when I sensed someone nearby. I stilled, closing my eyes behind my sunglasses, and listened. Please don't talk to me, I thought. Please just walk by...
Whoever was walking by stopped, and I heard a soft intake of breath. "Sweet Jesus," I heard a soft whisper. I could almost feel eyes grazing over me. Can he see my eyes behind my sunglasses? I wondered. I decided to risk it and opened my eyes.
Because of the angle of the sun, I couldn't see him perfectly, but I could tell he was tall, and fit, and tan. He looked from side to side, as if he were checking to see if there was anyone around.
For a moment, a rush of nerves went through me. We were alone. What if he tried something? He took a few steps closer and came off to the side of me, keeping his distance and walking slowly to stay quiet. But he didn't approach and he didn't speak. I kept my head still and followed him with my eyes, and then finally got a good look at him.
Handsome was an understatement. He was broad shouldered, tanned from hours in the sun, with dirty blond hair. His chest was ripped and defined with hard, cut muscles, and covered in a thin scattering of blond curly hair. He wore a pair of swim trunks that sat low on his hips. My mouth watered at the sight and I resisted the urge to squirm under his intense gaze.
His eyes were a dark shining blue. And they were definitely fucking me.
I let my mind wander, wondering what could happen. Would he dare try anything with a sleeping stranger? Did I want him to? I'd spent the past few months of travel satisfying myself, but God knows it's not the same.
I watched behind the safety of my shades as his eyes roamed my body, taking in every inch of me. I listened as he sighed, the hint of a growl or a rumble in his chest. That sound went straight to my pussy and I felt myself getting wet.
His hands dropped to his crotch. He was gently rubbing himself through his trunks, and I could see the large bulge under his hand. He looked around again, and, satisfied nobody could see him, he reached down into his pants and pulled out his dick.
Oh my. That was... well.
Not all penises are nice to look at. I'd seen my fair share, both willingly and not. But this was... a nice one. Thicker at the base, maybe six or seven inches, and veins. My god the veins.
He sighed as he began slowly pumping himself, his eyes still taking over me shamelessly. He sighed and mumbled something to himself, but I couldn't catch it. I was too busy watching this horribly handsome man touching his gorgeous thick cock and thinking about my body. Then he licked his lips as he looked down at my hips. "I bet you taste good, don't you?" He whispered softly. A drop of precum appeared at the tip of his dick.
At the thought of his tongue between my legs, I felt a rush of desire, and a strong clench in my stomach. A flood of wetness gushed between my legs. against my will, I gasped.
He stopped pumping, his eyes jumping from my hips to my face. "Oh. Oh shit." He said.
Shit. We've both been caught.
He began putting himself back in his trunks, looking embarrassed.
Before I could second guess myself, I reached down towards the wrap around my hips, and began to untie the knot. He stopped, his hand still wrapped around himself, not willing to let go of the moment or the pleasure.
I let the wrap fall open. He exhaled long and slow. "You are..." He began stroking himself again. "Will you show me more, baby? Only if you want to, okay?"
My whole body felt alive, tingly under his lustful gaze. Excited, I reached up and wiggled to remove the shawl around my shoulders.
"Yes."
That one quiet admiration made me squirm. I bit my lip. I wanted to keep going, to really get him. I wanted this stranger to lose himself admiring me, and I wanted to watch it happen.
I reached behind my neck and wrapped my fingers around the halter tie of my bikini, and began tugging at the tie. I watched his face as I pulled at it, and his eyes widened as the bow came loose. I let the cups fall away.
He groaned. I couldn't resist the smirk.
"Yeah you know you're hot, don't you," his voice was rough and strained. He nodded to his dick in his hand. "You see what you're doing to me?"
I smiled and started running my fingers lightly over my breasts, twisting my nipples slightly. He huffed a laugh of disbelief. "Fuck me," he whispered.
More, I thought. I want more, and I want him to see how wet I am.
I felt myself blush as I reached down and began untying the bottoms of my bikini, and pulled it away from me. He gasped as he watched me bend my legs, parting them slightly.
"Oh fuck baby. Look at that pussy."
I inched my fingers down between my legs, letting a finger slide between my lips.
"Are you wet, baby?" His voice was getting more strained. I watched his face as I teased my clit, ripples of pleasure rolling through me. I sighed softly.
"You thinking about my tongue down there?"
I rolled my clit again, slowly gyrating my hips.
"Make yourself cum, baby. I want to see."
Slowly, I let a finger slide inside, then two, gasping at the pleasure. I watched him stroke and pump his cock, groaning as he watched me finger myself. My hips thrust. My thumb rubbed against my clit. My mouth fell open and I heard a moan escape from my lips.
"Fuck!" He choked, and he shook as he came in his hand. Watching his face crumple sent a hot white purse of arousal into my gut, and I came on my own fingers. It was fast, but it shocked me at the intensity and suddenness of it. I let my hand fall away, shamelessly letting him see my pussy dripping onto the sand below me.
He chuckled and smiled, showing me delicious dimples. He winked, tucking himself away. "Good morning." Then he turned and left.
I tied my suit back on and wrapped back up, and spent the rest of the morning laying in the sand, memories of his face and his cock keeping my arousal levels at an all-time high.
Too bad I was only here for a few more days. Maybe I should come back out again tomorrow morning?
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1. Foot in the DoorMatt
"Bitch please, nobody's got a dick that big."
"It was, I swear. It was like..." the blonde holds her hands about a foot apart. "At least this big."
"That's absurd," the brunette says. "That isn't even fun anymore."
"Oh, no, it was fun alright. I couldn't walk for four days, but it was fun."
The girls had been going back and forth about the blonde's most recent fucktoy she'd collected. She'd bragged about him, his great hair, his sexy smile, his huge member, how strong and muscular he was, but the one thing she hadn't mentioned was if it was any good.
Because it probably wasn't.
I smirked. That was the problem with most big guys; they had no clue how to make it good for the girl. It kinda pissed me off, because I was a firm believer that with great power comes great responsibility.
"Yeah and he lasted forever, too," the blonde continued. "Like, I think he lasted for an hour or something." She rolled her eyes.
"But did you come," I asked.
The girls stopped gossiping and glanced over at me. Some of the other girls in the house had been listening to their conversation, and had stopped to look at me as well.
"Who are you," the brunette said.
"Did you come," I asked the blonde again. "Or did he just use you like a sock for an hour?"
Based on the look on her face, it was the latter.
"I'm sorry babes," I said. "He shouldn't have treated you like that. He should have made it good for you."
"Yeah, who are you," the blonde answered.
"I'm a friend of Rachel's," I answered.
"Rachel Sythe?"
"Yes ma'am," I nodded, leaning back in my chair. I watched them look me over, the sharpness in their gazes shifting to something smoother, wider, softer.
There was something about wearing a pair of dark denim jeans, a tightly fitted t-shirt, and a pair of boots that always had girls eating out of my hand. Or maybe it was the position; sitting back in a chair comfortably, legs open, arms relaxed, oozing confidence and sex appeal. Or maybe it was calling them "ma'am." Some girls had a major kink for southern gentlemen.
Either way, it always worked. There were six girls downstairs, and even though two of them were sitting with boyfriends, I was pretty sure I could have my pick if I played my cards right.
Right now I had my eyes on the blonde. There was something about a tanned, lean girl with golden hair and bright blue eyes that made it worth getting out of bed in the morning.
"What year are you," the brunette said. She flipped her long straight hair over her shoulder.
"Freshman," I said, unashamed.
The girls snickered.
"Aww, he's just a baby."
"Fresh meat," another one said.
Fresh meat indeed, I thought. For me. But I stared back at them, and then gave them my best smile.
The blonde's eyelashes fluttered slightly. I winked, and then looked back at Mark, who was sitting beside me on the couch of the sorority house.
Mark was a friend of Rachel's too, and she'd invited us both over for lunch to meet some of the girls. We'd been catching up since we'd seen each other last year over the summer. He'd transferred from Tennessee State to Western for the year because he'd gotten a scholarship, and we were excited to be able to hang out more. Mark was three years older than me, but we'd grown up together like brothers.
I was only halfway listening as he told me about the drama of the marching band back at TSU, and he was only halfway focused on telling me, because he had his eyes on the hispanic girl wearing a crop top in the corner. She was absentmindedly playing with her hair and adjusting her shirt, trying to get his attention, and he was purposefully not giving it to her.
"I can't even come anymore without a vibrator," the blonde was saying now.
Mark and I laughed quietly, knowing exactly how this was going to go down.
I looked back at the blonde. "Maybe lay off the vibrator for a while, sweet cheeks, and let a real man take care of you."
Mark laughed. "And that's my cue," he said. He stood up and stretched, letting his shirt ride up and show off his toned six-pack, then sighed and walked over to the curvy hispanic girl he'd been watching. He wrapped her ponytail around his wrist, pulled her up, and dragged her into the other room without a single word.
He was a jerk like that. For some reason, girls liked it.
"And that real man is you," the blonde snipped.
"Sure, if you want. Or my friend will be available in about ten minutes. But I think you probably want a little more TLC than that."
She rolled her eyes. "If you're under six inches, don't even waste my time."
"Oh come on, sweet cheeks," I grinned. "All you really need are three inches and a good angle."
The girls in the room laughed. The blonde's eyes flashed. "Wow, you've got a hell of an attitude for a boy with three inches."
This was my favorite line for a reason. I watched her face as I held up my pinkie finger.
Every girl had a different reaction to that line and that action, but it was always worth it. Her face changed to embarrassment and curiosity, and she bit her lip.
Gotcha.

JanI wasn't sure who let the Freshman in, but I wasn't going to complain. It wasn't every day you got to feast your eyes on a sweet southern specimen like that.
We were deep in the mountains of rural North Carolina, right next to the town of Cherokee, and this guy looked like he stepped right out of a history book.
He was at least six feet tall; broad shoulders, muscled as hell. Narrow hips, dark tanned skin with a hint of gold or red in it, and his face... Jesus. A straight nose, chiseled lips, the jawline of a cologne model, and deep-set dark brown eyes. His hair was dark brown and wavy, and was short enough to stay off his face, but long enough that I wanted to run my fingers through the tousled waves. I could see his abs through his t-shirt, and the tendons in his hands and arms flex. And boy were those hands big.
The conversation devolved until he implied he could make me come with his pinkie finger, and that was the straw that broke the camel's back. He was a cocky son-of-a-bitch. Handsome as hell, but cocky. And we had a reputation to keep around here. I wasn't going to let some half-assed guy with a big attitude and a small dick stick around for our parties and go disappointing one of my sisters.
Time to get rid of this fool and put him in his place.
He nodded for me to come over to him. I let my hips roll as I walked his way, meeting his smirk and his attitude with my own. But damn if it wasn't hard to push back on that level of dominance. It oozed out of him like cologne.
I stopped right in front of him. He patted his knee, and I sat, wiggling slightly.
"I'm not calling you daddy," I said.
"Don't worry, sweet cheeks. You'll be saying my name."
"You and your three inches?" I laughed.
He laughed back, unashamed. There's no way he's three inches, I thought. That had to be a joke. With that kind of confidence, he had to at least be average.
"What's your name," I said, trailing a pink-tipped fingernail up and down his arm.
"Matt Greenwood."
"Ooh," I looked back at Lexie. She laughed along with me. "Greenwood," I said, looking back at him. "Strong name. Not one I'll forget."
"Oh baby, you'll never forget."
I laughed again. This asshole was so full of himself, I planned to take him down a few notches and leave him with some serious blue balls. This was going to be fun.
"We have a party tonight," I said. "It's a panty party. Do you know what that means?"
He raised his eyebrows and resisted a smile. "No, but I can guess."
"It means girls are only allowed to wear their underwear. And the only boys allowed in are ones we know, love, and hit repeatedly. So everyone has a good time."
"Sounds like my kind of party."
"You need an invite," I said, shifting on his lap, watching for any kind of response. Nothing. "You think you can swing one?"
He searched my face for a minute, and I resisted shrinking back under the intensity of his stare. It felt like he was undressing me with his eyes, but he wasn't looking at my body. He was looking at me.
There was something oddly intimate about that kind of eye-contact.
"Fifteen minutes," he said softly, so only I could hear.
"What?"
"You're going to be shouting my name in fifteen minutes, and begging me to come to that party tonight."
Had to give it to him for the confidence.
"And if you fail?"
"I won't." He shrugged like it was nothing.
I stood up off his lap and motioned for him to follow me up the stairs.
In my room, he shut the door behind us. Pulling out my phone, I set a timer for fifteen minutes, held it up and showed him, and then tossed it on my desk, and then started unbuttoning my shirt.
He grabbed my hands, stopping me. "Whoa whoa, hold on a second, babes..."
"You're wasting your fifteen minutes."
"Don't worry about the time, that's my job. Slow down, okay?" His dark brown eyes roamed up and down my body, and he licked his lips. His lips were gorgeous, full and chiseled, and a beautiful dark pink.
His fingers trailed down to the bottom of my blouse, and undid the bottom one. "What's your name?" he asked, looking me in the eye. His voice was low and smooth.
"Janet," I said, tilting my head to the side. I bit my lip. Shit like that always distracted guys, but Matt was still looking me in the eye.
His fingers inched up towards the next button, not touching my skin. "Janet... I like it. You're hot," he smiled. "You an athlete?"
"Volleyball."
"I figured it was that or soccer. What year are you?"
"Junior," I said, but it almost came out like a question. I needed those hands on my skin, just to know what it felt like. My body was tingling and he hadn't even touched me yet.
"Nice." His hands went a little higher. The third button opened, and my shirt was almost off. I could feel the air from the room hitting my skin, but he hadn't touched me yet. "What are you studying, Janet?"
"Astronomy," I said, and my voice came out breathier than I'd meant it. I swallowed.
"Oh, so you're smart and hot," he said.
"Do you use all the same lines on all your fucks?"
"No, babes," he said, stepping back and looking at me as he pulled my shirt open and off. "Hot damn..." he licked his lips and took a breath as his eyes seared across my skin.
I could tell he wanted to touch me but he wouldn't, and it was infuriating.
"So... interplanet Janet..." he reached out a hand and touched a finger to the bra strap on my shoulder, sliding it down just a little. Somehow, that little movement felt more like undressing than him removing my shirt. "Can I kiss you?"
"No," I said, suddenly feeling like I needed an advantage over him. I'd hooked up tons of times before, but never like this, with a timer, and a guy who kept looking at me like I was special and gorgeous. And normally I didn't like the asking-for-permission thing, but there was something really hot about how Matt had asked.
"Okay," he said, and stepped closer, and his fingers touched my waist, gently gliding across my stomach and behind my back to pull me closer to him. He leaned forward, tilting his head to whisper in my ear. "Can I kiss your body?"
"You'd better," I sighed.
I felt him smile against my ear, and his lips pressed against the spot right under it, and then nibbled down my neck. A low growl escaped from his throat as he neared my collarbone, and I shivered as I felt his tongue dart out and paint a warm, wet path back up my neck to my ear.
My stomach clenched and I felt myself getting wet.
Shit. This asshole might actually know what he was doing.
"You're running out of time," I said, looking over at the phone on my desk. The timer said nine minutes.
Without pulling his lips away from my neck, Matt let go of me with one hand, and flipped the phone over. "I'll worry about the time. You worry about how wet your pussy is getting for me."
"How do you know I'm wet," I said.
He chuckled. Damn that was a hot sound. Then he nipped at my ear, put both hands on my hips. His arms flexed and he lifted me up like I weighed less than twenty pounds.
I gasped as he held me tight for a moment, walking back and setting me gently on the bed behind me. He was nibbling on my neck again, sending shivers down my whole body and making my arms break out in goosebumps. With one hand, he brushed his fingers up and down across my stomach, making me gasp as they trailed over my belly button. The other hand snaked up behind my back and unhooked my bra like he did this professionally.
Fuck. Maybe he did.
"Oohhh," he cooed as he pulled off my bra. "Jan, babes, your tits..."
I blushed as both of his massive, rough hands cupped my breasts, weighing them, lifting and dropping them gently. He met my eyes as he ducked his head and sucked one of my nipples into his mouth, rolling it around with his tongue.
"Oh shit," I mumbled, a hot pang of need running down and settling in my gut.
I was so losing this game. But at this point, with the attention my breasts were getting, I was totally okay with it.
I'd been "slutting it" with my sisters since Freshman year, and no man had ever worshiped my tits this well. Matt groaned around my nipple and bit it gently, and then popped it out of his mouth, pressing my breasts together and licking the seam between them.
"Matt," I murmured.
"Yeah babes," he murmured back, nibbling at my other nipple while his finger pinched and pulled at the one his lips had abandoned. His other hand went down to the waistband of my jeans and started fiddling with the button.
"Fuck yes," I said, and reached down to help him pull my pants off.
He caught my wrists and set them gently above my head, still sucking on my tits. The look in his eye was enough of a wordless command that I obeyed.
He unbuttoned my jeans, and worked them down over my hips, and I shifted to help him. He left a trail of kisses down my torso, across my tummy, spending extra time nibbling around my belly button. His tongue flicked down into it, and I gasped, feeling myself gush.
Matt's hands slid under my hips and lifted me towards his face as his teeth caught the waistband of my thong. He tugged at it and then gave up, rolling it down with his fingers. "Yellow looks really good on you, Jan," he said against my skin. My thong was down to my knees and his lips were kissing and nibbling back and forth over my hips. He opened his mouth and let his teeth graze my skin and I moaned.
"Matt," I whimpered. "Come on."
"Come on, what, babes?"
"Nobody's gone down on me in ages, please..."
I reached down and ran my fingers through his hair, trying to guide him towards my pussy. His hands came down under my thighs and lifted my legs up so he had full access to me.
"Yes," I whispered. But Matt continued kissing my skin, licking my thighs, groaning as he nibbled and gently bit at my ass cheeks. I felt his hot breath wash over my pussy, but he wouldn't touch me. I felt myself clenching and unclenching in anticipation of his touch.
"Matt, please." My pussy was quivering and throbbing with need and I was so wet I was sure I was dripping.
"I knew you were wet."
Then he pulled back and set my legs back down, and smirked at me.
"Matt!" I said, and it was louder than I meant it.
He grinned. "I told you so," he said.
I sat up and glared at him, then jerked my head over to my desk, grabbing my phone right as the timer went off.
Fifteen minutes and I'd shouted his name.
The fucker.
"Matt Greenwood I swear to god!"
He leaned forward and kissed my collarbone, and stood up off the bed.
"Matt, come on! Please?"
"Where's your vibrator?" he said.
Oh fuck no. I did not want him using that thing on me when I was this keyed up. I didn't answer but he seemed to know all the places to look. Sock drawer. Under the bed. Under the mattress. Bedside table. Finally he found it in a basket of junk under my bed.
"Nice collection," he said, rifling through my toys. I didn't have much. An egg, a wand, and a few butt plugs. He held up the largest plug. "Can you take this?"
"Yeah, so?" it wasn't that big. He put it back in the basket.
"These things will ruin your clit," he said, holding up the Hitachi wand. "You'll never be able to come without one once you start using one."
"Matt, come on. Don't be an asshole." I felt like a total bitch for practically begging him, but I was shivering with need. I just needed to come. I hadn't been this horny in ages, and with the way he'd kissed my body and worshiped my breasts, I could guaran-damn-tee that man knew where my clit was.
"Here's what's going to happen, sweet cheeks." He wrapped the chord around the body of the wand, and stuck it in his back pocket. "I'm going to go home and finish my chores for the day, take a shower, and put on a clean shirt, and then I'm going to come back here this evening and finish you."
He sauntered over to the bed where I was still sitting, naked and dripping wet. He pulled my panties off my legs and stuck them in his back pocket with the wand. "And while I'm gone, you're going to be a good girl, and not touch yourself, and not borrow any of your girlfriend's toys, and you're going to stay nice and wet and needy for me." He pushed me onto my back with one finger, and I moaned as he grabbed my knees and spread my legs obnoxiously wide.
"Yeah, babes. Wet and needy, just like that." He closed my knees and pulled me up by my shoulders, and then pulled me to my feet. "And if you're a good girl, and you come all over my face for me, maybe I'll even let you ride my cock." Then he pulled me against his hips so I could feel how hard he was.
Oh. My. God.
My mouth popped open as I felt him against my hips, straining through his jeans. That was a hell of a lot more than three inches.
"How... what... How big are you?" I managed to get out.
I was fully aware that I was a size queen. It was more of an inconvenience than anything, because massive cocks were harder to come by than one would think. But whatever he was packing, I had a feeling he knew how to use it.
"Be a good girl... and I'll let you find out."
"Matt please," I tried one last time, using my sluttiest voice and reaching my hand for his jeans. He stood still and watched me as I ran my hands across his hips. I felt him twitch under me but he didn't budge. Fucking hell. With my wrist against the base and my fingers straight down, I hadn't reached the head. I swallowed and my mouth watered. He felt thick, too.
"Hey, Jan," he said, taking my hand off him and then tipping my chin up to look him in the eye. God he was tall.
"Yeah?"
"I have a few rules."
I swallowed.
"Rule one, I don't hook up with drunk girls. Okay baby?" his finger brushed against my lips, leaving a trail of tingles in its wake. "You can have a drink or two, get yourself a buzz if you need it, but if you're sloshed, I'm not touching you."



"Okay," I said. Maybe i could get drunk after I convinced him to fuck me.
"Rule two, I wear a condom, all the time, whether you're on the pill or not. And if you ask me not to, we're done."
"Deal," I said. "These are good rules."
"Three, I don't do relationships. We're friends, we fuck, that's it. Don't go getting attached and then get mad at me if I fuck your friends downstairs."
"I'm kind of hoping you will fuck my friends downstairs," I quipped. "You do know what house this is, right?"
He grinned, a wide happy smile that showed off perfect white straight teeth. And he had dimples. One of these days I needed to ride this man's face. Or lick it. Or both.
"Four... you tell me to stop, I stop. So don't tell me to stop unless you mean it."
"Do I need a safeword," I joked.
"Do you need one to feel safe with me?" His tone was serious.
"No," I said. "I feel safe with you. Horny and pissed off," he laughed, and shoved his chest a little. "But safe."
"Okay. I'll see you tonight."
He turned to leave.
"Hey Matt," I said, and he turned back around. "Um... will you kiss me?" I asked.
He stared at me for a moment before walking back over to me, stopping so my breasts were pressed up against his chest. He wrapped one arm around my waist and looked down at me. "You sure," he whispered. "You might not come back from it."
"You're a cocky son-of-a-bitch," I said.
"Don't talk about my momma that way," he murmured, and then leaned forward and kissed me.
It was slow, and sweet, but his lips were soft and firm, and he coaxed them open and stole the breath right out of my lungs. His tongue flicked against the seam of my lips and I opened myself up for him, but he didn't push inside me; he kissed me, open-mouthed, tasting me with the very tip of his tongue until I couldn't breathe, and I was a hot, wet, shivering mess all over again. His other hand came up and held the back of my head as he kissed me firmly before pulling away, and my knees almost gave out.
"Bastard," I whispered.
"Technically," he laughed. "But they made up."
"What?"
"Nothin'. See you tonight, interplanet, Janet." He twerked one of my nipples and then turned and left, confidently striding down the hall to the stairs.
Well, I thought. I just got completely owned by a Freshman.
And I am so totally okay with it.
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2 - The Girls Down the HallJan
Matt came back that night a little after ten. During the five hours I waited for him to come back, it took everything in my power not to hop in the shower and get myself off with the vibrator I'd stashed under the sink. (Hey a girl needs a backup, right?) Sure enough, when he waltzed in a quarter after ten that night, he looked even more delicious than he had before.
His clean, light-blue jeans fit him perfectly and showed off an amazing ass that I kind of wanted to chew on. He wore a dark grey faded shirt with some kind of metal band logo on it, and his hair was still damp, tossed messily and lazilly over his head. He caught my eye, winked, and went to go find himself a drink.
That asshole was going to make me wait.
I'd worn my favorite set for him, too. He said I looked good in yellow, and I had a cute pair of lacy boy briefs that made my ass look amazing. For a bra, I wore one of my Victoria's Secret push-up bras with polka dots. I'd curled my hair and put on some light eye makeup and lip gloss, and I looked hot as hell. I'd had three guys come and grab me that night so far.
But I wanted him. And he knew it.
About an hour later, I found myself sitting on the couch next to Lexi and Mimi, staring at him and trying not to drool. I'd told them everything that had happened, and they had promised to stay out of our way until after I'd had my fill of him, but I knew after tonight, all bets were off.
Matt was standing in the corner, sweet-talking one of the Seniors who looked like she didn't believe a word out of his cocky mouth. He leaned over and whispered something in her ear, and she laughed as he walked away from her and came my way. He stopped right in front of me, and hooked his thumbs into his pockets.
"Interplanet Janet wearing yellow just for me..." I blushed at the nickname. It was stupid but I liked it. "You did what I said, right babes?"
"Of course."
He nodded his head towards the stairs and I stood, almost brushing my breasts against his chest as I did so, and he followed me back up the stairs to my room.
I wasn't sure what I expected, but him going animal on me wasn't it. I thought I was doomed for more of that slow, sweet, delicate touching, but as soon as the door shut, Matt grabbed me by the back of the neck and pulled me against him, kissing me hard.
I smiled against his lips and sighed as his fingers unhooked my bra without a hint of struggle. His tongue dove into my mouth and he sucked on my lips and my tongue, and he growled.
"You still wet for me, baby?" he said against my cheek, and then gently bit my neck. I was tugging at his shirt trying to get it off him. He pulled it off in one smooth go, tossing it across the room, and then his hands went back to my breasts.
"Aah, yeah," I moaned. He'd found the sensitive part of my neck where I liked to be kissed so fast it was like he'd read my mind.
Before I knew what was happening I was on my back with my knees forced open. Matt was kissing and licking my hips and legs, nibbling at the inside of my thighs. I felt my hips rock and squirm as I tried to get him to touch me where I wanted it most.
"Matt, come on, I've been wet for five hours!"
He laughed, and then looked me in the eye. "I want you to remember what you said earlier today, Jan. You remember?" He kissed my mound, still looking at me.
"What did I say?"
"You said you couldn't come without a vibrator. Is that true?"
"So far," I said. "But Matt, please, I need it..."
"I'm going to prove you wrong.'' Then he smiled cheekily, lowered his head, and I felt the hot wet flat of his tongue dip into me and slide all the way up my pussy, stopping right under my clit.
I found myself moaning and writhing against his face. He was holding my legs open, kissing my pussy like it was the best thing he'd ever tasted. He groaned into me and the subtle vibrations made me clench.
"Fuck!" I shouted. His tongue slid inside me, exploring every surface of my sex, sucking on my lips, sliding through my folds. His tongue flicked against my clit once, twice, and then slid back inside.
"Matt please, I'm so close," I said. I knew he was purposefully ignoring my clit.
"Aw, but you taste so good, babes," he said against me.
I planted my heels into the bed and ground myself against him. His elbows pressed against my knees, and he slid his hands under my hips, holding me still. "No, Jan, none of that." another slow, flat lick, and a flick on my clit. "You're going to lay here and take it, okay?" He kissed my pubis, right above my clit, and then right below. I whimpered. I was panting and squirming with need, but he didn't relent, holding me down and licking and teasing me until I was ready to cry.
When I was so needy that I could barely speak, I felt him shift. He got closer to me, angled his head, and began licking my clit steadily with the flat of his tongue. Seconds later I was right on the edge, and then he pulled my clit into his mouth and sucked on it, and I screamed as I came. White flashed behind my eyes and my whole body exploded. My neglected pussy clenched on nothing, leaving me halfway satisfied but even more needy than before.
He finally pulled his face away from my pussy and wiped my come off his chin with the back of his hand. "You okay, Jan?" he said softly.
I couldn't speak. Best orgasm ever. "You..." I gasped. "You promised me..."
"You want it?" he smirked, unbuttoning his jeans.
Oh fuck yes I want it, I thought. I sat up, my head spinning from the intense orgasm I'd just had, and got on my knees in front of him. My hands were shaking and clumsy as I fought with his jeans, but finally pushed them down, and then yanked down his boxers.
Sweet Jesus.
"That's... Um." I tore my eyes away from the mammoth hanging off his waist. "That's not three inches."
Matt laughed and his glorious cock bobbed slightly. He kicked his shoes off and dug a condom out of his pocket, and then slid his pants down.
I couldn't stop staring at the monster dick in front of me. It had to be a solid nine, maybe ten inches long, and thick enough that I couldn't get my hand around it. And veiny. Fuck. Those veins. I shivered in anticipation.
"Can you even wear normal condoms?" I asked as he tore open the package. My voice squeaked. Would I even be able to fit that thing?
"No," he laughed. "I have to special order them. You still..."
"Yeah," I said, not wanting to let this chance go. I nearly shoved him onto his back. He chuckled and rolled the condom on.
"Go slow, okay sweet cheeks? I don't want to hurt you."
I climbed onto the bed after him, and carefully angled myself over him. I felt the head press into me and I watched his eyes darken as I eased myself down onto him.
It was unfair how big that cock was. I groaned as I moved up and down on him. He was holding my hips, and I was holding his hands, and he rocked me up and down on his dick until I could take a little more, take him a little deeper than before. I stared at his dick disappearing into me, and laughed at the sheer irony of it.
He groaned and let his head fall back onto my pillow, and then put his hands behind his head, watching me bounce on him. "Shit babes, you're so gorgeous."
"You're too big," I winced, trying to take him all the way. "I can't... I can't take all of you."
"It's a burden I have to bear," he said, reaching up to play with my nipples again. He tugged and twisted them. I rocked my hips forward as I slid down him again, and for just a moment, that smug snarky expression on his face broke into a beautiful, agonized look of pleasure. His expression turned hungry.
"Get off me and turn around. I want to fuck you on your hands and knees."
I pulled off of him and turned around, wiggling my ass a little as he got up. He stood and turned me so my knees were at the edge of the bed, and then he pushed my thighs open as far as they could go, and then slowly slid back inside.
"Oh fuck," I cried.
"God you're tight," he murmured. "You okay babes, you need some lube or something?"
"No, just fuck me, please!" I said.
He moved in and out of me slowly, then faster, and I could feel the ripples and veins in his dick massaging me from the inside, building my orgasm back up. He held my hips, pulling me back onto him in an even, steady rhythm, faster and faster, and a little deeper each time, until it hurt he was so deep. I'd never taken anything that big before.
I glanced at my dresser, and saw us in the mirror. He was impaling me, staring at my ass, a serious, almost angry look on his face, like he was focused. He caught me looking.
"You like watching yourself get fucked, Jan?" he said. His voice was thick and tense.
I nodded my head, unable to speak, but I heard another moan escape my lips.
"Look how hot your ass is, sweet cheeks," he said, smacking my ass hard. My cheeks burned but left me with a warm tingle through my body. "Oh you like that?" he smacked me again, and I cried out.
"What do you need to come baby," he asked, slowing down and spreading my cheeks, massaging and squeezing my ass.
"That," I whimpered. The way he was spreading me open and squeezing me closed again while sliding in and out of me was going to make me lose it. "Oh, fuck, don't stop that."
"You like your ass played with?" he said, and one hand left my butt. A moment later I felt his finger at my asshole, brushing and rubbing gently against me.
"Fuck!"
"I need you to come on my cock, Jan," he said, smug and confident, and pushed his finger into my ass. That was all it took for me to lose my head. I was rocking myself back on him and moaning like a two-dollar whore, and then I came, crying with relief as I exploded around him. He shivered and clenched, and then I heard a relieved shaking sigh from him as he came, and we both collapsed on the bed, him halfway across me, me feeling like I was going to melt into the bed.
Eventually, he pulled out of me and went to the bathroom to clean up. I felt like I couldn't move. Hesitantly, I reached for my phone. It was only midnight, but I felt like I'd just survived a party until 4am and a gang-bang.
Matt came back in from the bathroom and climbed back onto my bed, pulling me up against his chest.
"You... want to cuddle?" I asked, surprised.
I could hear the smile in his voice. "Just making sure you're good, babes. Plus your tits are amazing."
"I'm good," I mumbled against him. He smelled amazing. Well, he mostly smelled like sex, but there was something else yummy underneath it too. Like sawdust and fresh cut grass. I sighed into his chest and he stroked my hair.
"So... you gonna let me come to your future parties?" He asked, a smile in his voice.
"Duh," I said. "If you promise to fuck me again. And also," I looked up. "I'm going to need that wand back at some point."
He grinned. "It's in my gym bag. You probably don't want it anywhere near that sweet pussy."
"You asshole," I smacked his chest lightly. "Those things are expensive."
"Tell you what," he said, pushing me up and climbing out of the bed. He walked over to my desk and grabbed a sharpie marker out of my cupholder and pulled the cap off. "From now on, when you want an orgasm... you just call me instead, and I'll take better care of you than a magic wand. Okay?" he scrawled his number on my arm. "And if you really want your wand back... I'll bring it over and use it on you properly. So you don't end up frying all your nerve endings. Sound good?"
"Sounds good," I said.
"I'm going to go back downstairs and have a drink... or five. You comin'?"
I nodded and stood up. He handed me my bra, but took one look at my panties and tossed them in my laundry pile. I dug a fresh pair out that wasn't soaked through and pulled them on while I watched Matt get dressed. Even putting clothes on he was sexy as hell.
Before we left my room, I stopped him. I dug around through my desk and found what I was looking for; a dark green rubber bracelet that we kept a stash of in the office of the sorority house. It had 9's printed all the way around it, and was a sort of message around campus that he was "house-9 approved."
I handed it to him. "You're gonna want to keep that," I said.
"I'm assuming this is some kind of... what, ticket in for the future?"
"Oh, yeah, it's a ticket all right. More like a giant neon flashing sign that says, "I know what the fuck I'm doing and I'm work it." So... don't lose it. You don't get another one."
"See, I knew you were a keeper," he grinned, pulling it onto his wrist and then smacking my ass.
"I'm gonna pee, I'll see you downstairs."
He leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, and left.
When he left, I flopped back onto my bed and stared at the ceiling for about ten minutes, making sure I didn't spontaneously combust from Greenwood Overload. Then I went to the bathroom, and went downstairs to find a drink, or five.

MimiIt would have been a great party.
Panty Parties were always fun, and I'd been looking forward to our pre-semester celebration. But after Jan had gone upstairs, I'd gone into the kitchen to find myself a drink, and I'd caught my boyfriend getting sucked off by none other than Rachel Sythe. I hated that bitch.
Well, that's not true. She was one of my friends. But at the moment, I hated her. But knowing Lucas, it wasn't her fault.
I'd chucked my beer at the both of them, grabbed a bottle of whatever my hands had landed on first, and gone upstairs to drown my misery, only to be constantly distracted by sounds of sex in the room down the hall. At one point I'd snuck down and cracked Jan's door open to find her being railed by the gorgeous piece she'd found that afternoon, his massive member completely destroying her. I'd shut the door and gone back to my room, trying to ignore the "Oh fuck, oh God! Oh yes! Fuck me, Matt!"'s coming from her room.
I turned up the music on my laptop and collapsed onto my bed, propping myself up on my massive pile of pillows and scrolling memes on my phone while I drank right out of the bottle.
"What the hell, Mimi?" Lucas's voice cut through my music as he opened my door.
"Out," I said.
"Mimi, I'm covered in beer now!"
"OUT!" I screamed, and tossed a pillow at him. "I had one rule, bitch! One rule. You broke it. Get out!"
He scrambled back when he saw me starting to get out of the bed.
"You're a bitch and a shitty lay," he shouted, and slammed the door. It bounced back open.
"Fucking door," I muttered. I flopped back on my bed and stared at the ceiling, choking down a few more gulps of vodka. I actually hated the stuff, but it got me fucked up fast.
I wasn't in the mood to party tonight after seeing Lucas do that. My rule had been simple. If you don't want to be with me, break up with me. But if you're going to be with me, be exclusive with me. I always held that rule. When I wasn't in a relationship, I fucked around. When I was, I stayed exclusive. I was happy with that. I always knew where I stood and I always knew where the lines were.
I hated cheaters.
I took another sip of vodka and coughed, setting the bottle on the bedside table. The moaning and howling in the other room had stopped, thank God.
Maybe I'd just sit here and wait until the vodka hit, and then when I didn't know what was going on, I'd go downstairs and find someone to distract me from the humiliation of being cheated on.
Someone walked past my room, stopped, and then backtracked and peeked back in. From the corner of my eye, I could see a guy, tall and dark. Jan's boy toy, I realized. The one who teased her this afternoon. I knew his name was Matt because she couldn't stop screaming it about ten minutes ago. She didn't know how loud she was. I always gave her shit for it.
I grabbed for the vodka and took another swig.
"You okay, Fireball?"
I rolled my eyes. My red hair always earned me some kind of stupid nickname with the guys around here, and it wasn't the first time I'd been called Fireball.
"Yeah, fine. Go have fun downstairs." I took another swig and choked, sitting up and spluttering. Matt came over and took the bottle from my hands and batted my back hard, helping me clear my airway.
When I got my breathing back under control, he set the bottle down on the bedside table. "Scoot," he said, poking me in the ribs. I scooted and he climbed onto my bed, leaning up against my pillows. He put an arm up above me, but not really around my shoulder. I saw a green bracelet around his wrist; he must have won Jan's approval. I turned and stared at my laptop. Music videos of hard rock boys in tight t-shirts and too-long hair filled the screen.
Matt grabbed the bottle and took a sip. "Damn that shit is bad," he said.
I laughed. Then I coughed. Then I found myself crying a little. Just for a few seconds, and I got it together, taking a deep shuddering breath and holding it until I got myself back under control.
"You okay, Fireball?"
Matt didn't try to touch me, or kiss me, or rub my back. He just sat there, watching me. I could feel his gaze on my face, on my legs, on my boobs... but he didn't touch.
"Yeah," I said. "I just... I grabbed the first bottle of shit I could and it turned out to be vodka. I hate vodka."
"But you want to get drunk."
"You know what I hate more, though? More than vodka."
"What."
"Fucking cheaters."
Matt took another sip, and then offered me the bottle. I sipped a little bit so I wouldn't' choke on it this time.
"I mean, just tell me we're done. That's all. You can text me for fuck's sake. But I don't do cheaters. I just... don't. Fuck him."
"Yeah well... I feel you there. We all have rules, right?"
"Yeah." I took another sip. "What are yours?"
"Well... I don't do girlfriends. And I don't do drunk girls," he said, nudging me.
"I'm not drunk yet," I mumbled. I couldn't deny he was gorgeous. And even if we didn't end up fooling around, it felt nice to have someone to talk to for a minute who didn't treat me like a whore.
Not like I minded being a whore. Just, sometimes I wanted to be treated like a girl.
Matt took the bottle back and stared at the screen. "What's your name," he asked after a minute.
"Meredith. My friends call me Mimi."
"That's cute."
"It's okay," I shrugged.
"You're cute," he said, nudging me slightly. "Whoever cheated on you is a dick."
"I mean, if he wanted his dick sucked I would have done it. Why her? Fucking... pass me that bottle."
Matt didn't pass me the bottle. He held it, staring at it. "Where did you even get this?"
"Old man Pete, down the road. He distills and brews and grows weed. Sells it to us for a little more than the cost to order it wholesale."
"Old man Pete, huh? In the house off Theodore?"
"Yeah, that's the one. I thought you were a Freshman?"
"Lived here my whole life," he said. He took another sip. "My dad owns Greenwood Construction."
"Give me that," I said, reaching for the bottle.
Matt stood up and put a hand against my chest, pushing me down onto my pile of pillows.
"How drunk do you want to get, Fireball?" he asked.
"You gonna fuck me up, big boy?" I asked. Lifting my chin, I let my eyes go up and down his body. He looked delicious.
"I don't fuck drunk girls. But I can get you off, and drunk as piss, in fifteen minutes."
I laughed. "I feel like I've heard this story before. What's magic about fifteen minutes?"
"Take off your panties and I'll show you."
I rolled my eyes and wiggled my hips. "You take them off."
"If I take them off, you won't be able to wear them again."
I smirked and slid my thumbs under the panties, sliding them down slowly. His eyes roamed my hips and my stomach. I was curvy and a little more on the compact side, but I knew I was hot. Every morning, I worked like hell on my thighs and my ass, and it paid off.



Matt grabbed one of my ankles and dragged me to the edge of the bed, letting my legs fall off the side. I found myself giggling as he grabbed my pink rolling computer chair from my desk and sat across from me. He had a face full of pussy, and he looked smug as hell about it.
"Mimi... I want you to lay back and close your eyes, and tell me when you start to fly, okay babes?"
"You're crazy," I said.
"You need crazy tonight, don't you Fireball." he grinned at me. "You wanna forget that asshole and have some fun, right?"
I laid back and closed my eyes, wondering what he had in mind.
He started by squeezing my thighs, running his hands up and down my legs, like he was massaging them and coaxing the blood to my center. While his rough hands worked my legs, his lips nibbled at my hips and the tops of my legs.
"Play with your tits, babes," he said, and I reached up and started squeezing my breasts and twisting my nipples. Before I knew it, with him kissing my stomach and me playing with my breasts, I was wet and ready. His confidence was a huge turn on. He was bossy without being a dick about it, telling me how hot I was and what to do.
His hands moved to my knees, spreading them open. "Bend your knees, put your feet on my shoulders, okay?" I did so and he scooted closer to me, pulling my hips to the edge of the bed, and then gently flicking his tongue down across my pussy, coaxing it open to taste me. I sighed. No wonder Jan had lost her mind over this guy.
"You know... I hadn't planned on getting drunk tonight," he said, whispering against my pussy. "But I think I could get drunk on you."
"That's cheesy as hell, Greenwood." I laughed.
"Yeah well..." I shivered as his tongue dipped into my pussy again. "You ever taste yourself, Mimi?"
"Yeah," I said. "Not a fan."
"More for me," he said.
"I thought you were going to get me drunk?" I whined.
His tongue flicked against my clit a few times, and then he nibbled at it, biting gently. "Oh fuck," I yelped. "Do that again."
He chuckled and did as I asked, bringing me right to the edge of an orgasm before he backed off.
"Hey," I whined, lifting my head. He'd absolutely done that on purpose. But then I saw him reach for the bottle and I laid back down and shut my eyes like he'd said.
I listened to the sounds of us breathing, and the sounds of the party downstairs, and the sound of one of my favorite songs in the background, screaming at me. If it was ever a question, you're not the answer, but I can't get enough of your skin...
Something cold and wet spilled onto my hips and dribbled down my pubis towards my pussy. Matt was pouring the vodka on me, I realized. He lapped it up and then slid his tongue back into my pussy, sucking on my clit hard once before letting go. Then he poured a little more onto me. With my feet on his shoulders, my hips were tilted up, and a small pool of vodka dripped into my pussy. He kissed and nibbled on my clit again until my muscles were flexing and fluttering, desperate to come, but he wouldn't let me over the edge.
The vodka kept coming. He poured a little more into me, and it felt weird, cold, and fuzzy. My head started to spin just a little.
"Oh fuck," I mumbled. "That's... awesome,"
"You ever gotten pussy drunk baby?"
"No," I said, "but I think it's my new favorite."
"I think you're my new favorite," he said back, and then his finger slid inside me. I sighed and moaned as he twisted his finger around and started rubbing at my g-spot. Fucking hell, he knew right where it was, too. God bless Matt Greenwood, I thought. This night isn't so bad after all.
My head started swimming a little more, and I was still right on the edge of an orgasm. "Matt," I mumbled. "I really want to come."
"Oh yeah?" he said. "You drunk yet?"
"No, but I'm close," I laughed. "Shit! That was fast."
He poured a little more into me - or maybe it was a lot? My eyes were closed and he was right, I was starting to fly. His finger kept massaging my g-spot and the vodka drained deeper inside me, and he sucked my clit into his mouth, sucking and nibbling just hard enough to make me scream. Suddenly, I was flying. My pussy was clenching around his finger, and a hot wave of fire ran through me, relief seeping into every inch of me as I came.
He pulled his finger out and kissed me once on my hips, and then stood, leaving me there half-naked with my legs hanging off my bed.
Whatever, fuck you, I feel great, I thought. But then he came back a minute later with a towel, and he was dabbing up the vodka off my legs and ass, and cleaning up a small puddle on the floor beneath us.
I tried to sit up but fell back. Holy shit I was buzzed.
"What the hell," I mumbled.
"Yep," he laughed. "That's got to be my new favorite way to drink vodka," he said, and offered me a hand. "You ever squirted before, baby?"
"No," I laughed and took his hand. "Wait. yeah, sometimes. But not from oral. Fuck."
Matt laughed and pulled me up, helping me to my feet. I was definitely buzzed, but not drunk. I knew I'd remember this in the morning.
"You want to go downstairs and party, Fireball? Show that piece of shit that you don't deserve to be cheated on?"
"You know what?" I laughed. "Yeah. Yeah I do." I felt like a weight had lifted off of me. I was light, and free, and my whole body buzzed happily on alcohol and happy hormones, and fuck any guy who was going to ruin my first party of the year.
"Go pee first, okay?"
"Uh, why?"
"So you don't get a UTI, silly girl. I just drank vodka out of your pussy."
"Yeah you did, and it was hot as hell," I laughed. I found my hands against his chest. Fuck, this guy must spend more time in the gym than I did. He was firm and ripped. I could feel the cut of his muscles through his shirt. "Will you do it again?"
"Sure, babes." He grabbed a pen from my cup holder and wrote his name and number on the inside of my arm. "You just give me a call whenever you want to party, okay?" Then he kissed me on the cheek and slapped my ass. "I'll see you downstairs."
I went to the bathroom, washed up, and went downstairs to find Lucas and Rachel outside on the porch, arguing. Lucas looked at me and my obvious glow, flicked me off, and left.
Rachel came inside with a green wristband. "He lied to me," she said, holding the wristband up. "He said he broke up with you over the summer. I took his band back."
I shrugged. "You know what?" I said, and almost tripped into her. Damn I was drunk. "It's okay, I got a Greenwood." She saw my hand with his name and number, and laughed.
Rachel caught me before I fell, and led me over to the center of the room where people were dancing and grinding on each other. "Oh good, he's here." She handed me a beer and grinned. "I missed that boy and his magic tongue all summer long."
note: song mentioned in Jan's story is "Skin" by 3Pill Morning.
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1. Prologue
SophieI have a problem. Sometimes, I can't talk.
It's extremely inconvenient. It's a form of dissociation; at least, that's what my therapist says. She said it's called "Disembodiment dissociation," or something like that. I feel like my lips are just gone, like that scary episode of Doctor Who where the people's faces disappeared and all that was there was skin? Yeah, it's like that. I find myself reaching up and touching my lips to reassure myself that they're there.
And I feel like my mouth is full of sand. And marshmallows. Marshmallow sand. It's nasty. And I can't talk with nasty sand in my mouth.
It's like the words are right there but I can't get them out. They get stuck.
So I write.
It became a coping mechanism a long time ago, and I've gotten better about it... way better! I'm super proud of myself. So is Mark. And I love it when Mark is proud of me.
But I still sometimes find myself mute.
Such was the case when Mark sat me down and told me we needed to talk about our wedding night.
Immediately, I was stressed. I try not to be, because I trust him, and I love him so much, and he's everything I've ever wanted, and I know he'll take care of me... but I'm still not very good at talking about anything related to sex.
I can write about it just fine. I'm editing my third werewolf romance novel right now. The first two sold like crazy, and they're filthy. Mark has read them, and he loves them. He was also a little shocked, because apparently I look too sweet and innocent for stuff like that, but he was thrilled that we both like the same things.
And I can think about it just fine, too. In my journal, I'd confessed to masturbating to thoughts of Mark touching me for years. Which was embarrassing, because he read my journal and found out. Oops.
But talking about it? Oh, no.
"Baby, I need to know what you're expecting. I need to know what you want," Mark was saying.
We were sitting across from each other, me in my desk chair and him on the trunk at the foot of my bed. Our knees were touching, but barely. His jeans were a light blue, worn thin in some places, with holes in the knees. They were buttery-soft from being washed too many times. He was wearing a thin t-shirt that showed off his gorgeous muscled arms and the tattoos he had almost completely covering his right arm. I let my eyes drift over the skull with the rose in the eye that he'd just added a few weeks ago. He was going to start the left arm soon.
I looked up at his face. His dirty blond hair was growing out, but he kept his beard trimmed and close cut. His light blue eyes were full of something intense that made me shiver. God, he was so sexy, with his perfect lips and his scruffy face and his tattoos inching up towards his neck.
"I don't want to hurt you, Soph."
Soph. That was his nickname for me. He'd been calling me that since freshman year, and I'd been in denial for so long that someone as awesome and sexy and sweet and perfect could ever want a girl like me. I'd convinced myself we were just friends. But every time he'd call me Soph, that little bit of hope would bleed back in.
"I don't want to scare you."
That jerked me back to myself and I found myself speaking, just a little. More like mouthing the words around my fingers.
"You don't scare me," I whispered. I felt my eyes burn at the thought, and they watered. "You could never... you won't hurt me."
"Sophie... I might. You haven't really told me everything that went on, you know? Which is fine, that's okay... I just..."
He's talking about Mr. Dunley. The man who ran the foster home I lived in for a while, after my parents died. I shiver at the thought.
"See, I know there's more to that story than you're telling me."
There's plenty I'm not telling you, Mark, because I can't talk.
I can't tell you about the way he pulled my hair, and pushed me onto the bed with my face in the mattress, and pulled my dress up over my head, pinning it down over me. I can't tell you about how I felt trapped, suffocated, and almost passed out, and that's why I won't let you put the hood of your sweatshirts on my head, even though they smell like you and I like them. I can't tell you about how he pulled me open and shoved himself inside the one place I should never have been touched, the one place I haven't even touched myself.
I fingered my lips again, and bit my nail.
"I don't want you to think about that, when we're together. I don't want to remind you of that if I get too rough."
Mark sighed, and I felt even worse, because I'd promised him I would try, and I really was trying, but I just... couldn't. I felt my eyes well up again and I shook a little as the tears spilled over.
I hated crying, especially in front of him.
Mark dropped to his knees in front of me and put his hands on either side of my face, thumbing away the tears. He pulled off my glasses and set them on the desk behind me, and whispered and cooed at me, kissing my cheeks and my nose and my mouth until I couldn't cry anymore. "Oh, baby, Sophie, sweetheart, don't cry baby. Come on. I love you. I'm not mad at you, I promise. Poor sweet, pretty baby." He stood up and pulled me against him, and I felt myself melt into his stomach. I felt so useless and small, but I felt safe there, with his arms around me.
I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.
I didn't deserve him. I knew I didn't. I knew I was a pain in the ass, with my issues, and my trauma, and me getting all small and needy half the time.
"Look at me, Soph."
I shook my head against him.
He stepped back and took my chin in his hand, roughly pulling it up so I was looking at him. He squeezed my chin tight. It didn't hurt, but it felt firm. Secure. Strong.
I loved it when he was rough with me. When he didn't hold back. It felt like he trusted me enough to be himself with me. Besides, I knew he'd never actually hurt me.
His grip was rough but his voice was soft and sweet. "I said look at me. Don't say no to me, baby." He leaned down and kissed me on the lips, just a featherlight brush that left me craving more. He pulled back just enough that I could almost feel his mouth on mine. "Now you be a good girl and listen carefully. I want you to really think about this, Soph. I want you to think about whether you want me to make love to you, or if you want me to fuck you. I'll be happy either way, baby." He stole another kiss. "But I want you to be happy too. I want you to tell me what you're afraid of and what you don't want, and what you really, really want. And I want you to start getting comfortable talking about this stuff, okay? Because we have to talk about it. We're not going to play our games if we can't talk about it."
His tongue flicked out and tickled my lips, and I opened my mouth for him but he pulled away. He kissed my jaw, and then down my neck. I whimpered, knowing what was coming. I felt myself growing hot.
His hands ran through my hair, and then down my back. He was back on his knees now, and he kissed and nibbled my neck down to my collar bone, and pulled the collar of my dress away just a little, so he could reach. His low growl made my stomach clench, and I gasped when I felt his teeth sink into my flesh. He pulled me closer as he sucked on the spot he'd bit, and then licked it, and licked back up my neck.
"Can you do that for me, baby?" he said, his hands coming back up and forcing me to look him in the eyes.
"Huh?" I asked.
"I want you to think about it. I want you to think about exactly what you want, and what you don't want. I need to know."
I swallowed hard, and nodded. Oh, I could think about it, alright. I'd been thinking about it. For like, almost four years.
"I want you to write it down, okay? Write it down like those naughty stories you write. Nobody will read them. Just you. It'll help you figure it out, okay? I know writing helps you figure things out. Can you do that?"
I nodded again, and then said, "Yes."
"That's my good girl." He kissed me on both cheeks, and then on the nose, then licked my lips again, and finally opened his mouth and really kissed me. Soon, we were lost, and my earlier stress was forgotten.

MarkOur wedding was four weeks away.
I'd wanted Sophie since the day I met her. One of my best friends had met her first, and had dragged her shy, introverted ass over to meet me. She'd looked up at me with those big blue eyes and long lashes, her coffee-colored skin glowing in the sunlight. She'd smiled a sweet, cautious smile, and her teeth sunk into her perfect plump bottom lip.
That was it, I was toast.
Then I found out she could cook. And not just cook but... Jesus. The woman gave me a food-gasm every time she pulled one of those casserole pans of hers out of the oven. And her steak...
Why she loved me so much I still couldn't figure out. I was a half-deaf redneck mechanic who grew up in a moldy trailer, smoked too much weed, and barely passed my college classes with a C in almost every class... and she was God's gift to mankind in an apron and heels with beauty, brains, tallent, and a scholarship. She'd just graduated college a year early with all A's and a single B.
She was so far out of my league, it was laughable.
Sophie Cormon was the picture of sweet and innocent; plump apple cheeks and those sweet lips, a shy smile, dark-rimmed glasses that made her strange blue eyes look even bluer, and a figure that both God and Lucifer must have collaborated on. She had perfect medium-sized perky tits, the tiniest bit of belly, and hips and an ass that was absolutely going to kill me if I couldn't get my teeth into it again soon.
But what always got me were those cute little dresses she insisted on wearing. They were mostly knee-length A-lines, and it was just too easy to slide my fingers up the inside of her thigh. And she got the cutest wide-eyed expression when I did. Her mouth would open up into an "O" and her pupils dilated, and then she'd squirm and whimper like a little girl.
It was so fucking cute.
The one time I'd seen her wear shorts almost gave me a heart attack, so I guess I couldn't complain about the dresses.
We were trying really hard not to fuck before we got married, since we both lived at and worked for our local church, but damn if we hadn't had some close calls. And she definitely had a few hickeys to prove it.
When I met Sophie, I knew she was too adorable and innocent and good for a guy like me. But after finding and reading her journal (no regrets) I found out she was a lot less innocent than she looked. The girl wrote primal werewolf smut and sadistic kidnapping-and-torture erotica, and sold it on Amazon under a penname.
I knew her dangerously dark fantasies, and desperately wanted to make them come true. So forcing her to be honest with me about what she really wanted was a necessity, because Sophie couldn't talk sometimes. Sometimes it was because she'd dissociate, and other times she got little and she just made cute sounds instead --which I loved-- but they weren't very helpful. I'd taught her to tap me if she was uncomfortable, and had made her do it a few times so I knew she'd use it if she needed to, but I was still petrified I'd just add to her trauma the first time we fucked.
There was one thing I knew for sure that was out of the question. Belts.
There had been one day when we'd been laying in bed making out like animals, and I'd reached down to unbuckle my belt, just for a little bit of relief on my poor straining cock. The sound alone made her stop, tap out, and push me away. It took several hours of aftercare and a Disney movie before she could verbally explain to me that her step-brother had beat her with belts, and I'd promptly gotten up and thrown out every single one I owned. Fuck belts. Who needs them?
But that was the shit I was afraid of. Doing one little thing that would ruin her night or upset her. What if I bent her over and took her from behind and she had a panic attack and I didn't know? What if I held her head while she sucked me, and she dissociated? I couldn't do that to her.
I could be patient if I needed to be. I was willing to give her whatever she needed. I'd fucked plently of girls before I'd gotten my life back on the straight and narrow, and knew how to control myself, and how to take care of my girl. But Sophie and I were trying to do this right, and I was pretty sure she'd never done anything more than kiss her boyfriends, excluding the several cases of sexual assault she'd experienced that she wouldn't talk about.
Still, I was hoping for the best. She hadn't had any other negative responses after I threw out all my belts. She was a responsive little thing, and I'd managed to make her cum once just by biting her neck and gently stroking her clit through her panties. And although I'd managed to hold off so far, I was getting close to the end of my self control.
Fuck. I was aching for her.
I had just taken a cold shower, trying to relieve myself from the pressure in my balls before I took her out to dinner tonight. We were so close to the wedding, and I was determined to do right by her, and make an honest wife out of her.
Also because I knew if Jake or our other mutual friends found out I was fucking her before our wedding, they would literally cut me into pieces and feed me to the wolfpack that lived in the woods behind the house.
I'd already jerked off twice today, and I was having zero luck with relieving myself. I needed to be inside her, anywhere, for this ache to go away. I gave up drip-drying in the cold air and toweled off quickly, wrapping the towel around my waist before stepping out of the bathroom and into my room.
Sophie was sitting on my bed, holding her journal.
I groaned. She was wearing one of my favorite dresses on her; it was a dark navy blue with lace at the bottom, and it was short enough that if she bent over just enough, I could see her panties.
And she always wore the sexiest panties. I made sure of that.
Sophie had dark brown skin, so she didn't blush often, but when she looked up and saw me in just a towel, her eyes got wide and her cheeks went pink. Instantly, I was rock hard again.
I saw her eyes dart down to where I was clearly tenting the towel. She looked away and bit her lip.
"Sophie... What are you doing in my room, baby?"
"I... I didn't... I thought..."
"What did you think?" I asked, taking a step closer to her. Her eyes darted around, trying to look anywhere but at me. I saw her shoulders rise and fall a few times as she breathed hard.
God I loved messing with her. She was so adorable when she got flustered.
"Don't you... don't you have a bathrobe?" she stammered.
"No, I have my own room with a door that I lock. Why would I need a bathrobe?"
"You gave me a key," she mumbled.
"I sure did. You don't... you don't like what you see?" I feigned hurt.
Her eyes flew back to me. "Yes, of course I do. I love you, and I love your tattoos, and... you're so strong, and... and everything else, and... Mark you... you're messing with me," she trailed off.
"I can't help it, baby. You're cute," I laughed, and leaned in to kiss her on the nose. It was one of my favorite things to do, because every time I did it, she wrinkled her nose and forehead and squinted her eyes closed, and giggled.
I went to the dresser in the corner of the room and grabbed a pair of boxers and some jeans, and went back into the bathroom to change. It was difficult, but imagining Jake tying me to a tree and letting Scott, Brian, Reuben, and the other guys take turns punching me until I was a bloodied mess helped bring my raging hard-on down. I wasn't the only one who adored Sophie; every man, woman, and child in the church would literally do anything for her. She was just one of those people. And the guys in our friend group? They were protective as hell over her. I'd gotten six death threats when people found out we were dating, and Reuben checked in on me weekly to make sure I was taking care of her properly (which was actually helpful, considering the fact that I'd never had a girlfriend who regressed to a seven-year-old before).
I skipped a shirt, because I wanted to watch her squirm a little more before we went out. If I couldn't have her, I could at least watch her want me, right?
I came back into my room and sat on the bed beside her, and pulled her legs up over my lap. She was biting her lip again. Those lips were going to kill me.
"Soph... we've talked about the lip biting," I said.
She pulled her lips into her mouth, like she was hiding them from me.
"What is this about?" I asked.
She inhaled deeply, closed her eyes for a moment, and then opened them as she exhaled in a big whoosh. Then she handed me her journal.
It was the one she'd bought when her other one had gotten lost. I'd found the old one and read it, and returned it later, but in the meantime, she'd gotten this one. It was purple, with a fuzzy alpaca on the front.
"What's this?"
"My journal," she mumbled.
"...Why?" I asked cautiously.
She chewed on her lips a little more, but eventually said, "so you can read it."
"You want me to read your journal."
She nodded, then hesitated, and said, "I did what you said." She was looking down at her hands, wringing them together.
She'd written what she wanted, and now she wanted me to read it.
"Some of it, near the beginning is... well, don't read those parts, it's kind of sad, because, you know... I thought you didn't like me... But I wrote a lot of things down recently, about... you know... what I want, and what I'm afraid of. If you want to read it," she shrugged, not looking at me.
If I want to? Hell yes I wanted to. I'd fallen in love with Sophie by reading her first journal. I'd liked her plenty before, but when I'd finally gotten inside her head and really got to know her, she'd become my everything. I wanted to know everything that went on inside that pretty, precious head of hers.
I hadn't ever asked her for the second journal, since I'd read the first one without her permission (I was an asshole like that). But I'd certainly wanted to.
"Can I read all of it?"
"If you want... but it's embarrassing," she said, her voice rising just a little. She covered her face with her hands.
I set the purple alpaca journal aside, and climbed over her, straddling her. One by one, I kissed the tips of her fingers and pulled them away from her face.
"God I love seeing you like this," I murmured, leaning over her. "All hot and messed up and needy for me. You drive me crazy, Soph, you know that?"
She fidgeted under me, her hips rocking against my straining pants. I bit back a moan and got off of her. The last thing I needed was for people to hear us.
"Okay, Soph, I'll read this when we get home, okay?" I said, rolling up off the bed and forcing myself away from her. "I have a feeling if I start reading it now, we're never going to make it to dinner."
She sighed and remained laying on her back on my bed. I loved looking at her there, her dress rumpled, her hair just a little messed up, staring up at the ceiling. She had a serious expression on her face, and a thousand-yard stare.
"There's a new bookstore that opened up downtown," I said, trying to drag her mind off whatever she was thinking about.
That did the trick. She pushed herself up on her elbows and smiled shyly. "Really?"
"Yes ma'am."
She stood up and straightened her dress, and flattened her hair back down. "Can... can we go?" she cocked her head slightly and looked up at me with puppy dog eyes.
Like I could say "no" to that.

2. A Reminder
Mark


We spent the evening in Downtown Franklin, a quaint little town just twenty minutes off campus. We'd gone to the bookstore, and then the craft shop where she'd picked out a few skeins of yarn and some beads for her friends, and then stopped at a small pub that Scott and Brian had recommended.
"Oh, I've been here," Sophie said as we sat down and looked over the menu.
"Really, when?"
"I..." she trailed off and bit her lip, ducking her head like she was embarrassed.
"What's wrong, Soph?"
"Don't get mad, okay?" Her voice was soft, and she sounded a little nervous.
I folded up my menu. "What. Tell me."
"I... remember last year when I had that really bad presentation for school and everyone made fun of me?" she asked. I nodded. I'd been at a different university that year, but I'd still heard about the situation. She continued cautiously. "Well... I got off campus for a few hours, just to take a break, you know?"
"Oh," I said, opening up my menu again. "Why would I be mad about that?"
"Because I... I was with Scott."
I shut the menu again and looked at her. She wouldn't look at me. "You went on a date with Scott."
She shrugged, then nodded.
"Scott Murphy?"
She tried to choke out an explanation. "It wasn't... well, it was kind of a date... I mean, we decided not to... we knew we weren't... it didn't go anywhere, and you were gone... it was before--"
"Did he touch you?"
She pulled her lips into her mouth.
"Did he kiss you?" I whispered.
I knew I was being aggressive with her about the way I was talking and acting, but I didn't care. She'd never mentioned this before. I knew Scott liked her; everyone did. And Scott was one of my best friends and was on the music team with me.
But the idea of Scott having his hands on my girl was enough to make my blood pressure shoot through the roof.
"Sophie."
"Just once," she mouthed.
The waitress came over and brought the drinks we'd ordered, and I took a second to breathe. I gave her our orders, knowing what Sophie would like, and sent her away with a request for a second beer. I knew I was going to finish this one pretty damn fast.
I wasn't mad... but I didn't know what I was.
I took several large gulps of beer, downing half of it at once. I set it aside and studied her. She looked so guilty, like a puppy that had been scolded.
"Did you like it?"
She shook her head.
"Did he upset you?"
She shook her head again. "I... I was already upset, and I felt better just talking with him. You know how he is... he's always so happy... We just, we had dinner, and laughed, and talked, and... well he drove me home, and... but we decided not to keep going out, because... I knew it wasn't right, Mark, I didn't want him and... well, he said the same thing. He said it didn't feel right, that he loved me, but not like that."
"Was that before or after he kissed you?"
"Um... I don't--"
"Don't lie to me, Sophie."
She swallowed some of her wine. "Before," she said finally.
I nodded, thinking to myself. "Okay," I said, and dropped the subject. Then I asked her about the story she was writing right now, and she took the opportunity to launch into the politics and the drama of the werewolf pack she was writing about.
She was right; that year, I was not involved in her life at all, and I didn't have a problem with it, in theory... but I was going to give Scott hell later.
And Sophie? I'd remind her of our conversation on our way home.

SophieMark didn't mention my one-time date and single peck with Scott for the rest of the night, and I'd assumed he'd let it go. Dinner was fun, and we talked and laughed the whole time. That was one thing I loved about Mark; he had the best stories to tell, and he made me laugh and feel safe.
After dinner, we decided to skip dessert because the only dessert Mark really liked were brownies, and he liked mine best, so we hopped in his truck and got on the road to go home so I could bake some. Plus, I was looking forward to our nightly routine of sitting on his balcony and sharing a joint.
Mark put on the CD of the band he'd toured with a few summers ago. Their drummer had broken their wrist, and he'd filled in with them over the tour. I loved the album, but I didn't like to listen to it with him around, because it was really dirty. They sang a lot of songs that were anything but appropriate, and the lead singer's voice was pure sex.
He's doing this on purpose, I realized. He liked to tease me and leave me hanging. I hated it, but I usually took care of myself when I climbed into bed at night, so I wasn't too torn up about it. And lately, with our wedding getting closer, the teasing and the tension had gotten way more intense. Mark was stubbornly refusing to do anything he thought would get us in trouble if someone walked in on us, but every once in a while, if I pushed him just the right way...
Mark took an exit I didn't recognize. We ended up on a gravely path in what felt like the middle of the woods. The music was still blaring. By the way you're looking at me, I can see that you want it, come and get it...
Mark parked the car and turned off the music, and threw open the door, slamming it behind him. I started to get a little nervous. I wasn't sure what his plan was, and I couldn't see his face. A trickle of fear went down my spine. Was he mad at me?
He walked around the back of the truck, and then came to my side, opened the passenger door, and grabbed me by the waist, hauling me over his shoulder, and I yelped.
I'm not a tiny girl. I'm short and curvy and a little on the heavy side, but Mark is really strong and has lifted and carried me before. Once he had me draped over him like a confused ragdoll, he kicked the door shut behind him, and walked around the back of his truck, and I took the opportunity to enjoy the view of his toned ass, and the smell of him. He smelled faintly of weed, and something greasy and smoky, like firewood.
The tailgate was opened, and he'd laid out yoga mats and a few blankets. He'd planned this in advance, I realized. He dumped me into the bed of the truck on one of the mats, and then climbed in after me.
"Mark," I said softly. Please don't be mad at me.
Mark crawled over me, putting his arms on either side of me, and I slunk down onto my back. He rested on his elbows and held my face in his hands, and then crushed his mouth into mine.
He kissed me like it was our last kiss, like we'd never get to feel each other again, and he wanted to memorize my mouth. He kissed me like our first kiss, the day my heart broke because I realized he loved me as much as I loved him. He kissed me like he needed me to breathe.
I lifted my hands and wrapped my arms around his back, pulling him closer to me. He sighed and his teeth clashed against mine as he shoved his tongue into my mouth, and I sucked it hard. He moaned, and the sound of his pleasure made my poor neglected pussy clench, and I felt myself grow even more wet.
"Mark," I whispered against his mouth. "Are you--"
He sank his teeth into my neck, not bothering to find a spot that would be hidden by my dress. I made an embarrassingly loud wail at the surprise and the sharp sting of pain, and then moaned as he sucked and licked my skin. His hands buried themselves in my hair and he jerked my head back, exposing more of my neck.
"I'm going to mark you up," he growled against my skin. "Would you like that baby? You want everyone to know how rough you like it?"
I shook my head, but it was a lie. I did want people to know. I wanted them to know that he owned every piece of my body and my heart.
"Too fucking bad. You're going to lay here like a good girl and take it. Take what I give you, baby."
His hands left my face and he took my wrists, pinning them above my head. "Oh God," I moaned. He'd never done that before. He was always so careful, so intentional about not going too far...
What was he going to do to me? Nobody was here, nobody could hear us...
I felt his knee push between my legs and my thighs parted. He pressed his knee all the way against me and I moaned pitifully at the pressure building in my hips. He made another bite on my neck.
"Yeah, baby. See, this is why we're out in the woods. Because you can't keep your mouth shut when I play with you, can you?"
I don't want to keep my mouth shut, I want to shout with pleasure at the way your knee is grinding into my clit.
"You listen to me," he spat, almost angrily. I could feel little flecks of spit fly from his mouth and land on my face as he spoke, and I found myself opening my mouth so I might catch some. "Mine is the last mouth you will ever kiss. I am the only man who gets to touch you. Nobody else, you understand me? Nobody fucking else."
I squirmed under him, my hips rocking, trying to get more friction from his knee between my legs.
"Do you understand?"
I nodded, unable to make any words other than a stupid moan. I hid my face from him. I sounded like a bad porn star, and it was humiliating.
"What have I said about not looking at me? Huh?" He let go of one of my hands and pulled my face back around so we were nose to nose. "Don't you fucking look away from me. You'll look me in the eye when I fuck you, you understand?"
When I fuck you. The idea of Mark naked, putting himself inside me, and using me for his pleasure the way I knew he wanted to made me gasp. I ground my hips into his leg, desperately trying to cum, but he pulled his leg away just enough that I couldn't get the friction I needed. I felt my eyes burn with need and I moaned.
"Oh, poor little thing," Mark laughed. "Are you needy, baby? Do you need to come?"
I whimpered and nodded.
"Should I let you?"
I swallowed hard at the thought of him refusing to let me come. I'd be practically vibrating with need all the way back to the house. My panties were completely soaked,and I might even have a wet spot on my dress.
"Please," I whispered. "Please, Mark."
"I think you can beg better than that," he said, kissing me again.
"Please," I said, trying to talk around his mouth, but his mouth was aggressive and demanding. His tongue was in my mouth and it was all I could do to breathe, let alone talk.
"That's all," he murmured into my mouth. "You must not need to come that bad."
"Mark! Mark please," I cried out, trying to pull my mouth away from him. He wouldn't let me talk enough to ask!
He kept kissing me and I kept asking, and then I heard him chuckle. He had the best laugh. So smug and sexy.
"God I love the sounds you make," he said, pulling away just a little.
I took the opportunity to spit out the words that had been stuck in my mouth. "Mark please I need to come so bad, please let me come." My voice quieted as I heard the words leave my mouth, and I felt even more embarrassed. God, I sounded like a whore.
I felt like one too.
I fucking loved it.
"Okay baby... since you asked so nicely. Go ahead, come for me." His hands tightened around my wrists.
"But--"
"Oh, do you need this?" His leg came closer to me, just barely close enough for me to rub against.
"Mmmh," was all I could say. Oh sweet heaven it felt good to finally get that grind.
"Yeah baby. Good girl. Fuck yourself on my knee like a little slut."
I gasped, and shattered around him. I felt my pussy fluttering and gripping for something, anything, to relieve the pressure, but the ache just increased as waves of pleasure washed through me. I kept grinding on Mark's knee until I turned sensitive, and I collapsed back on the mats in the truck, frustrated but buzzing with pleasure.
Mark lay on his side and pulled me close to him, pressing his lips into the side of my neck. He was murmuring something but I couldn't hear him as he was muffled by my skin and my hair.
"What," I said, still breathing hard.
He turned his head and whispered right in my ear. "I fucking love you so much, baby. And I can't wait until you're my wife." His arms tightened around me, and I let myself swim in the pleasure and enjoy the buzz and the excitement being in his arms.
We laid there until the buzz faded, and I started to get cold. Summer in the Great Smoky Mountains got chilly once the sun went down, and it had gone down a few hours ago. Mark held me close and kissed my face, my neck, my nose, my cheeks, even my eyelids, until I was giggling like a maniac.
We both sat up. We needed to get back before the gate locked at midnight. Mark was the building manager, so he could get us in, but people would still notice the gate opening and closing so late.
Plus, Jake would probably give us shit for being out so late.
Mark helped me out of the truck, and then rolled up the yoga mats and blankets he'd used to cushion the bed and hid them in the back seat. He took me home, tucked me into bed, and took my journal on the way out.
I was only halfway satisfied, but I was sleepy, and the combination of the intense orgasm and the beer over dinner had me drifting off to sleep.
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3. The Request.


Sophie's Journal Entries

Monday, July 27, 2015
You asked me what I wanted, what I expected. Mark Baker, the only thing I've ever wanted is you, and I expect you to come as you are.
And I know you know that, and I think you're afraid of giving yourself to me completely. I know you think you're not good enough for me. You've always felt like that. You've said it out loud. It makes me sad because I don't think you know just how awesome you are. Don't worry, I made you a promise. One day, you'll believe me when I tell you that you're wonderful. And I can't wait to love you so hard you have no choice but to believe it.
But, you asked me to do this. So I'm going to do it for you, so that you'll believe me.
I know you're afraid of hurting me. I know you think that when we have sex, I'll be reminded of all the bad things that have happened to me. But I won't. I know I won't. For two reasons.
One, I've been working really hard to come to terms with the rapes. I can write about it now. I talk about it to Alex sometimes. (Well okay, nobody ever really "talks" to Alex, since she can read minds. But you know what I mean. I can actively participate in a brain-conversation with her.) And I'm talking to Lisa a little bit about it too. She's been helping me, asking me lots of questions and helping me verbalize it. The only reason I haven't talked about it to you, is because I knew it would upset you, and probably make you even more afraid of hurting me.
Two, whenever we're together, I'm not afraid. I've been close to people and been afraid of what they are going to do to me before, and I don't get that feeling with you. I don't get that hot trickle of adrenaline down the back of my neck. I don't get panicky and lightheaded. When we're together, and you touch me, or you kiss me, I feel alive, and safe, and loved, and beautiful in a way that I've never felt before.
So please, trust me when I tell you the things that I want.
You said you want me to get better about talking about sex. I'm going to try, really. I do feel safe with you. And I think I go mute a lot less than I used to. I just... need to be a little more confident. Thank you for your never-ending patience. Thank you for letting me mouth things when I can't say them. Thank you for... everything. Thank you for loving me.
You asked if there were things I didn't want to do with you. Hard limits. Here they are.
1 - I don't want you to hit me or cut me. I would like you to spank me a little, I think, but only with your hand and not too hard. At least not right away. I think that may change one day, but I don't want you to hit me in the face. It's not the pain itself that would bother me, it's what it would do to my heart. It would feel like you're mad at me, and I just can't handle that thought.
And knives are just... scary.
2 - Along the same lines... I don't really want to try any major impact play. I don't mind when you pinch me, and I love it when you bite me. That's actually one of my favorite things. I know you have a set of nipple clamps in your room that you keep hidden... I found them by accident, sorry... I want you to use them on me someday. I like a little bit of pain. But I don't want to be beaten, or hit with a cane or a crop.
3 - I like it when you tease me, and I like it when you call me names like "whore" and "slut," but I don't want you to degrade me or insult me, or say really mean things about me. Same as the first one, I don't think my heart could handle it. I'm too in love with you.
I know why you really asked that question, though. I know what you're looking for. You want me to tell you yes or no about taking my ass.
God, this is hard to write about. But I'm going to do it anyway. Because I promised you. And because I love you and you deserve it.
Mr. Dunley, that foster parent? He sodomized me. Twice. It was horrible. It was painful, and scary, and it makes me sick to think about it. I don't want you to fuck my asshole right away, Mark, but it's not off limits. You know why?
I want it back.
How dumb is that to say? I want my own asshole back. I feel like he took something from me, something I have a right to, and he made me afraid of it. I want to take the right to that pleasure back from his ghost. I want to not feel guilty about it. I want to enjoy you fucking me there, because I deserve to be fucked the way I want to be fucked.
Just, maybe not on our wedding night. Warm me up to it. Be gentle with me there. Give me some time. But it's not off limits. Just... go slow, I guess.
I know you're wondering about blowjobs, too, because of Rodney. The worst part about Rodney was... I liked it. I felt guilty about liking it, because I knew I was being manipulated, and I hate him for using me and taking advantage of me... I still liked it. The guilt for liking it when I knew I shouldn't have was the worst part.
I really want to suck your cock, Mark.
I can see your bulge through your jeans sometimes. The idea of you putting me on my knees and making me take you, gag on you, swallow you down, it makes me really wet and my mouth waters. I love it. I dream about it. It makes me feel dirty and sinful but I don't care, because I want it.
Sometimes when you kiss me and you let me suck on your tongue, I pretend it's your dick.
So please, don't hold back. I know you're scared of hurting me or freaking me out, but you won't, because I trust you. You're just the right kind of freak for me.
Tuesday, July 28, 2015
I caught you looking at me today. You like to look at me when you think I'm not paying attention, but I can always feel your eyes on me. My skin gets all hot and I get wet. I love the feeling so I don't look up at you, because I don't want you to look away.
I had a dream about you last night.
I dreamed that you snuck into my room and crawled under the covers, and held me tight against you. You kissed my neck and my shoulders, and your hands trailed down my side and my legs, and inched their way under my nightgown. I got nervous and excited, because I don't wear panties to bed, and I kept waiting for the moment when you realized it.
You scolded me for being a bad girl and being a tease while you slipped your fingers inside me, teasing me, not letting me come. I was so close, Mark. I could feel your fingers inside me, thrusting and twisting, exploring my wetness and my folds, and just as I was about to come... I woke up.
Best dream ever. Or worst, depending on how you look at it.
Of course, it was impossible to fall asleep after that, so I ended up taking care of myself. I so badly wanted to go into your room and climb into your bed. What would you do if I did? Would you scold me and kick me out? Or would you think it was just a dream, and let loose and do whatever you wanted to me?
What would it be like, if you actually did whatever you wanted to me?
Thursday, July 30, 2015
I keep thinking about the night you pulled me into your lap. Do you remember? It was the first time you made me come.
We were on your balcony, smoking. You were having a really bad day, saying you felt like you were worthless, good for nothing, and that you were using me as a crutch to feel good. It upset me to hear you degrade yourself like that, because I know just how kind and caring and generous and sweet you are.
(And I know if I ever let you read this, you're going to say, "no, Soph, I'm an asshole." Well, you're wrong, Mister. You're not.)
Anyway I started crying and you pulled me into your lap to hold and cuddle me, only my leg slipped and I tried to get it back up, and I ended up straddling your lap. And you had the most beautiful look on your face. Wonder and shock and awe, and your eyes got really dark.
You kissed me stupid until I couldn't think, and then, you wicked man, you snuck your hand under my dress and started brushing my clit with the very edge of your finger, right over my panties.
Nobody has ever touched me there. Well, only me.
I couldn't stop myself from rocking and grinding into you. I made the stupidest noises while you played with my clit, and then you bit my neck and I came all over your lap, and my panties, and my dress. I was so embarrassed, but you kept kissing my face and telling me how beautiful I was. I had to borrow a blanket to wrap up in just to get back to my room, because you could see my come on my dress.
You bought me a ring the very next day.
That was almost six months ago, I think.
Over two years of pining after you, and you made me come without taking off a single stitch of clothing, in less than two minutes. I'm worried that when you take me, I'm going to fall apart as soon as you're inside me.
You know what I loved best about that memory? Besides the mind-melting orgasm and the look on your face when you watched me come...
It was the way you threw caution to the wind. You grabbed me, and took what you wanted. You lost control.
You asked me what I want, Mark... I want you to lose control with me. And I promise you, I trust you enough to let you do so.
Monday, August 3, 2015
Okay, you asked me to tell you what I wanted on our wedding night. So here it is.
I want you to take me. I want you to own me. I want you to lose yourself in me.
I want you to do what you want. I don't want to make the decisions. I want you to play with me the way you want to play. I want no control over the situation, over my body, over what you make me do.
I want you to use me up until there's nothing left, and then use me some more.
I keep thinking about last weekend, when you took me out to the woods and hauled me into the back of your truck. It made me so happy, and I wanted you inside me so bad. That night, I knew I didn't want you to make love to me... I wanted you to fuck me. Maybe one day I'll want sweet... But I know you love me. I want you to prove to me that you need me. That you own me.
Prove it, Mark. Prove I'm yours and nobody else's. Ruin me so there's nothing left of me, so I can't ever think about being with anyone else.
(Not that I do. You've been my one and only fantasy since Freshman year, and you know it).
Specifically? I want to taste your cum. I want to feel you stretch me and tear me open. I want you to be rough with me, and use me like your favorite toy. I want you to force me to take more than I think I can handle, until I can't even think at all.

Mark

I stared down at the page in front of me, barely able to think straight. I was pretty sure that by this point, all of the blood in my body was in my cock.
Over the past week, I went through a rollercoaster of emotions reading Sophie's journal. It started her Sophomore/Junior year when she'd struggled with the fact that I "clearly" didn't want her, and left to finish my Senior year at another school. Then there were the entries about how I moved back to the area and moved into the house with the rest of the gang after graduating, and her trying to convince herself that my blatant flirting was just casual friendship.
I got to read her side of our first few months of dating, pouring her excitement and her nerves and her desires out onto the page where she knew nobody would ever read them. I knew she kept her journal locked in her desk drawer for that exact purpose; so that she could be brutally honest without fear of being found out.
Reading it all, I fell in love with her all over again. I felt like I was holding her heart in my hands.
Her requests and her limits were very clear, and part of me was relieved. The things she wrote matched up with what I'd experienced with her; she always got insanely turned on when I was less than delicate with her, and it seemed like the rougher I got the more she whimpered and cried.
And, being the asshole I was, I loved it when she cried. Not when she was upset, but my God when she got so horny that her eyes welled up in frustration and she cried for me, those were some of my favorite moments between us.
She'd given me the journal on Friday evening before our date to Franklin, and she'd continued to add entries over the time I spent catching up. Now it was Tuesday night. I'd just finished the last entry of her journal.
I was sitting in one of the armchairs in her room, and Sophie was sitting across from me at the foot of her bed, head ducked, eyes lowered, hands clasped in her lap. Her shoulders were slightly hunched, like she was shielding herself from the judgement she feared.
"Sophie."
She looked up at me. Her glasses slid down her nose slightly, and she pushed them back up, but looked over the rim to meet my gaze.
I messed with her sometimes. Fucking with her mind was half the fun, because she was such a good girl, and so easy to mess with, and so cute when I got her all flustered.
But I never really pushed her. I never really let go with her. Despite the fact that she'd been clear with me, I wasn't really sure if she could handle the full extend of how I liked to fuck. And I was okay with that, because she was Sophie, and I loved her, and I could be happy with whatever she could take.
But I'd also love to edge her until she drooled, and then spit in her mouth and come on her face. And even though Sophie wasn't really a virgin, she was new to this, and new to consentual sex. My gut was telling me to hold back, even though she claimed she didn't want me to.
I set her journal down on the desk, and hooked a finger in the air. "Come here. No, baby," I shook my head when she started to stand up. "Get on your knees and crawl over here like a good girl."
She froze for a moment, and her eyes widened. She hesitated for just a moment before crouching and putting her hands on the floor, biting her lip as she worked her way over to me. She stopped about a foot from me.
"Come here, Sophie," I said again.
She shuffled a little closer, so she was right in front of me.
"We've talked about that lip, baby," I murmured as I reached out to slide a thumb over her mouth. Her eyes fluttered and her lip popped out of her mouth. There was a little imprint left in it from her teeth. I pulled her face closer and kissed her lips softly, and she let out a soft whine. She knew what was coming, we had a rule.
I licked and kissed her lips, and she sat still, unmoving, trying so hard not to move or kiss me back, until she finally broke. She couldn't handle it when I flicked the tip of my tongue against the seam of her lips. She gasped and I caught her bottom lip between my teeth, and bit hard.
She let out the sweetest little yelp, and I smothered it by crushing my mouth against hers, tasting her lips and her tongue. Her mouth was so wet, her tongue and her cheeks so silken.
"I can't wait to use you here," I murmured against her mouth. I fingered the edge of her mouth, pulling away from her lips. Her eyes were nearly crossed as she watched me brush my index finger over and back across her plump bottom lip. Her mouth opened slightly as I touched her.
"Open up for me, sweetheart," I whispered. "There you go, baby. A little more. That's it." She opened her mouth slowly, a little at a time, and her shoulders rose and fell a little faster. She was getting excited. I could see her mouth watering at the thought of what might happen next.
My cock twitched, needing to bury itself in her wetness.
"Let me see your tongue, baby."
She squirmed slightly, but her tongue slowly emerged.
"Oh... don't you look so pretty like this for me," I whispered. I brushed a finger over her tongue and she sighed, her eyes fluttering as they closed, and she pulled my finger into her mouth.
Fucking hell. I watched her cheeks hollow and her lips close around my finger, and felt her tongue massage the pad of my fingertip. She sucked once, twice, steady and hard, and then opened her mouth and leaned forward, like she was trying to bob on my cock. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen in my life; Sophie taking my finger and pretending it was my dick.
"Oh fucking hell, baby," I snapped, and yanked my finger out of her mouth, and stood up. Her eyes shot wide in surprise and I saw a flash of fear and embarrassment cross her face.
"Stand up, come here," I muttered, pulling her up to her feet rougher than I needed to. I pulled her against me so her hips crashed into mine, and took her mouth again.
"Were you thinking about sucking my cock, sweetheart?"
She whimpered and nodded against me.
"Dirty girl. You know we're trying to wait."
She shook her head.
"No? No you don't want to wait?"
She shook her head again.
"Too fucking bad." I'd gotten us this far, there were only three weeks until the wedding, and I wasn't going to quit now.
I grabbed one of her legs under the knee and pulled it up high, causing her dress to hike up. She gasped, and I reached down and caught the other one, pulling her up against me and walking us towards the bed. I dumped her on her back, and she scrambled back farther onto the bed.
"Is this what you want?" I asked, climbing onto the bed after her and catching her ankle, pulling her closer to me, and putting her on her knees on either side of my lap. I wrapped my arms around her and pulled her down from her kneeling, so she was all the way sitting on my lap. "Is it, baby? Is this how you want it?"
She whimpered as her hips gyrated against my cock. Her mouth was open in a perfect little "O."
I groaned. I could feel the heat from her pussy through my jeans. Fucking hell this was a bad idea.
I was going to do it anyway.
I grabbed her hair, clenching my fist tightly and pulling back so her neck was exposed to me. I tilted her head and growled in her ear. "You better shut the fuck up, Soph. If you keep making little sounds like that, someone is going to hear you, and I'll be a dead man. Can you do that, baby? Can you shut your little mouth and be good and quiet for me?"
I kissed and licked her neck, and she shuddered, but nodded as best she could with little control over her head.
Now let's see how long it takes before she starts mewling like a little kitten. I couldn't resist a chuckle at the idea.
"You said you want me to ruin you. Are you sure about that? Do you know what you're in for?" I kissed her hard, diving into her mouth and sucking on her tongue. "Do you, baby?"
She struggled, trying to answer me, but every time she tried to answer me, I kissed her, bit her, caught her tongue with my teeth. She gave up the struggle, and let me have her mouth, and the feeling of her surrendering under me brought me to a whole new level of insanity.
I pushed her onto her back and she squeaked.
"Soph." I growled, and held her by the chin. "Be. Quiet."
She was panting. She bit her lip.
"That fucking mouth of yours is going to get you in trouble. How about you take this and shut up, okay baby girl?" I shoved my thumb in her mouth.
She had that faint hint of pink across her cheeks, and her eyes were wide as saucers, and her glasses were skewed slightly. I let her suck my thumb as I pressed my hips into hers, burying my face in her neck.
I was grinding on her, and she was grinding right back, little wet sounds coming from her mouth. She wasn't any quieter with my thumb in her mouth, but damn if it wasn't hot. I was so fucking close I was going to come in my jeans if I wasn't careful.
"Is this how you want me to fuck you baby?" I whispered hoarsely in her ear. She nodded. I pulled her hair again and she let out a sad, pitiful whine.
I could tell she was really trying to be quiet, but she was failing miserably.
"Come here, flip over," I muttered. I pulled my thumb out of her mouth and rolled her over, scooting back and pulling her to the edge of the bed. I grabbed a pillow, and pulled her head up by her hair and shoved her face back down in it. I leaned back forward and said in her ear, "Now can you be quiet, and cry for me into this pillow, okay?"



Her flawless, sinful ass was peeking out from under her dress. I grabbed the hem and flipped it up, exposing her perfect round cheeks and pink satin panties.
She turned her head slightly, and I could see the lust in her eyes. God. She was totally getting off on me being a dick to her. I felt a little more confidence and a little less fear of scaring her.
"Oh baby," I whispered, leaning forward so she could hear me. "I can see how wet you are. You've soaked through your panties like a little slut." I smacked her ass once, hard. I watched it jiggle, and saw the red bloom under her skin, making a subtle handprint.
My fucking handprint. On Sophie's ass. Sweet Fuck.
"You sure you want this, Sophie?" I whispered, but it came out more like a growl. "Because you say the word, and I'll make tender love to you. I'll treat you like a damn princess." I smacked her ass again one more time, as hard as I could, enunciating the word with my hand. I let my hips slam into her ass and I swallowed a moan. I could feel the firmness of her ass through my jeans, and I was seriously close to finishing as I dry-humped and ground myself against her.
Through the muffling of the pillow, I heard her say something, but couldn't make it out. I pulled her up by the hair again and leaned forward, looping a hand around her and holding her by the neck.
"What did you say," I spat in her ear, and then bit her ear as I squeezed her neck just a little.
"I--I'm--" Sophie let out the most beautiful noise I'd ever heard. A sweet, shuddering moan that she choked on, and I was met with a flood of warmth against my hips. I looked down.
"Sophie..." I whispered, and gently let go of her neck and hair. She collapsed forward into the pillow in front of me. "Baby did you just come all over me?"
No answer. She breathed into the pillow.
"Sophie." I pulled her up by the shoulders and turned her around, forcing her to face me. Her cheeks and neck were more flushed than I'd ever seen them, and her eyes had that distant, lost look in them.
"Sophie, did you just squirt all over me like a little whore?" I felt myself smiling.
Sophie couldn't answer. She looked completely humiliated and embarrassed. Her eyes were big and glassy.
I climbed onto the bed and pulled her into my arms, and she wiggled closer, pressing her face into my chest. Her soft curves were pressed against me, and I could smell her come.
I squeezed her closer, kissing her forehead and her nose and her cheeks. A few of those tears had escaped, rolling down her apple cheeks in big droplets.
"You are so fucking perfect," I said, kissing them away. I kissed her cheeks and her nose and her chin and her lips with little sweet kisses, and stroked my finger up and down her nose, which always made her giggle after a while.
She finally opened her eyes and peered up at me through her dark, damp lashes.
"You know I don't think you're a whore, right?"
She nodded.
"You know I love you more than anything?"
She nodded and smiled.
"Was that too much, babygirl?" I asked hesitantly.
She shook her head emphatically.
"You sure?"
"Mark," she whispered.
"Yeah baby."
She wiggled closer to me, and leaned forward towards my good ear. "I... I liked that." She laid her head back down, tucking her chin to hide her face.
"You did, huh?"
She nodded.
"How much did you like it?" I grinned.
She shook her head. She wouldn't look at me.
"Oh we're playing the 'Sophie's too little to talk' game now?"
She shook her head again, but I could see her lips twist into a smile.
"Are you a little baby who can't use her words?"
"Noooo," she whined, but that smile was still on her face. "I'm big," she insisted, but her voice had softened. I loved her little-girl voice. So fucking innocent.
I laughed. "Oh, okay baby." I squeezed her a little tighter and kissed the top of her head, and she sighed, contently.
A minute later, she lifted her head and looked up at me. "Mark?"
"Yeah baby."
"Um..." She bit her lip and looked away.
"Tell me."
"You... you didn't..."
Oh, trust me, I am fully aware I haven't found any relief yet.
"It's okay. I'm trying to be good, remember?" Truth be told, I was still so damn close to the edge of my own orgasm, it was hard to focus on much more than her hips and her tits pressed against me. And I could still smell the rich, heady scent of her come.
Sophie pulled her bottom lip into her mouth. "Sophie, you're killing me with that lip."
She stared back at me, unashamed. Then she shocked me by inching her fingers towards my waist.
I caught her fingers right as they brushed against my bulge.
"Oh hell no," I said. Once that started, I knew it was just a matter of time before I was inside her. "Clothes stay on, baby."
"Okay," she said, her fingers twitching towards me again. Another featherlight brush through my jeans. A ripple of pleasure shot through me, and whatever hope'd had of this erection going away completely disappeared.
"Sophie, be good for me, and knock it off." I pushed her hands away. She clenched them into fists, holding them tight against her body.
I flipped over just a little so I was on my back. Hopefully my pants would dry soon.
Sophie snuggled closer and laid her head on my chest. I put my arm around her, and played with her hair absentmindedly, trying to think about anything except that sweet sound she made when she came from me choking her.
Nope, wasn't working.
Especially since she was trailing her fingertips up and down my arm, tracing the vines and the ropes tattooed into my skin. She did that sometimes, and it was one of the sweetest, sexiest things she did, and I loved it.
Only my arm was dangerously close to my hip. And I didn't really want to move it.
I watched her fingers as they lightly danced over my arm, getting closer to my hand, and then back up again towards my shirt sleeve. My dick was aching, straining in my pants, desperately wanting her attention.
I wasn't going to ask, I told myself. But if she tries again... will I stop her?
It turns out, I did not.
I let my eyes close and I let out a shuddering sigh as her fingers left my hand and moved to my stomach, nearing the waistband of my jeans. One finger slipped under the fabric of my shirt. I gasped. Who knew one little touch could feel that good?
My eyes shot open and my dick jumped as she pulled her hand down, her fingers grazing me.
"Fuck," I barely kept my voice down as the word escaped me. I jerked my head up and looked at her. Sophie's gaze met mine, and she had that shy, eager expression that screamed "I'm a good girl who wants to be ruined by a dirty man."
Only this time I felt like she was ruining me.
Her fingers brushed up and down, gaining more confidence as I didn't push her away. I couldn't. I couldn't move, or speak, and I didn't have the will or the energy to stop her. Her hand became more firm, and she placed her hand flat against me, squeezing slightly.
Oh hell. My head dropped back against the pillow as she continued the smallest squeezes, moving up and down as she did.
"Oh Sophie, yes baby, just like that, oh fuck--" I tipped over the edge, my balls tightened, and my cock twitched right before I came.
It felt like it lasted forever; hot bright waves of pleasure shot through me, and I let myself enjoy the ride. Her hand stopped squeezing, but she left it there, leaving me to enjoy that beautiful warm buzz.
And the post-nut clarity.
"Shit, Soph." It came out more aggressive than I meant it. I watched her face fall slightly. "Oh, no, baby," I said right away and reached up for her face. I pulled her back into me. "I'm not mad at you. Shit baby that was... God I cannot wait to fuck you."
She looked up at me. "Was that good?"
Good? It was damn near perfect, except for the clothes.
I practically laughed. "Yes sweetheart, it was good. But you have to be good for me now. No more of that. We shouldn't have... ugh. We shouldn't have done any of that. I can't be trusted to be alone with you," I muttered.
"But I like it."
"And I like my dick attached to my body, and your best friend reads minds and is dating the man who wants to kill me for kissing you anywhere other than your lips."
Jake really was a cockblock. But he did have Sophie's honor higher up on his priority list than I did. And really, she deserved someone looking out for her like that, after all she'd been through the past few years. So I couldn't hate him for it.
"Alex won't tell Jake," she said. "She thinks we should just fuck and get it over with."
"Over with? Baby there's no over with. Once you're my wife, I'm going to fuck you every night for the rest of your life."
She giggled. "Well, except, you know."
"Except nothing. Every night for the rest of your life. You've got three weeks to come to terms with that."
"But..." She peeked up at me shyly. "Well, except... You know."
"What?"
"Well... when I'm... dirty."
"I love you dirty."
"No, Mark! I mean..."
God she was fun to mess with. I knew exactly what she meant.
"Baby I love it when you're dirty. You filthy little fuck."
"Mark... I mean when I'm... unclean."
"So take a shower."
She shook her head. Now her face was really pink and her eyes were darting all over the place. She just couldn't get the words out.
"I mean... you know... that week."
"What week?"
"Mark."
"Sophie."
"When I'm... bleeding."
I waited until her eyes met mine again.
"Sophie Cormon, I will fuck you every night for the rest of your life, and you're going to fucking love it."
"Oh my goodness," she mumbled, and dropped her face into my chest. I laughed, pulling her tighter into a firm hug.
"Get off me,"I said, struggling to get up. "I need to clean up or my pants are never going to dry."
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4. A Summer Walk
SophieMark Baker had the most beautiful face. Straight and strong features, a sharp nose, a closely trimmed dirty-blond beard that got sexier by the day, and clear blue eyes that sparkled with mirth when he looked at me. And perfect soft pink lips, just right for kissing.
But Mark was even more breathtaking when he lost control and came against my hand. His eyes had flown wide in shock and awe, and his features were painted with pleasure.
I knew it would be sexy as hell to watch him come, but once I saw it, I knew I needed to see it again.
Maybe he was right, and I was being bad.
I didn't care.
When he did finally leave my room that night, he still had to check the hallway before he hurried back to his room, because there was obvious discoloration on his jeans. As soon as he left, I locked the door and journaled my heart out. And then I was left soaking wet again, so dug out my dildo, closed my eyes, and pretended it was him.
It wasn't enough.
Two weeks. Either we make it or we don't... but if we make it, it's still just two weeks. I can do two weeks.
It was Monday, and in exactly one week, the Fall semester would start for the students. The Valley House would be filled with all our friends, and some new residents, who were returning from summer vacation. Most of them were moving in Friday or Saturday, and I was so excited to see everyone again. But I had also thoroughly enjoyed the place being so empty. There were a few people living here, but not many. Alex, Cat, Scott, DeVon, and Jake, and a few others I didn't know very well, plus Mark and I. Brad and Lisa were around, though they lived in their little cabin beside the main house.
Kind of like ours.
Our cabin was just about done. Sometimes Mark and I would go down and peek through the windows, excited to see it come together. Later this week it was supposed to be finished, and Jake, Alex, and Cat were going to help us move our stuff in.
The wedding was planned. My dress was ready. Now we were just... waiting.
My phone buzzed and I saw a text from Mark.
Mark: What's for dinner?
Sophie: Chicken Vindaloo and na'an.
Mark: Fuck I love you, woman.
I giggled. My Vindaloo had been the meal that stole his heart. At least, that's what he insisted.
Mark: Want to go for a walk this evening? Maybe after dinner?
Sophie: You trying to get me alone and out of the house?
Mark: Maybe.
Sophie: You're not going to take advantage of me, right Mark?
Mark didn't answer.
Oh please take advantage of me, I thought. We had both been busy with work, and it felt like we hadn't really had any time together alone since...
Well. Since the day he'd dry-humped me from behind and pulled my hair.
I was going to have to take advantage of this opportunity.
After dinner, I went upstairs to shower off the humidity and sweat of the day, and change into something cute. I dug through my closet, looking for the perfect dress for our evening walk. It was just after eight o'clock, and most people would probably hang out in the rec room for the rest of the night. The heat had broken, but it was still the summer of North Carolina, and it was still pretty warm out.
Green chiffon skirt. Too hot. Blue dress. Too tight on my neck. Yellow dress with roses. Too innocent. I was looking for the right thing, when it dawned on me the thing I hadn't worn in forever that I knew he liked.
Those damn shorts.
I only owned two pairs of shorts; one was a set of capris, which were totally appropriate and went to my knees.
The other pair was... well.
I pulled them on and looked at myself in the mirror. If I tugged them down to the lowest point of my hips, they were decent enough to walk around in public. but if I pulled them up to my waist the way they were supposed to sit, my ass literally hung out. And Mark really liked my ass.
Would I actually have the guts to wear this downstairs and outside? Probably not. He would probably take one look at me and tell me to change anyway. But it would be fun to see his reaction.
I threw on a loose t-shirt and put my hair in a ponytail, and waited for him to knock.
A few minutes later, I heard him knocking. "Soph," he said softly. "You in there? Can I come in?"
I opened the door and smiled. "I'm ready," I said.
Mark's double-take was totally worth it. His eyes glanced over me once, and then his forehead wrinkled and his brows furrowed as he looked back down and up me again. "You little..." he trailed off, staring at me. He glanced behind him into the hallway, and then looked back at me, tilting his head to the side.
I felt myself melt a little under his hungry gaze.
"Sophie what the fuck do you think you're doing?"
Seducing you, obviously.
"What?" I asked, trying to look innocent.
He looked away from my legs and met my eyes. His expression simmered.
Then he smirked, and I felt a trickle of nervousness. "Come on, baby," he said, grabbing my arm.
Um. What?
"Let's go. We only have an hour of sunlight left."
Wait. I pulled against him slightly but he held me tight. He led me down the hall and into the elevator, my ass hanging out of my shorts.
Shit. Oops. Fuck!
I didn't know what to say. This had been my idea, after all. But I'd expected him to send me back to my room to put on some different pants. I'd only wanted to tease him...
The elevator dinged and I tugged at the edges of the shorts, praying there was nobody in the hallway. Oh my goodness, what if someone sees me wearing these?
The elevator doors opened, and Mark ushered me out of the building and into the yard before I could even register if anyone was around to see me. He dragged me to one of the walking trails that circled the property. The walking trails were two or three miles, and looped through the woods and around the valley, and they were private enough that you couldn't see them from the main house.
He held my hand and we made small-talk until we were far enough into the woods that we wouldn't be seen. Mark's hand tightened on mine, and I knew I was in trouble.
He pulled me to a stop, and his other hand caught my chin. His expression was serious, and he almost looked pissed off, but his eyes sparkled.
"Just what the hell do you think you're doing, Soph."
I opened my mouth to answer, but could only stammer. I don't think anything sensible came out. The way he was holding my chin was really distracting, and I could feel his fingernails digging into my cheek.
"Dressing like that on purpose to mess with me, huh? You trying to be a little slut?"
"No," I mumbled, and sucked my lips into my mouth, squeezing them closed to avoid biting them.
"You sure, cause you look like one." His hand left my wrist and snaked around me, gripping my ass and forcing me closer to him. I gasped at the feeling of his fingers pressing into my skin.
"You better be careful, baby. You tease me, you're gonna get teased the fuck back."
Oh, yes please. I shifted my weight so my hips brushed against his, just barely.
Mark closed his eyes and took a deep breath. When he opened them, there was something feral behind them. He smirked, and I heard a subtle growl from the back of his throat.
He grabbed me by the shoulders and whipped me around, and walked me forwards towards a tree. I felt his hands in my hair and he pushed forward and I almost tripped, reaching my hands out to catch myself against a tree.
"Hold on tight, princess, don't fucking let go," he growled in my ear, and I held tighter to the tree I was leaning against.
I heard a loud smack, and a moment later, my ass burned. I gasped. Was Mark going to--
Another smack. And another. Harder this time. I yelped. Then my skin started to burn more and more. It actually started to hurt a little. I whimpered, and shifted my hips again to try to move away from his hand.
"No, baby. This is what you wanted, right?" he asked. Smack. I winced. Mark grabbed my cheeks hard instead of letting go, and he groaned. "Right? You wanted me to pay some attention to your ass, that's why you're wearing these fucking shorts."
I heard a thump, and I glanced behind me. Mark was on his knees staring at my ass.
Oh. My. God.
He held my hips with both hands, leaned forward, and I felt his lips and his teeth move across the now tender and sensitive skin. I gasped, feeling myself gush at his touch. This man could get me so wet so fast, it wasn't even fair.
"Fuck baby," He said, and it came out almost like a whine. "You're so fucking perfect I can't stand it. Do you know what you do to me?"
I yelped as a sharp pain shot through me, like an electric shock right through my pussy. I felt his tongue slide over the spot. He'd bitten me, right on my ass.
"Mark," I moaned.
"Sophie." He bit the other cheek. Then I heard him laugh. "You have any idea how fucking wet you are for me right now?"
Yes. Yes I do. My hips and belly throbbed with need and I could feel my clit being pressed by the snug jeans. Every shift of my hips sent little thrills up through my body.
He kissed and licked my cheeks again, and then one of his hands moved to the inside of my thigh, shoving my leg to the side. I nearly tripped, but held on tightly to the tree in front of me. He'd forced my legs apart.
Oh no.
Now I could feel it; the wetness between my legs felt cool against the mountain air. And if I could feel it...
"You're dripping down your legs, sweet cheeks," he laughed. One of his fingers slid up and down my inner thigh, stopping just shy of my crotch. I felt myself tighten and ache for his finger, or for anything, to go just a little further...
Wet and warm... his lips... his tongue? Sliding up and down my legs now. He stopped with his nose between my cheeks and his tongue right at the edge of my shorts.
"Ooh," I cried.
"Aah," he sighed. "You taste even better than I thought you would. So sweet." Another long, wet lick. "So dirty." He bit me again, higher up on my thigh instead of my ass.
I cried out at the hot stab of pleasure mixed with pain. I could let him bite me and mark me up all day until there was nothing left.
He sucked hard on the stop he'd bitten, and then pulled back, chuckling. "Better not let anyone see that mark, Soph."
Don't stop, I thought. But he stood up, running his hands back down to my ass and squeezing hard.
Then he pulled away.
"Mark," I gasped. I looked behind me.
He was looking at my ass with a satisfied smirk, like he was studying his handiwork.
"Mark," I said again.
"Soph."
"Please."
"Oh, poor little baby," he laughed, his eyes sparkling wickedly. "Are you close?"
I nodded. If he would bite me some more, or brush my clit, or--
"That's just... too bad, baby. Especially since the wedding is still almost two weeks away."
What? He was going to just... leave me like this?
I felt my mouth pop open. No, this was totally not how it was supposed to end. But sure enough, he was taking my hands off the tree and looping an arm around my waist, pulling me down the walking path to finish our walk.
Mark continued like we'd never even had our interruption; he asked me questions about my day, made jokes, laughed, and made small-talk. He told me stories about things that happened at the garage, and the book he was reading.
I felt dazed and floaty. It took me a while to realize it was a good floaty. But once I did, I settled into it, happy and content. Not satisfied by any means but... there was something that felt good about him deciding I wasn't allowed to finish. Like he was taking control over my pleasure.
I tugged at my shorts again as we neared the house.
"What are you doing, sweetheart? Are you a little embarrassed?"
I shook my head, denying the truth.
"You know, if anyone sees your ass right now, we're both fucked. You've got red handprints, three bites and a hickey right on your ass."
I felt my face burn. I didn't blush often, but I knew I was pink at the thought of marks on my skin left by him.
He looked down at me, and laughed. "You're too fucking adorable. God, I love you."
We snuck in through the back door, went through the kitchen, and took the stairwell up to the rooms. I went into my room and changed into a pair of soft pajama pants as fast as I could, and then Mark dragged me downstairs to hang out with everyone else in the rec room.
We snuggled on the couch and watched re-runs of The Twilight Zone with the rest of the group. When we finally went upstairs, I was sleepy, horny, and my butt was sore.
Mark always kissed me goodnight. He would let me change, and then I'd open the door for him and he'd kiss me in the doorway, not entering my room. It was my favorite part of the day, and lately our nightly kiss had taken on a bit more desperation than usual. Tonight was no different.
Mark smiled as he ran his hands around my neck and held me by the back of my head. He kissed me softly, tenderly, then lapped at my lips and thrust his tongue into my mouth. I felt my knees soften at the way he always dominated our kiss.
He sighed into my mouth as he kissed me breathless, and then pulled away. He leaned his forehead against mine.
"Sophie," he said softly.
"Mark?"
"Stop teasing me, okay baby?"
I bit my lip. "I... I want you," I whispered.
"I know, baby, I want you too. But we're going to do this right. Okay?"
But being with you is right.
I knew that beyond a shadow of a doubt. But I also knew that Mark felt strongly about "doing right by me," as he put it.
"Okay," I sighed.
"Sophie..." he said. I could hear the humor in his voice.
I looked up at him. "Yeah?"
"I want you to do something for me."
"Okay."
"Promise?"
I hesitated. He raised an eyebrow. So I nodded.
He leaned in like he was going to kiss me again, but moved his lips to my ear. I held my breath, waiting.
"Don't touch yourself tonight."
"Huh?" I asked before I could stop myself.
"You promised," he said with a glint in his eye.
Oh no. "But..." but I was soaking wet for him, and my whole body ached to come. How would I ever get to sleep tonight?
"No buts. You promised. You can do that for me, for one night, can't you babygirl? You can give me one orgasm."
I sighed, feeling trapped and defeated, and even more horny than I was before. Suddenly, not being allowed to have something made me want it even more.
"I... ugh. Okay," I murmured.
"Good girl," he whispered in my ear, kissed my cheek, then my neck, and then pulled away. "Sweet dreams, Soph." He winked as he walked down the hall towards his room.
Sweet dreams indeed.
Suffice to say, I failed miserably at my task. After about thirty minutes laying in bed trying not to touch, I gave up.
I was horny all the time anyway. He wouldn't know that I'd cheated... right?



        Sophie's Secrets Pt. 04

        Sophie learns what happens to little girls who tease.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sophies-secrets-pt-04

Title: Sophie's Secrets Pt. 04

Author: LindsayMurray

Category: BDSM

Description: Sophie learns what happens to little girls who tease.

Tags: teasing, edging, chastity belt, gentle dom, chastity, foreplay, little, denial, punishment

Series: Sophie's Secrets



5. Punishment
Mark

"She's killing me, Ben, I don't know what to do."
Reuben Weston and I sat on the screened-in porch of his big southern-styled mansion sipping whiskey. It was a Friday evening, and I'd come over to his house for some much-needed advice.
"You can't let her know I'm giving you details about our sex life. Well, our... not-sex life," I clarified.
"Of course not." Ben reassured me. "She'd explode into a puff of embarrassed pink smoke, and glitter, and... whatever else little girls are made of."
"Sugar and spice and seduction," I muttered. "The little hussy."
"She's been pushing you?" he asked, raising an eyebrow as if he were surprised.
"Pushing is an understatement." I swallowed the rest of my drink, and Mr. Weston topped me off as I continued. "Wearing shorts that she knows are too short, biting her lip on purpose, being all sweet and cute because she knows what gets me off..." just thinking about it gave me half a hard-on. "Today I got home from work, and she was lounging in a swimsuit by the pool. She didn't even own a swimsuit! She purposefully went out and bought a swimsuit just to get my attention. Laying on her stomach hiking the damn bottoms up so her ass is hanging out," I muttered the last part. God, had it been a sight to behold too.
"Did you do what I suggested?"
"Tease her, leave her hanging, and then tell her not to touch herself? Yeah, but I'm sure she didn't do it. She couldn't look me in the eye the next day and I called her out on it."
"What did you do?"
"Took her toys away. Locked them up in my room. Gave her a good scolding. But now she's even worse. I thought I had a high sex drive. Ben, she's a mess. She dropped chocolate chip cookies off at the garage the other day."
"Well... she does make good cookies."
"Yeah, but she wore that little sundress I bought her for our honeymoon, the one that barely covers her ass. All the guys were gawking at her, I nearly threw her in the back of the truck and drove off with her like a damn caveman." I shook my head. "She knew I would, too. She knew seeing other guys look at her would drive me insane."
Reuben didn't laugh often, but when he did, it sounded like thunder. "I didn't think she had it in her. Silly little girl, trying to top from the bottom."
"Yeah, that's exactly what she's doing."
Reuben smirked, and took another sip of his whiskey, swirling the amber around in his glass. What was left of the ice cube disintegrated.
"Well, under normal circumstances, I'd suggest forced orgasms multiple times a day until it's out of her system and she learns to behave. But since you two are trying your best to honor God's law, and eloping is out of the question because Alex and Jake would both kill you... I think a punishment is your best bet."
"I've scolded her, and I've been completely ignoring her advances the past few days," I said. "But I don't think it's enough. She really is a good girl... she's just too horny to function right now. I told her yesterday I wasn't going to kiss her goodnight except on the cheek, and she got really upset. Like, genuinely upset. I can't do that again, it broke my heart... Although, she was good that night... no trying to seduce me. But it can't be anything cruel, she is still Sophie after all."
"Withholding affection isn't your best bet. You interpret it as cause-effect, they interpret it as lack of love... Spanking?"
"Turns her on."
"Corner time?"
"She dissociates for hours, she wouldn't even notice it."
"Fifty lines?"
"Ben, she journals like eight pages a day in her diary."
"Hmm..." Reuben glanced at me. I didn't see that look often, but when I did see it, I paid attention.
The beast was rearing his head.
"Well... in that case, maybe the opposite of my initial reaction is called for. How do you feel about a little payback, Baker?"

Sophie

I was absolutely dying.
I never realized how often I used my toys until Mark took them away. And of course, I wanted to use them even more now that they were off limits, and my fingers just weren't cutting it.
Mark had known right away that I'd broken my promise and made myself come the night after my spanking in the woods, and he'd taken my toys away. I'd tried being really good a few days afterwards, and asking for my toys back, but he said I couldn't have them back until after the wedding. So I launched my attack. Maybe if I was bad enough, he'd see how badly I needed them, and give them back.
Living in the same house as Mark without being married to him was awful. We still had our personal space, our own rooms, and there were plenty of people in the common areas... but whenever we were together, even if there were other people around, the tension between us was off the charts.
How was I going to make it through the last week?
I'd spent the afternoon by the pool, enjoying the sun and the water and trying to get a tan. And, okay, I'd purchased a swimsuit just to get his attention. It was a super modest two-piece that covered just about everything, and I made sure my tummy was covered, and I had a little wrap I wore around my waist and a shirt to cover up in while I walked around, but there was hardly anyone by the pool since only a few residents had moved in so far. So yeah, I totally made sure Mark saw my ass when he got home from work.
He'd pursed his lips, his eyes flashing, and turned on his heel and gotten back in his car and drove away without even saying a word. Oops. pushed too far this time, I thought. I was pretty sure he wasn't actually mad at me, just frustrated.
I'd felt a little guilty about it, but the look on his face was totally worth it. He'd forgive me when I brought him brownies tonight and kissed his neck.
The evening ticked on, and I was starting to get worried, but he eventually came home. I heard his truck rumble and crunch over the gravel in the parking lot. I was in the kitchen baking his triple chocolate brownies with the windows open to help keep the room cool, humming along to Brian and Scott's newest album.
I could feel when Mark walked into the kitchen. I looked up and smiled at him, but my expression faltered when I saw the look on his face.
He looked smug as hell. And that wasn't what I expected based on the way he'd practically stormed off campus earlier in the evening after seeing me in my swimsuit.
Mark looked from me to the pan cooling on the stove. "Oh sweetheart... those aren't going to be enough to save you." Then he walked down the hall towards the elevator.
A shiver ran through my whole body. For the first time since we'd gotten together, I thought maybe, just maybe, I was actually in trouble.

***

The rest of the night passed without incident. Mark seemed his normal laid-back self, and practically jumped on the Murphys when they came through the door with their rolling suitcases and instrument cases. He helped them move into their rooms upstairs, jammed with them a little in the music room, and then sent me upstairs to change and get ready for bed.
"But I'm not--"
"Now."
I shut my mouth. The look on his face was serious. Not playful, not sexy.
I felt myself deflating, and hurried up the stairs to change. I put on my most boring nightgown that went down to my ankles, kept my bra on, and even put on panties just so I wouldn't be tempted to try anything. I sat on my bed with the door cracked, and waited.
The waiting was hard. I kept thinking about all the ways I'd pushed him, when I should have just been patient. I was making it harder on both of us, I knew that.
But why did he want us to wait anyway? I wasn't pure, I wasn't a virgin. We both knew that. So what did it really matter? He'd always just assumed it was the right thing to do. And part of me knew that it was, because that's what the Bible said, right? But did it matter, if I was already damaged goods?
After thirty minutes of sitting on my bed and being lost in my own head, the door creaked open, and then closed. The deadbolt clicked shut. Normally, I loved that sound. Today, it made me anxious.
I found myself looking down at my hands, unable to look up at Mark. I didn't want to see that disappointed expression on his face again. I'd worked myself up into an almost frantic state of mind, hoping he wasn't too angry at me, and that he was just tired and stressed and horny like I was.
Mark sighed deeply and I heard him set something down on the ground. I heard the rustle of a plastic bag. Tentatively, I looked up at him. He was standing across from me, thumbs tucked into his pockets, studying me.
He didn't look mad. But then again, I'd never really seen him angry before. I looked back at my hands.
"Sophie... Why are you pushing me like this, baby?"
"I... I love you. And I... want to be close to you. I want to be with you."
Mark sat beside me on my bed and took my face in his hands. "I want to be close to you too, baby. But we're going to wait until next Sunday, whether you like it or not."
"Why," I said, and I felt my eyes well up, and my lips zip shut.
Damnit.
My hands flew to my lips and my fingers pushed and touched them, like I was making sure they were still there. I hated when this happened. I felt like all the words I needed to say were caught up in my mouth and I couldn't get them out.
Mark leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, and I turned my face to meet his lips. He kissed me softly, sweetly. No crazy making out, no raging desperation, just sweet and loving kisses.
"Because you deserve someone to respect you."
Another kiss on my cheek.
"Because you deserve someone to actually keep a promise they've made to you for once."
Another kiss on my nose.
"Because I said so."
Another kiss on my lips.
"Are you... mad at me?" I asked around his lips.
Mark sighed. "Baby... no. I'm not mad, I'm just... I need you to be good for nine more days."
He meant it, I could tell. I nodded. "Okay," I said. "I will." And I meant it.
Mark smiled. "I know. I know you will... because I'm not going to give you a choice."
Confused, I pulled away from his mouth to look at him, but his mouth chased mine, leaning in as I pulled back. I scooted back slightly to look at him, but he scooted closer to me, moving us farther up onto my bed.
Then he caught my wrists and pushed me down on my back, and I forgot why I was trying to pull away. Because the feeling of Mark holding my hands down above my head while he tenderly made love to my mouth was all I could focus on. My head swam and I felt the aching fire in the pit of my stomach go from a spark to a full-on flame in just a few moments. I sighed as one of his hands caressed the side of my face.
Then there was something on my wrists; cold and hard. I heard a click. I stopped kissing him and turned my head and looked up.
What was... "Huh?" Bracelets?
No. Wait.
His voice was soft and tender, but his words sent a shiver down my spine. "You're going to be good, baby, because you've officially lost control of yourself, and I'm going to take care of your control for you. Okay?" Mark kissed the side of my neck as I stared at the metal handcuffs around my wrists.
Mark had somehow managed to loop the handcuff chain around the post of my bed while he'd distracted me, and now I was stuck, on my back, completely helpless. I gasped at the realization. I was so turned on, and so nervous. What exactly did he have planned?
I shuddered as he brought his hands down to my hips, squeezing and kneading my hips and stomach a little with the most tender touches, and sliding his hands under my nightgown. I felt my eyes roll back and I let out a moan as his finger dipped into my navel. Oh fuck, he'd never done that before.
"Quiet, baby, or I'll have to gag you."
Oh hell. Would he really? I never really thought gags were something I'd like, but the thought of Mark putting something in my mouth to shut me up made me gush between my legs.
His hands worked lower, squeezing my thighs and pulling up my nightgown inch by inch. I was quivering with need by the time he got it bunched up to my waist.
Mark leaned over and kissed my tummy with a soft brush of his lips, and then let his tongue trail down my skin and flick over my belly button. I gasped and nearly cried out, but he slammed a hand over my mouth tightly, looking up at me with his intense bright eyes.
He bent back down and kissed me there again, keeping my mouth covered, and still looking me in the eye. I could barely breathe and it was making my head spin in the best way.
"You know what happens to bad little girls who tease?" he whispered hoarsely.
I nodded. Mark pulled his hand away from my mouth and put his face close to mine, and whispered against my lips. "They get teased. The fuck. Back. And this time, Sophie, you don't get what you want when you're done."
Then I felt his hands slide up my legs, hook around my panties, and pull them down.
My mouth popped open. And I gasped. "Mark!" I whispered as hard as I could. I didn't think he'd actually do that.
Not like I had a problem with it.
But I was still confused. He just said I didn't get what I wanted, so what was he...
I tried to sit up and see, but he'd pulled me so my arms were straight up above my head and I had no space to lift up. He disappeared from my field of vision, and I heard some strange sounds; a rustling of a bag.
I'd completely forgotten about the bag he'd brought in.
Mark was back on the bed a moment later, pinning my legs down into the bed with his own.
"Mark," I murmured. "What are you... Mark. Hey... Wait. No," I said, feeling something slide under my butt. And then around my waist.
No. Oh hell no.
"No," I said louder.
"I will still totally gag you if you say another word, Sophie Cormon."
No please not this.I felt my eyes well up and I strained to lift my head.
He was. He really was. He was locking me up.
"Mark," I cried.
He looked up at me from buckling the belt around my waist, his eyes on fire. I could see him hard as a rock through his jeans. He was loving this! This wasn't fair! I promised I would be good, I--
Before I knew what he was doing, he grabbed my chin and forced my mouth open, and shoved something in my mouth. It took me a moment to realize it was my panties. My wet, dirty panties with my cum all over them.
I felt my pussy clench, and my head fell back as the smallest ripple of pleasure shot through me. Not nearly enough to satisfy, but definitely still an orgasm.
"You'll be having a lot of those over the next week, or so I'm told," he said, massaging and squeezing my thighs. "Spontaneous orgasm. So much pleasure, but no release. Isn't that right, babygirl?" Another strip of something moved under my butt and between my legs. I tried to pull my thighs together, but he'd already trapped them under his own weight.
I tried to say his name, but it came out muffled around my panties. I felt my tears escaping and rolling down the sides of my face as I felt the belt between my legs tighten. Then he reached into his pocket and removed something small and silver.
A little lock. Silver, and shaped like a heart.
I shook my head and cried but he just smirked. "Keep crying for me baby, you're so pretty when you cry for me."
I turned my head and hid my face in my arm, and winced as I heard the click of the lock snap into place. Mark moved off my legs and leaned over and kissed the inside of my thighs, licking them and lapping up the juices that had spilled from me.
"You poor needy thing. You're so wet from me locking you up, aren't you?"
I shook my head again, but he was right. My pussy was throbbing and quivering and I was wetter than I'd ever been. Was that just from him taking off my panties and gagging me with them? Or from the belt?
I was too needy to think straight. "Please," I tried to say. But I sounded like a baby who couldn't talk.
"What was that sweetheart?" he said, climbing off my legs to lay beside me, and tucking me against him.
I tried to pull away from him. I was horny and mad and upset and frustrated, and a little pissed off. How dare he! This wasn't at all how this was supposed to go! But he held on tight to me, and he was so much stronger than me, that I gave up and cried into his chest.
He tilted my chin up and pulled my panties out of my mouth, and then looked at them, smiling. He met my eyes. "You left quite a mess on these..." He brought them to his nose, inhaled deeply, and closed his eyes. "I think I'll save these for later." He tucked them into his back pocket.
He was going to masturbate to my dirty panties.
"Oh fuck," I cried out again, and another tiny ripple of pleasure shot through my body. I bit my lip. "I... Mark please..." I looked up at him. "Please, I'll be good, I promise, I'll never tease again." I tried to stay as quiet as I could as I begged, not caring how stupid I sounded. "Please, please let me out, I need it, I need to come so bad, it hurts, and... please, I'll be good, please, I promise..." I trailed off as I cried a little more.
I could tell from his face it wasn't going to work. He was enjoying himself way too much.
He'd warned me, before we ever started dating, that he was an asshole. That he was mean and it was fun for him. That he wanted to tease me and dominate me. That he thought I was pretty when I cried.
I hadn't believed him. Not really. Or maybe, I had a little, but I hadn't realized what that meant for me.
Mark looked at me with such tenderness and pleasure, with a soft smile on his face. He stroked my cheek and let his thumb smooth over my bottom lip. Subconsciously, I opened my mouth for his thumb. He smiled wider and let it dip into my mouth, and I sucked, closing my eyes and imagining his hard, hot, velvet length between my lips and on my tongue. I let my tongue explore his thumb, and then took as much of it as I could.
It still wasn't enough. But sucking on him like that made me feel at least a little better, and my tears started to dry up.
"Is that better, baby?" he asked. He kissed me on the cheek again.
I nodded, not wanting to let go of his thumb yet, but he gently pulled it from my mouth. I let it go with a little pop.
"Don't worry, sweetheart." He rolled me over and pulled me against him, wrapping an arm around me and pressing his lips into my neck. He whispered, "It's only nine days."
I shivered at his words.
He kissed me a few more times, and I couldn't help but grind against him. I could feel him pressing against me; how could I resist? I could feel the dull throb in my hips, and no matter how I moved or squirmed or ground myself on him, I could feel no relief. The stupid belt was pressed flush against my skin, but it was rounded and cupped in a way that nothing was touching my clit or my pussy. I whimpered in frustration.
He chuckled and said, "See, baby? This is why you're in a fucking chastity belt." His words hardened as he spoke, and he rolled me onto my tummy and shoved my legs wide apart, and ground himself into my ass.
He humped me and thrust himself against me, his mouth against my neck. "Fuck Sophie I can't wait to use you. I'm going to fuck you just like this, you hear me?" He bit down on my shoulder. I cried out, but my face was in the pillow.
"Fuck," he said, and forced himself away from me. I was splayed out on my bed like a ragdoll, unable to move. I was teetering right on the edge, but could get absolutely no stimulation.
I laid there as he dragged himself off the bed. I could hear him adjusting himself, but I didn't even have the energy to look up. Finally he walked back over to the side of the bed, and rolled me onto my back. He smoothed my hair off my face, took off my glasses and set them on the nightstand, and grabbed Bubbles and Rex -- my two favorite bedtime snuggle buddies -- and set them on either side of me. He pulled the blanket up to my chin and tucked all three of us in, and gave me another kiss on the cheek, and then on the forehead, then on the lips.



"I love you, Sophie."
"I love you too, Mark."
"I'll see you in the morning." He thumbed my cheek again, kissed the tip of my nose, winked, and left, locking the door behind him.
I laid there for hours, squirming, whimpering, hot and wet. I could feel my juices drip down to the edges of where the belt was pressed against my skin, somehow managing to get out and drip down my legs.
I couldn't squeeze my fingers under; it was too tight. I couldn't unbuckle it; it was locked.
I felt the underside of the slightly rounded section. There was a sort of mesh material there, like a colander. Horrified, I realized I would have to pee in this thing.
How would I...
It was almost three hours after Mark had locked me up when I sent him a text.
Sophie: What if I have to do #2????
Mark: LOL you're still up? Poor baby.
Sophie: Mark! Serious question!
Mark: I'll unlock it and stand outside the door. You'll have to make it quick, otherwise I'll be cuffing your hands while you do it, and you'll have to let me wipe you up.
Sophie: No way!
Mark: I'll also unlock it while you take a bath at night.
Sophie: I don't take baths!
Mark: You do now. And I'll be watching. Good thing you bought a swimsuit.
I swallowed hard. "No..." I whispered. "No no no no no...."
He'd do this to me but he wouldn't fuck me?
This wasn't about sex anymore, I realized. This was about teasing me back the way I've been teasing him. This was about him being in control, and getting the last word over me.
Sophie: Mark, please. I swear I'll be good. I'll move into the cabin early and hide in there and lock myself in, and you won't even see me until the wedding.
Mark: What, and miss out on a week of payback? Not a chance, Soph. I warned you, teases get teased. We're going to have a fun week, princess.
Okay, I thought. That didn't work. Time for tactic #2.
Sophie: If you unlock me, I'll suck your cock right now. Like, right now. You can even have my ass. Tonight.
Mark: I can't wait. I might eat your ass later... take you out in my truck, lock your wrists up and edge you until you're crying, and then ruin your orgasm... and then lock you back up again until Sunday, August 23rd.
Sophie: I will beg you for mercy if you do that.
Mark: Okay. I'll save that for the honeymoon.
Sophie: (pouty emoji) (crying emoji) (water emoji)
Mark: I want you to know I've jacked off twice into your pretty panties. They're totally ruined. Thinking about the way you were crying for me while you were grinding your ass on my dick, and begging for me? Oh, baby.
I stared at the text, a new wave of heat running through my body. Could I really get through nine days of what I was feeling right now? The absolute yearning and frustration that was flooding my body?
I have a word I can use, I thought. But using it was me telling him I felt unsafe, and that I'd hit my limit. And just last week, I'd told him I wanted him to use me, take control of me, and not let me make the decisions of my body. If I begged him for mercy now, or safeworded, how was I actually giving up control?
My phone buzzed again.
Mark: Thanks for the brownies, by the way. They're better than ever.
"Fuck!" I cried, realizing I was stuck with the consequences of my actions, and that I probably wouldn't be having another orgasm for nine. Long. Days.
I was so screwed.
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3 - The Accident


Rachel

It was the Friday before the semester started, and Matt Greenwood was supposed to come to the Welcome Back party. Somehow I'd missed him at the Panty Party yesterday. I'd gotten too drunk too fast, and had woken up next to Sam, unable to remember much more than the sloppy blowjob I'd given him. No worries, I thought. I'll grab Matt early in the evening and get my fill of him.
I'd missed him like hell.
He was a friend of Reuben Weston's, and as soon as he'd turned eighteen last year in the spring, Reuben had invited him to one of his little get-togethers. I'd invited him to my dad's summer cabin, and my sister and I had spent a weekend with the man and his equally filthy best friend. It was a memory I'd never forget.
Of course then my asshole dad had found out, and thrown him in jail for a day or two. Being the sheriff's daughter definitely has some disadvantages.
Luckily, he had a good lawyer and managed to get out with some community service and a hefty fine. I hoped it wouldn't put a damper on our relationship, but I hadn't heard from him since.
Part of me wondered if he was ignoring or avoiding me. Especially when the Friday welcome-back party started and I couldn't find him anywhere. The hours ticked by, and I got more and more pissed. I sent him several texts, and so did Mimi and Jan, who had both managed to snag him yesterday. He wouldn't respond to anyone.
"Damn, did you set us up with a flake," Jan complained.
"Yeah I was really hoping to take a turn," Lexi mumbled around her beer.
"This is really unlike him," I said, hoping it was true.
Saturday afternoon I was lounging in my bedroom nursing a hangover from hell, knowing I'd probably do it all again tonight at the Greek Row party, when the door opened, spilling bright light into my dark hideaway.
"Oh my god stop, shut the door," I whined. My head was killing me.
"Hey Ray-bae. You got a headache? Let's go down to the food court, I'll buy you a smoothie or something."
"Greenwood, what the fuck?" I said, forcing my eyes open and looking towards the door.
There he was in all his staggering size and southern gentleman charm. He was leaning on the doorway, half of his body hidden, that subtle smile on his face and a glint in his eyes. His jeans were just tight enough to show off his legs and his hips. He wore a t-shirt that fit just snug enough to admire his physique. And his skin had a beautiful bronze glow to it from the hours spent in the sun over the summer. The sun did beautiful things to that man, like he wasn't gorgeous enough already.
"Hey sweet-cheeks."
"Where the fuck were you yesterday," I muttered through my headache, and squinted my eyes closed.
"Yeah, it's kind of a long story," he said, lifting his left arm. My eyes widened as I saw it was encased in a cast from the elbow down.
"Oh... Matty, baby," I laughed. "What did you do?"
"I'll tell you later. It's not a big deal. Come on, I'll buy you a smoothie."
He knew the way to my heart. My mouth watered at the thought of the peanut butter banana chocolate smoothie that I always got, and I forced my eyes to adjust to the afternoon sunlight.
After drinking half of my smoothie, and stealing some of his pot stickers from his shitty chinese food, we finally caught up.
"How was your summer?"
"Busy. Dad got a ton of new jobs, and summer is weird for construction cause a lot of people are gone on vacation during different weeks. I filled in a lot."
"Yeah, you do look bigger since the last time I saw you," I said, smacking his good arm a little.
"Yeah, sure," he laughed, shoveling lo mein into his mouth.
"What are you studying?"
"Sociology, Criminal Justice. You?"
"Psychology. You seen Reuben recently?"
"No. He's back and forth between here and DC last I checked."
"So... what happened?" I asked, motion to arm encased in a hard cast.
"Uh... can we just agree to not talk about it?"
"Matty, what did you do?"
"I tripped," he mumbled. "Hit at a bad angle, that's all. Just shitty luck. Cause I'm a fucking clutz, apparently."
"You're not a clutz," I said. "Not since last time I checked. Besides..." I scooted closer to him, leaning over the table. "Last I checked, you don't need your arm to have a good time."
He smiled a crooked grin, his eyes lighting up. No doubt he was remembering last summer, when he'd turned eighteen during his Senior year of high school. It was my Freshman year here at the university, and I'd had a grand old time teaching Matt a technique or two.
He was a fast learner.
"So," I said, scooting even closer to him, and reaching an arm out, brushing my fingertips against his smooth cheek. "Is this seat taken?"
A slow, wicked grin spread over his face. "Yeah, babes... by you. Put a date on it."
"How about..." I brushed a fingertip over his skin. "You wait until I'm done with my smoothie."
He laughed at me as he sucked some more of his lo mein noodles into his mouth, licked his lips sensually, and winked.
He was a tease and a player and a total man whore... but fuck if he knew how to play.
***
He walked me back to the sorority house later that afternoon. The greasy food, the smoothie, and the sunshine had done me well, and my hangover was gone. On our way back, I waved down Lexi and Mimi, who were stretching by the track and the football field.
"Hey girls, look what I found."
"Greenwood!" Mimi bounced up and sauntered our way. She had her hair up in a high ponytail. Lexi followed, looking hungry.
"Hey Fireball," he grinned.
"Oh, she gets a cute nickname and I'm just 'sweet cheeks?' What's that about," I said, smacking his shoulder. He winced and drew his arm close against his chest. "Shit," I said, "I'm sorry!"
"Oh my god, Matt, what happened," Mimi asked.
"Uh... I tripped," he mumbled.
A loud explosion of laughter caught our attention, and my eyes and soul were blessed by the one and only carbon copy of my favorite boy toy.
His twin brother, Jake.
Mimi and Lexi's eyes both widened and darted between the two boys. Lexi grinned and fluttered her eyelashes at Jake, who completely ignored both girls and focused on his brother.
Matt didn't look thrilled to see him.
Jake was a smidge shorter than Matt, and not quite as big in the shoulders, but he was just as handsome. His hair was a little longer than Matt's, but they shared that same wide, happy, cheeky grin.
"You tripped, huh?" Jake laughed again. He threw his head back and wiped at his eyes. "I'll give you five seconds to tell them what happened before I tell them." He grinned and put his thumbs in his pockets, feet wide apart, and waited, a twinkle in his eyes.
Matt groaned and rubbed his forehead once. "Jake..."
"Go ahead, tell them!" Jake laughed again.
I was enjoying watching Jake laugh at Matt, because the past two years I'd known the boys, Jake was always hiding in his room, sitting alone at school, or quietly standing behind Matt. I'd heard rumors about him and his brother, how they were both some of the best martial arts students that Coach Sully had ever worked with, but I'd never seen Jake this happy, excited, and outspoken, and the confidence looked damn good on him.
Jake looked good. Just as good as Matt did, actually, and he had a lightness about him that I hadn't seen before. Like a weight had been lifted off his shoulders. Matt had told me Jake was constantly sick from the time he was fourteen until only just recently, but the comparison between last year and today was almost mind-blowing.
"What happened, Matt?" I asked again, focusing on Matt.
"I... got rejected by this girl... nonverbally..."
Jake let out a loud "pfffftttt" and laughed again, wiping at his eyes. He threw an arm around his brother's shoulder. Matt looked miffed. "Yeah, but watch out, he's a black-belt." Jake winked at us.
"Hey, you know what?" Matt stood straighter and tried to throw off the insult. "You win some, you lose some."
"It's okay, Matty," I smiled and stood up on my tip toes, and kissed his cheek. "I'll help soothe that aching ego."
Jake rolled his eyes and mouthed, "matty?" Matt threw him a glare.
"Wait..." Lexi finally found her voice. "There are... two of you?"
"Unfortunately," Jake said.
"Hey," Mimi said, stepping forward to offer a hand to Jake. "I'm Mimi."
Jake's entire demeanor changed from humor at his brother's discomfort, to uncomfortable himself. Matt, however, smirked at Jake. it was like their confidence completely switched from one brother to the other.
"I'm Jake," he said, taking her hand, shaking once, and dropping it like a snake. "Nice to meet you ladies. Rachel," he said, nodding to me but barely making eye contact. "I... uh... I'm going to head out. See you later," He said to Matt.
"Hey," Lexi stopped Jake's abrupt departure by stepping to the other side of him. "We have a party tonight at the house... you want to swing by? Keep us company?" Lexi reached out a hand towards Jake, probably to grab his hand or his arm.
Jake lifted his hand and ran it through his hair. "Uh... actually I have some... stuff."
"Oh."
"You guys have fun." He smiled politely and turned and left.
"Did he just..." Mimi started, cocking her head slightly.
"Yeah..." Matt said. "Good luck with that one." We all walked into the house.
"Didn't he turn down Angella King to Senior Prom last year?"
"Yeah. He's hopeless."
"Is he gay?"
"No, he's definitely not gay. He has a type. He just... won't make a move. You know what, ladies?" Matt got a mischievous look on his face.
We were in the kitchen now, and he dug out an empty whiskey bottle from the trash, rinsed it out quickly, and brought it into the living room, setting it on the mantle. The girls and I followed, and some of the others who were setting up for tonight's party came in to see what he was doing.
He dug out his wallet and rifled through it. "My twin brother is still in possession of his V-card."
"You have a twin?" Jan said from the corner. "Rach. Why didn't you mention this?"
I pointed to Matt and let him finish.
"Because," Matt said, "My brother is completely hopeless with girls, and tends to turn down a good time even when he wants it. So..." he pulled out some bills from his wallet and counted them out. "Let's set the pot. I've got... Eighty-five bucks." He rolled the bills up and shoved them in the whiskey bottle. "That goes to the girl who can get Jake Greenwood in bed with her. If you play, you buy in. Don't care how much, just buy in. Whoever takes his V-card takes the pot."
Then he leaned over and kissed me on the neck, right below my ear, in that spot he knew I loved. "May the best slut win."
Mimi, Jan, Lexi, Tanya, and Natalie all got up and began adding bills to the pot. Matt ignored them and continued kissing on my neck.
"You really think he'll hold out?" I said, trying to distract him.
"Yeah, babes. The only reason I know he's not gay is because I've seen his browsing history."
I shivered. His voice had taken on that roughness that I loved. I turned around and caught the neckline of his shirt, and jerked him towards me, bringing our mouths close together, but not touching.
"Party doesn't start for a few hours, Greenwood."
"You want help getting ready?" His hand moved to my waist and he drew me against his hips.
"Actually... yeah, that would be awesome."
"Just tell me what to do, you know I love it when you're bossy."
I grinned, and then pulled back and winked. "I know," I said, shrugging a shoulder slightly. "That's why you're my favorite."

Matt

Rachel Sythe was a fucking maniac. She'd found me Junior year of high school and patiently waited until I was legally allowed to fuck her, and then she, her sister Jacqueline, and my good friend Mark Baker had gone up to her dad's fishing cabin for a little weekend getaway.
Those girls knew how to fuck. They knew what they wanted, and they liked to be in charge. It was hands-down the best weekend of my life, and one of the only times I'd ever truly felt sated.
Unfortunately, her dad had found out, and thought throwing me in jail for a day or two was a good way to get back at me.
Wasn't my fault his daughters were sluts.
Both the girls had left over the summer for a travel-abroad semester, and I was thrilled to see them again. Jacqueline was a Freshman like me, and I didn't see her at the party yet, but Rachel was a Junior.
I helped set up the party as best as I could with one hand, and then the girls went upstairs to their rooms to shower and put on whatever outfits they deemed appropriate. Or, as inappropriate as possible.
Later that night, after a few beers, a round of beer-pong, and watching some of the Seniors streak naked across the football field, I ended up in the backyard with Rachel, and two other girls she introduced as Lexi and Natalie. Lexi was buzzed but was still coherent enough to walk in a straight line, and was staring at me wide-eyed and biting her lip. Natalie was jabbering, looking nervous and excited.
Rachel just looked horny. I smirked at her, knowing it was killing her that I wasn't making the first move, but it was more fun to let her simmer and boil over.
Besides, she liked being in charge, and I was going to let her top if that's what made her happy.
Finally Rachel downed the rest of her beer and tossed the solo cup in the trash nearby, and then walked my way, her long legs causing her hips to rock sensually.
Rachel was hot; she was tall, with dark brown hair, a wide face, sharp nose and cheekbones, and dark brown eyes. And she had this hot way of pursing her lips that made me want to lick them.
Who was I kidding? I wanted to lick her everything.
"Matty, do something for me."
"Sure thing, Ray-bae."
She took the bottle of Heinikin out of my hand, and then patted the picnic table where we all sat. "Hop up here for me, okay?"
"You know I'm halfway useless tonight, right," I said, holding up my bad arm, but I did as she asked and stood up, stretched and popped my back, and then sat on the edge of the picnic table.
"I know, handsome, that's why you're going to lay back and take it."
I'd been at half-mast all night, but my cock jumped to attention at her words. She took a step closer and wedged herself between my legs, her hips pressing into me, and ground on me gently.
"Rach," I said softly, and she moved her shoulders and hips rhythmically as she started rolling up her tank top, showing her belly button and her tight stomach.
I did a double-take. "Oh shit," I spat out. "That's new."
She had a piercing at the bottom of her belly, a few jewels hanging down her skin. They sparkled in the light as she gyrated. I couldn't tear my eyes away from her perfect flat, toned tummy and the jewelry she sported.
"You like it?"
"That's... the hottest fucking thing I've ever seen." I reached out and brushed my finger right under the dangling rhinestones.
Rachel sighed and smiled, rocking into my touch slightly, and then lifted both her hands off her tank top, placed them against my chest, and pushed me back.
I laid back on the picnic table, my legs hanging off the end at the knee, folded my arms behind my head, and peered down at her. I couldn't stop smiling. Fuck I'd missed this girl.
Rachel continued her game, slowly edging up her tank top until it rolled up over her perfect, firm, round breasts, and tossed her tank over her shoulder with a laugh. The other girls beside her laughed and giggled as well. I watched as she fondled and kneaded her tits, squeezing them together and pulling at her nipples until they were hard and pebbled.
"Rach, get your ass over here and let me play with your tits.
"Matty, shut the fuck up and let me fuck you."
My gut clenched. "Yes ma'am."
Rachel shimmied out of her tight little skirt, climbed up onto the picnic table, and crawled on her hands and knees until she was right over me. She caressed my cheek and ran her thumb over my lip. I opened my mouth and caught her thumb, biting it gently and then licking it.
She licked her lips.
"Hey girls," she said, her eyes flashing. "I think Mister Greenwood needs a little extra TLC tonight... poor baby hurt himself."
TLC sounds fucking great, I thought. Especially if it involved the sluts of House Nine.
I couldn't see, because Rachel was now stradling me, but I felt the other girls come up beside me and start unbuckling my jeans.
My cock was straining in my boxers, and the girls at the end of the table were whispering to each other. I felt my breath catch as Rachel readjusted herself and knelt over my face, grinning as she positioned her pussy right over my open mouth. She sighed as she sank into me.
Fucking hell, this shit right here was what made life worth living. Rachel's eyes closed and a look of sheer pleasure exploded over her features as she rocked her sweet, wet pussy against my mouth. She ground her clit against me, moaning softly.
She was so hot, and so wet. I flicked my tongue into her sweet silken folds, sucking and licking at her, and shoving my tongue inside her as far as it would go.
"Yes, Matt. Oh shit that's good."
I groaned into her pussy as I felt a tongue stroke up the bottom of my dick. Whoever was playing with me down there knew what they were doing, and was getting me way too close way too quick. I groaned as I felt another set of lips sink over my crown, saliva dripping down my cock. Someone grabbed my balls.
"Fuck," I tried to say, but Rachel was grinding her pussy on my mouth. I lifted my good hand to touch her, but she smacked it away, and then held her own tits in her hands, playing with them as she rocked on me.
I jerked my face away from her. "Rach I'm gonna blow," I warned. "The fuck they doing down there?"
"Two is better than one," she laughed. "Right girls?"
I swore as I felt myself enveloped in velvet heat, lips and tongues sucking and sipping at me. I groaned and felt my legs jerk as I tried my hardest to hold off against the onslaught happening down below. Digging my nails into my skin, I focused on the woman riding my face, and I watched as her face crumpled into bliss as she came on my mouth.
When she finished, I turned my head and kissed the side of her thigh so I could catch my breath. She had long, toned legs that I could spend hours exploring. She let out a happy sigh that ended in a laugh, and she climbed off of me.
"Aw, wait, babes--oh shit," I choked. I propped myself up on my good elbow, peering down at the girls under me. They were lapping me up like a damn ice cream cone. Now I had no distraction, and a visual, and I knew I wasn't going to last.
Lexi, the taller one with the light brown hair, was fondling my balls, squeezing gently and massaging her tongue right against the base of my dick. Natalie was a curvy bombshell of a blonde, and she had her mouth around my dick, halfway down the shaft. Which, honestly, was as much as most girls could manage before they tapped out. But the two of them at the same time?
I was toast when someone started gently circling their finger around my asshole. Watching the girls feast on me plus their combined hands and mouths sent me over the edge... but then Natalie choked and pulled back, essentially ruining my orgasm.
I grunted in frustration and swore as I sat up, my abs flexing so I didn't have to use my arms. Natalie looked embarrassed and a little guilty. Lexi pursed her lips.
Rachel laughed.
Yeah, she'd ruined me once before too. That didn't end well for her.
"You..." I gasped at Natalie.
"Sorry," she mumbled. "I... I choked."
"I know."
"You're... pretty big."
"You're about to find out just how big, princess. Take your pants off and get over here." I jumped off the table and caught her by the chin. "You ruin my orgasm, you're gonna make it right, you understand?"



Her face was pink and her eyes were dilated. She nodded.
Rachel settled into a lawn chair and crossed one leg over the other. Lexi started to slink back.
"Oh, no," I said, catching her wrist. "You're not going anywhere. When she taps out you're going to have to take over."
Lexi had the audacity to roll her eyes.
It had been a while since I'd had a ruin like that. Even after I came, I could still usually get hard again pretty quick. But tonight? After a ruin that bad?
No, these girls were toast.

Lexi

After Mimi, Rachel, and Jan had said such good things about Matt Greenwood, I'd hoped I would have a chance at him sometime soon. I didn't expect it to be tonight.
He looked pretty pissed about his ruined orgasm. In the harsh light of the streetlamp outside, the shadows cast on his face brought out his chiseled features. His eyes darkened as he sat up, his abs flexing deliciously. I needed his body on top of mine as soon as possible. Unfortunately he singled out Natalie.
Which was fair, because she was the one who had pulled back from him right as he started to cum. Insinuating that he was going to need both of us to get it back made me roll my eyes. We were used to some pretty heavy abuse around here, despite the stories I'd heard about his apparent magic dick.
But something in his expression glimmered ominously, and it made me shiver.
He stood up and dug around in his pockets, pulling out a stack of condoms and slamming them on the table.
"I've had a long weekend, and a long day, princess," he said to Natalie. She had unbuttoned her shorts and was pushing them down as seductively as possible. He grabbed her by the waist with one hand, spun her around, and pushed her forward onto the table, yanking her shorts down the rest of the way. He pinned her there with his hips, grabbed a condom and put the wrapper between his teeth, tore it open, and rolled it on. "Now you're going to see what happens when you play with fire."
Natalie let out a guttural cry as he thrust into her. His bad arm was cradled against his chest, but his good arm held her by the shoulder. The look on his face was both terrifying and erotic.
I could see his fingers pressing into her skin, the shock of pleasure on her face, and the jealous expression in Rachel's pursed lips and glinting eyes. And it was doing things to me.
Matt looked like the only thing he could focus on was getting enough speed and friction between him and Natalie. He completely ignored her moans and gasps, stopping only to adjust her position, move her legs, or grab her hair or waist, and I watched her face crumple in pleasure three times before she started begging.
"Matt, Matt please, hey, please, I can't... I... don't make me cum again, please... I'm sore..." Matt slowed down and growled like a feral animal as he pulled out of her, looking up at the night sky as he let her go. She staggered up and almost tripped as she pulled her shorts up and collapsed on the bench of the picnic table.
Matt took a deep, steadying breath as he turned his face to me, and I gasped as his eyes locked with mine. There was something deeply animal in them, and I knew I didn't stand much of a chance at out-lasting him.
He nodded his head towards me, beckoning me closer without another word.
Hesitantly, I started walking in his direction. He switched to a clean condom while he kept his eyes locked on me, a warning in his eyes. The warning that if I wasn't willing to take it, I should probably bail.
But then I caught Natalie's blissed out face. I'd never been fucked like that, even by the guys who called themselves rough.
And hell, Matt was doing it one-handed.
"You ready, cutie-pie?"
"I don't know," I said, edging closer. I looked around; there were others outside now, watching us. They must have heard Natalie wailing. "I've never... been fucked like that."
I pulled my skirt up to my waist and pushed myself up onto the table, facing him. He finished rolling the condom up onto his absurdly large cock, put a hand on my shoulder, and pushed me down onto my back.
"Well we're about to find out, aren't we?" he said.
I sighed as I felt his finger slide around against my slit. "You're pretty wet for someone who hasn't been touched yet tonight," he said, his voice somewhat mocking. "Did watching your girlfriend get fucked like an animal turn you on? Or was it putting your finger in my ass that did that?"
I rolled my lips into my mouth. He pinched my clit once, firmly, then again hard, and I gasped.
"Well?"
"Both," I said.
He slid inside me hard and fast, knocking the wind out of me. He was way too big, and I was nowhere near ready. It hurt.
But it hurt so good.
I'd never been filled in a way that I felt like I was all the way full. I relished the feeling, relished the discomfort. Matt grabbed both of my legs under my knees and pounded me until I felt like I couldn't feel anything at all.
I let my eyes fall shut, listening to the sounds of his grunts and his breathing. His cock was pistoning in and out of me fast and hard, and his fingers were pressing into the skin of my leg.
Suddenly, with the subtle shift of his hips, my eyes flew open and I exploded around him. Distantly, I heard him laugh and say something, but the only thing I was experiencing was the sheer ecstasy, the absolute highest high I'd ever felt. It surprised me by coming out of nowhere and lasting what felt like forever.
Then Matt rolled me onto my side, pulled my legs out straight in front of me but slightly staggered on top of each other, and held onto my top hip as he continued to thrust.
It was a new position for me, being twisted and on my side like that, but sweet mercy was it good. Something about the way my legs were positioned made my muscles tighten up around him, and I felt myself building towards another orgasm.
"Oh shit," I whispered.
"You're gonna cum again, aren't you, cutie-pie?"
I whimpered and nodded, letting my eyes close again.
"Can you wait? Wait just a second for me, okay?" he adjusted again, pulling me slightly closer to him so he could angle my hips a little differently. When he started thrusting again, I think my vision went out.
"Sweet jesus fucking shit holy balls--"
"Don't you fucking tap out on me too bitch," he shouted, and sped up.
But it was too late for me. The angle of my hips and the way my legs were crossed over each other forced another orgasm out of me, and I cried in relief, and then cried harder as he continued, undeterred, until I weakly lifted my hand and tried to take hold of his wrist.
He sighed, but got the message, and pulled out of me. I couldn't move. Someone helped roll me up and off the table.
"Come on," Natalie whispered to me as she caught my elbow. "Let's go take a bath."
The last I saw of Matt Greenwood before I walked away that night, he had Mimi bent over the table, his hand around her fire-red ponytail, biting his lip as sweat rolled down his face.
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6. Desperation


Mark

He'd warned me the day was coming, and that I'd need to be strong enough to deal with it.
"When you're playing a long-term game like this... and you have a little girl like her... she will break. Remember, she's never done this before."
The past few days with Sophie had been intense, but fulfilling. I was brought back to the days before we started dating, when I felt like I couldn't get enough of teasing her, when I felt like I was in control of the flirting, and when I felt like she wasn't trying to drag something out of me. Instead of feeling run ragged or stressed out, I felt in control, and on top of the world. Every little kiss, every gentle touch, every affectionate glace meant more than it had before. It was a little secret we shared that knocked up the intensity of everything that went on between us.
One morning she was making coffee and hadn't heard me come up behind her. I whispered in her ear, "Hey beautiful," and trailed a finger down her neck, and her knees nearly gave out. I barely caught her before she hit the ground. She looked at me with such affection and surprise.
Another moment, a few days later. She had this dazed, tired look on her face, and I knew she was feeling desperately needy again. We were sitting on the couch together, and I pulled her knees up so her legs were crossed over mine. Yes, right in front of everyone. We were getting married in five days, after all. I could get away with it without someone trying to stab me, and I was going to enjoy it. She bit her lip, embarrassed, and covered her face with her hands.
The others laughed and gently teased her, but I just smiled at her, and gave her a little kiss. Of course, I was the only one who knew why Sophie was so embarrassed. I was the only one who knew she melted into my arms at night, begging me to let her out of her chastity belt.
Well. And Reuben, but he would never say anything. And Alex, her clairvoyant best friend.
As it turned out, Alex had zero sympathy for Sophie. She seemed to think the whole thing was hilarious. "You would already be married by now if you had listened to me," she said one evening, her low, thick russian accent cutting through Sophie's higher octave. "I told you to talk to him. I told you he liked you. But no, you 'weren't his type.' But don't trust a woman who can read minds." She rolled her eyes.
I laughed and kissed Sophie on the neck. She sighed dramatically and dropped her face into my shoulder.
One of my favorite parts of the evenings was walking her upstairs and taking her out of her belt every night to take a bath. I'd pour her some warm water and sit behind her on the edge of the tub and wash her back and her hair while she stubbornly kept her swim top on. She tried once to get away with touching herself while she bent her leg up and shaved her leg, wrapping her hand underneath to get to her pussy.
That had resulted in me pulling her up by her hair, giving her a few firm swats on her perfect ass, and watching her closely as she finished her shave.
Locking her back up was always a feat. the first few nights, she whined and complained and whimpered and begged, and then eventually she gave up, knowing it was just making me harder watching her beg for me. She suffered in as much silence as could be expected for a horny little girl who could barely think straight and hadn't had a real orgasm for several days.
I'll admit I was having a blast torturing her. Teasing her before we were dating was fun too, but now it was even better. I'd cuff her hands to her bed, or to the corner of her desk, and kiss her, brush my fingers across her skin, get so damn close to that spot she wanted me to touch, but never touch her, and then lock her back up in that belt, keeping her hot and wet and ready for me for when it was time to take her.
Reuben had insinuated something like this would happen when I did this, and that it would be more than just sexual. "The control you'll feel over her seeps into other places of your life," he said. And he was right; I felt like I could take over the world just by putting my girl in a chastity belt. And I'd never felt that before in my life.
It was exactly a week after I'd locked Sophie and her pretty pussy up in my belt. Every night I climbed into bed fantasizing about the day I'd unlock that belt, flip her over, and thrust deep into her sweet, wet, hot cunt. She was sensitive, horny, and desperate, and I was going to enjoy every minute of it.
Then the day came. The day Weston warned me about.
It was almost two in the morning, and I was just drifting off to sleep when I heard a click, and sensed my door opening.
I'd given Sophie a key months ago, because she'd been plagued with nightmares. I'd made her promise that if she'd ever had a nightmare, she would come into my room and wake me up so I could comfort her. She'd only done it twice so far, and hadn't used her key that often during waking hours.
I rolled over and stretched, rubbing my eyes and trying to focus on her. She was wrapped up in her bathrobe and clutching her arms tightly around herself.
I opened my arms to her and she crawled into my bed.
It would be so easy, I thought. So easy to take that key from around my neck, unlock her, and satisfy both of us. So easy to let her fall asleep naked and sated, pressed against my body. My cock throbbed at the thought.
But we had two. Damn. Days. And I was going to see this through just on the principle of the matter.
Sophie climbed into bed and curled herself around me, and I could feel her shivering and shaking. Her face was wet and my shirt was instantly soaked with her tears.
Shit. This was a bit more intense than I'd expected.
"Baby?"
"Please, Mark. I can't. I can't do this anymore. I won't... I won't ask you to touch me. But please."
I sighed. Don't do it, don't do it, don't do it...
She lifted her face and kissed my neck. I groaned. There was no better feeling than her lips on my body.
"Mark please."
"Baby. Two days."
"Mercy," she whispered.
Her warning word. The word that changed things.
It wasn't a safeword. It wasn't her calling it off. It was a genuine beg for help, her telling me she couldn't keep this up if I didn't change something.
I rolled her onto her back and kissed her neck. "Okay, baby. I'll give you mercy. Do you trust me?"
"Yes. Please." She whimpered and cried a little more. It wasn't a sexy sweet cry. It was pure desperation and torture. "Just... make it stop."
I tried to hide my smirk of pleasure, but the fact that she'd barely made it a week without an orgasm was hilarious, and halfway thrilling. I was going to relish that high sex drive two days from now.
"Stay," I whispered, and reached over to my bedside table where I kept the cuffs inside my drawer.
I pulled them out and she didn't make a sound. She saw them, but seemed to not care. She just laid there, silently pleading for her torture to stop.
I cuffed her wrists around my bedposts. Damn, that was a beautiful thing to look at. I took a moment to relish the view of Sophie cuffed to my bed.
Mercy.
I fingered the key hanging from the chain around my neck, and lifted it off, unlocking the belt. She let out a single tiny whimper at the release of the thing.
I pulled the straps of the belt back from her skin. Poor thing had a slight imprint where the leather had pressed into her. Just a slight one, though. I hadn't made it too tight. I made sure of it.
The past week of torturing her, combined with the smell of her juices running down her legs and the look in her eye was enough to make me lose it.
It would be so easy to lower my face into her and make her come on my tongue. She'd feel some relief and be able to sleep, and I'd get another taste of that rich, tangy sweetness that I'd been dying to lap up. My mouth watered as I stared at my prize; her clit was engorged and peeking out from under its hood, and I could see the subtle quivers in her muscles, begging for release.
"You're going to question your priorities. You're going to question what you want."
Reuben's voice of reason came back to me right before I dropped my face into her soaking wet cunt.
"You have to remember, it's not about what you want. It's about following through with what you promised. If she can't trust you to do as you say, she will never submit to you."
I groaned.
"You have to decide what you want more... pleasure in the moment? Or control and satisfaction long-term."
"Damn it."
I pulled myself away from her and reached back to the bedside table, where I pulled out the little tube of cream Reuben had given me. I also had a few rubber gloves, and Sophie's smallest dildo stashed in there.
I'd laughed when I saw her collection of toys for the first time; and I'd thoroughly enjoyed teasing her for them. One of her dildos was only an inch in diameter, and maybe four inches long. A starter dildo, maybe? Her other ones were average, but I wasn't sure about the story of the tiny one.
I pulled the glove on, squeezed out some of the cream, and coated the tiny dildo with it.
"Mark, what... what is that?"
"Your mercy, baby." I leaned forward and kissed her plump, sweet lips.
"What is it... Mark?"
"You trust me, right Sophie?" I whispered. I edged closer to her, using my clean hand to bend her knees up on either side of her.
She nodded, looking so exhausted. She didn't even react to being spread open for me.
"I need you to tell me something," I said, hesitating. A question had been brewing in the back of my mind, the words unclear, the concepts vague. Somehow, the situation clarified it.
I asked her, "Why is it you were so dead set on me fucking you before our wedding?"
She bit her lip and looked away.
"Sophie, you need to tell me right now. I mean it."
She took a deep, slow breath, and let it out. Be patient, I thought. She's trying. A minute later, she finally answered.
"I'm not... I don't deserve... to be... I don't know, Mark. I can't...." Big sad tears rolled down her face. "I can't explain. I'm not... I don't deserve the promise you made me. I'm already... fucked." She closed her eyes, and a miserable weight settled over her expression.
Oh hell. I felt my eyes burn at her sadness. She was letting me see how broken she felt. How dirty and used she felt.
And I realized, if I fucked her right now, like I so desperately wanted to, I was just confirming that belief. I had no choice but to wait, because that's what she needed, even though that wasn't what she wanted.
"What are you talking about, baby? That's not true. You deserve the world." I kissed both of her knees.
"I'm not... good enough," she whispered. "I'm not pure, it doesn't matter." Or maybe she didn't whisper it. Maybe she just mouthed it.
Being half-deaf, I'd learned to read lips. Sometimes I wasn't sure if she said something out loud or not, but she'd still said it, and I would honor it as such.
"Sophie, you deserve to be honored more than any woman I've ever met. And you better damn well believe I'm going to do so, whether you like it or not."
I looked from her to the dildo covered in cream.
"Here's your mercy, baby." I brushed the tip of it against her clit, letting a large dollop sit on it, and then slid the pink plastic cock inside her.
"Oh," she shivered, and I watched her pussy flex and flutter as she had the tiniest bit of relief, for the quickest few moments.
It only took a few seconds for her to realize what that cream was doing to her. I watched her hump and squeeze the dildo, and then her eyes shot open and she looked at me. "What... what is... Mark?"
I pulled the dildo out and set it aside, wrapping it up in a washcloth. Gently, I used my gloved hand to stroke the skin around her pussy that was still untouched, letting the cream work it's magic. I wished I could feel her while I did it, but then I'd end up with a numb hand.
"Mark, what did you do," she sighed, her eyelids drooping.
"It's just numbing cream, baby. So you can sleep." I leaned forward and kissed her nose. Some of the desperation had already melted off her expression. I pulled the glove off, got a fresh washcloth dipped in warm water, and patted the excess off her. Then I re-buckled the belt and locked it shut, putting the key back around my neck.
Sophie was almost asleep from the relief. I helped her to her feet and walked her back to her room, tucking her into bed.
"Mark," she whispered.
"Yeah baby," I said, stealing another kiss before I left.
"Thank you." And then she was out.
I watched her sleep for a moment or two, and then snuck back into my own room. I stared at the wet spot left on my sheet from her pussy. I glanced at the tube of numbing cream on my bedside table, considering taking a dose of my own medicine, but knowing it would do little to no good. Then I laid down and tried to get a few more hours of sleep before I had to be at the garage.
That night, I dreamed of Sophie's lips around my cock, edging me, teasing me, not letting me come. I woke up at ten minutes to six when my alarm went off, rock hard and right on the edge of exploding.
I sighed. I guess Karma really is a bitch.
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7. Consummation


Sophie

"Sophie, you come out right now or I'll break the damn door down."
I was standing in the bathroom looking at myself in the mirror. The pretty white negligee that Alex had helped me pick out hung delicately on my figure, showing off my breasts and framing them with lace. The piece was short, and I wore a lace panty under it that rode too high on my cheeks.
That was on purpose, though, because I knew what he liked, and had bought a size smaller than I needed.
My hair was down, and had grown out a little and was almost to my shoulders. I debated putting it in a ponytail, but I'd just finished smoothing it down...
"Sophie, baby, come on, you're killing me."
"I'm almost ready," I murmured. Why was it so hard to walk out of the bathroom tonight? My swimsuit was more revealing than this.
"You're perfect, baby."
Mark had taken the chastity belt off and sent me to the bathroom to shower, knowing I wouldn't touch myself right before we had sex. I had shaved and put lotion on my skin, and put on this stupid lingerie, and now I felt like I couldn't leave the room.
Why? I'd been all over him for the past few days. I literally begged him to fuck me. Why was I feeling so... what was I feeling, anyway? I couldn't even describe it.
The bathroom door clicked and it opened, and I whirled around. "Mark," I mumbled. He held a bobby pin in his hand.
How did he even know how to open a door with a bobby pin?
His gaze swept over me, and his eyes darkened. "Why are you in here hiding from me, baby? Look how pretty you are? Fuck..." He set the bobby pin on the counter and reached out for my hand, and pulled me out of the bathroom.
Seeing his reaction helped me relax a little bit. I bit my lip and looked down. It was a really pretty piece. Classy and not too slutty.
"Sophie Baker..." Mark said softly. I looked up at him and grinned. "That's got a hell of a nice ring to it, doesn't it sweetheart?"
I nodded. "I like it. I'm..." I choked, feeling my eyes well up. "I'm so happy."
"Oh yeah?" He held my cheeks in his hands.
"I'm happy I'm yours."
He pursed his lips for a moment, and then his tongue slid out as he wet them. "Yeah... you are, aren't you?" His eyes dropped to my chest, then lower, and he studied me. "My pretty wife." He stepped closer to me and kissed my cheeks, and my forehead, and my nose, and then my lips, very softly.
I could feel tension radiating off him. He was like a tightly-coiled spring, barely holding back.
"Baby..." he whispered against my lips. "You okay?"
I nodded.
"You change your mind? About what you want? It's okay if you have, sweet girl, I'll take care of you."
"No," I whispered. I opened my mouth, forcing myself to speak as best I could, stammering like a fool. "I want-- I want you... to... I want to--belong to you," I choked out. My tongue felt like a foreign object in my mouth, like I couldn't control it.
"You do belong to me, baby girl," Mark said softly, stroking my cheek.
"I want to... feel that."
There was a difference between knowing something, and feeling something. I knew in my head he loved me. I knew in my heart he wanted me.
I wanted to feel it.
"I'm going to prove it to you, okay, Soph? I'm going to make sure you know who you belong to. I'm going to make you feel it, make you believe it."
I felt myself smile, and the pressure in my chest and shoulders fell off of me. He looked at me with assurance, and I felt calm.
"This is really pretty," he whispered gently, letting one finger trail down the strap of my outfit. His fingers brushed gently over my skin, leaving a trail of goosebumps behind.
"You like it?"
"Yeah..." his voice turned serious and his gaze hardened. "Take it off."
Take it off. A simple order, but I hesitated. Mark had seen me in my swimsuit, but never completely naked. And I knew he thought I was pretty, but I wasn't exactly a model. I was a little fat, and self-conscious about it.
I reached my hand up to the strap of the nightgown, tugging on it, but hesitating to take it off. I'd imagined him going animal on me and just shoving me onto the bed, not bothering with the nightgown. Or him taking it off of me. But I'd never imagined him making me take it off myself. It was incredibly difficult.
"Baby," his tone was serious but had a hint of playfulness to it. "If I take it off, you'll never be able to wear it again. And I really like it... so take off. Right now. Come on, I want to see you. I want to see what's mine... there you go... good girl."
I edged the straps down my shoulders at his words, and let it drop, crossing my wrists in front of my stomach and trying to hide myself with my arms.
"Are you hiding from me?"
I shook my head, feeling my face and neck start to heat up. Mark was staring at me, and I was naked. Oh my god.
My eyes dropped to his hips. His hands were hanging by his side, and his fingers twitched. I eyed the bulge in his pants. It looked... more intimidating than normal.
"Take the rest off, Sophie."
My thumbs slid under the panty and I wiggled them down, and stepped out of them. Somehow, that was easier, because he'd already seen me there... but then, standing in front of him completely naked made me feel lightheaded, and I could feel every inch of my exposed body.
Mark sighed, and his eyes trailed over me, slowly looking me up and down, up and down. I started to shrink under his gaze, intimidated. He wasn't doing anything, just staring at me, looking at my body. His gaze was intense but his expression was mostly blank. I found myself deflating, and suddenly worried that I wasn't what he'd hoped for, or what he expected. That was supid, right? He loved me and I knew he wanted me. So why wasn't he doing anything?
He swallowed hard and let out a shuddering breath, then took a step closer to me. He put a single finger under my chin and forced me to look him in the eyes.
My eyes stung. I was pretty sure I was going to cry tonight, if only from relief, but I didn't think it would be so soon.
"So pretty," he whispered. He dipped in and I angled my head to kiss him, but he held his mouth just far enough away from my lips that I couldn't reach. I let out a pitiful sound and he smirked. Then he moved his lips to my ear.
His voice was tender, almost affectionate. "Get on your knees."
I melted under his words. I'd dreamed of him telling me to do this, making me do this. My knees bent and I found myself on the ground on a pillow Mark had placed on the ground.
He'd grabbed me a pillow. He'd taken a pillow from the bed and set it on the ground for me, so I wouldn't hurt.
That was what made me cry. I felt myself slipping into that quiet, fuzzy place in my head where I was little, and taken care of, and protected, and loved. Because today, right now, the man I loved more than anyone in the whole world needed me to serve him, but he had gone out of his way to take care of me while I did it.
Rodney never gave me a pillow. Rodney never held my hand and helped guide me to the ground so I wouldn't hurt myself. Rodney never brushed my hair delicately off my face and traced my lips with his thumb, brushing away my tears.
But Mark did. Mark was a man I would willingly go to my knees for.
Mark's hands shook as he unbuttoned his dress pants, and he sighed in relief as he reached into his boxers and pulled out his dick.
"Baby girl," he said, and his voice had a twinge of the desperation I'd felt all week long, locked up for him. I knew the look in his eyes; the ache and the need to be touched, the need for relief.
He had a beautiful cock; not too long, but with a thick vein going down the bottom. But he was thick. He was perfect. I felt my mouth water at the sight in front of me. My handsome man was holding his cock in his hand, needing my mouth.
Mark groaned and came closer to me, his erection bobbing in my face. "Sophie, baby, I can't... please, open up for me..."
"Oh," I whispered. I hadn't realized he was waiting for me. My mouth opened and I leaned forward just enough to catch the head between my lips.
Mark swore. I sighed, and my eyes fluttered at the feeling of him, fighting to open my mouth wider to take more of him in. He was hot, and I tasted the sweet savory drop of precum that leaked onto my tongue.
He was thicker than I'd realized. That's going to feel really good, I thought. In the back of my mind somewhere, I acknowledged the fact that it would also probably really hurt. He was bigger than my toy that I'd always used. But I lost track of my own thoughts when I looked up at his face and watched his expression melt into ecstasy.
Watching him was enchanting. I sucked harder, feeling him pulse against my lips and tongue. His eyes widened and he moaned. Oh, I would do almost anything to hear him make that sound again. My tongue swirled around him, flicking the crown and massaging under the head.
"Baby, Sophie," he murmured, and he reached for me. I felt his fingers clench in my hair so little prickles of pain burned my scalp. I met his eyes as he pulled my face into his crotch, and his dick hit the back of my throat, making me choke and gag. My eyes watered but I kept my eyes on his expression, and watched him fall apart above me.
"Shit!" he jerked away, wrenching himself out of my mouth. A long trail of spit connected us, and eventually broke, slapping against my chest. I caught my breath.
"Get up," he growled, his voice strained. He caught me under my arms and helped me to my feet. "Come here, get up. Turn around." Mark shoved me against the bed, and I shivered as I felt his hands squeezing at my ass and hips. He stood directly behind me, and I could feel the hair on his legs tickling the backs of my thighs.
"You almost made me lose it, baby. We're not doing that. Not until I get the chance to fuck you."
He moved one of my legs with his hands, bending my knees one at a time so I was crouched on the bed. He paused behind me, and I closed my eyes, listening to his ragged breathing, trying to stay calm. The back of my neck felt hot.
Mark's finger traced my slit gently, and I gasped and let out a shaky moan as he dipped into my wetness.
"You okay, baby?" his voice was strained.
I nodded. I couldn't talk. I could barely breathe. Please, I kept thinking to myself. It was the only word running through my head. Please, please, please.
I felt the head of his dick press against me, and then he grabbed my hips, and shoved inside.
I cried out, feeling the burn and the piercing pain of something far bigger than I'd ever used before invading my body. A hot flash of something went through me, and my arms buckled under me as I fell face first into the mattress.
I could hear Mark behind me, grunting and swearing, holding my hips too tightly, his nails biting into my skin. He pulled me back against him roughly, and another hot flash of pleasure shot through my body. I felt like I was going to explode any minute.
"Sophie," he growled, and shifted behind me, and then I felt his arm snake around my waist and up to my face. He pulled me up and held my chin firmly with his hand. I could feel his chest pressed against my back, like he was holding me tight against him in a hug...
Only he was inside me.
I clenched around him.
He swore again, dropping his head and catching my neck with his teeth. He bit me, and sucked hard at the bite, thrusting deeper and deeper into me in a way that I still couldn't understand.
"Open your eyes, baby," he growled into my ear. "Open!" he shouted.
My eyes flew open. Across from us was the mirror of my nightstand. My eyes widened and I gasped as I took in the sight of Mark buried inside my body, holding me close.
"You remember this," he whispered, his voice hoarse. "You remember this, and you remember every day, for the rest of your life... you. Belong. To me," he growled out, enunciating his words with a few final, rough thrusts. "You. Are. Mine."
At his words, my whole body caught fire, and burned, and burned. I saw fireworks behind my eyes, and my brain went all staticy, and then I felt like I was sinking down into the deepest parts of the ocean, and nothing mattered but basking in the pleasure of Mark's sweat and skin.
It could have lasted an hour, or been just a moment in time, but the next thing I knew, Mark shouted, pulled out of me, roughly flipped me on my back, and fisted his cock as he jerked off onto my body. I laid back and watched the ropes of hot cum explode from him, hitting my body and spilling onto my skin.
I couldn't move. I could barely breathe. I just laid there and watched him, watched his face, watched the relief in his expression as his eyes flared when he finished.
He dropped his head, breathing hard. He let go of his cock.
"Sophie," he whispered.
I didn't answer. I couldn't. I closed my eyes and floated.
"Baby. Sweetheart." He climbed onto the bed beside me and brushed my hair out of my face. "You okay baby girl?"
"Aah," I sighed, unable to move. I felt a smile on my lips. I giggled. I opened my eyes.
Mark was laying on his side tucked up against me, letting his fingers run across my face. They were damp. Was I crying? Probably.
I love you, I tried to say, but I think I just moaned.
"Fuck are you gorgeous covered in my cum," he whispered.
We laid there for a few minutes, trying to figure out what dimension we just emerged from. Finally I lifted a hand and touched his cheek. He was propped up on his elbow, his eyes darting up and down my body.
He smiled his sweet, sexy smile that I loved so much, and turned his face and kissed my hand, catching my finger between his teeth and then kissing them lightly. He let his arm down and settled beside me, and caught a piece of hair that had fallen across my face and moved it out of the way.
"Talk to me, baby. You okay?"
I nodded. I couldn't talk yet. I was still floating. I felt like I wasn't even inside my body, like my body didn't even exist anymore. I looked down and saw the white slightly translucent mess covering my breasts and tummy.
Well. That was the dirtiest thing I'd ever seen in my life.
I reached down to catch some that was dripping down the side of my tummy towards the sheets, scooping up a little blob on my finger.
"Hold on, let me get a washcloth," he said, and stood up, walking briskly towards the linen closet.
I watched him go. He wasn't looking so... I popped my finger into my mouth.
I let out another one of those stupid, embarrassing moans as the taste hit my tongue. It was a weird texture, but slightly sweet, a little salty, and all Mark... and I wanted more. Without thinking, I dropped my hand back down to where most of it sat on my tummy, scooping up another big finger-full, and brought it to my lips.
I heard a hiss of his breath, and my eyes flew up to Mark's face. He was holding a washcloth, but was staring at me. A few drops of water escaped from the cloth, splashing on the floor. He didn't notice. He tossed the washcloth onto the counter beside him, and walked slowly towards me.
"Sophie, baby... you like that?"
I felt my face heat up and I pulled my finger out of my mouth.
"You like the taste of my cum, baby?"
I was caught red-handed, so I just nodded.
He smirked. I loved, and hated, when he did that. Because over the past week it meant he was going to torture me. But I loved his sin.
I tried to watch him as he came around the side of the bed behind me, but I couldn't see him as he got behind me. I tried to sit up but he put a hand on my shoulder and pushed me back down. "Stay," he said, then he knelt down and whispered against my ear, "We are nowhere near done."
Sweet Jesus. Could I take any more?
With the cold slice of handcuffs around my wrists, I realized I didn't have a choice. I squirmed on the bed, curious what he would do.
Hands cuffed around the bed frame, I watched as Mark walked back in my line of sight and took off the clothes he hadn't gotten to. He'd pulled his dick out so I could suck it and so he could fuck me, and he'd managed to unbotton his shirt, but that was it. I watched as he stripped down to nothing, my brain trying to catch every detail of his body as he removed his tie, then his shirt, and then his pants, showing off toned muscles covered in his beautiful tattoos, and his muscular legs.
He climbed onto the bed and straddled me, letting his dick sit on top of my hips. I couldn't take my eyes off it, or him.
I had a sudden burst of shock come out of nowhere.
Mark Baker was my husband. He married me. The man I'd yearned over and adored for over three years had married me, fucked me, and now he was sitting on my hips, my body covered in his cum.
I sighed and let my eyes flutter closed at the enormity of the situation.
My whole life, for as long as I could remember, I'd struggled to enjoy the good parts. Because every time a good part came up, a bad part would follow. I'd always told my friends that my life felt like a rollercoaster, and I could never enjoy the flat parts, because I was always anxious about the ups and downs that were on their way.
But tonight, laying here with the man I loved more than anything, I felt like I was finally done with the ride, and I was just coasting.
I felt his finger drag down my body and scoop up some of his cum. "Sophie," he whispered in a sing-song voice. "Open up, baby girl. You going to help me clean up this mess?"
I opened my eyes and my mouth and took his finger in my mouth eagerly, relishing the taste as I licked and sucked until it was clean. I watched his eyes glow fiercely as I did so, and a little at a time, his cock began to harden again.
"You like watching me get hard for you, baby?"
I nodded. I could feel my body start to heat up again, which was amazing considering how hard I'd just come earlier.
"You think I should do something about it?"
I nodded again.
"I don't know, baby..." he shrugged. "It's been a long day. Maybe it's time to go to bed."
I tried to fight the tears that welled up in my eyes at the thought. Maybe he was right; it had been a long day, and I was super emotional. I knew he was messing with me, but fuck if I didn't want him inside me again.
"Oh baby..." he leaned forward and kissed my face, whisking my tears away. "You know I'm kidding, right? I'm going to fuck you tonight until you beg me to stop."
I could hear the smile in his voice. My eyes opened as Mark kissed his way down my neck and started sucking at biting my nipples. He squeezed and pulled and kissed, and then held them both firm as he bit them, leaving little bite marks on each of my breasts. The cuffs around my wrists forced my hands to stay above my head, and I tugged at the restraints as he bit me again.
"Is this what you thought it would be," he murmured against my skin.
"No," I whispered.
"No?"
"No. it's way better."
He smiled, kissed the spot between my breasts, and then right under my belly button, and then right at the edge of my hips, and the tip of my pubic bone... oh hell, he was going to...
Now that was something nobody had ever done before. I flushed at the idea of his tongue in such a secret place. I'd craved it since I knew it was even a thing, but the closest we'd ever gotten was when he had kissed my legs while I'd worn those sinfully short jean shorts that day before our wedding. Now, Mark was nibbling and kissing his way down my legs, gently spreading them wide so he could get to me.
He peered up at me, crouched between my legs. "Baby?"
"Yeah," I whispered.
"I love you."
I felt my stomach flip at the words. How could I still have such a strong reaction to him telling me that? Maybe it helped that he was about to lick my pussy.



"I love y--Oh!" the feeling of his tongue pressing into me and pulling all the way up to the edge of my clit made my head spin. Mark didn't waste time - he locked his lips around my clit and began sucking and rubbing his tongue against it. Immediately, my legs twitched and jerked at the intensity, and a few moments later I came again, gasping at the severe explosion of pleasure that racked my body.
Only Mark didn't stop.
It felt amazing for another few moments, and then, suddenly, it was far, far too intense. I felt myself cry out, and then I screamed. His tongue was rough and strong against me, and I couldn't stop shaking and quivering. Mark pushed his hands down against my thighs, pushing my legs down into the bed so I couldn't move. I had no choice but to take it.
I couldn't speak, I could only cry out. It wasn't that it hurt, it was just way too powerful, and I couldn't wrap my head around the hugeness of the feeling.
I looked him in the eye, silently begging him to stop. He winked and sucked harder.
I fell back onto the bed, squirming and doing everything I could to get him off me, but he was bigger and stronger than me, and I was handcuffed and pinned to the bed.
But, after a few moments of this, something changed. That strange magical heat started bubbling and building up in me again, and I moaned and gasped as it built higher and higher. Finally, as Mark caught my clit between his teeth and bit down just barely, I exploded again, feeling a hot gush of fluid escape my body.
I couldn't remember much after that. Mark thrust himself back inside me and held me by the back of the neck, looking me in the eye as he fucked me as hard as he could. He flipped me over again, spanking my ass a few times until it was red, and did me again from behind. And finally, on my back again, he held me tight with his face pressed against my skin as he pounded me, finally crying out in defeat as he came again. This time, I felt him throb inside me, followed by a burst of his cum.
Mark pulled back off of me, and said something, but I couldn't make it out. I was so far down into the depths of my pleasure and in that dark safe place in my head that nothing made sense. The last thing I remembered was Mark pulling me up off the bed slightly and giving me a cup of water with a straw and making me drink some water, and then collapsing back into the bed to curl up against him while he whispered against my skin, "I love you, baby. I love you. I love you."
The lights went off, and we slept.
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8. Confession


Mark

Waking up curled into Sophie's body was an experience in itself. Her hair was a mess, spread out over her pillow, her legs curled up near her chest, her lips slightly parted and she breathed softly.
I couldn't stop staring at her.
My eyes roamed over her figure, half-hidden by the sheet that was carelessly tossed over her. I studied her body, admiring the way one curve seemed to melt into another. Carefully, so as not to wake her, I let a finger brush delicately across her skin, tracing a line from her breast to her belly, and then back up again.
She was so incredibly soft. I couldn't stop touching her.
At my touch, she sighed in her sleep, tossed her head to the other side, smacked her lips twice, and fell deeper into whatever dream she was having.
That was only fair; it was six in the morning, and we'd had a very long night.
Remembering the night before, I felt myself grow hard, and a smile tugged at my mouth. Sophie was mine in every possible way now, and there wasn't a damn thing anyone could do about it. Everyone knew it. Everyone respected it and acknowledged it. There was weight to that, and I really liked it. I liked the fact that when we got back from our honeymoon, I'd walk back into church with Sophie on my arm, and everyone would know that I owned her heart, and her body.
Sophie sighed in her sleep again, and shifted herself closer to me so her sinful ass was pressed against my hips. I hissed in pleasure at the sight of my cock laying between her cheeks.
One day, I'd take her ass. I could wait, I could work her up to it. It would be worth it. And I'd make damn sure she would enjoy it.
In the meantime, I was going to enjoy the shit out of her other two fuckable holes.
I reached behind me and grabbed my phone, pulling up the camera app, and putting the phone in front of us on the nightstand. I propped it up so it would record her face as she woke up. I wanted to keep this video for later, because last night the sounds and expressions she'd made last night were too precious.
Plus, it meant I could make her watch it later while I played with her, which would totally humiliate the shit out of her. And I loved my embarrassed little girl as much as I loved my horny crazy kitten.
Phone set up and recording, I pulled myself in tighter to her, moved her hair off her neck, and started gently kissing her neck and shoulder while I played with her nipple, just lightly brushing it enough to get her blood flowing. She sighed in her sleep, then moaned when I tweaked her nipple a little harder. In the phone screen, I watched her eyes as they slowly fluttered open, and she became aware of her surroundings.
She looked down at my hand on her breast and a shy smile spread across her face. She bit her lip, and lay her head down and closed her eyes again, moving her hips subtly and losing herself to the sensation. Her face was utter joy and pleasure.
I trailed my hand down out of the camera's range. When my finger brushed against her soaking wet slit, her eyes shot open again and she moaned.
Then she caught sight of the camera. "Oh, no," she whipped her head around to look at me, but I caught her hair with my other hand and held her still, whispering in her ear.
"Look straight ahead, baby," I nibbled on her ear lobe a little as I fingered her. She was squirming a little, but she shuddered as I brushed her clit. Fuck she was sensitive after a week of chastity and teasing.
"Mark," she whined. Her little girl voice was quieter and I could tell she was embarrassed.
"Sophie. Turn around and look straight ahead, baby, I want you to watch yourself cum. Can you do that for me, sweet girl?"
She whimpered again, but bit her lip and tried to look straight ahead as I played with her clit. I watched her chest rise and fall, faster and faster, her moans and whimpers getting more and more desperate as I got her closer to her orgasm. Then her eyes shot wide, and right before she came, I pulled away.
"Hngh," she squeezed her eyes shut. "No... please..."
"Hush, baby. Take it, okay?"
I edged her a few more times, and every time she lost herself a little more, until she was grinding, writhing, and moaning for me to let her cum. God I loved hearing her beg. Her breath got all soft and breathy, like she couldn't quite get up the energy to speak.
"I'll let you cum, okay baby? But you have to do something for me first."
"Okay," she said, her voice shaking. "Please..."
"You need to keep your eyes open and look in the camera the whole time, okay?"
She closed her eyes and nodded.
"Open eyes, baby. I want to watch this later." I let go of her, and adjusted my position so she stayed on her side, and I had her leg looped over my back. I ate her pussy slowly, building her up again until she was close, and then listened to her fall apart for me, begging and whimpering like a good little slut. Right as she started to cum, I spread her ass cheeks wide so I could watch her little perfect asshole flutter, begging for some attention.
I didn't touch, though. Not yet. Not today.
She was still coming down from her orgasm when I flipped her on her stomach and slid into her soaking wet cunt. Fuck but she was tight as hell. I wasn't a huge guy, but I could feel her struggle to stretch around me.
I pulled her arms up behind her back and pounded her into the mattress until she started babbling, which was something I learned she did when she was having a really powerful orgasm. Mindless streams of words and expletives, breathy and high-pitched, and just barely loud enough to hear, barely coherent enough for me to understand them.
"Oh Mark, fuck, oh, please, yes oh God, fuck, oh daddy..."
Watching her let go and fall apart on me was the best damn thing I'd ever seen.
Right before I came, I flipped her over, put my thumb in her mouth to pry it open, and jacked off on her face and lips. I missed her mouth for most of it, but she caught some. I watched her swallow with a wide-eyed, dazed expression, and then lift her head to try to catch me and pull me into her mouth. She stuck her tongue out to reach and she licked the crown, sighing in relief as she dropped her head back onto the bed.
I scooped up the cum on her face and fed it to her, and she smiled around my fingers, sucking so prettily.
Fuck, being married was awesome.
I forgot about the video until I rolled back over behind her and spooned her again, catching our image on the screen. She gasped and pushed her head into the pillow to hide her face. I couldn't help but laugh. She was so cute when she was shy. Made me want to fuck her up again just to see if I could get her to blush and let out another stream of nonsense.
"Aww, look how cute we are, baby," I said.
She whimpered.
I laughed and grabbed the phone, turning off the recording, and immediately uploaded it to my cloud storage. I needed to delete the footage off my phone in case anyone ever got their hands on it, but I wanted to be able to go back and watch the video again when I wanted to.
"Mark," she said quietly.
"Yeah babygirl."
"What are you going to do with that video?" It was just a breath of a question.
"I'm going to watch it when I'm at work thinking about your pretty face when you moan my name."
"Mmmmmm."
"Don't complain, baby."
"But you won't... show anyone, right?"
"Fuck no, you belong to me and nobody else, you understand that?" I may have said it a little more aggressively than I mean, because her eyes widened slightly and she shrank back a little, but she nodded. "Good. I know you do, baby."
"Thank you, Mark." She kissed my chin, and then my cheek, and my neck.
"For what, Soph?"
"For loving me." She snuggled up on my chest and sighed happily.
Yep. Being married was awesome.
"C'mon kitten," I patted her head a few times and she nearly purred against my chest. "We need to shower and hop in the car. I've got things I want to do with you..."
She lifted her head. "Hm... what do you mean?"
"You thought we were staying here for our honeymoon?"
She blinked twice and bit her lip, and nodded.
"No, silly girl. C'mon." I helped her up and guided her to the bathroom with a hand on the small of her back. She kept looking at me funny.
"Where... where are we going?"
"On a little adventure, that's all." I turned the water on and helped her into the shower, adjusting the dual showerheads so we were both under the warm spray.
"Mark?... Where are we... hey, what are you doing," she said, as I grabbed her favorite body wash (okay, my favorite body wash that she only bought because I thought it made her smell like fucking candy) and lathered it up in my hands.
"Taking care of my girl. Hush, be good."
She hushed. She shut up and stood stock still as I started washing her back, her breasts, her tummy, kissing her neck every once in a while as I did so. I squeezed her perfect huge ass as I got down there, massaging and squeezing the cheeks and pulling them apart just a little. Fuck that huge, curvy ass was amazing... Then I started on her hair, soaping it up and conditioning it, and then hugging her against me for a minute while I just felt her skin, felt her body, and tasted her skin. God, all last week of sitting there by the tub and watching her so she woudnl't touch herself had killed me, because I wanted so desperately to do this. I sighed into her neck.
My baby. My sweet, beautiful, loving princess who loved so hard it scared her sometimes. And she was all mine.
I turned her around so I could kiss her and I froze for a second when I saw her face. She had the most miserable expression on her face, her eyes big and red, her lip quivering as she fought to hold back her tears.
"Babygirl.. Sophie, what on earth? Are you okay?"
A few tears rolled down her cheek and she shook a little as she finally let them go. I crushed her against my chest and let her sob, holding on tight as she shook in my arms.
"Baby, please tell me you're okay."
She nodded and squeezed me back.
"I'm worried about you. Why are you crying?"
She shook her head. I pulled back enough to make her look at me. She tilted her face up, resting her chin on my chest. Her eyes were so big, so blue, and she looked so vulnerable in that moment that it hurt. All the shit over the past few years that we'd both been through, and all the shit I knew she'd suffered through without me seemed to swirl around us like a damn storm cloud, and I didn't know how to keep her safe from it all.
"Baby why are you crying," I said again, and I felt like I was begging her. I hated seeing her upset.
"I don't know," she mumbled. "But I love you."
"I love you too, princess."
She pushed her face into my chest and mumbled something.
"What?"
She shook her head, but I could feel her smiling.
"Oh, no, we are not playing this game." I pulled her face up and made her look at me. "What did you say."
She bit her lip again. Damn this woman and her perfect biteable body. I leaned down and nipped at her lips until she released it, and bit it myself. She shrieked.
"Tell me," I said, kissing her.
"Mh-mh."
"No? You're saying no to me?"
Sophie took my body wash from behind me and squeezed some into her hands, and started lathering me up. Her eyes were wide and excited as she gently ran her body over my arms and chest, and she shifted as her fingers trailed down to my hips. Her nipples began to harden as she touched me.
I had to admit, it felt amazing, and I loved watching her eyes widen as she rubbed my body. "Sophie, stop distracting me and tell me what you said."
It was more the principle of the matter now than it was true curiosity. I'm sure it was nothing important, or she would have just said it. But she'd refused, and now I had no choice but to drag it out of her, using whatever means necessary.
But Sophie, as cute and innocent as she looked, had a wickedly stubborn and feisty side, and had a nasty habit of trying to be cute to get out of punishment. And she was quite effective at distractions.
She was also amazing at sucking cock. She dropped to her knees and took me into her mouth, and I lost all sense of time and purpose, and completely forgot that I was trying to get her to confess to me. The only thing I could think about was how absolutely fucking perfect she looked on her knees, water dripping off her, big blue eyes looking up at me with adoration, and her perfect plump velvet lips wrapped around my cock.
"You cockhungry little slut, you want more already?" I gasped while she licked me like an ice cream cone. She bobbed her head and took me all the way down her throat, gagging and choking. She pulled back enough to catch her breath, and then went forward again. I felt her tongue rub up the bottom of my cock and I shivered as she neared the tip, flicking it against the nerve underneath, and then sucking hard on the top, popping her lips off. Her hands rubbed up and down my thighs, and then with one hand she cupped my balls, squeezing just the tiniest bit as she swallowed me down again.
"Jesus Sophie. Come on, make me cum, baby. That's right, just like tha--fuck, yes, Soph, that's a good fucking girl..." I held the back of her head and pushed her farther onto me as I came, shuddering from the intensity of my second orgasm of the day.
When I pulled out of her, she gasped and coughed once, and then smiled shyly at me, one of her shoulders shrugging and tilting like she was waiting for my approval.
"Come here you little sex monster," I laughed, and pulled her to her feet to give her a hug and a kiss.
Fucking hell. Marriage. Was. Awesome.

Sophie

There was something brewing in my heart the morning after my wedding. I wasn't sure what it was, and I didn't really have words for it. Not until Mark pulled me into the shower and started washing my body like it was his new favorite pastime.
Trauma was a bitch. I'd had tons of showers with other people throughout my entire life. Mostly as a little girl, when I was too little to be left alone. Some when I was older, living in foster homes at sixteen and seventeen, trying to finish as quickly as possible because the doors didn't lock. None of them had ever been as pleasant as my shower with Mark. Some of them, actually, had been horrible. I don't even remember the first time I was raped. I was too young.
But when Mark took me into the shower and began adjusting the water, I noticed there were two showerheads. And since he and Jake and Mr. Greenwood had basically designed this house for us, that meant Mark had always planned to shower with me, and that he wanted there to be enough water for us both to be comfortable. And that made me really happy.
And then he started washing me, taking care of me, cleaning me and doing my hair, and I just broke, because it had been a really long time since I'd felt this treasured and taken care of. And I finally figured out what that word was that I was looking for. I woke up with it on the tip of my tongue and now it was trying to spill out. And it scared me.
Daddy.
I'd never called Mark anything other than Mark. He had all kinds of sweet names for me, but I'd never called him any special name, or an honorific, because we'd never really talked about it. We acknowledged we were in a D/s dynamic, but we hadn't really sat down and defined our roles, deciding instead to just allow ourselves to be who we were, and let things naturally run their course. Mostly because I was the kind of person to overthink things. Because I was a socially awkward, introverted, traumatized writer, and that just kind of came with the territory.
Daddy. He's Daddy.
A thousand things ran through my head while he stood behind me, washing my back and kissing my neck while he massaged my conditioner into my scalp. About my adoptive father, and the way he'd refused to let me go to another foster family even when I was bad and broke things on purpose, insisting he wanted to keep me and that he knew I was a good girl, but that I was just scared. About the way he had taught me to use my words to ask for what I want instead of disobeying and being troublesome, and how he was always kind to me, even when he punished me. And about the first time I'd ever not been scared in the shower.
Because there was a day, right after I was dropped off at the Cormon's house, that I got really sick. And my soon-to-be-mom had driven to the pharmacy to pick up some medicine for me, and while she was gone, I threw up all over myself. And my soon-to-be-dad had scooped me up, fully clothed, and dumped me in the shower.
I'd screamed. I'd screamed and kicked and thrown up again, because I was so scared, and I hated showers, because men always did things to me in there that I didn't like.
But Henry Cormon sat on the edge of the bathtub, not even getting in. He gently took my clothes off, washed me, washed my hair, wrapped me in a fluffy towel, and held me on his lap while he blow dried my hair and brushed it until it was silky and smooth. And that was the day I stopped being scared of him.
All of this was still running through my head when Mark turned me around. And I'm sure my face looked horrible, because I was in love with my husband in a whole new way I couldn't yet understand. But also because I missed my father horribly, and was still mourning the fact that he hadn't seen me off to college, hadn't walked me down the aisle, and would never hold his grandchildren.
And I just... broke.
Mark held me until I calmed down, until I could think straight and breathe again.
My face pressed into his skin, I tested out the word, wanting to make sure it felt right in my mouth.
"Daddy," I whispered against him.
It did feel right. I really liked it.
"What?"
I shook my head, smiling. Daddy, I thought again. Daddy, daddy, daddy. Oh yeah that's nice.
"Oh no, we are not playing that game."
You love this game, I thought to myself. Because that means you get to do things to me to force me to talk, and we both know you love it.
Mark attempted to get it out of me, but I wasn't ready to tell him yet, because I wanted to save it for the right moment, when I felt really good about it. I was still reveling in the realization myself. So I effectively distracted him by putting his dick in my mouth, which I was finding was one of my absolute favorite things to do.
Of course, I'd known that I was an oral slut. I just hadn't realized how much of an oral slut. Maybe it was different because it was him. It was daddy.
We finished our shower, and I was about to pull a warm fluffy towel around me, but Mark grabbed me by the waist, holding me against him. I could feel the hard, toned muscles of his chest pressing against my back, and he was already getting hard again, his dick pressing into my ass.
One of his hands slid from my waist up my body, and cupped me ever so gently around my throat.
My eyes went wide and I felt my knees give out. He'd never done that, and holy fuck was it hot. I moaned and he chuckled at my reaction.
"You going to tell me what you said earlier?"
Shit. He wasn't going to let this go. I should have spat it out right then, but I was being stubborn, so I shook my head.
"Okay princess, your funeral." He dragged me roughly to the bed and tossed me on, still soaking wet. I scrambled up from my back and sat up, watching him as he went to the dresser and opened a small drawer, pulling out something small and pink. I couldn't tell what it was, and he turned around and sank to the ground in front of the bed before I got a good look at it. I yelped in surprise as he grabbed my ankles and hauled me to the edge of the mattress.



"Someone hasn't learned her lesson, I guess." He kissed my inner thighs. Then my mound. Then licked all the way down, stopping just short of my clit. He breathed lightly on it, and the heat of his breath washed over me like a kiss, and I squirmed.
He threaded his arms under my hips and held me tight so I couldn't get away.
"Mark..." I whimpered.
"Why don't you tell me what you said earlier, baby?" Another kiss right at the edge of my pussy.
God, how could I already be so wet for him when he already ate me out once today? But I was horny and wet again, desperate for his pleasure. It wasn't my fault he was so good at fucking me.
"Mark--"
"You're going to learn not to say no to me, baby."
"I... I just..." I wanted to say it but I also wanted to wait. I wanted his torture.
I heard a click and a faint buzz, realizing what that pink thing was. I squirmed and tried to get away from him, but it was no use. He was way stronger than me.
Whatever toy it was, he put it right at the edge of my pussy and began pushing it inside. I never used vibrators inside me before, I'd only used one on my clit. This one felt like an egg, oval and small. I let out another strained sound as I felt it slide in, and then, holy mother of evil, it was pulsing ever so gently against my g-spot. The perfect angle, the perfect pressure, the perfect position. But the worst part was, it was on the lowest possible setting, far too low for me to cum. It was just enough to drive me insane.
I absolutely lost my mind. Mark continued licking at my legs, lapping up my cum as it oozed out of me, flicking his tongue against the hood of my clit but never actually touching the damn thing, all while he held me down. I squirmed and thrust my hips, gyrating trying to gain enough friction to orgasm, but I was so far away.
"Mark, please," I cried.
"Fuck baby, this is hot. I should have done this ages ago."
"Please," I cried.
"Tell me what you said. Tell me and I'll put you out of your misery, even though misery looks so good on you, baby girl."
Another flick of his tongue at the entrance of my slit. Then his tongue flicked down behind my pussy, reaching for my asshole. He didn't touch it, but he massaged the spot right above it and I howled. That spot had no right feeling that good.
"Ooh, you like that, don't you baby."
"Shit, oh fuck, please, aah,"
"How about this, do you like this?" I felt a finger dip into my wetness and then brush down to that same spot, making little brushes up and down with the smallest bit of pressure.
"Sweet! Oh no, shit... gah--Daddy please! Oh fuck, daddy..." I turned my head and threw my arm over my face as my voice trailed off, embarrassed that I'd broken.
"That's a yes then."
"Daddy," I whimpered. Why wouldn't he put me out of my misery? He started brushing that spot again. I moaned. "You promised!"
"Huh, what?" he laughed and pulled his hand away, lifting his face from me. He saw my posture and laughed again. "Why are you hiding your face, baby?"
"Daddy," I whispered.
"Ohh," he said, and I could feel his satisfied grin. "Is that what you were saying that you were so embarrassed about."
"Please, daddy, let me cum," I shook.
He laughed and kissed my mound, and then nipped at my inner thigh again, and I squealed at the sharp bite of pain.
Then, like the asshole he was always insisting he was, he pulled the vibrator out. "No."
"Huh?" I said, trying to sit up.
"Stay," he said, and stood. He dropped the vibrator egg in the sink and went into the closet.
"Oh dear," I murmured. He was going to do something else horrible to torture me until I came, I just knew it. Why do I do this to myself, I wondered. I threw my hand over my face again.
"You're so adorable, baby girl," Mark said, and his voice was closer than I expected. He must have returned from the closet while I was still suffering from embarrassment. He leaned over me and kissed the spot right between my breasts, and then my tummy.
Then I felt the worst possible thing. Straps under my legs. He pulled my legs up and wrapped that damn belt around my waist before I knew what was going on.
"No!" I screamed. But it was too late. He'd already pulled the last part between my legs, and pinned me down while he buckled it shut, and then slid the lock into place. I collapsed on the bed, defeated, and let myself cry.
"You promised!"
"I promised I'd put you out of your misery, not that I'd let you cum." He sat down beside me, petting my hair. It was starting to dry, only because the sheets had soaked most of it up while I was on my back being tortured.
"But I'm still misery!" I held his arm, wrapping both my hands around it and squeezing. He liked it when I did that. I felt myself wiggle my hips in frustration, but I couldn't get a single bit of relief.
He just laughed at me, his eyes full of amusement. "You say no to me, I say no to you, sweetheart."
"Please..."
"I love it when you beg, baby. I love it when you're so messed up for me." He trailed one of his fingers across my hips.
I rolled over and wrapped my arms around his waist. "Daddy," I begged. Maybe he would have mercy on me if I was really adorable.
He smiled at me affectionately, like he had all last week when he'd kept me locked up. "Pretty little doll. My cute little kitten. Why were you so shy to call me daddy?"
I shrugged and laid my head on his leg. I didn't want to cry again. I'd cried too much today already and it wasn't even eight o'clock.
"You know you say it all the time, right?"
What? I popped my head up. "Huh?"
He laughed at me. "You've said it before, when you're begging, or when you're coming all over my fingers or my cock," he grinned, his eyes sparkling. "You didn't know?"
I shook my head, unable to speak.
"You say all kinds of things when I'm fucking you, baby," he pulled me into his lap and made me face him. "You say all kinds of filthy, dirty things."
"You're not dirty, though," I whispered, dropping my head against his shoulder. It felt so good to be close to him, to feel his skin, to be unashamed of my need for him. "You're so good to me."
"She says, as she's locked up in my belt again," he mumbled against my skin.
I was aching for him. I was pretty sure it was a headfuck, and that every time he locked me up I'd just get hornier, because of the last nine days. "Will you... will you take it off tonight? Please?"
"Of course I will, baby, I have to fuck you again."
I shifted in his lap, my pussy aching to be filled by him. This was so unfair.
"Now, pack a bag for a week, and then go make us some of my favorite breakfast burritos while I load up the car, okay?" He kissed me on the forehead and smiled at me. I loved his smile so much. He always looked at me like I was special, and important. I kissed him on his cheek, and then on his neck, and then right on the symbol tattooed over his heart. It was a triskelion, but it was made up of roses, thorns, and barbed wire, seamlessly working into his rose-and-barbed-wire sleeve, subtle enough that you'd only know what it was if it was pointed out.
"Okay. Will you tell me where we're going?"
"Nope, it's a surprise. Can you trust daddy to give you a good surprise?"
I grinned, and nodded my head. I felt like my heart would explode because I was so happy.
He was my daddy. All mine. Forever and ever.
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My name was August, but I preferred May.
It was a little early for my journey into manhood, but my family was disgraced. Despite my efforts to change my appearance, I still lived a lie. I had broad shoulders, narrow hips, and a piece of equipment between my legs that I felt no attachment to, or drive to use. Displacement hung over me. My own reflection was a stranger staring back at me.
"You will survive," Father said as I turned my back on my family and entered the forest. By that time, I knew all the tricks to survive; what to eat, how to hunt, find shelter, collect water, and not get eaten by bears or wolves... or worse; speared through by the Chimera.
The Chimera were beautiful, majestic creatures. The girls said they were harmless, and to them, they were. White, golden, or light blue horses, eyes the color of onyx and an ivory spear on their heads who danced and frolicked in the clearings, they exited the forest every year during the Summer Solstice to bless the women who had come of age. Their blessing was their tears, light and shimmery.
The virgins would sit naked in the clearing, the Chimera approaching them with eagerness, placing their heads on their laps. The girls would kiss the tears of the Chimera, and they would be blessed with beauty, wealth, and safety should they ever need to flee and run into the forest to hide.
Chimera did not like the men. We weren't allowed at the blessing, because the Chimera would flee from fear, or spear us through. It wasn't their fault; it was their nature. They couldn't change who and what they were.
And neither could I.
On my second day in the forest, I sat in a clearing with soft grass, plenty of shade, some berries, and a small pond. Was it even worth it to go back into the village? I would emerge a "man," but nothing about me would change.
I could lie. I could fake it, tell everyone I had a change of heart. But how would I live that way?
I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn't notice the creature until the shadow of its spear fell across me.
Looking up into the eyes of my impending death, I felt no fear. Only peace, and an odd relief. Maybe this was a mercy. My death would be my father's social redemption.
I closed my eyes, lifting my head and resting it against the back of the tree, presenting my chest in offering. At least I could face death with dignity.
The creature knelt, a soft whinny on it's lips. It sat beside me, placing its head in my lap.
I lifted my hand and gently stroked its heavy head, softer than silk, its breath warming my leg. Tears burned down my cheeks as I accepted the affection from the only creature in the world who seemed to see past the body I wore.
Eventually, my shaking and my tears exhausted, the creature stood, carefully positioning itself so as not to spear me with its horn. A bright, silver tear emerged from its knowing black eye, rolling down its cheek.
I leaned into the creature, kissing its cheek, the tear washing over my lips. Its blessing was sweet and rich, like chocolate, honey, and peppermint. But it was the honor of the blessing itself that made my heart leap with delight.
When I opened my eyes, the creature turned and pranced off. I lifted my hand to wipe the few remaining tears from my face...
It was my hand. The same sun spots, the same chipped and dirty nails from digging for mushrooms, the same cut on my palm from last week's chopping firewood.
But my wrist was small, dainty, with long, elegant fingers, and a fine dusting of pale hair down my thin, dainty arm.
I scrambled to the pool of water I had found, and gazed down in shock at the face that looked back at me.
---
I emerged from the forest at sunrise the next day, naked, tanned from the sun and clean from the forest pool. My friends and family murmured and shouted in shock. I ignored them, walking instead to the Tree of Memory, and added mine to the names of the boys who had not survived the journey.
A voice from behind me spoke. "Who are you?"
I turned, and smiled. "My name is May."
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Hello lovelies! This is the start of a fun mini-series featuring my favorite brat, Alice Weston (Yes you read that correctly!) and Reuben, her Tamer/Dom/Husband. I just couldn't let them go, even after writing their book, so I figured I'd put down a few fun shorts featuring what happens after the events of the novel. If you like this story, definitely check my profile for more info on their book.
Content: Edging, denial, degradation, hypnosis, conditioning
******************************
"You're so annoying!"
"Oh, I'm the annoying one?" he muttered, his eyes widening slightly.
Reuben and I sat on the porch of our vacation rental. It was summer in Alaska and it was stunning outside. We'd spent the past month enjoying the hell out of some much needed vacation time. Our days consisted of planned and spontaneous play, window shopping, making absurdly fancy schmancy meals (which was his second favorite thing) and fucking me until I passed out or beating me until I bled (tied for his first favorite thing.)
"Yeah, you're annoying! You called me curdled mac and cheese!"
"You're acting like it right now." He flipped a page in his book, pushing his reading glasses farther up on his face.
"I'm bored," I stomped my foot.
"I've given you seven different ideas on what to do. If you don't like any of those, come up with your own." He shook his head. "You wear me out, little goblin. It's vacation, for fuck's sake."
He wanted me to come up with my own idea for entertainment? Fine. I was getting tired of being good anyway.
One of the pros of being away on vacation for the past month was I got Reuben Weston all to myself. But the cons were that I loved him so much that I wanted to make him happy, so I'd been super good. Plus, we had finally gotten married--for real this time, with a wedding and cake and everything--so that also made me want to be good. And we'd been working on some more hypnosis over the past few years, which was one of his biggest kinks. So sometimes I didn't have a choice but to be good.
Being good for so long really takes a toll on me, I thought. It's time to get in trouble.
"Okay," I said, turning on my heel and walking away. He didn't follow or answer. Sometimes he got so wrapped up in his books he didn't even realize I was talking to him.
What should I do, I wondered. Pour water on his head? Have a coffee at three PM? Add food coloring to his shampoo bottle?
My eyes fell on the play bag on the floor in our room.
Extracting one of my favorite toys from the bag, I stripped down so all I wore was my collar and my body jewelry. Propping myself up in the massive collection of pillows on the bed, I turned on the vibrator, running it up and down my inner thighs and circling my sex.
I wonder how long it'll take before he comes in here, realizing what I'm up to?
Nearly twenty minutes of teasing and edging myself, I decided to bump the power up on the vibe. I knew it was a loud one, and he could definitely hear it from the other room. Pressing it to the edge of my clit, I let out a loud moan, knowing he'd be able to hear that for sure.
I expected him to come storming in, but he didn't appear. Either he was choosing to ignore me, or he didn't really care that much.
I got a little pissed at the idea of him not caring if I broke a rule. Fine, I thought. I'll just give myself a few orgasms since you clearly care more about your book than about our rules right now. Jerk.
I readjusted my hips and pressed the top of the vibrator into my clit, feeling my blood rush and my arousal burn through my body as my orgasm neared. A few minutes later, I found myself right there on the edge. Breathing hard, and bracing myself for the crest of pleasure, I shifted my hips again, readjusting for maximum effect.
It wasn't quite right. I needed... just a little more. I upped the power on the wand again, knowing surely this would send me over the edge.
It got me close, alright, but it still wasn't enough. I was right there, my pussy quivering and my clit pulsing. But I couldn't... quite... get there.
I started to sweat from the exertion. Jumping up to get another toy, I slid one of my favorite dildos into my pussy, thrusting my hips against it as I held the wand to my clit.
Fuck, just a little more. I was so close, my muscles fluttering with need, desperate to pulse and kick into action.
"God," I mumbled. "Oh man," I couldn't turn the wand up any higher. I tried pressing it harder against my clit, but it just made the bottoms of my feet burn. That was no good. I tried fucking myself with the dildo, roughly, then gently, then smoothly, then trying to mimic how he fucked me.
Nothing was working. And I was getting hornier by the minute.
You know that sensation when you want something but you can't have it? And it's right there, and it's so close, but it's completely out of reach? Fuck I wanted to come.
"Oh God," I murmured again as I twerked on the damn dildo. I let out a little whimper. Why couldn't I orgasm?
And where the fuck was my Dom in all this? He had to hear me making all this noise. Angrily, I turned off the wand and put both toys in the sink, heading off to find him.
He was right where I left him, still reading. But when I came in, he glanced up at me with a knowing expression and a cocky look in his eye.
"Having fun?"
I bit my lip. He knew what I was doing, he was just choosing to ignore me like a butthole. "Sir?" I whined.
He closed the book and set it aside, folding his hands over his knee as he looked at me. "Alice, how long have we been in this dynamic?"
"Uh... almost five years, Sir," I said, walking closer to him. I really wanted to climb into his lap and grind on him. Maybe that would get me off. I was incredibly horny from my edging, but still mad I couldn't get off.
"And how long have we had a rule about not playing or coming without permission?"
"Almost five years, sir," I smirked. It was one of the first rules we'd put into place.
"And why did you think today was the day it changed?"
"You told me to go find something to do. You never said I couldn't jill off."
"Well then... by all means, go ahead and keep it up. You're clearly enjoying yourself." He opened his book, picking up where he left off.
"Sir," I whined, stepping closer to him. He ignored me until I climbed onto his lap, shoving the book away and trying to kiss him.
He grabbed me by the throat, staring down at me, and his mask dropped. That casual, cool, slightly sarcastic attitude he had? Oh, no. That was a front. Reuben was pissed at me for playing by myself. He'd clearly known, but had chosen to wait until I came to him.
His face twisted into something cold. "You stupid little slut," he murmured quietly, his face just inches from mine. "You really thought you could get away with something like that? After I've been in your head for almost five years?" He laughed cruelly. "When was the last time you came without my permission, hmm?" His grip on my neck tightened and his lips twisted into a mean smirk. Growling in my face, he said, "When was the last time you came without me?"
Horror dawned on me as I realized what he meant. I honestly couldn't remember the last time I had an orgasm where he didn't order me, or give me permission. I couldn't remember the last time I'd masturbated by myself.
The hypnosis.
He had placed triggers in my head to put me into subspace on command. But he had others, too. He could take me down from a panic attack into peace; he could stop a downward spiral with a word. And... He could put me on the edge a few whispers or a brush of his lips. His kisses made me orgasm almost immediately.
When was the last time I'd had control?
"You poor little thing," he mocked. "Go ahead, Alice. Show me what you got. Show me that needy, slutty little cunt. Show me how bad you need to come."
At his words, I was grinding and rocking on him, the heat and arousal in my blood even more intense than it was when I was playing in the other room.
"You... you..."
"I, I, I..." he mocked, raising his voice to a girlish tone. Then he dropped his voice and said, "I own you, slut. I own your body, I own your pleasure, I own your cum. I own every part of your heart and mind. And while it's still on this earth until God takes us home, I own your fucking soul."
His words were an electric shock through me. I whimpered and rocked my pussy against his cock, pressing hard through his jeans.
His fingers wrapped around the leather collar I wore around my neck - my most prized possession, and the sign of his ownership. He jerked me even closer to him. I could feel his breath and his spit on my face as he said, "It's my collar you wear on your pretty neck. It's my initials carved into your fucking skin. It's my shield tattooed onto your body. Have you forgotten, silly little bug? Have you?"
"No, no sir!"
"Tell. Me. Now," he said, teeth clenched.
"I belong to Reuben Weston!"
He grinned. "That's my silly little baby."
Fuck, I love being his. I love being his baby.
He cupped my face in his hands and held me so I couldn't lean in any closer. I desperately wanted him to kiss me, to touch me. I knew if he kissed me, I would come. He swore years ago when we'd first met that he'd train me to do that.
"Sir, please. Please kiss me. Please let me come!"
"You want me to kiss you?"
"Ohh, fuck yes!"
He let go of my face and grabbed me under the leg with one hand, and shoved me backwards with the other. I lost my balance and fell backwards, screaming as I neared the ground, but he held my legs firmly, keeping my hips in his lap. His feet were propped up on the coffee table behind me, and my head and shoulders hit his legs.
"Lay the fuck down," he growled when I tried to get up. I whimpered as I did so, laying myself down on his legs behind me.
His hands went under my bottom and he pulled my hips up towards his face, his tongue tracing the faint outline of the letters he'd scarred into me years ago. I cried out as he crushed his hungry mouth across my sex, his tongue pushing into me and lapping at my cum. He knew exactly how to tease me, exactly how to drive me insane. Locking his lips around my clit, he sucked at it as he rubbed his tongue across it, digging his fingernails into my skin.
I cried, and gasped, and writhed, and begged... but he didn't answer. He didn't stop, he didn't say a fucking word. He just ignored me, reveling in my pussy and sucking the hell out of my clit.
How could I be even closer to the edge now than I was? How far could he take me? How close could I get without finishing? How long would he keep me like this? My need got worse and worse, and I shuddered with effort. I wanted to come but I just couldn't!
All coherent thoughts were quickly leaving my mind, and the only thing I could think about was the hot pulsing need in my body that was still fucking building, but not going anywhere. My pussy pulsed. I could feel my asshole quivering. Even my nipples were tingling. But I couldn't. fucking. come. I started to beg, plead, and even bargain. I told him I'd do anything he wanted.
He ignored me, sucking harder and then nipping at my clit with his teeth.
Fuck that hurt, and it felt so damn good at the same time. I couldn't help the scream that erupted from my throat.
Reuben groaned against my pussy, pulling his mouth away from my sex and letting his face fall into my hips. He grunted in pleasure, holding me close, his breathing slowly normalizing. He loved me screams, he had a huge fucking fetish for me screaming and crying.
I was still panting, still writhing, still on the edge. "Please," I mumbled. "Please, please--"
"Shut up, you bad little girl."
"Oh, Sir..."
"You started this, you know," he said. He grabbed me under the armpits and put his feet on the ground, dropping me down by his feet. I pressed my face into his crotch. It was damp. He'd come from my screaming again. He did that sometimes.
"Why don't you clean me up and we'll see what we can do about that edge that you've managed to work yourself into?"
I had his cock out of his pants and in my mouth before he even finished the damn sentence.
He sat back and watched me devour him with a satisfied smirk on his face. I did my best and used every trick I knew, sucking and licking, pushing him into my throat, letting the metal piercing in my tongue rub delicately against all his favorite spots.
He knew my body, but I knew his, too. And I also knew he liked a little bit of pain to get him going again. I knew how to wake up the Beast.
He was starting to get hard again and I let my teeth gently graze his shaft. He growled, instantly getting a little harder. I smiled around his cock.
"Are you going to be good for me," he murmured. He gathered my hair in his hands and held it out of my face, not forcing my head, just holding my hair up. I moaned at the little splash of sweetness mixed with the depravity he loved to inflict on me.
I scooted closer to him, shuddering when his foot nudged at my pussy. I found myself grinding on his foot as I sucked him, my hands torn between playing with my own body, and running up and down his muscular legs.
"See, I knew my good girl was in there somewhere. She just needed a little reminder of who is in charge. Isn't that right--"
I knew it was coming before he even said it, and I felt myself plummet into subspace as he uttered the trigger word.
"Sweetheart."
I whimpered as I drowned in the endorphin rush. Oh, yes Sir, I'll be your sweetheart. I'll do anything for you, Sir. I ground on him more and sucked harder.
"That's a good girl, Alice. Swallow me down, baby."
I tried to beg around his cock. I was dying, desperate for the orgasm he was keeping from me, but so fucking satisfied and happy listening to his words, hearing him praise me and talk to me in that special voice he saved just for me.
"Does my good girl need Sir's cock?"
I moaned dizzily.
He stood up, his dick popping out of my mouth. Grabbing me by the hair, he dragged me back to the bedroom and tossed me onto the bed.
"Ass up. Head down. Now."
"Yes Sir," I tried to say, but it just sounded all whimpery. I could barely talk when we were like this.
"Desperate little baby. Where's that bratty attitude now, hmm?"
Gone. All gone. He did this to me, I thought as I felt him climb onto the bed behind me. He made me like this, trained me, taught me to be like this. Forced me to be like this.
My pussy clenched as I felt him against my opening.
"We can fix that fucking attitude, can't we, sweetheart?" he grunted as he thrust into me hard and fast, his cock stretching me and filling me more perfectly than any toy ever did. "Fucking answer me!"
"Yes Sir!"
"Who owns your greedy, useless little cunt?"
"You do!"
He slapped my ass hard, leaving a bright stinging handprint in its wake. "Say it right."
"Reuben Weston! Reuben Weston owns my cunt!"
"Who owns your orgasms?"
"Reuben Weston owns my orgasms!" I could barely get the words out because I could barely breathe. "Please, Sir, please--"
"And when do you get to finish, hm?"
His vicious thrusts jarred me as I spoke. "When--you--say--so--"
"That's. My. Good. Girl."
I cried out at his praise, my clit and my nipples throbbing with arousal. But he still hadn't said it. He still hadn't given me permission, or ordered me to release. I could barely breathe and couldn't ask again, it was all I could do to stay conscious while he fucked me to the edge of oblivion.
He pulled out of me, spinning me around and pulling me into his lap. I was sobbing, tears running down my face and body aching, quivering for release. I knew I was babbling but I couldn't stop.
He positioned my legs on either side of his and thrust up into me. I shouted as another wave of pleasure coursed through me. I was starting to see stars. But I knew from the look on his face, my torture was nowhere near done.
"Why don't you show me just how much you love this cock, sweetheart?" He held my face in his hands while I writhed on him. Speaking softly, barely brushing my mouth, he said, "maybe if you can convince me you really need to come... maybe I'll let you."
"Oh... Sir--"
"Not so bored now, are you, sweetheart?"
****************
Thanks for reading! Please remember to rate and leave a comment if you feel so inclined. :)
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Hello lovelies! This is more of a romance than an erotica, and was meant for the April Fools contest, but... I got busy with publishing a very large project and completely forgot to post it. *oops* So here you go.
Content on this one is pretty tame, but it does include some light bullying.

Jeremy "Red" Hutchins

For as long as I could remember, Tilly had been the butt of our jokes.
There wasn't anything wrong with her, she was just easy to pick on. She was tall for a girl, and kind of plain looking. Not very pretty, not hot, not curvy, not skinny, just... tall, and plain. Blonde hair, brown eyes, freckles, glasses. Tall, average, and a little boring.
She was an introvert, and a serious bookwork. She was the kind of girl who would rather stay home and read or hang out in her room on a Friday night instead of going out with friends. She was the kind of girl who wore clothes to be clothed, not to look cute. She was the kind of girl who always carried around a book, and read in the hallway or on the bus instead of talking to friends, wrapping the covers in brown paper like we did with our school textbooks, like she was hiding what was on the front.
Still no idea what those books were about. But we had been teasing Tilly since she was old enough to take it.
It wasn't like we were real bullies or anything. We just messed with her a lot, but we never did anything bad. Micah had been my friend since kindergarten, and since he teased his twin sister, I did too. Then Brandon and Stevie became part of our little friend group in fourth grade, and they joined in the fun.
"Tilly, what did you do to your hair? You know hairbrushes exist, right?"
"Tilly, that shirt is the color of cat vomit... it's a good color on you."
"Tilly, you don't have any friends because all you do is read."
"Tilly, nobody wants to date a girl who is smarter than the teacher. Put the book down for five minutes."
But Tilly always ignored us, or stared at us until we were done, and then walked away, seemingly unaffected. We kept trying to get a reaction out of her, and kept pushing her father.
My older sister, Jess, had been casual friends with Tilly before Jess went off to college. Jess was home for the weekend to do laundry and sneak liquor out of mom and dad's cabinet. My friends and I were all sitting in our living room watching the game, eating popcorn, and browsing the internet when I felt a buzz under my ass. Reaching down between the cushions of the couch, I realized Jess's phone must have fallen between the cushions.
"Jackpot," I said. She thought she was clever about the code, but I'd seen her enter it enough times that I got the pattern right on the second try. My friends surrounded me to look over my shoulder as I scrolled her messages and we tried to figure out who to screw with.
We texted her boyfriend that she wanted to try anal. We texted one of her girlfriends that she was worried she was pregnant. And then as I scrolled down a little further, I saw the name Matilda.
"What kind of name is Matilda," Stevie asked.
"That's Tilly, dumbass," Micah rolled his eyes.
"Tilly's name is Matilda?"
"Yeah."
"Or is it a different Matilda? How many Matilda's are out there? Red, has Jess ever mentioned a Matilda?"
"I dunno," I said, opening the message. There weren't many recent messages and they didn't talk about much. But there was some mention of Micah and I, so we assumed it was indeed the Tilly we knew and loved messing with. The most recent message was an invitation to the party Jess was currently attending.
Jess: I'll be in town this weekend, we're going to Sharky's. Wanna come?
Tilly: I can't; I have a statistics project coming up, and a history project I want to rewrite. But thanks! Let's meet up for coffee.
"Guys, we have to mess with her," I said.
Stevie agreed. "This is the perfect opportunity. She won't know it's us."
"What should we say?"
I texted from Jess's phone: Truth or dare?
A few moments later, a response came through.
Tilly: Truth.
Jess: Who is your crush?
My friends and I snickered as the little dots from a message popped up and disappeared over and over. Micah complained about not wanting to know who his sister liked. "It better not be some douchebag," he grumbled.
Tilly: You promise you won't hate me?
Jess: Promise. Who is it?
Tilly: Okay... It's Red.
My jaw dropped and I felt my face burn. "Huh?"
"Oh man, that's even worse," Micah whined. "My sister can't like you!"
"Dude, you're not even hot," Brandon laughed.
"Shut up, I'm not that bad."
"You're a fucking ginger."
Yes, the nickname was extremely creative. I was skinny, too tall, with bony elbows, red hair, freckles, a pointy chin, and couldn't grow facial hair to save my life. I wasn't ugly, but I still fought acne, and couldn't bulk up no matter what I ate or how much I worked out.
So while my friends laughed and tried to figure out how we were going to tease the hell out of Tilly for her crush on me, I responded.
Jess: Why?
Those damn dots disappeared and reappeared for a long time, and eventually, a wall of text came through. As I read the first few sentences, I felt that familiar prickle of embarrassment on the back of my neck.
Tilly: I really like his art. He hadn't done any in a while, but I still look at it sometimes, and I know he still draws in his notebooks, even though he doesn't let anyone know. His friends are really rude about it.
I turned off the phone screen and shoved the phone in my pocket, ignoring the complaints of my friends. "No," I snapped when they continued to push me on letting them read the rest of the message. They must have sensed the change in my attitude because they let it go and went back to watching the game.
Tilly was right; I hadn't shown anyone my art in a long time. I'd posted some of it up on DeviantArt when I was younger, but I'd gotten a lot of shit from my friends, and even my parents, who didn't seem to understand it. And she was right that I still drew, but that I didn't put it online. I kept it a secret in favor of keeping my friends and not becoming one of the rejected "art kids."
"I'm getting a snack," I muttered, retreating to the kitchen to read the rest of Tilly's message. I tried to figure out why my stomach was flipping inside out, and why my hands were numb.
Tilly: I think he's really good, and smart, and he always looks at things differently. Like, I can tell he's looking at things and seeing them differently than everyone else just by the way he studies them, and I really want to see his more recent work. I bet it's amazing. He's a pretty good writer, too. We do anonymous critiques in class sometimes, and I've gotten a few of his papers before. I know they're supposed to be anonymous, but I can tell it's him because of what he writes about and how he says it. Anyway, I think he's a smart guy and he's pretty nice, when he's not hanging out with my asshole brother and their friends.
How was I supposed to answer that text? I stood there stunned, leaning against the kitchen counter, trying to figure out what to do.
If we teased her about it, she would be humiliated and embarrassed, and she didn't deserve that. Especially because she thought she was opening up to a friend.
But if we let it go and agreed not to say anything, I still had to live with the knowledge that she liked me, and I teased her regularly. Not that I was mean... but I wasn't exactly nice either. How did she even like me if I teased her? I mean, the last thing I'd said to her this afternoon when I'd picked up Micah was, "Hey bookworm, look up from your homework once in a while or your eyes will get stuck that way!"
Jess: But don't they all tease you all the time?
Tilly: Yeah. Well, they tease me because Micah teases me. I don't think they hate me, they just want a reaction. I make a point not to let them see how upset I get. I've seen the way Red talks to his teachers, and his other friends, and he's a good guy. You know he goes to the soup kitchen every Sunday morning to volunteer, right?
Her words ran on repeat in my head. I make a point not to let them see how upset I get. How upset did she get when we messed with her?
I closed the phone again and ran my hand through my mess of bright red hair. This prank hadn't gone the way I'd expected it to. I was about to say something to my buddies about not teasing her anymore, at least about the crush, when the phone buzzed again.
Tilly: Please don't be mad at me... I know it's weird that I like your kid brother. I'm not in love with him or anything... I just *like* him. That's all.
Jess: don't see why. He's an ugly little shit.
I couldn't resist, okay? I needed to know.
Tilly: No he's not. He's cute, and a little gangly... but I think he'll grow into himself. Your dad did.
Tilly: and that DOES NOT MEAN I HAVE A CRUSH ON YOUR DAD. Because I know that's what you're about to say! I just mean, he's an attractive guy, and Red looks a lot like him.
Well fuck. Now I really felt like a jerk. Tilly liked my art, and my writing, and she thought I was cute. And I... called her names and told her nobody wanted to date a girl who was the smartest person in the room.
Jess: Okay... I'm not mad, but we are going to pretend we never had this conversation.
Tilly: Deal.
Deleting the messages and turning off the screen again, I went back into the living room. "We are not mentioning this conversation to Tilly, and we are not teasing her about it." I collapsed on the couch and put my feet up on the coffee table.
"It's just a crush, dude, she'll get over it."
"Do you like her back?"
"Uh-oh, he does! Dude, you can't like Tilly--"
"I don't like Tilly!" I snapped, and my voice was harsher than I meant it to be. They quieted and looked at me. "But she claims she likes me, and the reasons she gave were... honest, and nice. And I don't think we should make fun of her for being nice. So drop it, don't mention it again, and for fuck's sake, don't tell her it was us on the other end of Jess's phone."
Nobody mentioned Tilly for the rest of the night.

***

Prom was a little over a month later. My friends and I had successfully avoided the topic of Tilly's crush, at least for the time being. We had also eased up on her a little, but that may have been because she was avoiding us more than normal.
It was extremely awkward even being around Tilly the past few weeks. She was none the wiser of the conversation, and I'd deleted it off Jess's phone, praying they didn't meet up and talk about it. The other guys had teased her a little here and there, but all in all, we'd eased up on her quite a bit. But the weirdest thing was how I felt about her.
I still didn't think she was very pretty. I still didn't really feel anything for her, or against her. She was just Tilly. She was just there. But I noticed two things; the first was I realized I barely knew anything about her, even though she seemed to know a lot about me. And the second? Knowing someone had a crush on you was a weird feeling.
I hadn't seen her yet tonight, and I was a little anxious about it. Was she even here? Did she have a date? Was she over her crush on me? "Dude," I asked Micah. "Is your sister here?"
"Yeah, she's right over there," he nodded to a group of girls in formal dresses. "Why," he laughed. "You gonna dance with her?"
"Hell no," I said, rolling my eyes, but still glanced over to the group of girls.
I was a little started at what I found.
Tilly looked so different that I hadn't recognized her at all. She normally wore jeans or sweatpants, and a messy bun on top of her head. Tonight, her plain, long blonde hair was shiny and curled, styled up on top of her head and falling around her face in pretty ringlets. I'd never once seen her in makeup, but she clearly had help getting ready, because her eyes were done up all smokey and gray at the edges, which just made them look dark and mysterious. She wasn't wearing her glasses, and it added to the mysterious allure. She wore a shiny blue sleeveless dress that went from light blue on the top to dark blue at the bottom, with sparkles or beads all down the front, and made her look like a walking galaxy.
And... shit. Did Tilly have curves?
"Fuck," Brandon said. "Since when has your sister had an ass?"
"Fuck you," Micah shot back. "She's not hot."
"No," I said. "She's gorgeous."
She was. Denying it would be a lie.
I avoided Tilly all night, but couldn't get her out of my head, so that night when I went home, I took out one of my notebooks, flipped to a blank page, and began to draw.

Tilly

Prom sucked. I expected as much, because I didn't really have any friends at school, and wasn't much for parties, but here I was, hoping it would be different because it was prom. Nope. Still the same shit.
The only good thing that happened that night, was what didn't happen. For the past few weeks, my asshole brother and his asshole friends had been less assholish than normal. And honestly, it was a huge relief. I'd half expected them to follow me around all night and mouth off until I snapped. But no, they'd stayed on the other side of the room, ignoring me. Thank God.
I didn't miss their teasing, but I did miss at least being noticed by Red. He'd never been especially cruel, but lately, it felt like he'd purposefully ignored me. And even though I didn't like his teasing, I had at least liked it when he'd looked at me with that rakish smirk, and messy hair, and glittery blue eyes, and said something snarky about me being a nerd. He might not have liked me, but at least he knew I was smarter than him. At least he knew I existed, and I got to hear his voice say my name once in a while.
Red was a nice guy to everyone else. And he wasn't that bad to me. His words were usually teasing, not hurtful. He teased me about my collection of men's jeans and graphic tshirts, and I hoped it meant he liked them. He teased me about reading books bigger than me, and I hoped it meant he thought I was clever. He teased me, and I'd never seen him tease anyone else. And I sometimes hoped... but I knew better.
See there was this one time when we were in second grade, when he'd given me his new pencil that he'd won from the prize box, because someone had broken mine. And I think I started romanticizing him after that.
I was hopeless and stupid, and fully aware of it. That was the downside to reading so many romance novels. But at least I didn't have any expectations that he would ever legitimately like me. I knew he wasn't interested.
Still, I didn't think anything of the lessened bullying, and tried to appreciate the fact that I wasn't being made fun of every time I walked past them anymore, rather than miss his attention. Honestly, it didn't matter much... We were all graduating in a month anyway.

***

I graduated high school and was enjoying my first semester of college, though to be honest, it felt a little underwhelming. It was a huge campus with tons of people, and I spent most of my time in the library, or in the English department, or outside in the courtyard staring up at the stunning mountain peaks. I found myself with a lot of free time for extra projects, reading, and research, and I even joined a few clubs. But sometime in late September was when things got weird.
My brother and I were fraternal twins and were the exception to most twin rules; we weren't friends, and we barely tolerated each other. Luckily, he had gone to a university on the coastline, a wonderful ten hours away from me, and Stevie and Red had gone as well. Brandon had gone off to some university in South Carolina, good riddance.
On paper, I had accepted the offer to the university because of the free ride and the guaranteed paid internship, but in reality I couldn't have cared less where I went. I wanted freedom, and I needed to get out of our tiny North Carolina speck-on-the-map town and be on my own as soon as possible, so off I went to take classes, make new friends, and write my novels.
It was a Saturday morning, and I was sitting in the library on a chilly September morning and waiting for my name to be called at the coffee kiosk, when I got an email notification from DeviantArt. RedSky had just uploaded a new work.
That's odd, I thought. He hasn't uploaded anything in a long time. I hurried to log on and see what it was, and gasped when I saw it.
Instead of a photo of a drawing in his sketchbook, as had been his habit in middle and high school, it was a digital piece, clearly drawn with some kind of digital art software. The drawing was of a silky elegant dress, seeming made up of outer space itself. A glittering outline created the illusion of the dress. Black and dark blue, splashes of silver and purple, and a burst of gold created a night sky and stars that filled the outline of the dress. It was worn by a curly-haired figure, and was just enough of a gesture drawing for you to gather the basic shape and vibe of the woman.
I stared at it in shock, and mild horror. Because it was one of the best pieces he'd ever done... and it looked a hell of a lot like me.
Not that it resembled me... just that it felt like me. The dress was the same cut as my prom dress had been, an A-line, strapless, and ombre in the shading. The glittery sequins and rhinestones I'd painstakingly added myself, layered on to create constellations on the fabric, were nodded to in the piece. And the curls and the hairstyle of the woman was very much like I'd done my hair that night.
Oh, Red. What am I supposed to do with this? Because the more I stared at it, the more I loved it... and the more I hated how it made me feel. I was trying to get over the inconvenient crush and focus on my books, my education, and making new friends. And now here I was, scrolling back through his work like a little girl just starting to notice boys for the first time.
His art was always different. He said more with what he didn't draw than what he did. It implied a deep understanding of desire and loss. Sure, maybe his technique wasn't great, but even I could tell he had potential.
I closed the browser tab and attempted to focus on my work, trying not to think about the implication of Red drawing me in my prom dress.
Over the next few weeks, more work began to pop up on his page. Every day, I checked his profile, anxiously awaiting any email updates. A new piece every few days kept me coming back, and the weird rock in the bottom of my stomach continued to grow.
Red was drawing me. I was sure of it.
He was doing gesture sketches of some of my old Facebook selfies, keeping them vague and unrecognizable unless you knew the context. He was using the same colors as a photo from my most recent Instagram story. He was taking the pattern from my colorful blouse in a photo I was tagged in, and incorporating it into his work.
Why was he drawing me? Did he know I liked him? Had Jess said something? Did he know I was following him on DeviantArt?
I decided to do an experiment. I chose a pair of black jeans and a white t-shirt, pulled my white-blonde hair up in a ponytail, and lay in the grass in an open spot on the campus courtyard. I took a selfie with my eyes closed to block out the sun, and posted it on my Instagram with the caption: I see you.
After a few days with no artwork appearing, I thought maybe I'd scared him off. I was even more confused and frustrated than I'd been before. After a few more weeks, he stopped posting his art altogether.



I turned off email notifications from DeviantArt, logged out, and told myself I needed to stop following him.
And that worked for about a little over a month. I made some friends, told them some jokes over drinks one night about the bully who missed me, and they laughed with me about it. It helped me get some perspective and break off my attachment to him. And that was great... until Thanksgiving when I had to go home.
I kept worrying I'd run into Red. A weight lifted off my shoulders when I heard he was staying at school for the holiday. Apparently, he and his parents were arguing, and Red was opting to stay at school over Thanksgiving.
One afternoon during my vacation, I was browsing the notebook and stationary section of Target because there was literally nothing else to do out in my boring hometown, when I heard a familiar voice. Jess had found me, and hurried towards me with a grin on her face.
"Oh my god, girl! How is college! Are you, like, totally loving it?"
"Yeah, it's pretty cool," I said. "It's nice to do my own thing."
"Free-dom!" She sang obnoxiously. She held a large blended coffee in one hand and her Gucci purse in the other. "Yeah, it's so great. I'm glad you're having a good time. Tell me about it! Let's catch up!"
So we walked through Target, looking at clothes and shoes and books and hair accessories that we didn't need and didn't really like, and talked about college. I told her about my courses and the weird professors, and the clubs I'd joined, and about how one of my professors was going to let me write a novel for extra credit. She told me about the challenges of getting into grad school, even if you had a good GPA.
"Your teachers have to like you," she shrugged. "And they don't like me because I'm an entitled rich white girl. I have almost perfect grades, but they just don't like me for who I am. It's a pain.
"Red, on the other hand, holy shit. His teachers adore him. And did you hear the news? Oh my god. He switched his major from Business Admin to Art without mom and dad's permission! He's doing some kind of digital and fine arts combo major. It's the first year the school launched that major, so he got some kind of scholarship for it, and mom and dad are pissed to hell."
"Why are they pissed if he got a scholarship?"
"Because, one, art doesn't pay. And two, his art isn't even that good."
I drew my head back in surprise and looked at Jess. "Are you serious?"
"Yeah. He draws some really weird shit. I don't get it."
"Jess, his art is awesome. Especially his newer stuff."
She looked at me in surprise, and maybe even a little disgust. "Really? You like my brother's art?"
"Jess," I mumbled as we turned a corner. "We agreed we would never talk about this, remember?"
"Talk about what?"
"Exactly. Thank you."
"No, wait," she said, catching my arm and stopping me in the aisle. "I literally don't know what you mean."
I sighed and felt myself deflate. God this was embarrassing. At least I was mostly if not completely over my crush on Red, even though I did still think he was talented. "That night last year when you asked me about him, remember?"
She shook her head. "When was that?"
"You invited me out to Sharky's to catch up, and you texted me a few hours later. I thought it was weird that you were texting me while you were out partying."
She stared at me with a wrinkled brow and narrowed eyes.
"Never mind, just forget the whole thing."
"Um... Tilly? I didn't have my phone with me that night."
My mouth went dry. "What?"
"My phone fell out of my pocket and I didn't know until I got there. I left it at home. And I... went home with someone. I didn't get it back until the next day."

***

Jess forced me to hand over my cell phone and she read and re-read the texts from last spring, shaking her head and pursing her lips. I leaned against the barista counter of Starbucks, waiting on my hot chocolate while she paced and read and glared.
Finally my drink was ready and I practically dragged my phone back from her. "I can't believe this! I can't believe he would do something-- you know what, actually, I do. It is so totally a thing they would do! They were always so mean to you! Tilly, I swear, next time I see him, I'm going to--"
"No, Jess," I said, putting the phone back in my pocket. "Don't say anything to him, please. I don't even know if it was him on the other end. It may have been my brother, they were all over there that night hanging out. I remember because I finally had some peace and quiet."
But I knew that wasn't true, because the others would have teased me about my crush on Red. Red probably felt bad about teasing me and stopped, and the others followed suit.
"I'm over him, it doesn't matter, and he's not even around. I go to school ten hours away from him. At least he was nice to me for the last month we saw each other regularly. At least once he realized it, he backed off, you know?"
"That literally does not make it better!"
"I know. But nothing will." We left the store and spoke a little more, and then went our separate ways.
Back home, I retreated to my room, much to my parent's dismay.
I meant what I said. Nothing would make it better. Nothing he could do or say, no drawings, would make up for the hurt and embarrassment I felt. The worst part was I couldn't figure out why I was hurt. He was just a stupid boy who I liked, and he found out.
I groaned and reluctantly did the one thing I knew I needed to do to process my feelings.
Writing was the way I understood the world. While some people needed to talk things out, I needed to write them out. Once I got them on my laptop, I could figure out what they meant, understood how I felt, and come to terms with things I didn't want to face. Sure enough, after a few hours of typing away, I finally figured out the reasons why I was so damn frustrated about this whole situation.
I liked Red, and he didn't like me at all. And once he'd figured it out, he'd essentially rejected me by avoiding me. That was all fine, and easy to understand. But now he was drawing me, and I didn't know why. Because he felt guilty? Because he regretted it? And why was he doing it in such a secret way, posting on DeviantArt where I knew none of his family or friends followed him? Was he embarrassed of me?
My writing wasn't helping me get anywhere but frustrated... so I decided to take it into my own hands and do something with it. If I couldn't fix and control my own life, at least I could control my story.

Three years later


Red

"So, your muse still speaking to you?" Dr. Addison asked, looking over my shoulder.
I was studying the shading on her face, watching the elegant curve of her chin, the shine in her eye, the way her hair danced in the air behind her. It was a painting of an old photograph I'd found, but I was unsatisfied with the result for a reason I couldn't identify.
"Yeah," I mumbled. "There's just something I can't quite get right."
"Who is this girl? You've been drawing her since Freshman year."
Who was this girl? That's what I was trying to find out.
Ever since I started drawing Tilly, I realized I didn't really know her. I knew things about her, like what she looked like, the sound of her voice, and the irritated look in her eye when she got picked on... but I didn't know her. I felt like I was trying to understand her through my art, and unfortunately, I wasn't making any headway. It was resulting in artwork that felt incomplete, or lacking something.
It was Senior year, and I needed to submit five of my best pieces to the Fine and Performing Arts Center for the weekend exhibit next month. All the Senior's work would be displayed, and a lot of headhunters, musicians, gallery owners, and art collectors liked to peruse the work to add to their collection or find an artist to commission a piece of work or album cover. I'd selected three pieces I wanted to enter, but I wasn't sure about the other two. And even though I should have been trying to expand my portfolio and create something new, I just couldn't stop going back to Tilly.
I felt like I was missing something. Like I hadn't quite exhausted the source.
Freshman year of college, she'd posted a selfie that startled me. I see you, the caption said. All black and white, lying on the green grass with her eyes closed. And from that point on, the obsession got worse. The idea of being blind but seeing, or seeing something that wasn't there, of knowing something without looking at it, and of something right there, but not being able to understand it... all those concepts formulated some of the work in my first semester that got me my scholarship to join the art program.
But I still couldn't see her. And that's what irritated me.
My coping mechanism for something I didn't understand was to draw it. So I'd been drawing Tilly ever since.
"Maybe you need a new muse," Dr. Addison said. "Or a girlfriend."
"I'm not good with girls," I lied.
"Bullshit, I've seen you charm the models," she said, and I fought to hide a smile.
She continued. "Look, Jeremy... If you keep looking for answers in the same place, you're just going to find the same thing. If you haven't found what you're looking for... look elsewhere."
Dr. Addison left me to my thoughts.
I felt like I couldn't draw that evening, which was a weird sensation because I almost always felt the need to draw. It helped me understand my thoughts and my feelings. It was how I preferred to communicate. But I knew I needed was to try Dr. Addison's advice and look somewhere else for the answers to the questions I didn't even know I was asking, so I pulled a tarp over the painting, and left the campus.

***

Walking around downtown, I grabbed dinner and a beer and sat at the bar for an hour. I watched to the game. I watched a couple try to get their kids under control. I watched another couple attempt to mend a broken relationship, but eventually give up, toast each other, and go their separate ways. I watched the bartender count his tips, and try to do the mental math in his head of how much more he needed to make ends meet. I watched three girls supporting their girlfriend as she embarked on her new "singleness journey" after a long-term relationship ended. I watched a man complaining to his bored buddy about how his mom didn't like his wife, and his wife didn't like his sister, and how he wasn't sure how he was going to survive the upcoming Easter cookout, while his friend tried to watch the game.
I tried to find the same fire I normally felt when studying Tilly's photographs, but nothing I saw inspired me, so I paid and left. I watched people on the street, college students milling around with friends on a Thursday night, excited for the weekend. I watched busy older couples avoid the young people, pretending to hate them for their youth and stupidity, but secretly wishing they could be them. I walked up to the dunes and watched the sun fall down into the ocean, and felt... absolutely nothing.
My mind was on Tilly, and why I couldn't stop drawing her. Who was this girl that I'd taken for granted? Why was it that I was so drawn to her? She was pretty, but nothing special. She was smart, but not a genius. She was a hard worker, but she had to be to prove herself.
Great. I'm thinking about Tilly again. Why do I always end up here?
I wondered if she'd still find me attractive, if she still liked my work. If she still felt anything for me. Maybe that was what I was trying to work out. I was worried that she followed my artwork online, and I'd stop posting it when I saw her comment. I see you.
On my way home, something bright caught my eye in a shop window. It was a small bookstore, and in the front window was a display promoting a book signing next weekend, the same day as the Senior art exhibit. A book cover decorated with bright reds, pinks, and yellows, with two cell phones on the front, and fun artistic text covered the front: Truth or Dare.
I looked at the author's name. Mattie Jones. Tilly's last name wasn't Jones, but... Mattie could be short for Matilda, right? And two cellphones with Truth or Dare on the front? Wasn't that what I had texted her?
I couldn't help it; I went into the bookstore and picked up a copy, flipping it open while standing there in the aisle.
The first line of the book read, "For as long as I can remember, I've been in love with Jeremy Black."
Stunned, I sank down to the floor in the bookstore, devouring the book in one sitting.
It was absolutely written by Tilly. The names of her bullies had been changed, and my character didn't match my physical appearance, but she described my smile and my voice, and the way I walked, and the things I said in exact detail, even using some of the insults and comments I'd thrown at her in the novel.
Tilly's story concocted a fantasy where, after our text conversation and her confession, we had continued getting to know each other, and eventually became friends, and then more. The guilt the male protagonist felt over hiding his identity led him to tell her the truth, resulting in a fracturing of their relationship.
I hated the ending. They went their separate ways, finding themselves and their healing through their respective arts, and eventually reconnecting and trying again for a friendship. The second time around, they became friends, but nothing more than that. They forgave each other and moved on, but they always considered each other "the one that got away."
I finished the book in one sitting, purchasing it on my way out of the bookstore. Back at home in front of my laptop, I went online and searched the reviews and the author. There wasn't much about her other than she was born and raised in the south, and there was no photo of her on her website or anywhere else I could find.
I went back to the beginning of the book and read it again, this time, paying a little closer attention to the girl who I'd missed out on. I read through the parts where she cried herself to sleep at night, feeling invisible and misunderstood. I read about the hurt and the betrayal she'd felt when she realized the guy she liked had been texting her pretending to be someone else, and had lied to her. I read about the anger and the acceptance, and the feelings of loss at what could have been. I read the part where she had lost all the respect she'd had for him... or at least, tried to, because even though she wanted to hate him, she just couldn't.
Somewhere in the middle of the third read-through, I drifted off to sleep.
The next day, I locked myself in a study room in the library, because that's where she would be right now, and I needed to feel that. I loved digital art, but I preferred the old-school method of holding chalks in my fingers and hearing the sound as it scraped across the paper.
I stared down at the blank white page and the box of colored pastels I had at my disposal. Tilly's book screamed in color, texture, vibrations, and emotion, and I needed my work to scream back.
I needed to see her, just as much as she needed to be seen.

Tilly

The book took off faster than I expected.
It was just something I cranked out over a few weekends, messily and emotionally brain-vomiting all over my computer. When my professor read the draft I'd sent her on the off-chance it was any good, she'd sent it directly to her own agent, and I'd gotten my first contract.
The next few years were a flurry of edits, deadlines, and cover designs. I was brainstorming two new follow-up novels, and planned to start writing full time when I graduated. My book tours were all scheduled for the summer while I was out of school, and my Senior year was done remotely so I could continue doing book signings and events. Senior year was mostly reading and writing projects anyway, and I didn't need to be in class.
I was doing a signing down in Wilmington, about two hours away from my hometown. I knew Red and Micah were both still down at the university, but I doubted they'd be at a bookstore, especially since they both definitely knew I was aware of their prank. After all, I'd written a damn book about it. Micah had called me out on it last year, and I told him to fuck off, and I asked if he had told Red that I'd written a book.
He said he hadn't, and awkwardly looked away.
I loved that book because it gave me freedom. I'd taken my own fantasy and squashed it, hard, in hopes that I could finally get over the asshole who broke my heart.
That was overdramatic. He didn't break my heart, and he wasn't an asshole. It was just never meant to happen. I liked someone who didn't like me back, and that's all there was to it.
But in my book... he saw me. He understood me. He wanted me back. We fell in love... and then out of it again. We moved on.
Which, apparently, was something I was incapable of doing. Because the second romance I was currently brainstorming and attempting to write was about two pen-pals who met in person by accident, and neither of them knew it, and they ended up hating each other, then writing to each other about the experience. And of course, Red had inspired the male protagonist.
I hated to admit it, but he had become my reluctant muse.
The book signing at the tiny little bookstore downtown was a decent success. I sold a good number of books and spoke with a few other writers and some students. I had the rest of the afternoon off, and I had planned to go to the beach and spend a few hours with my toes in the sand, something I hadn't done in almost three years. On my way out of the bookstore, I saw a sign promoting an event at the university that was happening today: Senior Art Exhibit, free to the public!
I can't go to that, I told myself. Red will absolutely be there. He's a Senior this year, and an art major. But I wondered if I could get away with it.
I looked different now than I did in High School. I wasn't as plain, and my hair was dyed a more golden shade than my natural color. I'd ditched the glasses for contacts, and I'd learned how to do my makeup. I wore cute clothes instead of baggy jeans, and favored wide-brimmed hats now. It was unlikely he was still stalking my Instagram, right?
It's fine, Tilly. He's just a boy who you liked, who never liked you back. That romantic fantasy in your head of one day reconnecting is total bullshit.
Even though I really didn't want it to be bullshit.
So, since I had a few hours, and the rest of the weekend at my disposal before my next book tour, I headed onto campus for the art exhibit.
The very first thing that assaulted me when I walked through the doors of the Fine and Performing Arts Center, was my own face.
I stopped dead in the middle of the entryway, jostled forwards by the patrons behind me. Embarrassed, I hurried through the doors, unable to turn around and go back. I wasn't sure what else to do, so I approached the piece.
It was a huge painting, maybe four- or five-feet square. An oil portrait of my face, my eyes looking straight ahead and practically making eye contact with the viewer. In it, I was walking away from some vague chaotic action happening behind me, painted in reds and browns. The energy of the work displayed a deep motivation to escape whatever was behind me, and my face portrayed anger, frustration, and very subtle relief at the escape of the redness over my shoulder. Though my eyes were fierce, there was a hint of a smile on my lips... and maybe just a touch of revenge.
I stared at it in disbelief for far longer than what felt appropriate. When I finally dragged my eyes away from the painting, I read the label at the bottom. Jeremy Hutchins. Wet-on-wet oil. Title: She Chose Dare.



Awkwardly, I pulled my hat farther down on my forehead, hoping nobody would recognize me.
"It's his best work yet," a woman's voice spoke from beside me. I didn't look up at her, not wanting to be recognized.
"Oh?"
"Yes. He's done plenty of oils, but never really..." she made some weird hand gesture that I didn't understand. "Well, it doesn't matter. When he finally found what he was looking for, he has been unstoppable. He's working on another piece right now and it blows this one out of the water. But it's not done yet so it's still in the studio. He has a studio tour scheduled for Final's week, if you'd like to come."
Shocked and embarrassed, I didn't know how to answer. "It's amazing."
"He's been drawing this same girl since Freshman year. It honestly got annoying after a while, but... I think this time, he's finally hit the nail on the head. Maybe he'll move onto something new... but honestly, I doubt it. His other stuff is over there, if you want to go see it. I'm Dr. Addison, by the way." She offered a hand for me to shake.
"Oh, uh..." I kept my head down and shook her hand, "Matilda."
"A pleasure. If you'd like to talk to him, he's right over there by the piano."
"Thanks again."
She left, and I went the opposite direction of the piano.
I looked through the work by other artists, not severely impressed by anything as much as Red's painting. I finally found his other stuff, and it was all equally as impressive. There was a print of a digital abstract piece displaying shadow, light, texture, and three-point perspective, titled, Exploration. Another was a nude gesture drawing of a woman's torso, simple and erotic, but still conservative, and clearly done in one line of his charcoal. It was called just breathe, baby.
The last two were of me... sort of. One was of me in profile, smiling, done in bright, bold, unusual colors. My skin was orange and my hair was blue, and my teeth were purple. Brightness and neon colors almost burned my eyes to look at it, but somehow, despite the strange color selection, it was still attractive. It was called An Unexpected Discovery.
The last piece was a digital rendition of my selfie in the grass... but it wasn't. A single brown eyeball, floating in a sea of green and blues, surrounded by vague black and white shapes and textures.
It was titled, Still Unseen.
Goosebumps broke out over my arms. I need to leave.
I made my way out of the FPAC, but there was someone blocking the main entrance. I tried to sneak around him, but he was a very tall man with wide shoulders and a big belly, and he was clearly not paying attention to a skinny girl in a sunhat. He was talking loudly with someone I couldn't see, blocked out by his huge form.
Awkwardly I stood to the side, looking through a brochure while I waited for the large, loud man to move out of the way.
"I'll give you fifteen thousand for it," he was saying in an obnoxious, boisterous tone. "I want it in my gallery. And I want it on the cover of my new brochure for next year. It'll go out to my entire mailing list of hundreds of thousands of people, nationwide. I'll have a journalist write a story about you and your work. You'll make it, kid. Let me help."
"I told you... that one is not for sale."
I froze and listened to his voice. That wasn't Red, was it? It sounded familiar, but different... Then again, it had been almost four years since I'd seen him. I stepped closer, listening with my ear inclined towards him, and focused on his voice. When he spoke again, I realized it absolutely was him. Just a little deeper... smoother somehow.
"That piece means a lot to me, and I spent years trying to figure out how to paint what I needed to paint. Maybe one day I'll sell it, but not today. It's coming home with me. I'm sorry. Now, I'm completely open to doing some other work for you, or selling you the piece in my studio right now. I think I've found my groove through these last few projects. But that piece... no. Not today. Sorry, Sir."
"Well, Jeremy, give me your number, and we'll talk about some other opportunities. And don't you dare disappear into the ether. I need your work in my gallery."
Red laughed, and it sent shivers down my arms and made my stomach flip. Holy crap, it was absolutely him. I knew his laugh. Every time he'd insulted me, or someone else had, the only thing I had to look forward to was hearing that sexy chuckle.
I had hated myself for loving that sound. I hated myself even more for still loving it.
Red told his phone number to the gallery owner, and the two stepped away from the door, continuing their conversation. I snuck behind them and hurried out of the FPAC.
Without really understanding what I was doing, I pulled out my cell phone and entered the ten numbers that had somehow seared themselves into my brain after hearing them a single time. This is so dumb. I shouldn't do this. There's nothing left to do. Nothing left to say.
But I couldn't help it. He got his closure through the painting, and I needed mine. So I opened a new message and texted him: Truth or Dare?

***

Tilly: Truth or Dare?
Red: Dare
Tilly: Feeling brave?
Red: Adventurous. Never brave.
Tilly: Why not? Taking a dare from a stranger is brave.
Red: I can always ignore a dare from a stranger.
Tilly: That's fair. Pick a number between 1 and 10
Red: 7
Tilly: Good choice. One for each day of the week.
Tilly: Your dare is to create 7 pieces of artwork without using your muse.
Red: Impossible!
Tilly: I believe in you. Try something new.
Red: And if I accomplish it?
Tilly: Then we can switch.
------- 7 days later --------
Red: (attachments)
Red: Truth or dare?
Tilly: Oh my god, hold on! These are amazing. Tell me about them first.
Red: Focused on my mom for the first two. Not thrilled, honestly.
Red: The third is about the brokenness of an old relationship I've been trying to patch up... my childhood best friend. We're still buddies now, and things are better... but we had a falling out a while back. So I tried to capture that... breaking and mending, but not really healing.
Tilly: What happened?
Red: I wouldn't stop drawing his sister...
Tilly: LOL.
Red: It pissed him off. Like, way more than I expected it to.
Red: We kinda bullied her in high school. Found out she had a crush on me and I felt like a real dick. Anyway, he found out I was sketching her a lot and he got really possessive. Turns out the only reason he ever let us mess with her in the first place was because he didn't want any of us to crush on her.
Tilly: seems like a kind of controlling, ass-backwards way to avoid a nonexistent problem to me.
Red: We were stupid, and also nine.
Tilly: Got it. Tell me about the fourth one.
Red: Same premise, different outcome. For a while, I was worried I'd lost him. We were rooming together, that's how he saw my drawings. I moved out, found a new roommate. There was a time for about a month where I thought we'd never be friends again.
Tilly: When was that?
Red: Thanksgiving, Freshman year. I stayed on campus so I wouldn't run into him when we both went home to the same small town. Small towns are too small not to run into people by accident.
Tilly: The last three look similar. Whose pets are those?
Red: One is my teacher and mentor's dog. Passed away last month, it was really hard on her. I stalked her Facebook and found a bunch of really good photos, and I'm planning to give it to her when it's done. I want to tidy up the background a little.
Red: The other is just a cute dog I found on the internet, and the bird is a bird I follow on Instagram. He's really funny.
Tilly: Birds have Instagrams?
Red: This one does. Look up "Jalapeno Pancake.'' He's really silly.
Tilly: I'm really impressed.
Red: This challenge has been really interesting, and it's got me out of my rut. So thanks.
Red: Your turn. Truth or Dare?
Tilly: Technically you didn't finish the challenge. Your pieces about your roommate are still reminiscent of your muse. And you used the same textures and color schemes in those as you did in your large piece at the exhibit.
Red: All my work is going to be related, because it's about my life. The subject isn't her; so it's semantics.
Tilly: Fine... I'll take it.
Red: So? Truth or dare.
Tilly:... Dare
Red: You're clearly an artist. Show me one of your pieces.
Tilly: I'm a type of artist... but I don't do any visual arts.
Red: Okay. Show me what you do.
------ 4 days later -------
Tilly: (attachment)
Tilly: Short story I wrote last year. It was going to be published in a literary magazine, but the mag went down.
Red: I don't know what to say. I'm not even ready to process what I've just read. Why haven't you published this?
Tilly: I've been busy pushing my novels. I'm hoping to do a collection of short stories and release an anthology. I have four more, I just need a few more to wrap it up and get to my word count.
Red: I am pissed off, turned on, in love, and definitely not crying a little.
Tilly: That's the idea. :)
Red: Why would you... ugh. I have to draw.

***

Red and I continued our strange relationship. We texted each other every week or two, but then over time, it became every few days, and then, every day. We laughed and cried and teased each other, and told secrets and stories that we would never have shared to each other's faces. Hell, Red and I had barely ever had a conversation in person other than me ignoring him.
But we never swapped names, we never asked personal questions, and we always chose dare.
The truths came out naturally, and we didn't ask for them, just offered them as tidbits and breadcrumbs to keep the conversation going. When the conversation died out, one of us would pitch our question again, and we were back on track.
This went on for the better part of two years.
I wasn't sure if he knew it was me. Part of me thought he did. Why would he open up to a stranger the way he did to me? But the other part of me thought he didn't. Because it was a lot easier to text a stranger than it was someone you knew in person.
All was going well, and I published two more books, and then started a new series of romances. I was trying hard to finish the anthology of short stories I'd been sitting on for a while, and I knew what I wanted to write about for the final story. He had continually asked me when I was going to finish it, but I kept telling him I was busy with other things.
I knew what I wanted to write. I just wasn't sure if I was willing to let myself go back there emotionally.
And, despite my challenge the first time we texted, he had continued to use me as his muse.
Our art fed off each other. He painted something beautiful that I related to, even if it wasn't me per se, but was in some way related to me. It would make me feel things, and then I would write something.
I never sent him the links, premise, or title of my books, but I did sometimes let him read excerpts or quotes. He congratulated me on my finished works, but never asked for the titles. Either he read them and knew my pen name, and therefore my true identity, or he didn't. I wasn't sure, and I didn't want to know. I was happy with what we had, even though I craved more, and still craved the loss of a relationship that never happened.
Red: Truth or dare.
Tilly: No way, it's my turn!
Red: Fine. I choose dare.
I had absolutely no idea what to dare him today. I was going back and forth about a character in my new book, trying to decide what he would look like. Over the past few years, I'd taken parts of Red and put him in my book. One man had his eyes, another had his laugh. One had his jawline, another had the messy fire-red hair that I loved so much.
Maybe I needed to try his method, I thought. I knew who my character was supposed to be, not what he was supposed to look like.
Tilly: Okay... I'm looking for inspiration today, so... send me a selfie, or a photo of something around you. ,
The last part was a cop-out or an escape, in case he didn't want to send me a selfie. He didn't text for a long time, but he finally did send a photo. I felt my phone buzz, and I avoided looking at it for a solid seven and a half minutes, but finally caved.
Damnit. My gut clenched as I stared at the photo.
Red had filled out from a gangly scraggly teenager to a handsome man. I knew he worked out a few times a week, and could see the muscles in his shoulders and forearms, and a hint of abs through his t-shirt that was just a little too tight. He was still thin, but had definitely filled out. Toned... strong. In the photo, he was leaning against a wall with one arm pressed up to support them, and one leg crossed over the other. His dirty, paint-covered jeans hung low on his hips, and he smiled into the camera with a subtle smirk. There was a yellow streak of paint in his bright red tousled hair, probably from running his hand through it like I knew he did when he was thinking.
"Shit." I put my phone down on my desk, screen down, and clenched my head. It was the perfect vibe for the cocky, stuck-up bad boy I was trying to write about. I made him a tattooed mechanic with dirty blonde hair instead, but the rest, I stuck true to.
Ugh... putting this boy in my books again. I really need a new muse. ,
My phone buzzed a few times and I groaned as I checked it. Please be another selfie, , I prayed silently. And this time, shirtless?
Red: You there?
Red: That bad, huh?
Red: I feel like I tried too hard.
Tilly: No, you're good... like, VERY good... You might end up in my next book.
Red: As long as you make me a good kisser.
Tilly: Hah! Promise ;)
Red: So... truth or dare? ;)
I took a long, deep breath. I knew what he was going to ask. He'd want a photo too, and I'd have to say no. I wasn't doing that. I couldn't do that.
The irony of my situation was this whole thing had turned back around on me. I'd done the exact same thing to him that he'd done to me in my novel. In the process of texting him over the past few years, he'd become my friend. And now, I was afraid that if I told him who I was, he'd be just as mad as I had been, just as hurt as I was in my novel and in real life.
Guilt and frustration burned in my chest. If he asked for a selfie, I was going to have to turn him down. Awkwardly, I responded with my usual answer of dare.
Because if I said truth, who knows what he might ask?
Chat dots popped up and went away, over and over, until I sighed and set my phone away from me. I needed to focus on this outline!
I stood up from my desk and paced, knowing I couldn't focus when I was waiting for a dare to come through. Finally a message appeared, and read the dare in mild horror.
Red: Come to my open gallery. Next month. April 1st.
Tilly: Oh man... I would, but I don't live in the area.
Red: I can find you somewhere to stay, if you can get down here.
I debated back and forth, writing various excuses and deleting all of them before giving up.
The truth was, I wanted to go. I wanted to see his work, to support him, to see the pieces he'd told me about but not shared with me yet. And I wanted to know if this friendship, this back-and-forth of our art inspiring each other was something that could turn into more.
I should have been honest from the start about everything, I told myself. I kept my identity a secret, literally knowing what might happen, and now I have to deal with it.
Unless... I didn't.
I could show up to Red's gallery tour, claiming I had heard about it through my brother. I could say I was in the area, and oh look, is that me? You jerk, drawing my Instagram photos, how could you?
Then I could see him, but he'd never know I was the girl he'd been texting.
I texted him back.
Tilly: I can't... I'm sorry. I have a meeting with my agent the next day, and I'll probably be traveling. Maybe another time?
Red: Okay. But that means you owe me a dare.
Tilly: Hm... I guess you're right.
Red: Feeling brave?
Tilly: Not one bit... maybe a little adventurous, though.
Red: You said you had a short story you wanted to write for that anthology, but weren't ready to write yet... Write it. Send it to me.
I groaned and threw my phone onto my pillow, and fell back onto my bed.
There was only one way for this whole thing to end: Embarrassingly. Good or bad, what I wanted or what I didn't... It was going to be embarrassing.
Begrudgingly, I texted him back.
Tilly: Fiiiiiiine. Give me some time though. This one will be tough.
Red: I'm sure it'll be amazing. You always are.
I actually blushed as I reread that last message. Then I dragged myself to my laptop and pulled up a blank document, letting the words pour out of my heart.

***

I lied about traveling on the second of April. Instead, I headed out to Oriental, North Carolina, a tiny town even smaller than the one I grew up in. The amount of artists, galleries, and co-ops in the area was surprisingly high considering the population. It had become well known for being an artist community, so people traveled to visit and stay in the cute Bed & Breakfasts and tour the riverside galleries.
Red had found a small house on the edge of the downtown area, a waterfront property with a large sunroom where he painted. I made it to the tail end of his studio tour. The yard was filled with people, and there was a buffet line with hors d'oeuvres and punch under a tent, a cool breeze from the river doing nothing to cut the humid North Carolina air.
I heard Red's voice before I saw him. He was laughing with my brother about some class they'd both taken in college, and toasting being done with the bullshit of academia. He was even more handsome than he was the last time I'd seen him during his Senior year.
Suddenly I felt incredibly awkward. What would happen if he looked over and saw me? We hadn't seen each other face-to-face in almost seven years. Luckily, Micah had indeed mentioned Red's open studio tour to everyone he knew, so I had a valid reason to be here. Although I still planned to sneak in and sneak out, hoping he wouldn't notice me.
It was mostly his newer stuff, and I'd seen some of it, though not all. There were shapes and colors and patterns I recognized, only because I knew where he'd pulled his inspiration, and luckily there were no full-face portraits of me. That was a relief, because with my brother and I both here, that would have been awkward as hell.
I was staring at a painting of a sea turtle trapped and tied up in interconnected constellations when I heard Red behind me.
"Hey Tilly."
I swallowed and looked up at him, anxious to see his expression. He smiled at me cautiously, looking about as awkward as I felt.
"Hey Red." I forced my eyes away and looked back at the painting. "This is amazing stuff."
"Thanks... I hit a stride right near the end of college and it's been a ride."
"Yeah... I can see that. You've been busy."



He took a breath as if to say something, and then let it out, running his hand through his hair and tucking his thumbs into his pockets. Red wasn't a particularly shy guy from what I remember, but we both felt uncomfortable.
"I heard your folks were pretty pissed when you became an art major," I said, not wanting to just stand there in silence looking at a turtle in outer space.
"Yeah... Well, I own my house now, and my dad has a second mortgage, so you can imagine how embarrassed they felt about that conversation."
"Yeah, I bet. Are they here?"
"They came out this morning. They've been telling all their friends to come."
"At least there's that."
"Yeah. It is what it is."
I stepped away from the painting and moved to the next one. An abstract digital print with acrylic paints added on top that I didn't quite understand. "Juncture," I said, reading the title of the work. "I don't know if I..."
"It was an experiment, really. Layering on different mediums, just to see what happens. Honestly I don't love it, but a bunch of other people do. It sold for more than I want to admit out loud."
I laughed. "Well, as long as you don't turn into one of those asshole artists who put a red splash of paint in the middle of a giant canvas and get it appraised at twenty million dollars, a few random experiments here and there won't hurt anyone."
He chuckled at that, and I closed my eyes for a minute to focus on not blushing. Damnit, why did he have to sound so smug and hot when he did that?
"I have another experiment I'm working on now, actually," he said, taking a step closer. "But it's unfinished, so I don't have it out..."
It was an open invitation, but one I'd have to ask for.
I must be a masochist, because I said, "I'd love to see it, if you're willing to show it to me."
"I'd like to. It's in my living room." He nodded to the door of the sunroom that led into the house.
I took a deep breath and followed him into his house, trying not to stay too close to him. He smelled like something sweet and slightly chemical, but I could tell he had cologne on over it. And he had a big splat of red paint right under his butt.
I grinned at the sight, trying to ignore his firm, toned backside. "Were you painting this morning?"
"Yeah," he looked back at me over his shoulder with a hint of a grin. "I actually got distracted and forgot to get the punch ready. Mom had to make it when she got here."
I kept the splash of paint to myself. It was... endearing.
He led me through his house to the living room. There was an easel in the corner, a tarp thrown over the top. I stopped a few feet away, excited and a little nervous to see what it was. Before he removed the tarp, he looked back at me for a split second. He looked a little embarrassed.
As soon as he removed the tarp, I understood why.
Walking away to fold the tarp and set it aside, he left me with my thoughts. It was a solid white board of some kind, with two hands as the subject; a large, aggressive, muscular hand painted in reds, yellows, and browns, reaching out and almost touching a dainty elegant hand. But the woman's hand was clearly not paint. It appeared to be pen and ink, little dots and scribbles on the board. I stepped closer, studying the ink.
Not dots. Words. Very very tiny words... and they were quotes from my novels.
I had no way to describe my emotions as I stared at the piece. Two hands reaching towards each other, not quite meeting in the middle. Not quite touching. The paints and the strokes of his hand were incomplete and messy, and the words that made up my hand tapered and fell away near the bottom and to one side, clearly unfinished.
Would it ever be finished?
Would those hands ever meet?
I felt him behind me, closer than he should have been for a guy and a girl who weren't really friends. The hairs on my arms stood up, like my body was trying to sense him. I could feel his breath on my neck, and sense the shift of his weight as he leaned forward slightly.
"Truth or dare, Tilly?"
My whole body burned with humiliation, and my eyes pricked with tears. I was an idiot if I thought he didn't know. Of course he knew. We talked every day. He read my work. I saw his art. He stalked my photos. There was no way my brother hadn't mentioned that I'd published romance novels.
"When did you figure it out," I asked quietly.
"I always knew it was you."
"What?" I wanted to turn around and look at him, see his face so I could read his expression, but I couldn't move.
"You thought I wouldn't recognize you at the Senior exhibit just because I didn't see your face?" he leaned closer and I felt him lift his hand, and brush a lock of hair away from my neck. "I saw you running out of the exhibit... right after I read your book."
I wanted to whirl around and slap him. I wanted to scream at him. I wanted to throw a fit like a child, or laugh at him in the face, or just roll my eyes at him and walk away. But I couldn't.
Why did he have such a hold over me? And why was he so obsessed with me?
I blinked away my tears and took a deep breath, trying to steady my emotions and get control of myself. What now? We were both busted.
"You finish your short story yet?"
I pursed my lips and looked down at my feet. "No."
"Why not?"
"I... I'm afraid it might end the same way," I whispered.
The story I was trying to write, the one I didn't want to write, was what would have happened if my characters in my first novel hadn't gotten away from each other. What if they had made it work? What if they had fallen back into love?
Because that's what I'd wanted from the beginning, but I couldn't stomach the idea of writing it.
"I have a few ideas of how it could end."
"Really?"
"Mm-hm."
Large hands cupped my shoulders and slowly nudged me around. He wasn't forceful, just gently guiding. Suggesting. Asking.
I turned to face him, and finally made myself look up at him. He'd gotten taller since I'd seen him last. Why did boys do that? Keep getting taller and sexier?
He took his hands off my shoulders and I instantly missed their presence.
He looked at me with just the hint of a smirk, like he knew what I was thinking. "Truth or dare, Tills."
I blushed at the nickname. There was no way I could pick dare with him standing there staring at me like that... Like he knew I wanted him. Like he knew I was thinking about those big, dirty, strong hands on me. And he did know, didn't he? He said he read my book... he definitely read all the other ones too. All those dirty scenes describing things I wanted him to do to me...
Besides. We both needed answers more than anything right now.
You knew this would be embarrassing, I told myself, and you showed up anyway. This is on you.
"Truth."
He smirked and looked at his feet. Maybe he was surprised, maybe not. We were toe to toe, and I froze and held my breath as he leaned towards me. For a split second, I thought he was going to kiss me, but at the last moment, he changed the angle, titling his head so he could whisper in my ear again.
"You still have a crush on me?"
He didn't stand up or pull away. He just stood there, his breath against my skin, close enough to almost feel his lips against my ear. I could smell that sweet oily chemical smell, but something deeper and woody underneath it.
My face burned. There was no sense in denying it. "Yeah."
I felt him smile. He straightened, still standing too close. I resisted looking at him, but when he didn't say anything else, I met his gaze. He raised an eyebrow ever so subtly, as if waiting for me to say something.
Oh right. It's my turn.
I wet my lips, and forced myself to speak. "Truth or dare."
"Truth."
In a moment, all the insecurities and fears came rushing back. He'd spent years teasing me, calling me names and telling me that nobody would want to date a nerd. What if this was all just him being a dick for old-times sake?
"Is this a joke," I whispered. "Because if this is a prank, it's not funny, Red. I can't--"
Before I could finish my question, he leaned in, placing a single finger under my chin, and pressed his lips against mine.
I saw it coming, in those split seconds before he did it, and I was helpless to stop it... because there was nothing I wanted more. My heart throbbed painfully as I watched him near me, and when I felt his lips on mine, I melted.
Sparks erupted through my body and my knees nearly buckled from the intense clench deep in my gut. He caught me, both of his arms shooting out and grabbing my forearms and holding me in place. Our lips separated for those few moments, and I nearly sobbed because I thought it was over, but he pulled me against him and crushed his mouth against mine, our lips moving together in a strong, desperate, aching dance that said far more than any story or painting could ever say.
So we didn't bother trying.
Our hands moved as we kissed, exploring each other's backs and fronts, and waists and hips. My fingers traced the ripples down his chest and his hands alternated cupping my breasts and the curves of my hips. I was lost in the heat of his mouth and the taste of his skin, relishing the feeling of his strong, confident hands on me. I gasped when the tip of his tongue very gently prodded at my lips. Asking, tasting, testing.
I opened up for him, and let him in.
He moaned as his tongue slid into my mouth and the sound made my head spin. His hands went lower and he scooped me up, hooking his hands under my legs and walking me back to the wall. He pinned me there and I hooked my ankles behind his back and wrapped my arms around his neck, feeling his hips and chest press into me as he kissed me.
"You are..."
"Oh god..."
"You taste so good..."
"You feel so good..."
"I've been dreaming..."
"Me too..."
"Oh my god you guys, for fuck's sake! Really? Man..." Micah's voice shattered the magical bubble holding us in our own little world. "I fucking told you not to hook up with my sister!"
For a split second, I wondered if this really was a prank. A giant joke. Red just taking advantage of the fact that he knew I liked him. I attempted to squirm out of his grip, but he held me fast, his clear blue eyes locked onto mine.
"I'm not hooking up with her."
"It sure fucking looks like you are!" Micah was trying to talk to us without actually looking at how I was pinned to the wall with my legs around Red's back.
"Nope. I'm completely in love with her. That's different."
I felt a huge smile break out on my face. Letting my head fall forward, I rested my forehead on his shoulder and tightened my grip around his neck.
Micah whined again. "Please tell me this is an April Fool's joke."
"Get out if you don't want to watch," Red said, turning his face and nibbling on my neck. An extremely embarrassing sound escaped my mouth, and I bit my lip to shut myself up. "Ooh, that's hot, baby. Do that again," he murmured, gently kissing and sucking on that spot on my neck. "Right here, right?"
Micah stormed out of the room, muttering under his breath. The whole situation was so absurd that I burst out laughing.
Red let me down from the wall, and stepped back enough to look me in the eye. "So I had a much better way I was going to drop that truth bomb, but, uh... it just happened."
"I guess that makes two of us, then."
His eyebrows lowered. "No, stop that. You don't get a cop-out. Say it, Tilly. I dare you."
"Ugh," I dropped my head and covered my face in my hands. "I thought we were done with the bullying!"
"Well, you seem to like it, so..." he gently took my wrists and pulled them away, pinning them above my head and getting up in my face. The smug asshole smirked at me, his eyes glittering. "Tell me the truth. I dare you."
"Can I just write it?"
"Nope."
"Can I text it?"
"Nope."
"I'm completely in love with you, Red."
I expected smugness, but instead he grinned like a fool, bit his lip, and looked away, blushing as red as his hair. His reaction eased my awkwardness, and I laughed.
"Tills, I..." he hesitated, his humor and good mood seeming to disappear. "I was an ass to you, in high school. I never meant it to hurt you, I just... I didn't think... I didn't think about your or how it would hurt you... I thought you didn't care--"
"Red. Can we not do this, please? You never hurt my feelings."
He looked at me like I'd offered him a gift horse; it wasn't sure if he wanted to believe it.
"You didn't. Not really. The others were mean... you just teased me... and I liked it." I shrugged. "I hated that I liked it, but I liked it. So can we not do this, please? Can we go forward and not back to fucking high school?"
His response was to take my face in his hands and kiss me like he needed to consume me.
"So... um." He cleared his throat. Letting go of my arms and straightening, he said, "Did you still need me to find somewhere for you to spend the night?"
"No!"
"A man can dream."
"You dream about..."
"Oh... yeah."
"Well... I was going to drive home to stay with my parents, but..."
"I might be able to arrange something a little closer, if you feel like sticking around for a little longer."
"Oh really?" I set my hands on his pecs. His chest puffed out just a little as I flirted with him. "What do you have in mind?"
His eyes sparkled with mischief. "Well there's a really nice B&B down the road, and they have great breakfast sandwiches--"
I shoved him a little. He caught my hands and pulled me as he walked backwards towards the stairs.
"Don't you have an open studio tour?"
"It ended twenty minutes ago."
"There are still people out there!"
"Good thing they're out there and not in here." He led me to the foot of the stairs, then dropped my hands. His face changed from playful to serious. "I'm not going to drag you up here, Tills. But... I'd love for you to come."
I blushed at the phrasing. I could tell from the look on his face that he meant it exactly as I'd heard it. And I wanted to go up there, I really did. But I was still so completely embarrassed about this whole situation that I wanted to be swallowed up in a black hole.
"Truth or dare," I whispered.
"Truth." He leaned against the side of the doorframe of the stairs, thumbs in his pockets, one foot crossed over the other, like a frickin' charmer.
"What are you going to do to me?"
"Well, I had a few things I wanted to do," he said. "I had planned to throw you on my bed and strip all your clothes off, one piece at a time, and explore every inch of your glorious body with my lips and my tongue. Then I thought I'd finger you a little, maybe lick your pussy until you came on my face a few times. Then maybe flip you over and massage your back and shoulders while I eat your ass--"
I grabbed him by the elbow, and dragged him up the stairs.

***

Red made good on every one of his promises, and then some. By the time we were done, we were covered in sweat, exhausted, sore, hungry, dehydrated, and very happy. We were laying naked on his bed, him on his back, me with my head on his chest, tracing his body with my fingertips and relishing everything about him.
He was better than my fantasies. Because he was real. He was real, and sweet, and a little bossy, and absolutely filthy with his tongue.
"So, you gonna finish that short story?"
I laughed. "Yeah, I think I got a pretty good ending figured out."
"What are you going to call it? You can't call it Truth or Dare, you already used that."
"I was thinking about just calling it "alternate ending.'"
"Nah. That's too boring."
"It's not boring!"
"It's a little boring."
"Alright, mister 'expert in what is boring and what is not,' what would you call it?"
He thought for a minute, and then snaked his arms around my waist, pulling me closer to him. "Ride me."
"That's a horrible title."
"Ride me, Tilly."
I threw my leg over him and set myself to grind my pussy on his dick. I could feel his eyes roaming my body, exploring my every curve.
We forgot about the title of the short story. He hardened against my wetness, and I felt him slide into me. Those glorious moments when he first filled me were indescribable, and I wanted nothing more than to drown in the feeling of him. I watched his face as he started to lose control. Clearly this was a favorite position for him because this was at least the fourth round, and he was not going to last. Just as I was getting close, he groaned and his eyes rolled back slightly, and I felt him twitch and pulse inside me. I clenched at the sight of him finding his release.
I squeezed him harder with my muscles and he gasped, grabbing my hips and rolling us over. He held my face in his hands and kissed me with so much affection that I wanted to cry. We made out as he softened and slid out of me.
"You owe me an orgasm," I mumbled around his mouth.
"Hmm?"
"I was so close, you came too fast."
"Gimme a few minutes," he panted back. "I want to do you from behind."
I giggled. "You're insatiable."
"I've been dreaming about you for a while, Tills. You grew on me, you know?" He pulled back enough to look me in the eye. "Your photos were one thing, but... once you started sharing your writing with me, and we started talking... It was like I finally saw who you are. And I really liked it. And then I loved it. I've read all your books so many times they've basically fallen apart." He gestured to the nightstand on his side of the bed. Sure enough, several ratty looking well-worn books lay there.
"Oh my gosh, Red."
"I love you, you know?"
"Yeah. I know. I love you too."
"I couldn't help it."
"Me neither."
"Lost and found."
"Huh?"
"That's what you should call it... Lost and Found."
.
.
.
.
***********************
Thanks for reading! Please remember to rate, and leave a comment if you feel so inclined.
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"Sir, you realize this is going to get me in trouble, right?"
"Good thing you like to be in trouble, you pocket-sized fleshlight."
"Your insults are getting boring, repetitive, and uncreative," I lied.
He grabbed me by the ponytail and jerked me to a halt, not caring if the people behind us crashed into him. Holding my hair and pulling me back, he growled in my ear. "I'll show you just how fucking creative I can be, you... half-thawed microwave dinner."
I snorted. "Okay. That's just gross."
He let go of my hair and smacked my ass. "Go." The smack was enough to make me feel the plug in my ass even more than before and I squirmed.
I rolled my eyes, knowing I'd get paddled for it later but not caring.
TSA was a bitch, but we had pre-check. That was all fine and dandy, but we still had to walk through the human-sized metal detectors. Of course, I was stopped. Because I had a frickin' plug in my ass.
"You'll have to remove that," the guy said, motioning to my collar. Ah, my beautiful collar that I loved so much. I begrudgingly unbuckled it and set it in on the conveyer belt. The guy scanned me with a hand-held scanner, and hesitated when he picked up on something. He swiped back over my breasts and pursed his lips as the metal detector buzzed softly.
Right about then was when the plug in my ass started to buzz slowly.
Fucking. Asshole. Husband.
"Come with me, ma'am." He motioned me behind a little curtain.
I looked back at Reuben. He wasn't even looking at me. "Ugh," I groaned, but followed the guy behind the curtain.
"I need you to lift up your shirt," he said. Honestly, as a barely reformed slut, I didn't have a problem exposing myself. It was the rest of the shit Reuben had dressed me up in today that I was concerned about.
I lifted my shirt and pushed my bra cups out of the way, letting him see the piercings in my nipples. He could also see the piercing in my belly and the chains that connected the piercings together. He nodded awkwardly then motioned for me to put my clothes back down. He continued swiping the metal detector over my body, pausing as he got to my hips.
"Um," he said. "Wait here, please." The guy stepped aside and mumbled something into his walkie talkie.
Great. Just great. I felt antsy and a little embarrassed. Why the hell was Reuben making me do this? Was this payback for telling him in explicit detail about how Simon had fucked me while he pierced my nipples? Yes, probably.
The plug in my ass changed vibration. I staggered slightly and forced myself to remain standing.
A few minutes later, the TSA agent returned with two other guys. They were big, scary looking fuckers, all tall and burly and tattooed and shit. Just my type.
Of course, almost everyone was big compared to me. It was hard being half an inch under five feet. I couldn't even ride the Ferris wheel at the fair without wearing platform shoes.
"Ma'am, you're going to have to lift up your skirt," one of the men said, a mocking expression on his face. The other was staring at me angrily and pulling on a pair of latex gloves.
Um... shit. This is getting real.
"You know, gentlemen, there's a perfectly reasonable explanation to this," I said, doing and doing as they requested. I gulped at their expressions. "That explanation is, my husband is an asshole."
"Turn around please," the other one said, his face deadpan and his voice monotone. "Spread your feet wide and bend at the hip."
I'm going to kick my Dom in the shins when this is over. But I did as he asked. I had disobeyed Reuben earlier today when he'd told me to wear panties to the airport. I'd told him I was out of panties, that he'd ruined them all during our honeymoon. That was a lie, I'd hardly worn any the whole time. But we were running late to the airport and he chose not to fight that battle.
Now I knew why.
The obnoxious one scoffed at me as he noticed I was commando. The deadpan one with the gloves knelt behind me, his face directly behind my exposed sex. I hated that this whole scenario was turning me on. Damnit, why do I have to be such a horny mess, I thought. Now not only am I naked and exposed, I'm getting wet, and they're going to see.
"Please put your hands on the wall where I can see them."
Reluctantly, I did so. If it were Reuben, I would have bratted him. But I knew better than to disobey TSA, especially when I was already in such a precarious position. They had tasers, and could block me from flying in the future.
The obnoxious one put his thumbs in his pockets and smirked at me. "Miss, why are the metal detectors picking up a metal object in your ass?"
I bit back a growl as I looked him in the eye. "Because there's a metal butt plug in my ass," I mumbled.
The first TSA agent, the awkward embarrassed one, was now checking my suitcase, removing everything and shaking it out, piling it on the table beside him. People couldn't see me, but they could absolutely see the contents of my suitcase being laid out. "Miss, what is in this container?" he asked, holding up a barely legal 5 ounce container of lube.
"It's lube," I said, loudly and clearly. This day wasn't going to get any less embarrassing, so I decided to just go with whatever came my way. I choked as a strong burst of vibrations pulsed through the plug. I coughed to regain what was left of my dignity. Quieter, I said, "It's lube, for the toys."
"Paul," the quiet one said to the snarky one. "Help me out here?"
Paul pulled on a pair of his own gloves and stood beside me, setting his hands on my ass cheeks and pulling them apart. Somehow that made the plug feel even more intense, and I took a steadying breath.
Paul looked to his deadpan buddy. "You got it, Stevie?"
Stevie took hold of the base of the plug, pulling on it subtly. I expected him to yank it out, but he didn't, he just fiddled with it, turning it in place and pulling on it slightly, letting go of it and allowing it to slide back into me. The way he was moving it around and wiggling it inside me was making me lose control. I bit my lip and resisted the urge to moan.
"Miss, is there a reason why you are wearing this device?"
"Because my asshole husband thought it would be funny to publicly humiliate me?"
"Please refrain from language, miss."
"Of course. My sincerest apologies. Let me rephrase. My husband is a poopy-head and thought it would be funny to embarrass me."
"Miss, what is the liquid running down your legs?"
"I swear to God," I muttered, but I took a breath and met Paul's eyes. "Because, gentlemen, I sexually identify as a whore."
Paul's eyes gleamed. Behind me, Stevie's deadpan façade broke for a second.
"That's a hell of a juicy pussy, Stevie."
"It is, Paul. It really is."
Pulse. Pulse. Pulse.
"Does it smell good, Stevie?"
I gasped as I sensed Stevie's face near me, but he never touched. "It sure does, Paul."
Pulse-pulse-pulse. It was faster now and I tried not to squirm or shift but I could feel my exposed pussy quivering.
"If you touch me, he will literally kill you," I warned. And the words popped out of my mouth before I even thought to stop them. "I belong to Reuben Weston."
I was met with murmurs and an impressed whistle from the TSA agents. I dropped my head in humiliation, blushing deeply.
"You can stand up, miss."
"What, you're not going to make me take it out?" I stammered.
"No miss," Stevie said as he stood. "I checked the device. it is, as you say, just a plug."
"Cool. Great. Can I go now?" I stood up and dropped my dress, almost writhing now. I was even more turned on than I was when Reuben had put the plug in. The vibrations had changed to short, strong bursts that felt like I was being thrust into.
"As soon as Micky finishes checking your bag."
"What's this, miss?" Micky asked, holding up another container.
"Dish soap," I stammered, speaking too loudly again.
"Why dish soap?"
I gestured to the collection of toys that Reuben had packed in my suitcase instead of his own. "For the sex toys, Micky. It's for the sex toys."
Micky blushed and nodded, and then motioned to my suitcase, currently splayed open with contents and toys everywhere on the table. "I've finished checking your bag, miss. You're free to repack it and be on your way."
"Thank you all so much." I rolled my eyes and stomped to the table, shoving shit back in my suitcase as quickly as possible.
It took a lot to embarrass me, but the three agents combined with the whispers from the other passengers from my toy display was doing it for me. And honestly, not in a bad way. More like in a "I need to mount my Dom and grind myself on his lap until he forces me to come a few times" kind of way.
I looked up at a familiar chuckle. Reuben was leaning against the wall, arms crossed. He sauntered over like he was so damn proud of himself, standing by and watching me repack. "Are you almost done," he asked.
"You're a dick."
He chuckled again.
"I could have been arrested, Reuben," I growled. "People end up on the no-fly list for this shit! What would you do if I got stranded in Alaska?"
"You know I wouldn't have let that happen," he said, raising an eyebrow at me. Then he bent over to whisper in my ear. "How wet are you?"
I growled, not answering.
He laughed at me and ruffled my hair. "Guess we'll find out on the plane. Come on, we have time for lunch before the flight."
"I thought you said we were late!"
"Oh, I must have misread the boarding time."
I shook my head in disgust. He ignored me.
"When can I take it out," I whined, forcing my suitcase closed and zipping it shut. He helped me haul it off the table and set it upright on the floor.
"You can take it out when I say so. Until then, you're going to enjoy having your filthy little hole stretched for me." He turned off the vibrations and started walking away at a brisk pace. Thank God he turned off the damn vibe. I never would have been able to catch up with him otherwise, and he knew it.
We found a bar next to our gate and grabbed a table in the back. I grunted as I sat down. Not only was I dripping and horny, the plug felt weird to sit in. He adjusted the settings on his phone to make the buzzing even worse.
"Westons! Enjoying your travel so far?"
I looked up in astonishment to see Paul, the cocky TSA agent. Stevie and Micky were beside him, holding back laughs.
"Damnit," I muttered. "You know them, don't you? This was a setup. You... jerk."
He raised an eyebrow at me and I realized I just broke the rule about calling him names in front of his friends.
"To answer your question, little bug... we were running late. For the end of Micky, Paul, and Stevie's shift."
His TSA buddies sat in the empty chairs beside us and Reuben ordered a round of beers. "How many times did she call me names?" Reuben asked his friends.
"I knew this was a set-up." We had a rule about that and I was about to be in so much damn trouble.
"Oh, a few times."
"Yeah, I lost count."
"I'd say at least six."
I slammed my hands on the table. "It was not six--"
"And how many times did she roll her eyes?"
"Oh man, definitely more than six."
"They're lying, Sir."
"You have quite a punishment stored up, don't you, little bug?" He stared at me with a gleam in his eyes. "Sure would be a shame if I were to turn that plug back on and not let you finish tonight."
I might have been a brat ninety per cent of the time, but being teased all day and not finishing was my least favorite way to be punished. So I swallowed my pride and looked up at him with as much adoration as I could drag up. "Please don't do that to me, Sir," I whispered.
"Hm..." he took my face in his hands and drew me closer to him, tilting his head slightly as he did.
Oh no. Oh fuck. He's going to kiss me--
In a moment, I was swept away, not caring about anything other than his mouth on mine. His mouth was demanding, his teeth bit into my tender lips, and a low growl rose up from his chest. He murmured against my mouth, "come for me. Nice and quiet, baby. That's right... Mmm. good girl, Alice. That's my good girl."
As he pulled away from me, I sat there in astonishment as my post-orgasmic bliss made me feel like I was glowing. Reuben pulled away and took another sip of his drink.
Pulse-pulse-pulse. I jumped. Shit, I hadn't thought about the ramifications of the orgasm. Coming in public was one thing, but an orgasm this early in the game with Reuben Weston?
Ugh. It was going to be a very long rest of the day.



        The Goddess - Prologue

        Becca dominates for the first time.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-goddess-prologue

Title: The Goddess - Prologue

Author: LindsayMurray

Category: BDSM

Description: Becca dominates for the first time.

Tags: sadomasochism, reuben weston, anchorx, femdom, ff, switch, becca huxley

Series: The Goddess



Prologue
The Birth of a GoddessIt was a routine Wednesday night. After a long day at work, the men wanted to play with their toys... and us toys were more than willing.
I watched the Dominants whispering to each other, discussing their plans for us. Reuben nodded at Jeff's quiet whispers, and Jez stood by with a huge grin on her face and a twinkle in her eye, vibrating with excitement.
Beside me, Sanaii shivered in expectation. She wore only panties and a t-shirt, while I had been asked to remain clothed. I noticed her nipples were hard under her shirt. She was excited, probably wet... a phenomenon I only rarely experienced, when the brightest and strongest pain overwhelmed my body. I wondered if I would be hurt hard enough to get wet tonight.
I was on edge, waiting for my instructions. Reuben and Jez approached, and they took Sanaii by the arms and led her to the middle of the room. Stripping her down roughly, they cuffed her wrists to a spreader bar and hung her from a rope on the ceiling, pulling it taunt so she was standing on her tiptoes. She squirmed, naked and excited, anticipating the delicious cruelty about to come her way.
Now that she was bound, I knew it was my turn to submit to whatever they had planned. I turned to Reuben, my Sir, my first true Dominant, and my best friend. He had a look in his eye I knew well. He was about to ask me to do something that would push my limits, but that he knew I could do.
Did he want me to have sex with her?
I would do it happily. Lick her, finger her, fuck her. I preferred sex with women over men, since they didn't scare me. They were beautiful, and sweet, and soft, and fun to please. They became more beautiful the more aroused they were, and they made the sweetest sounds.
Men were rough, violent, and they grunted like animals. Despite the safety I felt under the protection of my Dom and my Master, most men still terrified me. I tolerated them simply because I was safe in the presence of my two closest friends. Jeff, my Master, and Reuben my Dom... my protectors who guarded me from those who would take advantage of me. In owning me, they gave me safety.
Reuben approached me with slow steps, a riding crop in his hands. I held my chin steady, resisting the urge to lift it in the way my former owner referred to as "haughty." I kept his eye as I waited for him to lift the crop and strike me, or guide me, or move me towards whatever he wanted of me. Instead, he turned the tool in his hand and presented me with the handle.
Instinctively, I leaned forward and kissed the handle, a deep respect for the tool and for the delicious pain it could bring.
He stroked my hair, and then cupped my chin, lifting me to an upright position. He held the crop closer to me, and my confusion grew. What did he want me to do with it?
"She's yours tonight, Becca."
"What?" My voice sounded foreign.
"Tonight, she is your toy."
"But I don't... I'm not..."
He lifted an eyebrow as if to ask, aren't you? "Take it."
I can refuse.
I had known, from the first day I had done a scene with Reuben Weston, that I had the power to stop a scene. But never in my life had I felt this. As I reached my hand out and took the crop, an overwhelming rush of warmth, confidence, and control burned through my body, settling in the pit of my stomach.
I didn't just have power to stop him. I had power... over all of it.
Everything.
Her.
I looked up and watched Sanaii's eyes fill with warmth and eagerness. She had that thing that Dominants seemed to love - unapologetic masochism, honest expressions, and wild, beautiful reactions.
Click. I took a step forward. My heels made a lovely sound against the polished floor of the dungeon. My thighs brushed gently against each other, and the fabric of my skirt swished gently.
Click. Another step, and I took a breath. My body felt hot. Tingly. I was getting closer to her. She squirmed slightly, squeezing her thighs together to relieve the tension between her legs. Her eyes were fixed on me in surprise and excitement.
Click. I felt another hot ripple course through my body, shocking me. I wasn't sure what was happening to me, but my belly flipped, warmth gushed between my legs and flooded my panties, and I wanted to squeeze my own legs together...
Arousal and eroticism had always eluded me. I submitted because it was who I was. It was part of me. It had been for so long, I couldn't remember what it was like to not submit. I was incapable of living on my own, of making my own decisions. In the past, I had always fought my masters on the principle of the matter, because I remembered what freedom felt like... but I couldn't stand the idea of actually having it.
But this... this freedom was beautiful. This freedom was safe. Delicious. The way Sanaii's eyes widened and her lips parted, panting and squirming, anticipating whatever I decided to do, made me want to relish in it. It made me want to do everything.
But I didn't have the faintest idea what to do.
Could I strike her? Could I hurt her? Did I want to cause her pain?
Was it really pain if the desire for it was making her pussy drip down her legs and squelch every time she squirmed?
My Master sensed my struggle. He sat in a chair a few paces away, comfortable, his single leg propped up on the ottoman, his hands draped over the arm rests, watching whatever was to unfurl. When I looked at him, silently asking for guidance, he smiled, winked, and gave me the smallest nod.
I looked at Reuben. His arms were crossed and he held his chin in his hands, studying me with interest. He wanted to see what I did.
Jez was grinning in the corner. She seemed to have complete and total confidence in me.
They were all waiting for me. They weren't going to give me a single instruction. They just wanted to watch. They wanted to see what I did.
And Sanaii... she wanted to be touched.
I walked closer to her, my breath coming faster, my eyes scanning her body. Her dark skin seemed to glow in the low light. Plump curves and goosebumps, and raw need.
The crop shook in my hand as I lifted it. Setting it on the back of her neck, I dragged it down, down, so slowly, watching the goosebumps erupt over her skin, hearing a soft sigh escape her lips. The sight and the sound made my breath catch.
I lifted the crop suddenly and struck her hard on the fleshy part of her ass. She let out the prettiest sound I'd ever heard.
Oh.
My eyes flew to Reuben's, either for reassurance or for conformation. His face didn't change, but his eyes were dilated, tension radiating off his body. He was completely engaged in the scene, relishing the tension between me and Sanaii.
I looked at her skin again, a blank canvas of velvet black, waiting to be dressed. The world was in my hands when I held that crop. I stroked her skin where I'd hit her, watching her move against me and revel in the feeling of my touch. A huge grin broke out on my face, and I couldn't stop it.
I get it now.
This power. This control. This absolute freedom to be felt, to be enjoyed. The feeling of being known.
Receiving was a holy sacrifice. But giving?
Giving was to be God.
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 Chapter 1 
  Benny  "Your shift started fifteen minutes ago, Benny."
I rolled my sleeves up to my elbows and soaped up my hands and wrists. My shirt was untucked, my belt was nowhere to be found, and my hair was a mess. I made it to work by the skin of my teeth today.
"I apologize, Boss," I said, shooting her a well-practiced regretful smile that I didn't mean. "Got stuck in traffic."
"Do you get stuck in traffic before every shift? Because this is becoming a problem." Erin put her hands on her hips.
"Nope... sometimes I miss my alarm from all my late nights of partying," I winked. I didn't tell her it wasn't my party, or that I didn't get home until almost four in the morning. But the tips meant I could buy groceries this week.
She rolled her eyes. "Be here on time, please. You're one of my best, Benny, but if I don't start writing you up for being late, other people are going to get lazy and start copying your behavior."
"Yes Ma'am." I tied my apron around my hips and headed out to check in with Maxine.
Maxine, our shift lead for the day, shook her head at me in mock disapproval. "Loverboy running late again today?"
"Late nights, Maxine. Gotta keep all my girls satisfied." I wiggled my eyebrows.
Rolling her eyes, she said, "You should worry about keeping your boss satisfied. You're on tables one through six today." She handed me a stack of menus and a spray bottle. "In the meantime, put those talented fingers to work." She slapped me on the ass with the clipboard as I walked away.
I let Maxine think I was a playboy and a man slut. I was always tired, always horny, and always hungry, and I guess my character fit her assumption. It was a running joke that I hooked up with a new girl every night. I didn't correct her. I'd rather have the disdain of being a fuckboy than the pity I'd get if I told her the truth.
Thursdays were always slow, but today was oddly stressful. Erin was nervous because apparently someone from corporate was coming by today, but she didn't know who or when. A group of single moms in the corner had ordered peanut butter and jelly sandwiches for their kids, and most of the jelly was now on the wall. A group of college girls sat in the corner, enjoying the free bread and butter but only ordering sodas and laughing obnoxiously. And Maxine and I had a bet going on about how many times the older lady in the corner would complain about her food, and I was pretty sure I was going to win, since she was up to four.
"Benny, I swear, if she sends this back one more time," Erin whispered to me. "What did she say this time?"
"She said the breading on the shrimp was too spicy."
"But last time she said it was too bland."
"Well," I shrugged. "Guess she wants something in between." I set the plate down.
Erin glared at it, picking up one of the untouched breaded shrimps. She bit into it and rolled her eyes. "It's perfect."
"Obviously. Sebastian made it."
Erin put in another order for the shrimp and went to supervise the creation. I grabbed a spray bottle and a rag to clean the jelly off the walls near table three.
Shrimp Lady finally left, and Maxine and I couldn't help but laugh about the situation while I cleared the table. "What's her problem, anyway?" Maxine asked.
"She only gets five shrimp. If she complains multiple times, she gets seven or eight. People do it all the time, especially if they're hungry but don't want to pay for a side."
"You think that's it?"
"I dunno. Probably. She looked obnoxious. I can't stand stuck-up people like that. Just eat your food and if you don't like it, don't order it. C'mon. At least she left a good tip," I said, tucking the bills into my pocket.
"I know you gave her the wrong dipping sauces on purpose."
"There was nothing I could give that woman to satisfy her. The least I could do was give her the spicy ketchup instead of the sriracha aioli."
"Excuse me?" A voice I didn't recognize cut in over our discussion. Maxine and I both turned to see the new guest standing at the front of the restaurant.
It only took three seconds for her to turn my world upside down.
The first second was a visual overload as I took her in. She was a few inches shorter than me, perhaps five foot seven or eight. She wore a black blouse with a few buttons undone, and I could see a hint of cleavage that made my mouth water. An expensive necklace of red, orange, and white gemstones rested on her breastbone, like something a queen would wear. Full round breasts and a thin waist melted into curvy hips. She wore a form-fitting skirt made of black shiny leather that stopped right above her knee, a slit up the back dangerously close to exposing her. A piece of black lace was sewn into the slit, as if to imply modesty even though it didn't truly do anything. Almost like she was saying, I could be decent, but I don't want to be. Her bare legs were smooth and looked like satin, and she wore a pair of elegant black strappy heels. She had full, shiny, raven-black hair, curled and styled to frame her stunning Grecian facial features. Ivory skin, high cheekbones, a straight nose, dark red lips. But her most stunning feature was her shocking, enchanting eyes.
They were golden. A light brown, like honey, or topaz. An earthy amber that made her look like a supernatural entity or a creature from the underworld.
In the next second, I experienced a strange emotional compulsion that led me to believe that this woman was important. Not just a businesswoman from the corporate office, or a rich senator's wife, or someone of a high rank. No, it was something almost spiritual. I felt like it was a privilege or a once-in-a-lifetime honor to gaze upon her, let alone serve her a meal. Whatever her name or title, it should be capitalized, and she deserved respect just for existing. I knew this instinctively, as if she knew it too, and in knowing it herself, she communicated it to me simply by the way she stood.
The third moment was filled with condescension and guilt as she lifted a perfectly arched eyebrow and met my gaze, as if she were saying, are you going to stand around all day and stare at me, or do you have the decency to seat me and serve me a meal? But it was also filled with a strange pride and honor, because out of everyone in the room she could have made direct eye contact with, she chose me.
What a weird thought. She's just a woman, Benny. Come on.
I elbowed Maxine, who jumped before she greeted her. Maxine gestured to an empty table on the other side of the room, but the woman pointed to the dirty table I was cleaning. "I'd like to sit there. I'll wait for him to finish cleaning it for me."
Maxine didn't know what else to say, so she nodded and wrung her hands, fidgeting as I finished cleaning the table.
I worked too quickly and carelessly, knocking over a water glass in the process. My blood pressure rose and my nerves went haywire as I struggled to contain the mess. I heard a quiet sigh behind me.
My thoughts immediately went defensive. She has no reason to be frustrated, she's the one who requested a dirty table. But when I glanced at her, she didn't look annoyed or upset.
Maxine wordlessly threw me an extra rag from behind the hostess stand, sensing my discomfort. I soaked up the water and collected the rest of the dishes, determined not to make a complete fool of myself in front of her.
Chill out, Benny. Just breathe, do your job, and take her order. You're good at this. The rich older ladies love you.
Returning from the kitchen with a spray bottle and clean rag, I sprayed down the table and wiped it up, and then cleaned both chairs too, not knowing which one she'd prefer to sit in. Maybe a little extra attention in the preparation of her table would provide me a splash of favor to make up for the inconvenience of the spilled water. Once it was ready, I stepped back and lifted a hand to the table.
She was staring at me with an odd expression. Something between interest and... humor? And although she was shorter than me, she had this energy, this way of looking at me, like she was looking down at me. I could usually ignore that feeling, at least until I was off work and could put it out of my mind. Letting myself be affected by snobbish people during my shift was always a bad idea, because it made me careless.
I swallowed and stood firm under her expression.
She walked slowly, as if she were in no hurry at all, as if she hadn't stood there for what felt like ten minutes while I prepared the table. Pausing by the chair, she looked at me with a challenge in her stunning golden eyes. I swallowed my pride and pulled the chair out for her, seating her as if she were a queen.
Maybe this was the woman from the corporate office, and she was testing me to see just how far I was willing to go for the sake of customer service.
Well, there weren't that many things I was good at, but getting a smile out of someone was certainly near the top of the list.
I was about to tell her the specials when she removed her gaze from mine and took the menu. "I'd like a glass of white wine. Pinot Grigio, or a Sauvignon Blanc. Something light and crisp. I'll decide on my entrée when you return." With that, she ignored me.
"Yes ma'am."
"Miss," she said, her tone correcting, but not insulting. Almost as if she preferred I use the term, but would not demand it.
"Yes miss."
I kept an eye on the drink order while I checked my other tables. When I passed Maxine again, she raised her eyebrows and pursed her lips as she crossed her eyes slightly, an expression I was quite used to seeing on her. It was our would you take a look at this entitled snob expression. I smirked and rolled my eyes, not really returning the sentiment.
She didn't feel like a snob. She felt like a challenge. Impress me, she seemed to say. I bet you can.
When I finally brought her the glass of wine, she beat me to speaking again, placing an order for a Caesar salad and a side of the breaded shrimp. I pursed my lips slightly at the order, praying we weren't about to have a repeat of the earlier fiasco.
"What's wrong with the shrimp?"
Her question surprised me and I stammered. "Uh, nothing. Nothing, miss. It's excellent. We've been selling quite a lot of it today."
"Your expression implies otherwise."
There was no appropriate way to explain what had just transpired at this very table, so I said, "No, miss. It's quite good, and it's one of my favorites. It's just been a very busy day for shrimp."
She handed over her menu. "I suppose it is." Her amber eyes sparkled, and she raised an eyebrow. I felt a little pull of arousal in my stomach at her expression.
Is she flirting with me? She was definitely older than me, though not by a lot. There's nothing hotter than an experienced woman who knows what she wants.
Jesus, I really need to get laid.
I went back to deliver her order to Sebastian personally, knowing if he saw one more order of breaded shrimp for table six, he'd start throwing things. I still got an eye roll and some muttering, but it was better than him sabotaging her meal intentionally.
Her food was prepared and served quickly, and I cleared away her empty plate after she finished. "Would you like anything else, miss?"
"No, but I do need to make a phone call and do some work. Will it be a problem if I sit here for a while? I don't want to take up a table if you're busy."
"No, miss. Take your time. Our rush is over and it's a slow day anyway. My name is Benny, just let me know if you need anything else."
She gave me the smallest hint of a smile. She sat angled at her table, one ankle crossed over the other sensually and making her legs look even longer. She almost seemed to purr as she said, "Thank you, Benny."
Why was it that hearing my name from her lips, seeing the expression on her face, was so satisfying? I couldn't help but smile back, and I felt my cheeks burn just a little with the way she was looking at me. I feel like a kid who just got a sticker or something. Grow up.
The woman spent the next hour at the table, sipping on water and talking quietly on the phone. At times, she looked focused and engaged with her conversation, but at other times, there was a hint of exhaustion in her eyes. I kept an eye on her water glass and replaced it when it got low, even though she'd already paid her check. Eventually she left while I was in the back, and I came back to collect the envelope.
She threw me for a loop when she left me exactly ten percent for the tip.
It wasn't that I expected a lot for tips, but I tended to make a fair amount. They made up almost all my income, and I was proud of the fact that most of my customers walked away happy with their experience. Especially the older women who all thought I was cute.
But the woman in black with the amber eyes left a tip of exactly ten percent, down to the pocket change she fished out of her purse. And something about that pissed me off. Most people rounded up and added a few dollars, or rounded their check out to an even amount.
Maxine scoffed while she watched me shove the cash in my apron. "Dang. Snobby-mc-snob-face in the black heels didn't even leave you a decent tip, even after sitting there for over an hour after she finished her lunch. What a bitch."
"Seriously," I muttered. "I lost money on that table. If she ever comes in again, seat her somewhere else? Just tell her that table is reserved and put her in Everett's corner right by the bathroom doors." But even as I spoke, something about my words felt flat and fake to me. Mostly, I was disappointed that I somehow hadn't earned enough approval from her to warrant more than a measly two dollars and fifty-three cents.

***I usually went to the bar right after work, no matter what time I finished, and hung around, helped out, or had a soda with my regulars while I waited for my shift to start. Today, I sat in my car and tried to clear my head.
I kept thinking back to the beautiful woman with the shiny black hair and the amber eyes. The way she'd looked up at me, pleased at my service, was stuck in my head. But then why was she so skimpy on the tip?
And why did I care so much?
It wasn't the first time something like this had happened. I'd learned to get over it. Accept and move on. Don't dwell on it and don't take it personally.
But the woman stuck in my head, and I wasn't sure why. I couldn't stop thinking about her. And it wasn't just the clench in my gut or the slight blood rush in my pants. She was beautiful... but more than that, she was compelling. I thought I'd pleased her, and I was mostly disappointed in myself that I clearly hadn't.
There are some people you just can't please.
I forced myself out of my car and into the bar. I'll earn it all back tonight. I have to.
The chaos of the bar consumed me, and everything else faded away. Burnt French fries. Spilled beer. Men breaking out in hoots and hollers, clapping and cheering. Girls laughing. So many fucking shots and birthdays.
The table in the back was packed with girls all dressed up like they'd just come from a party. Their makeup was slightly smeared from their excessive drinking and dancing, and they looked around wide-eyed and smiling every time I came by. I made sure to take extra good care of them.
One of the girls in the group was a little more shy than the rest. I asked for her drink order, but she shook her head and blushed. "I'm the DD tonight."
She looked a little embarrassed, and pretty far out of her comfort zone. She seemed like the quiet bookworm type. Her blonde hair was pulled into a low ponytail, and she wore thin wire-frame glasses that magnified her light blue eyes. Her conservative jeans and blouse did nothing to hide her round, full breasts and thick thighs.
I put a hand on her shoulder. "Are you the under-21 friend who they invited because they didn't want to pay for an uber?"
She sighed and nodded, embarrassed that I'd called her out.
"Well, let's get them drunk and happy, and I'll give you all the mocktails and house chips you can handle, okay cutie?"
She laughed, her eyes sparkling. I gave her shoulder a little squeeze before I went to put in their drinks.
I made up my lost tip pretty quickly, because drunk girls can't do math. By the end of the night, I had a few hundred bucks and three phone numbers. The birthday girls were all smashed, but the underage sweet blonde who I'd been flirting with all night was stone cold sober, and the napkin with her number was burning a hole in my pocket. I watched them pile into an SUV outside, their convenient free driver annoyed with their steadily declining behavior.
After cleaning up and closing the bar, I stole a few eggs for breakfast tomorrow, wrapping them in a paper towel and setting them in the cooler in the back of my car next to a leftover sandwich, a baguette, and an apple I'd snatched from the café. Extracting the napkin in my pocket, I texted the blonde from the birthday party tonight. The name Katie was written on the top with a little heart dotting the "i."
<
Benny: Hey cutie. Get home safe?
Katie: Sure did! Just dropped off the last two party animals, and I'm on my way home.
Benny: You're a good friend, Katie.
Katie: I try.
Benny: You want some company?

Three little dots disappeared and reappeared, but finally, an address came through.
When I got to her apartment twenty minutes later, I could see her pacing through the living room window. She looked nervous. But when she opened the door, she had a big smile on her face and a blush on her cheeks.
I smiled as I walked into her place, gently placing my hands on her waist. "Long day's work isn't so bad when you get a smile like that at the end of it."
She giggled and bit her lip, her hands awkwardly resting on my chest. I didn't want to go caveman on her, but I was dying to get my hands under her clothes.
My fingers snuck under the edge of her shirt. "You want to watch a movie or something?"
She smirked. "It's one in the morning. I want to go to bed."
I raised an eyebrow hopefully. She laughed again and held my shirt with her hands as she took a step backwards, bringing me farther into the apartment. I followed willingly.
She was shy but eager, a combination I found endearing. She blushed and dipped her face when I took her top off, but moaned so beautifully when I kissed her neck and her breasts. I fumbled with her bra and couldn't get the damn thing off, and she snickered as she removed it, my awkwardness dissipating some of the tension. We ended up on our sides, her arms around my head as I sucked and licked her pretty breasts, running my fingertips up and down her curves.
When I kissed her right above the button on her jeans, her breath turned shallow. "You okay?"
She nodded and bit her lip.
"You want me to take these off?"
She nodded, but her eyes were darting around a little, and she looked uncomfortable.
"You sure? Because we can just lie here and fool around some more."
She swallowed and said, "Yeah, that's... That would be good."
I refused to let my disappointment show. Instead, I nibbled and kissed my way back up her tummy and chest, and listened to her breathy little moans as I played with her pebbled nipples.
Eventually things wound down, and we chatted about nothing. When her eyelids began to droop, I turned off the light and she snuggled against me.
"Thanks," she whispered.
"You kidding me? I'm the one who got titties tonight."
She giggled again. It was a cute sound and it made me want to squeeze her. "I just... I haven't..."
In the dark, with a stranger, it was easier to be honest. "You're a virgin?"



"Yeah."
"Damn, Katie, I wouldn't have rushed you if I'd known. Take your time, okay?"
"I like you."
"I like you too."
"I don't do this."
"I don't either... not anymore."
"Last guy, I had to kick him out. He was really rough with me."
"I'm not into rough."
"What are you into?"
"Orgasms."
She giggled again. "I think most guys are."
"No, I mean, your orgasms. I feel like an asshole if you don't come."
She stilled. "I only come by myself."
I rubbed her back while her breathing slowed. "Well, if you ever want to change that, you text me. I'm pretty good at eating pussy." My mouth watered at the thought. It had been a damn long time since I'd gotten to eat a girl out. Fuck.
"I've never... had that done to me."
"You let me know when you want to give it a try. I'll take care of you." My dick throbbed at the idea. I wanted to watch her face the first time she had a tongue on her clit.
"Sorry I didn't--"
I put a finger over her lips. "Nope. Hush. Don't worry about it. Did you have fun?"
"Yeah."
"Good. Me too."
She relaxed in my arms and passed out a few minutes later. Her cute, quiet little snores made me smile.
I extracted myself from her arms and snuck out, my erection angrily pressing against my jeans.
Back at my apartment, I put the eggs in the refrigerator for Layla to cook up for Momma in the morning, since eggs and cheese were the only thing she'd eat for breakfast. The fridge was looking pretty empty. I checked the last few slices of bread on the top shelf; there was a spot of mold on it. Grimacing, I threw it away.
Momma had the Master bedroom, and Zach and Brandon had the other two bedrooms in the apartment. It was almost two in the morning, but I needed a shower... and I needed relief from the pent-up tension of cute little Katie gasping while I sucked on her nipples.
I jerked off quickly, but it was unfulfilling. The idea and the image of sweet curvy Katie letting me fuck her was hot, but I still felt pent up and needy. My hand wasn't enough; I needed someone warm and wet to thrust into. I needed to feel completely overwhelmed by her. And Katie was cute, but she wasn't the kind of girl to go animal on my dick like I needed.
Dark hair, amber eyes, and blood-red lips filled my mind. Almost instantly, I grew hard again.
I couldn't imagine a woman like that on her back. But I could imagine her on top.
Closing my eyes and leaning my head against the shower wall, I envisioned her long legs straddling me. She'd still be wearing her heels, and probably some black strappy lingerie. She'd run her hands over her full, luscious breasts and through her long thick tresses, looking down at me hungrily as she rocked her hips. And she would absolutely be in control.
I'd only heard her speak a few times, but I knew she'd have a smooth, sensual voice. What would she sound like when she came?
I edged a little, holding onto the image of her fighting for her own orgasm on my cock. When I finally let myself come, the relief was so much better than the first time. It still wasn't enough... but it was enough to get to sleep.
After my shower, I looked at the door at the end of the hall, feeling a little guilty. I hadn't seen Momma all day today. I'd meant to see her after I got home from the bar, but I'd gone to see Katie instead.
Cracking the door to the Master bedroom, I peeked inside. She was asleep, the quilt pulled up to her chin. Her face looked pale in the moonlight, but she didn't seem to be in any pain. I didn't want to wake her up, so I snuck out and silently shut the door.
I couldn't remember the last time Momma and I actually had a real conversation. Between her failing memory and my constant work, it left very little time to visit her.
And the times I did see her, I wished I was somewhere else.
I forced myself to stop thinking about her. Using my phone as a flashlight to guide myself to the living room, I collapsed on the couch and passed out immediately. Maybe tomorrow would be slightly less exhausting.
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Chapter 2Becca
I felt like a complete asshole.
Benny had called me "ma'am," and I'd corrected him purely on instinct. I'd opened my mouth to take it back and apologize, but the words were out of his mouth before I had the chance. "Yes, miss."
There was so much reverence in his voice that it left me stunned for a moment.
And then I'd realized I was short a bill, because Jeff had asked me to leave him some money for the delivery courier, and I barely had enough cash for the poor boy's tip. I'd dug through my purse and left every penny I could find, vowing to return as soon as possible and leave him a much better one to make up for it.
After lunch, I sat in my car outside The Weston House, staring at the three-story mansion with a sense of awe and respect that still hadn't faded. We were only a few years into running the nonprofit, but so far, over a hundred women had found refuge from human trafficking within these walls. I knew no matter where my life led me, I would always come back here. It was my calling, and the thing I cared most about.
I was back in my office with just enough time to get on the conference call. Logging on to the meeting and straightening in my chair, I tried to look more put together than I felt.
Reuben was already deep in conversation with Chandra, one of our therapists in South Carolina. "We can't force her to talk," he was saying. "Everything we do is about giving them back the power that was stolen from them. If she's refusing therapy, the best thing we can do for her is to accept that. Communicate with her caregiver and meet with him instead. Maybe over time she'll agree to see you again... Hello, Becca. You look well..."
There was something in his voice that said, I can tell something just happened.
"I am well. Thank you, Mr. Weston." I gave him a smile that said, don't push me on a conference call, please.
He acknowledged my unspoken request, and we got down to business.
We tried to have a call like this once a month. The therapists we worked with around the country kept us updated on the status of the girls no longer living at the center. Sonja was speaking again. Eliza's caregiver had gotten her a puppy, and she was doing much better. Francis was studying for her GED.
When the others got off the call, and Reuben and I were the only ones left. "Are you busy?" he asked.
"I have a meeting with Louise in thirty minutes."
"I won't take long."
Reluctantly, I said, "Come on over, then."
He logged off, and a moment later, my office door opened. Shutting my laptop, I gave my boss my full attention. I knew he was about to give me so much shit. He had that curious, evil glint in his eye that told me he wanted information, and was willing to do literally anything to get it.
"You met someone."
"I did not." I lifted my chin, shuffling papers on my desk, trying not to look flustered. "I just... went out to lunch."
"What did you do," he asked, leaning against the closed doorframe and crossing his arms.
I pursed my lips and stared back. How does he always know?
"Did you find a new toy?" There was a hint of condescension in his tone, but it was playful.
I attempted to keep his gaze, but he did that evil eyebrow-raise-thing and I blinked. He laughed as I looked away.
"Becca. You have, like, twelve pets."
"I do not," I snapped back. Then I let my forehead fall into my hand. "I have a few clients, a few playmates, a couple tops... And now I have a cute waiter who calls me 'miss,' apparently."
Reuben laughed and shook his head, then sat down in the chair in the corner. "Tell me everything."
He was smirking as I finished my explanation. "Are you going to pursue him?"
"No," I said, waving my hand to dismiss the idea. "I've already made a fool of myself. But I am going to go back to that restaurant and leave the poor boy a decent tip."
Reuben leaned forward and raised an eyebrow. "You'll be torturing that poor boy by this time next month, Bec." He put his hands on his knees and stood up. "Try not to be too mean to him. Or do. Maybe he'll like it."
I chose not to answer, because Reuben wasn't someone you could argue with. But I'd already made up my mind. I was far too cruel for someone like Benny.
No, I needed to keep my distance from him. The absolute last thing that young, pretty boy needed was someone like me coming into his life.

***Louise came into my office looking like she wanted to cry. Her hair was knotted in a messy bun on the top of her head, her golden curls knotted and matted. Her t-shirt was too big, her jeans too loose, and she wore tennis shoes. I could see the bulge of something in her back pocket, but I wasn't sure what it was. She threw herself onto the couch, legs spread, back hunched, and glared at the floorboards, eyes red and bloodshot.
"Good afternoon, Louise."
"Hi Becca," she mumbled. The muscles in her jaw flexed.
"Cute jeans. I like the rhinestones on the pockets."
She took a long, steady breath, letting it out slowly, and swallowed. "Thanks."
"Do you feel like explaining why you appear so angry?"
"Nope." She popped her lips on the "p."
"Okay. How about you tell me about that movie night you had with the girls the other day?"
Her eyes flashed, and there was venom in her words. "It's just that I'm so pissed at him. And I'm ready, you know? I'm so fucking ready. I want to see the fucker again so I can wear jeans in front of him. I love jeans. I'm never going to wear anything but jeans ever again! I'm going to sleep in jeans!"
The tears finally broke through, and she hiccupped and put a hand over her face. She struggled for a moment before blindly reaching out to the end table and grabbing a tissue, blowing her nose and dabbing at her eyes.
"And all I can hear when I get dressed every morning is, 'if I can't see that brand on your thigh at all times, I'm going to punish you!' It was all, 'short skirts, no panties, be accessible for me.'" She put on a mocking voice as she quoted her former rapist.
"I'm happy to hear you've found some clothing that makes you feel safe."
"It doesn't make me feel safe," she mumbled. "It makes me feel... guilty. Like, I'm just waiting for the ball to drop. Which of those guys who visit the house is going to sneak into my room and fuck me in the ass with a baseball bat as punishment for not being accessible to him at all times? Huh? Which one?"
My stomach turned at her description. "Certainly nobody here."
She shook her head, her voice filled with sick dread. "I know that, Becca, I really do. I know it. But I can't stop thinking it'll happen, and I still feel so sick and guilty whenever I wear anything that isn't a six-inch miniskirt." Wiping her eyes, she looked at me like she was pleading for guidance. "I just want to stop feeling guilty for what I choose to do with my body. I want to stop feeling ashamed of what happened to me. I want to wear whatever I want without hearing his voice in my head."
"Maybe you should start wearing six-inch miniskirts."
She scoffed and rolled her eyes. "How is that going to help?"
"Because you're choosing to wear something because you want to wear it, not because he told you to."
"I don't know. That seems far-fetched."
"You might be surprised. Why don't you try it out sometime this week? On your own time, in your room, somewhere where you have control--"
"That's not going to help."
I hesitated, but quietly said, "It helped me."
I tried hard to be honest with the women who came through the center. I had days where all I did was comfort criers, or make small talk, or help them brush their hair and promise not to pull too hard. But then I had other days where the only thing I could do was share my own story, and try to connect with them as a friend instead of a peer counselor.
"This isn't exactly the same, but... my last owner, he never raped me. He liked to hurt me instead."
Louise's face had gone blank. She swallowed and glared at the floorboards again, taking small, slow breaths. I pushed on.
"He was a sadist... he loved to hurt me. Knives. Sometimes a cane. He very often made me pick the tools he'd use on me. And when he wasn't hurting me, he was kind to me, nursing me back to health, being affectionate and generous with his attention.
"And because of that association... I grew to love the pain. I grew to need it."
"You're a masochist?" she whispered.
"Very much so."
"How did you get over that?"
"That's the point, Louise... I didn't. I still need pain. Regularly and often. I do a session about once a month with a trusted friend who I know will respect my boundaries and stop if I use a safeword. The point is, I choose to receive that, because I want it. Not because someone else decides I should have it.
"The first time I did a pain scene after I was rescued was the single most important moment in my healing so far. I chose the whip, I handed it to him, I asked him... and he stopped when I asked him to stop. It was like I suddenly had my own body back. I could choose exactly how much pain I was willing to receive... and I could decide to refuse it if I wanted to. But I made that decision. Nobody else.
Louise stared at me, her eyes wide, her tears dried. She was mulling over everything I'd said, and I knew she was close to a breakthrough.
"If you want to wear a miniskirt, wear one. If you want to wear jeans, wear jeans. But wear what you want to wear, not because you feel guilty, or because you want to prove a point... but because you can."
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Chapter 3Becca
I finished the rest of the day's sessions and checked in with Gina, our night nurse, before I left for the dungeon. I had a session with Colin this evening and was looking forward to it.
Annette greeted me at the desk, her long blonde hair wrapped up in an elegant twist on the back of her head, her high-necked blouse starched and crisp.
"How do you always look flawless," I asked her as I walked past, trying to clear my head from the day and switch from therapist mode into Domme mode. "Is that a new shirt?"
"My piggie bought it for me," she smiled, touching the lace around her neckline. "Isn't it pretty?"
"Are you going to record yourself destroying it later?"
She cocked her head, thinking. "Yeah, I haven't decided if I'm going to spill wine down the front, or rub lipstick all over it. What do you think?"
"Both, I think. And wear a light pink bra underneath so he can just barely see it, but not see anything good."
She bit her lip and resumed her work on the computer. I went into my dungeon to change.
My safe haven.
I loved The Underground, but this room, this place, would always feel like home to me. It was the brainchild of me and my closest friends. It was my refuge, the place I had the utmost control. Everything that happened here -- who came in, what they did, how I was spoken to, and how I was touched -- was in my power.
I changed into my leathers. Colin had a major leather kink, and I enjoyed exploiting it. The short, skintight dress wasn't my usual go-to, since I preferred long skirts and lightweight lace to the heavy, hot leathers. But I enjoyed the effect it had on my kink-repressed client.
My boots zipped up, my crop in hand, and my gloves protecting my manicure, I stood by the door, waiting as the minutes ticked closer and closer to seven o'clock.
I had some fun things planned for us tonight. He was still new to the scene, so I was taking it easy with him and training him slowly. He'd taken my crop so well last week, and I warmed at the idea of introducing him to a paddle.
As I stood there thinking back through my plan and waiting for the seconds to tick by, thinking back on our conversations and our scenes so far, I could feel myself shifting into the headspace I needed. Sometimes it took a few minutes, and sometimes it was instantaneous, but it always felt... delightful.
My concern with the girls at the center melted away. They were taken care of.
My stress over Jeff and his failing health eased. He wasn't my job right now.
All the other things: my case reports, the paper I was writing, the lack of funding, the sessions I'd sat in on today, it all disappeared. The only thing I needed to worry about was guiding a reluctant masochist to his knees.
When the hour struck, I felt tension under my skin. Anxiously, I waited for the knock at the door.
A minute passed.
Two minutes.
This boy is going to bleed for keeping me waiting.
Three minutes... then five.
I opened the door and looked out. The lobby was empty, other than Annette, still typing at her computer.
"Annette, honey, has Colin called?"
"No."
I looked back at my phone. Six minutes.
He'd been late once. He'd regretted it. I made a point to punish my submissives appropriately, so they avoided inconveniencing me more than once.
Clearly I hadn't punished him hard enough if he thought being late, and not calling about it, was acceptable behavior.
I paced in the lobby, twirling my crop while I waited. I'll need to get the ball stretcher out for this. Where did I put that thing?
But the longer I paced, the longer the excitement and the adrenaline that ran through my veins turned to frustration. Fifteen minutes past the hour, I knew I'd been stood up, or he'd had some kind of horrific emergency.
"I'm leaving," I sighed to Annette. She gave me a sympathetic smile. "If he calls, tell him he's forfeited his payment, and he'll be punished severely for his next session... but I don't think he will."
"I'm sorry, Becca."
I shrugged. "It comes with the territory," I murmured, trying to dismiss the frustration. At this point, I was too frustrated to scene anyway. "Is Simon here?"
"He's working at the shop tonight. Jackson is here, his session ran long. Max and Bryant both just left."
"I'm heading out. Might get a drink. See you later?"
She shrugged her shoulders suggestively and her eyes lit up. "I was planning to go to The Underground... want to come with? Help me film my video?"
I didn't usually frequent The Underground without Jeff, but I couldn't resist Annette's offer. "Actually, yes. I'd love to."
"I'll see you after Jackson leaves. Get us a good spot near the Pain Wall, if you can manage it."
An hour later, I had acquired a table, a drink, and many curious eyes as I waited for Annette to show up. I was well known in this community, but I didn't often come alone. I almost always came with Jeff or Reuben, and sometimes Michael when we were hoping to find a bottom to tease together. Sipping my martini and relaxing at my table, I tried not to stare as I let my eyes run over the Pain Wall.
The wall was made up of solid black brick, posts and hooks cemented into it and spanning the entire length. There were unlimited ways to restrain someone. While it was technically a bondage wall, it had gotten its nickname because most people used it for impact play.
A mop of messy blond hair caught my eye, and I turned slightly to see a good friend of mine, Jezebel, sitting at a table with a cute looking blonde boy. She was leaning forward on her forearms, a serious expression painting her face as she listened to whatever he was telling her.
I felt a brick form in my stomach. The frustration that had all but disappeared came back full force. I stood, approached the table and sat down beside Jez, my limbs feeling hot and sticky in the leather I'd worn for my no-show client... who was currently on the other side of Jezebel's table.
Sure enough, his eyes widened in panic and he swallowed, cheeks flushed, not knowing where to look.
I turned and looked at my friend. "Hi Jez."
"Hi, Bec." She looked back at me with curiosity, confused as to why I was clearly interrupting her vetting session.
"You should know this one likes to run late, and he doesn't text when he decides to ghost you."
She pursed her lips and nodded. "Good to know." She stood, gathered her purse and her drink, and looked back at me. "You here with Jeff?"
"No. I'm waiting on Annette. She's going to insult her pay pig on video."
"Sounds fun, mind if I join you?"
"I'd love that."
Jez took her things and walked over to my table on the other side of the room, settling herself down and facing away from Colin.
I leaned forward, resting my hands on the table, trying not to let him see how irritated and insulted I was.
"Everything in this community revolves around communication and respect. I suggest you learn it early on, or you'll very quickly find yourself lacking it from everyone else." Turning and leaving before he could defend himself, I strutted back to my table where Jez was now updating Annette on the drama.
"I cannot believe the nerve of that asshole," Annette whispered. She had a bottle of cheap wine she'd gotten from the bar, and I could see she'd switched her bra to a pink one, just as I'd suggested. "Ghosting you and then showing up here looking for more playmates?"
I didn't answer. I was trying not to take it too personally.
Colin was a client. He wasn't a boyfriend, and I wasn't emotionally attached to him. But it still took a certain amount of trust, time, and vetting before I let anyone into my dungeon. Colin had very specific things he wanted, and I doubted he'd find a Domme to cater to his every whim. What bothered me most was that he chose to ghost me instead of communicate with me.
"You know," I said when I could get a word in edgewise to the two gossiping girls. "If he'd asked me to help him find a Domme, I would have. If he wanted more playmates, I would have helped facilitate that. And I told him that early on. But not showing up for his session, and not communicating with me, that just pisses me off. Especially because I've been taking the time to teach him about the lifestyle, not just whip him once a week. Clearly those lessons didn't sink in."
I turned to face Annette. "I need another drink. Then let's make your video."
"Hey," Jez grinned. "On the bright side, now you have your Friday nights free for someone with a bigger dick!"
"He has a pretty big dick. But I don't have sex with clients."
Jez stood up and took my elbow, leading me back to the bar. "Maybe you need a submissive, Bec. A real one, not someone who pays you for a service. Someone who legitimately cares about respecting and pleasing you."
"I don't have time. I'm lucky to get a weekend with Mike once a month."
"You work too much."
"We're understaffed. And we keep getting more girls, and caregivers are harder and harder to find."
"I know, but... a submissive should make your life easier, not harder. They're supposed to serve you. Not take from you... they give to you."
"I know," I sighed. "But I don't think I want a submissive... I like the kink, and I like the transactional dynamics, because everyone gets exactly what they ask for."
"You just don't want anything emotional," she said, leaning against the bar and looking me dead in the eye. "You don't want to fall for anyone else. You like to keep people in little boxes in your head, Huxley. You're a job, you're a friend, you're a fuck-buddy, you're someone I love. And you don't like it when people switch from one box to another, because it means you don't have control over them."
That hit a little too close to home. I tore my gaze away from her probing expression and caught the bartender's eye.
"Dirty martini. Make it strong."
Jez was right, as she usually was. She was older than me, maybe mid-forties, and had been in the lifestyle for over half her life. She was one of the first Dommes I'd ever trusted enough to open up to. I considered her a mentor and a friend in more ways than one.
And as usual, she hit the nail on the head. I liked transactional dynamics because it kept the power in my hands, both physically and emotionally. I didn't sleep with clients, and I most certainly didn't fall in love with them.
My other partners, though, that was a different story.
That was the unspoken truth about power exchanges versus relationships. Power exchanges I could handle. Relationships, those were a lot harder. A much bigger risk, and lower payoff, and a more dangerous game. There was power in an emotional connection.
And I was very choosy who I gave my power to.
"Okay, I'll stop lecturing you," Jez said, pulling me back to our table once we had our drinks. "Let's make Annie's pay pig cry."
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Chapter 3
Benny
My shift the next day started at ten, but I woke up at seven. I tried to sleep in, but Zach was playing music in his room, and I couldn't sleep through Sick Puppies and Seether, even if it was playing quietly.
Layla was already here, and I could hear the shower running in the master bathroom. I knew she was taking care of Momma and getting her ready for the day. She would change the sheets and make the bed, run the laundry, and cook her breakfast. And if Momma had the strength, Layla would help her with some stretches and maybe do some physical therapy.
I checked my email to find Ryan had sent out the bar schedule for next week. I worked Tuesday and Wednesday night, and Saturday night, but that was it. I sent him a text asking if there were any other shifts I could pick up, but he didn't answer.
Hauling my ass off the couch and tidying it up, I saw a letter on the table. It looked like it had been taped to the door. Layla had probably brought it in with her.
Sure enough, it was our rent renewal letter... and rent was going up by three hundred bucks a month.
Fuck, that's a big jump in rent. But this was one of the affordable complexes in the area. I didn't have a choice.
I groaned and folded the letter up, leaving it on the counter for my roommates to find it. I had ninety days to figure out how I was going to bring in even more money when I was barely making it now. But I didn't have a choice. It was just me and Momma, and we didn't have anywhere else to go. And I couldn't let her go back to a home like the one she'd been in before.
Pulling my shoes on, I was about to head to the café when Brandon waved me down. "Hey listen, I need to talk to you."
Fuck. He only needs to talk to me when something is wrong. "Sure, what's up?"
"Holly and I... we're getting serious, you know?"
"Sure." He's moving out. He's moving out and I'll need to find a new roommate in ninety days who is okay with me sleeping on the couch because my sick mother stays in my room.
"Well, we're going to move in together. So... I know our lease is coming up... I won't be renewing."
I took a deep breath. "Okay."
"This whole arrangement has been great," he insisted. "Really. I appreciate it. But... She's my girl, you know?"
"Look, I get it," I said, lifting a hand. "I really do. Thanks for giving me the warning. Zach and I will figure it out."
Brandon nodded guiltily, grabbed his backpack, and left.
Need to find a better job. Need to find a way to pay for Momma's care. Need to find another roommate.
I looked at my watch. I had an hour and a half before my shift started. Before I left, I went in to see Momma.
She was sitting on the recliner in the bedroom, staring at the TV, her eyes unfocused. Her jowls drooped slightly, her dentures sitting on the end table. They didn't fit at all, and she didn't like to wear them. She looked ninety years old instead of her fifty without her teeth, her chin nonexistent and her lips sunken into her face.
But she was alive.
Her head turned when she heard me, and her eyes focused on me. She gave me a small smile. A little bit of happiness and relief coursed through me. She recognized me. Even if it was for two minutes, she recognized me.
"Hey Momma." I kissed the top of her head. She grunted. "You okay?"
"Fine," she slurred. She tried to say something else that sounded like, "late for school," but I didn't catch it all.
"Don't worry, I'm on my way. You be good for Layla, okay? She's taking care of you today."
She nodded. "Layla," she mumbled. Then she pointed at a photo on the bedside table, her hand shaking a little. "Layla."
There was a photo of Layla wearing a set of blue scrubs and a stethoscope, with cute letters above that spelled out her name. It sat beside a few other photos, all labeled, for the days she couldn't remember. I'd made one for Zach and Brandon in case she ever encountered them, and one of me wearing my GMU shirt.
I tucked the quilt on her lap up a little tighter. "Maybe when I get home this evening, I can read to you for a while, okay?"
When I met her eyes again, she looked at me like I was a stranger.
"Okay," I said softly. "Have a good day, Momma." I took my things and nodded to Layla before I left the room, swallowing the clawing in my throat.

***
Since I had some time to kill before work started, I went by the gallery downtown. It was a little co-op with about fifteen or twenty artists. Some of it was kitschy and cute, and some of it was crap, but there was a painter and a pastel artist who were both incredible. I spent many hours staring at their work, relishing the colors, the lines, the symmetry, the composition... It took me back to a place where I felt like I had control over my life and my thoughts.
That morning, I met one of the artists as they were bringing in a new piece of work. Jeremy Hutchins was an oil painter, wet-on-wet, and he did phenomenal work with light and shadow. We chatted for a minute, and I felt like I was talking to a celebrity. Through our conversation, he picked up that I was an artist as well.
"You in school?" he asked me.
"I was... I dropped out last year. Probably won't go back," I shrugged. "Seemed like a waste of time," I lied. Art school was everything I ever wanted, and I had forfeited a full scholarship by dropping out.
But Momma had been in a horrible car accident, and then left alone in an empty room with a nurse who hated her, in a care center that ignored her for too many hours...
I blinked and shoved away the memory of how I'd found her on Thanksgiving last year. It didn't matter. She was safe and cared for now, even if she was toothless and couldn't remember things ninety percent of the time. And I loved her, and would do anything for her... even if it meant giving up the best thing that ever happened to me.
Jeremy brought me back to the conversation. "It's different for everyone. It wasn't a waste for me... but I know a few buddies who left and started their careers. Why pay for a piece of paper that proves you're an artist when you can just... make art to prove it, you know?"
I laughed humorlessly, but tried to hide it. "Yeah. Exactly." I tried not to feel bitter against him, but it was hard. Sure, let me just go make some art. With all the extra time and money and mental space I have.
What I wouldn't give to get my hands on some graphite and forget about everything for a few hours.
But supplies were expensive. I'd burned through the remainder of my school materials months ago and sold the expensive supplies for grocery money. I'd even sold some work for quick cash, though I hadn't made enough to buy more than a gallon of milk and some eggs.
Jeremy and I talked for a little longer, and then I left him to rearrange his display to accommodate his new painting. On my way to work, I briefly considered going by an art supply store and grabbing a drawing pad and a few pencils. Just a little something to scratch the itch... but I decided against it. Art was useless when Momma needed food and pain killers.
I wondered if this was how she felt throughout my childhood when I was always asking for lunch out with my friends or birthday presents we couldn't afford, and she was the one working two jobs to take care of me.
Instead, I got to Le Fleur early and sat at the corner table, searching Indeed and LinkedIn for job postings that might hire an unqualified nineteen-year-old college dropout and still provide a livable wage and healthcare.
It's a fucking waste of time.
Healthcare was my biggest concern. Le Fleur was a small-ish franchise, and the owner knew my situation and allowed me to put Momma on my insurance plan. It paid for a little more than half of her at-home care, and I paid the rest out of pocket. It also covered her medication and any emergency treatments she needed.
Erin poked her head around the corner. "Benny, I need you in my office for a second."
That sounded bad. Trying to push down my nerves, I went to see her. There was another guy sitting in the office with her.
"This is Curtis. He's starting today, and will do a few mornings a week. I need you to train him pretty quickly since Andrew left with such short notice."
"Sure," I said. I didn't mind training because I felt like I was pretty good at it, and it meant everyone did things the same way, which made everyone's life easier in the long run. I shook Curtis's hand and smiled.
Curtis gripped my hand too hard and lifted his chin as if he were trying to look down his nose. I could already tell he was going to be a problem.
"I'm glad you're here early; can you start by walking him through prep?"
"Yeah, I got you."

***
The day went downhill from there. Curtis had a major attitude problem, and kept asking irrelevant questions and interrupting me while I tried to explain things. While I served a party of three, he tried to jump in and provide incorrect information to a table. Then he hit on Maxine, which was a final straw for me, because Maxine was awesome and didn't deserve to be treated the way this asshole probably treated his girlfriends.
I dragged Curtis back to Erin's office where I explained to him, in front of Erin, that he needed to let me train him, not jump in and try to do a job he didn't know how to do. "And Maxine is off limits," I said.
"Why?" he scoffed.
"First, because she's your coworker. Second, because she has a boyfriend already." I knew that was a lie, but he didn't need to know that.
"Okay, I get it," Curtis said, lifting his hand in mock apology. "Sorry, I thought I was being helpful."
He was not sorry at all, but I nodded and we left the office. I looked back and gave Erin a look. She winced and mouthed, sorry.
When I got back out to the seating area, the strange woman with the long black hair was sitting at one of my tables. Maxine shot me a silent, apologetic look, but it was the only table open, and we both knew it.
Great, I thought. Wednesday lunch rush, taking up a four-person table, and she probably won't even tip.
At least I got a little splash of satisfaction from the fact that the table by the window was already taken, so she was seated in the middle of the room near a loud family instead of a quiet corner. She looked irritated about it but she didn't complain.
Some of her intimidation had worn off during the days I hadn't seen her. That's not to say I hadn't thought about her; in fact, she'd stuck in my head more than I'd like to admit. I found myself looking for her everywhere I went, wondering if I'd run into her. Even when I worked the bar, my eyes immediately went to any beautiful, black-haired woman in ways they hadn't before.
And at night, I'd found my hand around my dick more times than I wanted to admit while I thought of the gleam in her eyes and her dark red lips.
But today, I was tired, irritated, broke, I hadn't slept well, and my mother couldn't remember me. So I took her drink order, directed Curtis to put it into the bar and bring it to her when it was ready, and didn't worry about her too much. I was more focused on the table of six older ladies who were steadily buying rounds of wine every time I checked on them than the woman who left pocket change as a tip.
Ten minutes later when I circled back, I saw her wine glass was still sitting on the bar. "Curtis," I muttered, and nodded to the glass. He picked it up and set it at her elbow, walking away before she had a chance to say anything.
He approached me. "You told me you wanted me to watch," he said, being a dick because of our conversation in Erin's office.
I wanted to fire him so bad. But I didn't have that power. I needed to get through this lunch rush and not let his attitude ruin my tips for the day. "I need you to go help Maxine wipe off menus and wrap silverware. Can you do that please?" I pushed past him and went to see the strange woman.
"It's warm," she said, looking irritated. "It's been sitting there for fifteen minutes, and it's warm. If I'm going to pay twelve dollars for a glass of wine, I'd like it to be cold."
I tried not to sigh. "My apologies, miss. I'll get you a fresh glass." I took the glass back and got her a fresh one, waiting while Lucy poured it and bringing it over immediately.
There was a slight clench in her jaw. "May I have a menu, please," she asked. I could tell she was trying not to sound sarcastic, but it was a struggle.
Shit. "I'm so sorry, miss. One minute." I grabbed a menu and gave it to her, promising to return in a moment.
It was longer than a moment before I returned to her, since table four needed more pepper on their pasta, and table nine's waiter had to go home with a stomach flu and I needed to jump in to cover. While the ladies at table nine flirted and tried to grab my ass, Curtis flirted with Maxine the whole time, being completely useless. I felt bad for sticking him on her, but he would have just made everything worse.
When I finally returned, she'd almost finished her wine. "Do you know what you'd like to order today, miss?" I tried to make my voice as polite as possible, although some of my own annoyance bled through.
She took the glass and lifted it to her lips, holding my eye as she swallowed a small sip. Her strange eyes were full of something I couldn't quite interpret. I struggled to hold her gaze.
Setting her wine glass down, she folded her hands over themselves. "You know, Benny, I was told excellent things about this place, and about you. My friend Martha said you all passed your corporate inspection with flying colors, despite her driving you crazy with her obnoxious shrimp orders."
So Shrimp Lady was the corporate inspector? Well at least she left a decent tip. "Thank you, miss."
"And last week, I quite enjoyed the service I received."
"I'm glad to hear it, miss."
"So why is it that today, you seem to be going out of your way to neglect me?"
Because I make two dollars an hour and can't afford to spend too much time on you. "I'm sorry you feel that way, miss. We're a little busier today than we were last week."
"And you're a little more tired and a little less focused. Why should I have less service because you aren't in the mood?"
Maybe because you get what you pay for. But I couldn't say that, because my throat felt thick and my heart was racing. She was staring straight at me, eyes glittering, a slight quirk on her lips, challenging me to defend myself. The tables on either side witnessed her statement, and quieted to watch.
"Is it because I'm not giving you enough to do to stay focused? Should I send my entrée back with negligible complaints about the seasonings and the plating? Would that catch your interest?"
I swallowed, my cheeks feeling hot. The way she was staring at me made me feel like I was naked. I couldn't tell if she was being condescending, or if she was flirting with me.
She lowered her voice. "Or should I flirt and tease you like that group of ladies over there? Attempt to brush your ass as you refill my glass, or make comments about your pretty blue eyes and your youthful energy levels. Would that catch your attention?" She leaned forward slightly, her voice lowering and softening into something sensual and intimidating. "If you'd like me to make you work for your tip, all you need to do is ask."
My heart was racing, and I worked to control my frustration. Her assumptions were insulting and the way she was speaking to me was humiliating. But I couldn't tell off a customer in the middle of a restaurant. Not only that, my neck felt hot and I was sweating from the way she was staring at me.
Keeping my mouth shut, I waited until she was very clearly finished with her little speech. She sat back in her chair and stared at me, demanding a response with her eyes.
I chose not to give it. There was nothing I could say that wouldn't get me in trouble, or come across as rude.
"Anything to say?"
You don't know a damn thing about me. You don't know what I'm going through right now. Who the fuck do you think you are?
"No, miss. Would you like to order any food today?"
"No." She extracted a fifty dollar bill and laid it on the table, and left her wine unfinished. As she stood, she looked me directly in the eye. She was standing far closer to me than I'd expected her to. Her eyes flashed, and the scent of roses and jasmine hit my nose, and my mouth watered.
Her eyes moved down my body and rested at my hips for a moment, and I realized with horror that I had a chub. Meeting my eyes again, she said coyly, "Keep the change." Then she left the restaurant like a wisp of smoke disappearing in the wind.
For a few moments, the silence around me was deafening. Then the chatter around me picked back up as I cleared her table, tucked the bill into my apron, and walked briskly to the waiter's station to cash her out.
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Chapter 5
Benny
The situation with The Woman left me furious with Curtis. After the lunch rush ended, I left him with Maxine so I could talk to Erin in private.
"Fire him. Right now."
"We need that shift covered."
"Erin. He's a mess, he's an asshole, he's a bad apple. I'm begging you. Fire him. Find someone else." I explained everything, how he felt untrainable, how he was being a jerk to Maxine, how he purposefully chose not to bring a customer's drink over just to spite me.
Erin wasn't a fool, and she knew I was her best employee. She called him in and gave him a stern lecture, telling him he had one chance to get his shit together or I had firing power. Then she sent him home with the menu and a training manual, and I finished my shift in peace. Maxine gave me the stink eye, and I promised if she came by the bar tonight, I'd give her free drinks to make up for the crap I'd put her through with Curtis.
She took me up on the offer, and we chatted on and off while I served drinks and ran fries and turned TV's up and down on demand.
"So that sexy lady who came back in... what is her problem with you?" She swirled her straw and took another sip of her margarita.
"I don't know. She was giving me shit about deserving service even if I was having a bad day. Which I guess is true, but c'mon. She could afford to be gracious."
"She could afford to leave you a tip," she laughed.
I faked a laugh alongside her, and didn't mention the fifty-dollar bill, sitting in my wallet like a ball and chain.
We laughed about it a little more before the conversation transitioned to hating on Curtis, and then faded away as she started chatting with the people sitting beside her.
When I got home, I checked in on my mother. She'd fallen asleep on her recliner. There was a sticky note on the door:
Benny, she fell asleep a little early and I didn't want to wake her up to move her. She'll be okay for the night and probably wake up early. See you tomorrow morning. ~Layla
I worried about her, but I let her be. She could get up and walk on her own, she was just very weak. I didn't want to wake her up and scare her.
My mind wandered back to the day I'd gotten the phone call that changed everything.
"Hi, Benjamin Newman? Your mother was just in a pretty severe car accident. Head injury, fractured jaw, broken hip, and she has a lot of damaged teeth."
She'd been heavily medicated, and was unconscious. They were calling me at college, asking me for medical consent to treat her as the doctors thought best. I gave it. Of course I did. Whatever the doctors thought was best, that's what should happen. They would make sure she was taken care of, right?
Every day, I regretted not leaving school immediately to supervise her care. I thought she was being taken care of. I thought when I said, "Yes, take care of her and do whatever is best," they actually would. They'd assured me that coming home early would be useless; she was medicated and unconscious, and my fall break was right around the corner anyway.
Nine days later, I left for fall break and went to see her in the hospital. I found her crying, confused and disoriented, repeatedly hitting the button on the hospital bed for more pain killers.
"Why are you crying? Are you okay? Are you hurt?"
She covered her mouth with her hand, shaking her head and refusing to speak.
The doctor put a hand on my shoulder. "Most of her teeth were broken or damaged. They were removed. We don't have a denture for her yet."
I threw a fit and they expedited her denture, but over time it didn't fit as well. Half the time, sometimes more, she didn't recognize me. They said she had signs of Alzheimer's before, but she hadn't told me about it, because she didn't want me to avoid going to school. Apparently, it had gotten a lot worse while I was gone. We didn't know if it contributed to the car accident or not, because Momma couldn't remember the accident.
I had her transferred into a care home, and I wasn't sure what else to do. She had some savings that covered her care for a few months, but that was all. I'd need to figure out a job and a living situation once that time was up.
Not knowing what else to do, I'd gone back to school and lived in my dorm while I looked for jobs and tried to find an apartment. I finally found something right around the Thanksgiving holiday. Zach needed a roommate, Erin needed me to start right away, and Ryan was willing to train me at the bar even though I had no experience and was too young to drink myself.
I showed up at the care center to take her to the apartment and found her sitting in a hard rocking chair, no blanket, cold from the winter air, her dress soiled.
"What the hell is going on here? Momma, how long have you been like this?"
She was scared, and she mumbled around her denture. When I'd approached her, she shied away like she didn't know who I was.
I'd made the nurses clean her up. Then, one step at a time, one reassurance at a time, one explanation at a time, I dragged her home.
"It's okay, Momma. It's Benny. It's me. I know, this is really hard. Here let me help you. We're going home, okay? Don't cry, I'm here to help you. It's okay. It's me, Momma. It's me."
I finally got her into the master bedroom I'd carefully prepared for her, helping her to the bed and giving her a glass of water. She thanked me, closed her eyes, and passed out in pure exhaustion.
I rolled over on the couch, remembering that first night. Brandon and Zach hadn't been too thrilled about the "old lady" moving in, but I told them I'd keep all my stuff in the master bedroom, crash on the couch, and pay a little extra rent to make up for it. They accepted the deal and I'd found Layla the very next day.
I would do literally anything to keep her from that lonely, cold, scared, dirty moment when I'd found her in the care center. I'd work any job, serve any asshole customer, jump through any hoops, to keep her from that nightmare again.
A memory broke through the anger and the hurt. When I'd shouted at the caregivers at the center, I'd pointed at Momma, cold and covered in her own piss, and asked the nurse, "What, were you just not in the mood?"
The words from my exotic, mysterious customer came back to me. No, that's not the same, I told myself. She was being entitled about a glass of lukewarm wine. I was watching a nurse choose not to help my sick mother who still couldn't walk after hip replacement surgery.
But the words were still there, and they echoed anyway. Why should I have less service because you aren't in the mood?
I rolled over, irritated and annoyed. Sure the strange woman turned me on, and had been the center of my most recent fantasies, but the way she'd spoken to me today was uncalled for... wasn't it?
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Chapter 6
Becca
"So, did you do it?"
Jeff looked at me expectantly, his fingers interlocked behind his head, studying me with interest. His leg was propped up on the ottoman in front of the couch.
That man could read my mind, I swear. Or at least read my body language.
"Sort of."
I'd gone back to the restaurant to leave Benny a bigger tip... at least, that was my excuse for going back. The quiet respect in his voice when he'd spoken to me the first time I'd visited was still in the forefront of my mind, and I wanted more of it. Maybe I could feel him out for the potential of something more.
But that hadn't happened. Nothing had gone the way I wanted it to.
"What does 'sort of' mean, Little Miss?"
Before I continued our conversation, I needed to reset. My thoughts churned, and I craved the mental calm that came with my homecoming ritual.
Setting all my belongings in the basket by the door, I slipped off my shoes, removed the lace skirt from around my waist, and sank to my knees. Spreading my knees wide and placing my hands on the floor in front of me, I focused on the sounds and the smells of the house.
The clock ticking in the hallway.
The sounds of sports announcers debating something on the tv.
Jeff's quiet breathing, a little rougher than usual, as he waited patiently for me to complete my ritual.
The smell of the chicken in the crock pot I'd put on this morning, roasting nicely and filling the house with the smell of onion, garlic, and cumin.
The faint taste of Jeff's favorite cigar resting on the back of my tongue.
The fizz of the can of Sprite he had by his recliner.
Home.
Grounded and centered, I left the crap from work and school in a pile by the door, rose to my feet, and went straight to my Master. He smiled when I approached and held out a hand to me. I took it and kissed his knuckles, the familiarity comforting. A blanket lay discarded on the floor where he'd probably tossed it off. I picked up the blanket and folded it, setting it over the back of the couch.
"You're such a slob."
"Can't figure out why you love me so much." His face softened just a little.
"Too many reasons to say," I smiled, kissing him on the cheek. He turned his face and kissed me on the lips, his goatee tickling my face.
"I missed you all day, Little Miss."
"I missed you too, Master."
"Sit next to me and tell me what you did to your waiter boy today."
"Oh my God." I rolled my eyes and resisted the urge to cover my face. "I don't know what it is with me lately. I went back to leave him a better tip because of last time, right?"
"Sure." He took another sip of his Sprite. He said it felt good on his throat. I was trying to convince him to switch to seltzer because it had less sugar, but he hated the stuff. I swear he was more addicted to sugar than he was to tobacco.
"Well, I was pretty frustrated today already, because of what happened at my meeting with my professor. I've got this whole paper outlined and brainstormed, the main points written out and all the documentation I need to write it, and she told me my theory was shit. That's what she said to me! That it was shit!" My blood pressure and my voice rose as I spoke.
"Well that's shit!" he nodded enthusiastically, commiserating with me. He scowled.
"I know! I mean, I lived this stuff. I work there every day. Even without a master's degree, I know what I'm talking about! Sixty women, Jeff! Sixty! Including myself! And she said it was shit."
"If she didn't think there was any validity to it, maybe you didn't do a very good job outlining it."
My first inclination was to defend myself. Of course I had outlined it correctly. My entire life, my work, my purpose, revolved around rescuing trafficking victims and giving them back their freedom and autonomy. It was my biggest passion, and the central point of my paper would focus on how negotiated, consensual BDSM and power exchange aided in that healing process.
But Jeff had a point. If she didn't think there was any validity to my argument, perhaps I hadn't argued clearly enough. Because I had sixty women, including myself, to prove my point. Because my point was valid.
I pursed my lips and hummed. Jeff laughed at me. "Send Reuben and Annie your proposal. Get their feedback. Now what happened with your waiter boy?"
I sighed and felt my shoulders deflate. "I was unnecessarily harsh with him. The café was busy and I came across a little... aggressive."
"Did you say anything rude or disrespectful?"
"Well... He might have taken it that way. I was flirting... I was just a little mean about it."
"And how did he react to you being mean to him?" He raised his bushy, untamed eyebrows.
"He... got hard."
Jeff laughed. "Then I don't think you need to worry."
"I wanted to get on his good side! I hoped if we had a chance to talk, it might go somewhere."
"It sounds to me like you're still thinking like a slave, my love. You're focused on how to please him so he will give you something. If you are going to be a Dominant, you're going to have to wait for someone who wants to please you."
Jeff's straight-forward statement shocked me into silence. For once, I didn't even feel the urge to counter him.
"Do you know why I fell in love with you?"
"It was my hot ass."
He guffawed and coughed, his eyes watering. I loved watching him laugh, and I took every possible chance to make it happen.
"Besides that."
"Because I like to argue with you."
"No, Little Miss. Because you are a queen. And I love that a queen chooses to submit to me when I demand it, to serve me when I request it, to kneel at my foot at the snap of my fingers." His eyes sparkled like he'd made some clever joke and I rolled my eyes.
Stroking my cheek, he continued. "Because you aren't submissive, my love. You are a queen. And yet, here you are.
"But you've spent the entire first half of your short life being told your only redeeming quality was what you could give to others. I want to bring you to a new plateau. You are the prize, Becca Huxley. You are the goddess, rising from the ruins. You need to think not about what you can do for others, but about what others can do for you. Only then can you accept what you truly deserve."

***
A few days later, Jeff wanted to go to The Underground to meet up with some of his friends. They kept the "Old Guard Geezers" quarantined in the back corner of the club in a quiet, closed-off area. These particular players were stuck in the past on their ideas of D/s, but Jeff was close with some of them, so he tolerated their strict adherence to tradition.
Master always gave me a pillow when we visited, and today I knelt on a pillow encased in red silk. He had me dressed in a lace bodysuit, a black leather corset, and a pair of strappy heels, and he always had me on his left, facing him at an angle, so as to hide my scar. I took a steadying breath and focused on my posture, holding his cigar tray for when he wanted it.
His finger twitched and his eyes flicked. I lifted the tray before he even got his hand off his knee to reach for it. He took a puff and put it back, then asked me, "grab an ice pack for my leg, will you?"
"Yes Master." I rose and went to the station in the corner of the room to retrieve the item. On my way back, I passed a few people I recognized. They met my gaze and nodded in a respectful greeting. I tilted my chin ever so slightly in response.
I was one of the only submissives in the room who was allowed to lift my head and make eye contact on my own terms. When I'd started dominating people on the main floor, it turned heads. This group had gossiped about protocol and tradition, and women not truly being dominants, and switches being another term for brats...
But Jeff and Reuben both stood up for me, and even Anthony Mack put his foot down. I'd spent the next few years dominating men and women alike on the main floor, but kneeling for Jeff and serving him as he demanded. And after a while, the respect they had for Jeff had increased, and I'd gained my own reputation.
In this room, in front of these men and their toys, I wasn't just a submissive. I was the Domme who chose to kneel for a worthy man. I was the woman who chose slavery over power, when she could very well have whichever she wanted.
Another couple entered the room, drawing attention to themselves. Tiama had recently joined the group, and had only barely earned the right to sit with the men. This particular group didn't respect female dominants the same way they respected males, which was absolute horse shit. I was proud of Tiama for sticking up for herself so strongly against their bias.
Today, she'd brought her new slave with her. She'd been training him for six months, and today was the day she was introducing him to the club for the first time. She led him into the room on his knees, and he crawled behind her like a good little dog. He wore only jeans and a chain around his neck.
I watched from the corner of my eye as she found a seat, giving him a gesture that only they knew the meaning of. He watched her carefully, his eyes fixed on her with reverence and passion. There was no fear in his gaze, only the intense desire to please that came with subspace and trust.
At her motion, he sat back on his heels and clasped his hands behind his back, dropping his chin. She patted his head like a dog, crossed her legs elegantly, and promptly ignored him.
She didn't glance at him once for the next hour. While she listened, talked, and held her own against the arguments and debates of the old men, her quiet submissive remained on his knees in a stress position, with no comfort under his knees, for over an hour. I could see the sweat forming on his forehead, the muscles in his arms and shoulders tensing, his abdominals flexing as he breathed.
My cheeks warmed. Now that is a good boy.
Some of the members of the group decided to call it a night. Several bade Tiama farewell, asking to pet her pup before they left. She allowed them to do so. They patted his head and scratched his ears and neck, speaking to him in a patronizing voice about how good he was to sit for her.
From the angle where I sat, I saw his lips twitch. Some of the tension in his shoulders eased.
Oh. He is a very, very good boy.
I met Tiama's eyes. She was watching me, probably knowing exactly what I was thinking. Outside of this room, we co-topped and I called her Ti. Inside, I stayed on my knees and referred to her as Domina.
Tiama turned her head to her sub and cupped his chin, bringing his face up so she could see him. His eyes were wide, gleaming and attentive.
"You've done so well for me, pet."
A look of deep gratitude crossed his face. "Thank you, Domina."
"Would you like your reward?"
Hope flickered in his eyes. "If it pleases you, Domina."
Tiama slowly uncrossed her legs, shifting to the edge of the chair. "You know exactly what pleases me, don't you, pup?" She locked her fingers into his hair and pulled him into her crotch. "Eat."
He ate.
I couldn't tear my eyes off Tiama and her pet. It wasn't the look of satisfaction on her face, or the soft sigh when her orgasm rolled over her. What stuck in my head was the pleasure on her boy's face. She came twice before she told him to stop, and he planted a loving, gentle kiss on her mound before pulling back, eyes glowing in gratitude, licking his lips like he wanted every drop she'd produced. His erection strained against his jeans, a damp spot appearing where he had leaked through his pants. There was no doubt in my mind that boy was locked up tight, and he was probably hurting from the cage.
She teased him for the mess on his face, scooping up her cum and making him lap it off her fingers. He looked delighted to do so. Then she made him beg for more, which he appeared to genuinely crave. She denied him, and he lowered his head in quiet acceptance of her will.
I thought about the couple for the rest of the evening. When we went home, Jeff didn't even ask what I was thinking. He didn't have to, because he knew.
We went through our evening ritual, my favorite part being our shower. After I cleaned him, he sat on the built-in bench in the shower while I knelt on the floor and he washed my hair. He took his time, massaging my scalp and neck, reaching his hands down to cup and massage my breasts.
I stood when he wanted me to, knowing before he said a word. Turning to face him, I let him wash the rest of me.
Our dynamic wasn't founded on sex. In fact, most of our sex wasn't anything crazy or kinky. Jeff was surprisingly vanilla for a lifetime participant in BDSM. Or maybe it was just how he was with me. But that didn't mean he didn't know how to please.
I held his shoulders while I stood on one foot so he could wash my toes. He repeated the action with the other foot, but before I could pull away, he pulled my foot beside his hip, leaving me exposed to him.
"You liked watching that, didn't you?" His eyes twinkled.
He didn't need to elaborate what "that" was. I kept his eye as I admitted the truth. "You know I did."
His finger traveled up the inside of my leg so, so slowly.
"You want your own."
"I... I liked the way he adored her. That's what I want."
His finger brushed softly against my clit, up and down in time with my breaths, which were rapidly growing faster. I couldn't look away from his eyes when he stared at me like this. Like I really was his queen, and he was going to do anything to make me come, whether I wanted it or not.
"You want to be adored? To be worshiped?"
"Yes Master."
"You better train him right... because you fucking deserve it." With that, he slid a finger inside me, rubbing my clit with his thumb in that special way that only he knew how, and I let out a gasp as I came.
"That's my girl," he murmured. He'd grown hard as he played with me, and he turned me around and brought me down to sit on his cock. Wrapping his arms around my waist, he leaned forward and kissed my neck. "Now I want you to get yourself off on my cock, and if you're a good girl, I'll eat your pussy when we climb into bed."
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Chapter 7
Becca

All week, Jeff's comments about pleasing people repeated in my head. I found myself looking for ways to change the way I spoke or acted towards others.
If I was going to be the leader in any kind of dynamic, I needed to be clear about what I wanted, and not let someone convince me to accept anything less than what I deemed was enough. So throughout the week, I looked for chances to allow others to rise to the occasion and please me, rather than me making an effort to bend over backwards for everyone else. And the shift was... truly empowering.
My professor seemed to have a new level of respect for me. The subs I played with at AnchorX said it was the best session they'd ever had with me. Even Reuben commented--though subtly--on my behavior.
I decided I'd give myself another shot with Benny. And this time, I was going to give him an opportunity to please me if he truly wanted to. And if he didn't want to, or if I got the wrong vibe from him, I'd move on and find someone else. Because it wasn't Benny per se who I wanted. It was a submissive like the one I envisioned him to be. And if he wasn't anything like my expectations, I needed to let that idea go, and leave the poor boy alone.
Part of me thought this was a horrible idea. I have so many responsibilities, so many things I need to worry about. I don't need to add training a sub to the list.
But then I remembered Jez's comment. A submissive should make your life easier, not harder. They're supposed to serve you.
And I remembered the look of adoration on Tiama's sub's face after he'd eaten her out on his knees after an hour of suffering. That also contributed to my decision.
I finally had a free afternoon one Saturday. I finished my sessions at the Weston House a little early. Jeff had some buddies over to keep him company and watch the game since I would be home late. I had a few hours before I needed to be at the dungeon, and I wanted to work on my paper... and feel out the cute blonde waiter boy with sparkly blue eyes.
When I got to the restaurant, the hostess showed me to the sunny table by the window that I preferred, although she didn't look happy to see me. I set down my purse and adjusted my blouse. Before I could even reach for the menu, there was a glass of white wine descending to my table.
I looked up in surprise to see Benny, his fingers still delicately holding the stem of the glass, leaning over the table to set it down. He had a guarded look on his face, like he hoped he'd guessed right.
"Thank you," I said, taking the glass.
"Thank you." He straightened and hesitated, and then before I had a chance to say a word, the poor boy sealed his own fate.
"I wanted to thank you for calling me out last time we spoke... I thought a lot about what you said and... it's helped me change the way I think about work, and people, and... well, just about a lot of stuff. So, thank you for that." He dropped his eyes in respect, and then tentatively looked back up at me. "I hope that's not out of line."
Out of line? To thank me for my discipline that I enjoyed giving to you?
I didn't think about shifting my tone of voice or my facial expression. I didn't think about focusing on control. I didn't think about the change of energy I put out when I top. It just happened, all at once, like a switch being flipped. And it was the easiest thing in the world.
"Be careful, Benny. You might just make my day."
His lips twitched and he fought a smile, and I saw a hint of pink in his cheeks. His hands were clasped behind him in the professional manner all the service staff seemed to replicate, and he leaned ever so slightly forward at the hip. Like he was trying not to bow.
I knew I was right about you.
He licked his lips and shifted the conversation to business. "Would you like to order any food today, miss?"
There are a lot of things I would like. I watched him carefully, waiting for any sign of discomfort or displeasure at my behavior. He met my gaze with confidence. I took a sip of the wine he'd brought me. Cold and crisp.
"Yes. I'd like you to pick something you think is excellent. Something you think I'd like."
He looked nervous. He knew this was a test. My lack of satisfaction from our last encounter had clearly affected him enough that he wanted to make up for it.
He rose to the challenge. Straightening and inclining his head slightly he said, "Of course, miss. Any preferences or allergies?"
"No."
"As you wish." He gave me a small nod, collected my menu, and strode away.
As I wish indeed.
Thirty minutes later, he reappeared with a perfectly grilled salmon filet, risotto, prosciutto-wrapped asparagus, and grilled summer squash drizzled in a sage butter sauce. It smelled amazing, was plated beautifully, and he didn't wait around for compliments. He simply left me to my meal, checking in only once, and very briefly, while I savored the food and enjoyed my well-deserved free time.
I could get used to this.
I knew I had a very clear choice here. If I thanked Benny profusely for his service, and left him a nice tip, I could expect the same kind of service moving forward. I'd forever be "that woman" who left him too much change in exchange for good service and quiet solitude by a sunny window, and who gave fleeting, playful, seductive looks over my wine glass.
Or.
There's no harm in asking, I told myself. He can accept or decline. It's totally up to him. But he can never accept if I never ask. And he certainly wasn't the kind of boy to ask himself.
Benny left me alone while he bussed his other tables. I finished my meal and sipped my wine while I flipped through one of the papers I'd found to back up my research when he cautiously approached. There was a delightful air about him, like he was asking permission to get my attention.
I relished it just a moment before I looked up at him.
"Miss, I hope you've enjoyed your meal."
"I have."
"My shift is ending. Kilynn will take over your service and cash you out whenever you're ready. There's no rush--"
"No, bring the check please."
"Yes miss." He gave me that sweet nod and left to get the check.
While I gathered up my things and dug out my pocketbook, my phone buzzed. The screen lit up and I saw the last name I expected to see.
Jack Bowman.
What on earth, I wondered. I haven't talked to Jack since... I tried not to think about the awkward encounter. Surely we could put it past us.
"Mr. Bowman," I said softly as I answered the call. "To what do I owe this pleasure?"
"The pleasure is all mine, Becca. How are you?"
Benny returned with the check and set it on the table with a soft smile before disappearing again. I opened the booklet to see my total, and a little note written across. Have a great afternoon, miss.
I smiled. "At the moment? I'm wonderful."
"I'm glad to hear it. I called you for a reason, not just to flirt with you on the phone."
Oh. So we aren't going to put it behind us.
I tried to hold onto the confidence and the stature Benny had given me from simply being sweet and adorable in my proximity, but Jack Bowman did things to me. Things my Master was fully aware of, and refused to let me indulge in.
The last time Jack Bowman had been in town, he'd paid a little more attention to me than he had in the past. He came up a few times a year, spending a week or two depending on his schedule. He'd gone with me, Jeff, and Mike Black to The Underground during his last trip up here, and he'd barely taken his eye--the single one he had--off me the entire time. Perhaps it was the lace bodysuit, perhaps it was my posture towards Jeff, but I knew I had his attention.
And then there had been the weird conversation outside the bathroom. I shook it from my mind.
Later that night when Jeff and I returned home, he stood on his single leg, holding the arm of his chair for balance. He looked me in the eye, snapped his fingers and pointed to the floor. I knelt for him immediately. I remembered his words as clear as day.
"You aren't to play with him, my love. Not a scene, not a kiss, not a moment at his feet."
"Yes, Master."
He'd given no explanation and no reasoning, and I didn't ask. When he chose to lay down the law, I chose to accept it. It was our way of doing things. Jeff gave me an incredible amount of freedom, and indulged my desire for independence and domination. But at the end of the day, I was still his, and his word was law.
And I wanted it that way.
Jack's voice drew me back to the moment. "I'm going to be in town for a couple weeks, I'd love to have dinner with you, if you're allowed."
"Well, Jack, it depends on your intention. If you'd like to come over to our place for dinner one night, I'm happy to have you."
"That is not at all my intention."
I didn't think it was. The seductive intense look behind his grey eye came to mind. How I would have loved to accept his advances, but I steadied myself and turned him down. "Then I am afraid I am unable to accept your invitation."
He sighed and then chuckled, the sound like a feather down my spine. Just enough to make me want a little more. "Well, that's a damn shame."
"Sorry, Jack."
"No, I'll respect it. But I will be around for a while... I hope that doesn't make you uncomfortable?"
Only in the best ways. "I would love to see you. But if you flirt with me in front of Jeff, he might shoot you."
That got another dark chuckle. "I'll be on my best behavior."
He warned me he'd be at The Underground early next week, and I told him I'd pass on his message to Jeff. As we talked, I counted out the cash and scribbled my own note on the receipt. Jack bade me farewell and I ended the call, turning to glance at Benny before I walked out the door. I caught him staring at me.
I hoped to hell he'd accept my invitation. Jeff didn't allow me to submit to anyone he didn't approve... but he'd let me dominate to my heart's content.
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Chapter 8
Benny
Okay, she was definitely flirting with me. It made me wonder if I'd misread her during her lecture last week. Had I made a complete fool of myself thanking her for her lesson? Probably. But she seemed pleased, and I could get used to a beautiful woman looking at me like that.
She packed her things to leave, every movement she made filled with elegance and grace. Even her lips moved gracefully when she spoke. She caught me staring at her when she left, and I couldn't help the blush that stained my face. I felt like I'd been caught watching her undress.
When she left, I bussed the table, wiped it down, and tucked the envelope in my apron. Heading back to the computer station, I checked it cautiously.
No tip. Not a penny. Instead, there was an address.
9249 Fullerton Parkway, Suite 400. 9pm. Don't be late.
I stared at the address and the note, my cheeks and neck burning with excitement and embarrassment. What the fuck was I supposed to do now?
I had a shift tonight and no way to contact her. It was a big game tonight, and I was hoping the tips would make up for the fact that Ryan had given me fewer shifts at the bar. I still hadn't found a replacement roommate to take Brandon's place, nor had I found another job to replace or supplement the bar.
I really needed to work tonight's shift. Technically I could get Denise to cover for me since she'd already asked. But giving up a big night like tonight was going to leave me short, and it wasn't smart.
And then I had to consider the obvious. What did she expect of me once I arrived? Was this about sex? Was there something else? Was she one of those women who got off on insulting and dominating men? If so, that wasn't my thing. I could take some scolding for doing my job poorly, but I didn't want my dick stepped on. Even if her legs looked flawless in those stilettos.
Then again...
If you want me to make you work for your tip, all you need to do is ask.
I tucked the receipt into my pocket and clocked out. I had two hours before my game day shift was supposed to start. As much as I wanted to visit the strange address, I didn't really have a choice.
But my gut told me if I missed this opportunity, I wouldn't get another one.
I really want to go. Just to ease my curiosity.
She hadn't left a phone number, so I couldn't get in touch to explain... but was she really the kind of woman to reschedule? Or would she say something like, 'oh, what a shame, goodbye,' and hang up on me?
I can't go. I need to work that shift.
Sitting in my car, I leaned my head against the headrest. Exhaustion felt like a heavy weight on my shoulders, and I wanted to melt into the back seat of the car and pass out. I worked all the time, applied for every job that came up, and I still felt like I was failing. Just once, for fifteen minutes, I wished I could not fail at something.
I didn't fail today.
The smile on The Woman's face when I'd brought out her food told me that I'd passed her test. When was the last time someone looked at me like they were impressed with me? I was hungry to experience that again.
If I didn't show up, she'd never ask again. I knew that for a fact. This was my only shot. If I rejected her offer, she probably wouldn't even come to the café again. And something about that felt awful.
Game day shift. Lots of tips. Maybe another cute girl.
But I work all the time. Can't I make a selfish decision once in a while? We'll have a tight week, but we won't starve to death.
My mind made up, I texted Denise and asked if she could cover my shift, claiming a stomach bug. She responded immediately, and I went home to take a shower and change before my rendezvous with The Woman.

***
I don't know what I was expecting, but it wasn't a shipping warehouse out in the middle of an industrial park. I hope I didn't just give up my game day shift to be strung up and cut into little pieces and sold on the black market. That would be a shitty way to die.
There were a few cars in the parking lot, and a light shone inside the warehouse. I sat in my car and watched as people left one by one. A man, then a woman, then another woman, then a few minutes later, a couple. Finally, there were only two cars left. It was a minute to nine. I had to decide if I wanted to do this, or if I was going to hightail it out of there.
The back of my neck burned with nerves as I got out of my car, straightening and smoothing down my shirt and tucking it into my only pair of clean jeans.
What am I doing here? I don't even know what I'm walking into!
But then I remembered the way she'd gazed up at me over her wine glass, those dark flawless lips ever so slightly twisted up at the corner of her mouth in a smirk.
Wiping the sweat from my hands onto my jeans, I walked to the front door, opening it cautiously and peeking through. Inside I could see a blonde woman at a classy front desk talking to someone I couldn't see from my angle.
Taking a deep breath, I opened the door all the way, stepping inside the lobby and looking around.
The Woman with the amber eyes stood beside the secretary in a black blouse, a red leather corset, and a black lace skirt, showing off her phenomenal curves and long legs. The black high heels added to the elegance and allure. She stared at me with a knowing look in her eyes, and smiled like a wild animal about to pounce.
I choked on air, unable to tear my eyes off her.
The Woman kept my gaze but leaned over to her receptionist and said, "See? Told you."
"This is why I don't place bets with you anymore. You're always right."
"Don't forget it."
"How can I, you won't let me!"
I stood frozen in place, feeling awkward as hell, and seriously considering turning around and running for the hills. But before I could move, The Woman took slow, measured steps my way, stopping right in front of me. She put one hand on her hip and cocked her head slightly as she studied me.
"Hello Benny."
The way she was looking at me made me reconsider my decision to be here. A hot tingle ran down my spine and I felt my face heat up a little. I swallowed so I could speak but my voice still broke embarrassingly. "Hello miss."
Her eyes seemed to sparkle. "We need to talk."
"O-okay," I stammered, feeling like a child meeting their hero. I was turned on and terrified, which was a bizarre combination that I didn't know how to process.
She turned and walked to a door just past the receptionist, and I followed her, nervous about whatever was coming next. Maybe she really would tie me up and beat me.
Maybe I wouldn't totally hate it.
The room she led me into was small, but with high ceilings that made it feel bigger than it actually was. It was decorated like a library or an office. There was a fireplace with candles where the fire should be, flickering ominously. Near one wall was a desk filled with papers and notebooks. A massive set of bookshelves were pressed against the wall behind the desk, filled with books that looked old and well-read. Tasteful paintings hung on the walls; oils and acrylics by the looks of them, mostly landscapes, though there were a few paintings of wine bottles, and one of a bowl of fruit. They were cheap and probably from a thrift store, but only someone like me would notice that. A dark, lush carpet covered part of the floor, and several armchairs and a couch framed the fireplace. I felt like I'd been transported back in time to a Victorian library.
Her heels clicked on the wood panels until she stopped on the rug. She gestured to one of the armchairs, and I sat, feet together, back straight, on the edge of my seat. I had a sinking suspicion I was about to be tortured, even if I wasn't cut up into pieces and sold for my organs.
The Woman sat in the chair across from me and poured herself a glass of red wine. "Do you drink wine," she asked me.
"Not usually."
"Would you like some anyway?"
"Maybe just a little, miss," I said. I felt it would be rude to reject her offering. She poured some and handed me the glass, waiting a moment to release it into my hand. "Thank you."
She swirled her own wine and studied me. I felt myself blush again.
I felt like a scolded child sitting in front of her. She disarmed me with a single glance or a few words, making me want her, and want to avoid her at the same time.
I hated it, but I needed to see this through, because I was drawn to her whether I hated it or not.
"Be honest, Benny. How pissed are you with me?" Her tone was casual, like she was trying to put me at ease.
"What? Why would I be?" It felt rude to swear in front of her, despite the fact that she'd just done so herself.
"I didn't leave you a tip today... I'm sure that was irritating."
"I've learned not to expect one, miss. From you or anyone."
She sipped her wine and I tasted my own. I didn't normally drink red wine because it tasted bitter and it made my mouth feel dry, but this wine was nice. Still not something I'd pick up if I wanted to get a buzz, but it was nice. It felt luxurious in my mouth, and I was honored to share a glass with her instead of serving it to her. It was a weird feeling, because I didn't even know who she was. Was she that special? Or was she just a woman?
She spoke before I got a chance to say a word. "I have a request, Benny... tonight, while we talk, I'd like complete and brutal honesty. Don't give me the answer you think I want to hear. Give me the truth. I'm surprisingly hard to offend."
"You were pretty offended when you left without ordering lunch," I said, instantly regretting it. That sounded pretentious and disrespectful. I looked down at my wine glass in embarrassment.
"You're right, I was. Do you know why I was so irritated that day?"
"Because your wine was warm?"
She smirked. "No. Because I was short on cash the last time I visited, and I came back that day intending to make it up to you."
Damn. Now I felt bad. The fifty-dollar bill had sat in my wallet longer than I cared to admit, though it had inevitably made its way to the bank to be turned into rent. It felt like dirty money. Every time I thought about it, her words came back to me, alongside a weird twist of guilt in my gut.
The Woman continued. "And on top of that, I liked you, and you were being so distant and ignoring me. Or rather... it felt like you were ignoring me. I understand you were just busy and I promise I won't hold it against you."
Pursing my lips, I looked down at my wine. Her little speech now felt even more warranted. "I was ignoring you, miss."
She took a sip of her wine and relaxed deeper into her chair, crossing her legs and showing off velvet-smooth skin all the way up to her mid-thigh. From the way she was sitting and watching me, I felt like she wanted me to stare at her. She was beautiful, and she affected me, and she knew it.
She is definitely thinking about stepping on me with those heels.
"You were?"
"Well, I wasn't ignoring you. But I was making you less of a priority, and I hate to admit it, but it was because you barely left me a tip the last time you came in."
Her unwavering golden stare made me want to shift in my seat, but I tried to stay still.
"I guess that's why your scolding affected me so much. Because it felt warranted."
I should stop talking before she actually decides to punish me or something.
"Benny, you should really be more careful about what you say to me."
"I'm sorry, miss."
Her voice was soft, and I could barely hear her. "There you go again, backing yourself into a corner." She took another sip. "Really, Benny, I told myself I wouldn't be too mean to you tonight before I got your consent to do so, but you're making it surprisingly difficult."
I resisted the urge to apologize again, instead taking a sip of my wine and sneaking another glance at her. Damn she was gorgeous. Her long, graceful fingers were tipped with a dark red polish that matched her lipstick. Her body language was pure sex and raw power. She spoke and held herself like some foreign dignitary, expecting to be impressed and entertained.
I think I'm the entertainment.
"I thought you wouldn't come tonight," she whispered.
"I almost didn't."
"Why?"
I hesitated, trying to think of the best answer. She spoke before I got a chance to say anything. "Remember, I want the truth, even if you think it offends me."
"I was supposed to work tonight. I got my shift covered so I could come."
Her face changed slightly but I couldn't place her expression. "You work mornings and evenings?"
"I tend bar in the evenings. Well, some evenings. Lately it's been less often."
"How old are you?"
"Nineteen."
She looked surprised at that. "I knew you were young... I didn't realize how young."
I knew better than to ask her age, so I stayed quiet, letting her lead the conversation.
"Are you in school?"
"No, miss... I just work."
"Two jobs, both of them only earning you tips, and I've shorted you twice." She shook her head in mock condescension. "You must really like me or something."
"Heh," I rubbed at the back of my neck. She was flirting with me again, I was sure of it this time. That cruel look she had in her eye, it wasn't real, it was a game to her. She was enjoying my embarrassment.
At least I can't fail at being embarrassed.
She took another sip of her wine. "That's why you tolerate those women flirting and teasing you at the café. For the tips."
I shrugged. "That, and I know it's not really about me."
"What do you mean?"
"Those women probably feel neglected by their husbands, or unappreciated by their kids, and they just want some attention and spoiling. It's not about me, it's about them, so I don't think too much about it. Plus, I really do need the tips." I tried to laugh it off, but then I thought about how I was going to have to sleep on the couch again tonight, and I'd given up my game day shift for a glass of wine by a fake fireplace with a woman who enjoyed embarrassing me.
I'm such a dumbass.
"Are you struggling?" She asked softly. Her tone had shifted to something more serious and gentle, and I hated the pity.
I shrugged and tried not to make a big deal about it. "I get by."
"One."
Oh. That tone was... different.
I held my glass in my hands, halfway to my mouth and unsure of what she meant. "What?"
"One. I warned you not to lie. That's one time you've lied to me tonight. Don't do it again. It irritates me to hell and puts me in a very bad mood."
"How do you know I lied," I huffed a small laugh under my breath in irritation. Who does this woman think she is?
"Everyone has a tell, honey, and I'm very good. Now tell me the truth. Are you struggling financially?"
I pursed my lips but took a deep breath. It was embarrassing to admit, but apparently, that's why I was here. To embarrass.
I don't need to sit here and take this. I could walk out the door right now. Get in my car and call that cute girl... what's her name?
But I'd never see her again.
The only thing she'd asked me for was honesty. I told myself it didn't matter if she knew my struggles; she was a stranger, and I clearly meant nothing to her other than an evening of entertainment. If tonight ended badly, I could cut her off and go home, and forget this ever happened.
"Yes, miss. It's pretty rough right now."
"How rough?"
"I work two jobs just to afford rent." My statement came across flat and slightly sarcastic. "Most of my meals are leftovers from my job, and I don't remember the last time I slept in a bed."
That last one was a lie. I remembered the last time I slept in a bed. It was the night before I'd gone to pick up Momma from the care home.
Momma who had looked at me in fear this evening when I'd come into her room to grab a change of clothes. She'd studied me with trepidation and anxiety, scanning the photos on her bedside table, trying to figure out who I was.
The Woman didn't pick up on that lie, thank goodness. I didn't feel like fessing up.
"And you gave up a game day shift to come drink wine with me. Why?"
I stammered and tried to figure out an answer. She cut me off. "Did you think I was going to fuck you?"
I flushed, feeling embarrassed and a little insulted. "I didn't know what to think. I wondered if it was a possibility, but honestly... I didn't know."
"Then why? Why did you come?"
"Would you have given me another chance?" I leaned forward in my chair, placing my elbows on my knees. "If I didn't show up tonight? Would I ever see you at Le Fleur again? Would you have ever given me another olive branch?"
Her expression was guarded.
"I ask honestly," I said, holding up a hand. "Because I don't know you... I don't even know your name," I whispered.
She ignored the comment about her name, choosing not to offer it. "I would have returned to the restaurant," she said instead. "But I never would have attempted to invite you again... unless you were brave enough to confront me and tell me why you chose a Saturday night at the bar instead of accepting an invitation from me. But I don't think you would have."
"Probably not, miss."
"No, probably not."
A heavy silence hung between us, and I sensed she was waiting for me to take the initiative to break it. Looking at her was a challenge because she was still staring at me like she wanted to step on my dick with those stilettos. But I could also tell she enjoyed being watched. She wanted me to fawn over her. She was letting me look... so I looked.
In the low light, her eyes were a deeper golden than they'd appeared in the afternoon sun. She reminded me of a dragon, and this was her lair.
What does she hoard?
"What do you want from me?"
She swirled her wine with a subtle smirk. Slowly raising the glass, she took a sip. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the movement of her lips and her throat as she swallowed. There was a dark red stain left on the glass. My eyes traced her flawless figure and finally met her gaze.
"I want to play with you."
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Chapter 9
Becca
Benny was already far too much fun to play with, and we hadn't even started. His submissive body language, his blushes and embarrassment, and the way his voice sometimes stuttered or broke was too much fun to exploit. And he was so tolerant of my teasing, it made me wonder if he had a bit of a humiliation kink.
I need to get this conversation on its way if we are ever going to negotiate anything, otherwise I am just going to tease him all night.
Setting down my wine glass and facing him straight on, I asked, "Do you know where you are, Benny?"
"Um... a warehouse?" he asked tentatively, hoping to impress me with his sarcasm.
"You're too sweet to be cocky. Just say no."
Embarrassed, he said, "No, miss. I don't."
I held his gaze, lowering and softening my voice as I spoke. "I provide a service to a specific demographic. I'm paid for it. My clients range in age, gender, and sexual preferences. But... I have my own relationships outside of work to satisfy my wants and needs. And what I want, and need... is someone like you."
His eyes got progressively wider, and he swallowed.
"Do you understand?"
"Um... maybe?"
"I'm a Dominatrix, Benny. A BDSM Dominant, both in my professional and personal life."
He ran a hand through his hair and struggled to find something to look at. "I... had a suspicion, but didn't want to assume."
"Really," I smirked. "What gave it away?"
He laughed nervously, not really giving an answer. I raised an eyebrow, demanding one.
"Oh man," he cleared his throat. "Uh... well, you just have this," he gestured to me as he searched for the words, "this vibe, I guess. It's powerful. And very attractive. The first time you came in... I felt like you were royalty. Or someone really important. And I couldn't help but want to please you." He looked down at his hands, which were fidgeting on his wine glass. "I guess that sounds kind of stupid."
"Look at me."
He looked up immediately. Jeff's words came back to me. Train him right, because you fucking deserve it.
"Why do you look away from me when you answer my questions? Are you embarrassed?"
"A little."
"Why?"
He struggled to find the words but came up with nothing.
"Am I making you uncomfortable?"
"I think you're trying to." That cocky look in his eye was back. It made me want to spank him. And other things.
I couldn't hide the smile that escaped at his comment. "A little. Does it bother you?"
"I just..." His eyes broke away from mine, but he caught himself and looked at me again. Good boy. "I just don't want to disappoint you, I guess." He looked a little frustrated, but more than that, there was a hint of desperation in his voice. "I don't know what you want from me, and I don't know what I'm supposed to do here, or how to act."
"I will make it very clear to you what I want, Benny. Generally speaking, all I want is honesty, and obedience."
He exhaled, a little tension leaving his shoulders. He was legitimately stressed about this, I realized, and I'd not even started asking real questions yet. Slow down, Huxley, you're going to scare him away.
"Do you know anything about BDSM or kink?"
"Um... a little... I did some kinky stuff in college, but nothing like this." He looked around briefly, still a little unsettled in the room we referred to as The Library.
"What did you do?"
"Handcuffs and blindfolds, that kind of thing... I had a girlfriend who liked me to spank her... she was..." He fought a smile. "She was a little crazy."
"So in your limited experience, would you say you were in charge?"
He nodded.
"Would you be open to exploring the other side of that?"
He swallowed hard, his cheeks and ears flushed, trying to hold my gaze like he knew I wanted him to. Finally he said, "I guess it would depend on... what kinds of things you had in mind."
I want to bend you over and crop your ass until it's covered in my marks. I want to edge and deny you until you're a blubbering mess willing to do anything to come. I want you hungrier for my orgasms than for your own.
"Well, Benny, there are a lot of things I want. But I don't do anything without consent. It's my religion. So although I have a very clear picture of what I want, I am happy to work within the boundaries you set for me."
"So I can have veto power on things?" He sounded a little breathless.
I smiled at his phrasing. "You have veto power, yes."
He hesitated and then struggled as he said, "So, if, for example, I was very against the idea of you stepping on my dick with those heels..."
I couldn't help but laugh at that one. "Is that what has you over there looking like you're ready to pass out?"
He bit his lip to avoid a smile. "Yes miss."
"I promise not to step on your dick."
"Okay, great." He sighed and leaned back in his chair. I snickered again and took another sip of wine.
"There are a few other things that won't happen, Benny." I schooled my expression to imply my seriousness. "We will have some very sexually intimate experiences during our sessions, because that's what I want, and I suspect you do too... but you won't be putting your dick inside me. That's a hard limit of mine with my submissives. No matter how much you beg... and you will beg. Is that going to be a problem?"
He couldn't hide the disappointment, but his answer encouraged me. "I don't fully understand what to expect from you... but if 'hard limit' means what I think it means, I can respect that. As long as you respect mine."
"That's the idea in a nutshell. We both set our limits, and play within those boundaries."
"And you... tell me what to do?"
"I'm the dominant in the dynamic, yes."
"But I have veto power."
"Limits and a safeword, yes."
If I didn't know any better, I'd say he was hypnotized. While before he struggled to look at me, now he couldn't stop. His eyes went from my mouth, to my hair, to my legs, to my breasts, tracing over me with appreciation and desire.
Am I really going to do this? Am I going to corrupt the fuck out of this nineteen-year-old boy and train him to be my little toy?
His expression changed from appreciation to apprehension. Meeting my eyes again he asked, "Why me?"
I didn't answer right away. I sensed he had more to ask. My patience was rewarded a moment later as he continued. "I'm nobody. I'm just a guy you met at a restaurant who works shit jobs for shit money and can't even..." His eyes and voice hardened and focused on a spot to my left, like he didn't want to put that abrasive energy out on me. "I'm a college dropout who can barely afford to live, and you're..." he trailed off and clenched his jaw, making a vague gesture with his hand that I couldn't interpret.
"I'm what?"
He met my eyes again, and said, "You're like... a goddess."
My stomach dropped and my breath caught. There was that sweet, reverent sound in his voice again. He stared at me, almost daring me to explain myself, to argue with him. Or maybe he was begging me to defend him against his own self-degradation. But as he stared, his gaze softened, and he dropped his eyes in embarrassment.
"I just don't think you'll want me. I can't understand why you would."
When was the last time someone took care of him? He seemed like a smart, kind young man. Why was he a college dropout working two minimum wage jobs to survive? Who did he go home to? What did he go home to?
"Why wouldn't I?"
His voice was monotone and shaky as he answered. "Because I'll just let you down."
"You know what I want, Benny?" I tried to make my voice kind. He chanced a glance at me, as if he wasn't sure what he'd find. "I want someone who wants to please me. And as long as you obey, I will be pleased."
There was a desperate kind of hope that bloomed in his eyes, but he was still slumped forward, like he was defending himself against the possibility that he was sufficient. And I knew that look. The fear of failure was enough to make someone quit before they even gave themselves a chance.
Give yourself a chance, sweet boy.
The words were out of my mouth before I could stop them. "Would you like to please me?"
His eyes darted around a moment, and then he lifted his head and said, "Yes, miss."
"And you don't mind me teasing you a little? No more than I have tonight?"
"I don't mind..." He worried his bottom lip a little and then said, "I know you like to do that."
"Would you like to try now?"
He took a shaky breath but nodded.
Jeff's warning buzzed in my head mixed with my own habitual thoughts. The desire to give him a really good first experience warred with my desire to be clear, from the very beginning, that this was about him pleasing me, not me giving something to him.
I can do both. I can be kind in my demands... and gracious with my praise.
"No safeword today. You don't have to do anything I ask you to do. If you're uncomfortable, don't do it, or say no. Okay?"
"Yes miss."
There was that reverent tone I loved.
Confidence settled over me, and my mind quieted. He was so easy to dominate because he was so inherently desperate for it, so eager to hand over the reins, even if he didn't know it yet. "Stand up. Stand right here in front of me." I nodded to a spot on the carpet in front of my chair.
He took a deep breath and stood, slowly approaching, his shoulders still tense and slightly rounded forward. He stopped directly in front of me and waited for instructions.
His eyes widened and he took a breath as I rose to my full height, as if he hadn't expected me to stand. We were mere inches from each other. It clicked in his head that something was about to happen, and he had no idea what I was going to do.
"We're going to feel each other out a little, and we won't do anything crazy, okay?"
He nodded.
"I want you to acknowledge me verbally, and with respect."
"Yes, Miss."
"Good boy."
His face and neck flushed deep red. His mouth popped open in a moment of surprise and he looked away, only to look back at me again as if begging for more.
"Oh, you like that, don't you?"
His blush deepened. "Yes, Miss."
I reached out and cupped his chin softly, drawing his face around, making him look at me. He gasped a little at my touch and I felt my body warm at the excitement. "Would you like me to train you to be my good boy?"
His Adam's apple bobbed and he swallowed, his voice breaking a little. "Yes, Miss."
My hand moved from his chin to his forehead, brushing the messy blond hair out of his eyes. He looked a little like a stray puppy who hadn't had a trim in a while. His cheeks and chin were smooth, and he had no facial hair to speak of, once again reminding me this boy was young, just barely out of high school.
I should feel bad for corrupting him...
"It's a shame I ran into you, pet. I am not a kind Mistress."
I trailed my finger over the side of his face, my nail scraping against his skin. Drawing it down, I touched the edge of his lips, and a little whimper escaped.
He opened his mouth to say something but decided against it, biting back his words.
"Tell me." My finger rested against his lips.
His lips felt so soft as they moved against my finger. "I'm glad I met you... Mistress." He tested out the phrase. Judging by the bulge in his pants, he liked it.
Speaking of which.
Trailing my finger down his chin, and then his neck, I let it rest in the hollow of his throat. His breaths were short and fast.
I set the palm of my hand on his rapidly beating heart. "Breathe, pet."
He took a deep breath and settled a little.
"Do you like it when I touch you?"
"Yes Miss... you're beautiful."
"Hm... you won't always like it. You know that, right?" I raised an eyebrow at him.
He nodded, but seemed to remember my earlier request and said, "Yes, Miss."
"I quite enjoy discipline... and punishment. But I think you know that."
He took another steadying breath and failed to hide a smile. "I gathered that."
"I suspect you'll enjoy the punishment too, though..." I let my eyes drop to the bulge in his pants. "And the humiliation. You do seem to love my lessons."
He swallowed, but didn't answer. He was breathing a little steadier now, settling into the idea. Time to up the tension a little more...
I crossed my arms over my chest and took a single step back. "Take out your dick."
His eyes widened at my command, like it was the last thing he expected. Deliberating for only a moment, he lowered his eyes and unbuckled his belt with shaking hands.
When he unzipped his jeans, they slipped down to his knees. He looked to me for guidance, not sure if he should try to pull them back up. I said nothing, waiting for him to obey.
He swallowed and pulled his dick out of his boxers, already hard and red at the tip. His chin lowered, peering up at me through his lashes, he presented it to me.
And what a present.
He was simply perfect. A solid five inches, maybe a little longer, and a good girth. An average, suitable, normal, completely satisfactory dick.
And while some boys may need their egos taken down a bit, I sensed that any kind of degradation in that regard would just upset him. His biggest fear seemed to be inadequacy. He didn't need to be degraded. He needed to be built up.
"Benny... good boys don't need cocks that big. What are you going to do with that?"
His mouth popped open and he smiled, then tried to bite his lip to hide it. There was just a twinge more confidence in his gaze as his eyes darted around the room for a moment before looking at me again, waiting for my next command.
Yes, sweet boy, you are enough. More than enough.
"Put your hands behind your head... that's right. Lift your chin. Shoulders back. Oh dear," I sighed a little overdramatically, staring at his dick. "You're making a mess on my carpet."
We both looked down. A single drop of precum had dripped onto the carpet at his feet. He looked back up at me in embarrassment.
"I suppose you'll have to clean that for me, won't you?"
Concern filled his face. "Yes, Miss. I can... rent a carpet shampooer, or something."
Or you could use your tongue.
Easy, Huxley.
"Or something. Now..." I walked around him slowly, pinching the fabric of his boxers between my fingers and tugging. They slid down and met his jeans, currently stuck at his knees. I could have made him step out of them, but I liked the awkwardness of the position he was in.
"This evening, after you go home, I'm going to give you a little assignment." I stood right behind him, close enough that he could practically feel me. The energy between us was charged and full of expectation. A little bit of sweat bloomed under the armpits of his shirt and goosebumps rose on his skin.
"Because, as I said, my religion is consent. And although I love to push, embarrass, tease, and play... I refuse to do harm. I may hurt you... but I won't harm you. Do you understand?"
He took a long, steadying breath. "I think so, Miss... can I ask a question?"
So cautious... so cute. "You may."
"What do you mean by hurt?"
I whispered in his ear, getting my lips as close to him as I could without touching. "Would you like me to show you?"
His dick jumped, somehow growing even harder.
"I think you're too curious to walk out of this room without a taste, aren't you, pet?"
"Yes, Miss." He sounded so... hungry.
"Stay."
He held his breath and froze. "Breathe, silly boy, you'll pass out on me if you do that. I meant, stay there and don't turn around."
I walked to the desk of the library with slow, deliberate steps, even though I wanted to sprint. He was desperate for whatever I was going to dish out to him, and I was hungry for his reaction.
I slid open the top drawer of the desk and peeked over at him. His lips were parted and he stared straight ahead, determined not to fail the task I'd given him.
He's going to be so much fun.
I caught myself getting a little too wrapped up in the moment. Hadn't I said the same thing about Colin? The memory almost jerked me out of my headspace.
But Colin was different. Colin was here for himself, to have his own fantasies played out for him at his discretion.
Benny was here for me.
I extracted the ruler, letting the wood drag against the bottom of the drawer to make a quiet scraping sound. Benny swallowed again and took another steadying breath. He was dripping even more now.
"Messy boy." I held the ruler in my hands and walked carefully back to my spot behind him. "Maybe you need more than a taste of discipline... maybe you need to be punished. What do you think?"
Please say yes. Let me punish you. Just a little.
I waited for his answer. Perhaps he would say, 'I'm uncomfortable with this.' Or 'please don't hurt me.' Or 'I'm sorry, I can't do this.' But no, not from sweet Benny. That's not at all what I got.
He spoke with quiet confidence, like it was the easiest choice he'd made all day. "Whatever pleases you, Miss."
Whatever pleases me? Free fucking reign over this boy.
I licked my lips and smiled... then smacked the ruler against his pert ass. He let out a choked gasp that was more in surprise than anything else, jerking slightly. He whipped his head around and I froze, waiting for the ball to drop.
Whatever he was looking for in my eyes, he found it. Turning back around, he said nothing, waiting for whatever I deemed would happen next.
"Would you like another?"
His answer was steady, and immediate. "If it pleases you, Miss."
"It would please me. But I need to know if you want another."
He considered carefully, and then said, "I think I do, Miss."
I let the dull edge of the ruler trace the light pink mark on his backside. I hadn't hit him hard, just hard enough to surprise him. He'd been so pent up that his reaction was mostly surprise. But now, he was expecting it, and he could feel the ruler moving over his skin. He knew it would hurt.
So I gave him a good strong thwack. He hissed in pain and jerked again.
"Did that hurt?"
"Yes Miss." That twinge of sarcasm was back in his voice.
"Be careful with that tone," I warned, setting the ruler against the mark I'd left. "I can't stand brats."
"Sorry Miss." The tone was gone, and he was back to reverence.
"What a nice mark," I whispered, letting my finger trail over the blooming red spot. It would fade in a few minutes and his skin would return to the pale, milky white it was before. He shivered under my touch and his dick jumped to attention again, still rock-hard and dripping clear precum.
I had a feeling if I touched his dick, he would blow. Did I want to give him the best orgasm of his life? Or did I want to make him wait?
We'd gone far enough for no limits set, no real negotiation other than a seductive plea. Anything more than that would make me feel terribly guilty, and might make him feel like I'd taken advantage of him.
I brushed a finger across the mark on his ass one more time, then walked around to face him again. "I think you're a bit of a masochist, and a bit of a service sub. Do you know what those terms mean?"
"No, Miss."
"You'll do some reading for me and figure it out, won't you?"
He nodded enthusiastically. "Yes, Miss."
"That's a good boy."
A low groan escaped his throat.
"What a sweet, sweet sound for a sweet boy." I brushed my fingers through his hair again. "One day you'll make that sound for me when you go to your knees. One day you'll make that sound when you kiss my feet... one day you'll give up your own pleasure to feast on my cunt."
My eyes fixed on him, everything else faded away. All I could see, all I could register, was his every breath, his every reaction. Every flutter of his eyelashes, every gasp of breath between pink, delicate lips, every surge of blood to his perfect cock.



"And you'll love it, won't you, pet?" I stroked his hair again. His eyes dilated even more and he sighed. "You'll love kneeling at my feet, being my good little pup, making me so happy... keeping me so satisfied. Won't you?"
His only response was a groan.
Poor thing is too far gone to talk.
The thought was a shock, and it refocused me to my present situation. I had an untrained submissive on the edge of subspace with absolutely no understanding of what was happening to him.
The fork in the road was as vivid as he was in front of me. I could put him on his knees and take advantage of him, call it consent because he was clearly into it... But I'd never be able to live with myself.
A jarring, shockingly painful memory came back to me, like a violent smack in the face.
See? I knew you wanted it.
I took a deep breath and focused on the boy in front of me. "Benny, honey... I'm so proud of you."
He flushed again and his eyes darted between my eyes, as if waiting for some catch. Waiting for a "but."
I glanced down at his weeping cock. "It looks like you might need some help with that."
His eyes widened. "Mistress... please?"
Begging already? Oh, you are so mine.
"Dammit... you make it far too easy to take advantage of you."
"Please," he said again.
"Stroke your cock for me... show me how you come. That's a good boy."
With no more than a few pumps, Benny came with a cry of ecstasy, his eyes never leaving mine. I watched his face melt into pleasure, his eyes soften and lose their focus slightly. A moment after his orgasm faded and his head cleared, he dropped his head in shame.
No way. No shame for you.
I cupped his chin and made him look at me, giving him a gentle smile. "That was exactly what I wanted."
His mouth opened and shut again, struggling for words. I held his chin and watched him come back to himself, everything that had just happened hitting him all at once. Post-orgasm clarity could sometimes be like a bucket of cold water. He looked away in astonishment.
"I loved watching you come for me. Benny, honey..." he met my eyes again tentatively... embarrassed. "Please tell me you'll play with me again soon."
He let out a huff of a laugh, a smile pulling at his lips. "Are you fucking serious?" The words were just a breath escaping his lips.
"Deadly serious."
"Oh my God, okay, yes, anything. Please. Fuck." He mumbled something under his breath that I didn't catch.
My nerves and adrenaline settled slightly. I glanced down at his dick, slowly retreating as if it were ashamed for his pleasure. Benny's hand was covered in his release. I couldn't help but smile. He looked at me awkwardly, not sure what to do next.
"You have a nice dick, Benny."
"Fuck." His jaw shifted and he licked his lips. "You sure you don't want to play with it?"
Oh. Back to cocky. Well, at least he wasn't dropping or freaking out.
I raised an eyebrow and cocked my head, putting my hands on my hips. "I said I wouldn't let you fuck me. I never said I wouldn't play with it."
"Jesus Christ."
"Bathroom is to the left of the fireplace."
He bit his lip and tried to contain the mess in his hand as he waddled towards the bathroom door. I couldn't help but snicker at the sight.
He came out a few minutes later, dressed, hands clean, and shoulders rounded forward again. I'd finished the glass of wine in an effort to calm my raging nerves. Benny looked at me with some embarrassment, but I wanted to put an end to that as quickly as possible.
"So... you still want to play."
He couldn't hide his grin. "Yes Miss."
"Even if you don't get my pussy?"
He groaned and rolled his eyes. "I think your pussy would kill me."
"Don't forget it. Give me your arm."
Extracting a permanent marker from the desk drawer, I wrote my phone number on his arm. "I want you to text me. I want you to look up those terms I gave you. And I want you to send me any and all articles you read so I can check them and we can talk about them. We'll go from there. Okay?"
"When can I see you again?"
"When I say so."
He dropped his chin and bit his lip. "Yes, Mistress." He looked far too pleased to use the term.
"You'd better figure out those limits fast, Benny. It would break me if I harmed you."
His expression softened. He lifted a hand. "Can I..." His hand hesitated, hovering in the air near my cheek.
Without fully understanding why, I tilted my cheek into his touch. He gasped as his fingers trailed softly across my skin, as if he were afraid he would shatter a blown glass ornament. His mouth moved, like he was trying to form words, but he was left speechless.
His touch was tender... sweet. His awe seemed misplaced. He didn't know me, he had no reason to react that way. Yet I craved more of his sweet reactions.
As he stared at me, his lips parted slightly. His mouth looked tender and soft. He had the most elegant lips I'd ever seen on a boy. It made me want another taste of him.
"There's one other thing I want before you go."
"Anything."
"Oh... Benny..." I shook my head and chuckled. "You should never say that to a dominatrix. They will take you seriously."
"Sorry, Miss... what do you want from me?"
"Open your mouth." I felt myself blush a little as I asked. Benny swallowed, then obeyed.
"Wider."
His eyes fell shut for a moment, but then he opened them and looked at me. He opened his mouth wider. I could see his tongue resting at the bottom of his mouth, as pink as the flush on his ears and neck.
Cupping the back of his neck, I brought him closer to me, just close enough to kiss. He gasped at our nearness.
All the nerves, all the stress, all the doubt about my actions flew from my mind at his reactions. He wanted this so desperately... but he wouldn't move.
"Oh, you'd love a kiss, wouldn't you? You sweet thing... let's see how sweet you are."
Extending my tongue, I let it trace along his bottom lip, and then flick into his mouth. He choked out another groan, but he didn't move. He didn't kiss me, he didn't suck my tongue into his mouth... he didn't take control.
I hadn't known it was a test until he passed.
Pulling back from him, I stared into his eyes, holding his chin. It was a strange thing to do, something a mother would do to a child, but he was taller than me by at least four or five inches. And yet, it felt right.
"You were so good tonight."
"Oh... Miss. You taste so good..."
"Dream about me, okay?"
"I have been." As soon as he said it, he blushed again.
Then we both froze as we heard a low buzzing sound. He looked horrified as he extracted his phone from his front pocket.
"Oh my God, I thought I silenced that, I'm so sorry--"
"It's okay," I said. "We're done for the night... but if it happens again..." I left the threat open.
My threat didn't scare him enough. A little too excited for punishment... We'll have to fix that quickly.
"Go on, get out of here before I keep you all night."
He gave me a suggestive look, but headed for the door.
As he walked away, I had an idea. "Benny."
He looked over his shoulder. "Miss?"
"Do you work tomorrow?"
"Yes Miss."
I spoke the words softly with heavy implication. "Would you like a big tip?"
"I could use one, Miss."
"You'll have to work for it."
"I wouldn't assume anything less."
"See you around... two o'clock?"
"Whatever pleases you, Mistress." There was a gleam in his eye as he spoke. Then he turned and walked out the door.
The door fell shut with a heavy thud, clicking to automatically lock. I looked down at my feet in glee, relishing the memory of his blush, his shuddering surrender, the taste of his lips...
There was a damp spot on the carpet by my feet. Dirty, messy boy.
Maybe I would let him get a carpet shampooer for the rug. I could put him in a cock cage, a butt plug, and a collar, and make him shampoo the carpet naked while I ignored him.
I bet he'd fucking love it.
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Chapter 1
Jack

"Don't get me wrong, I fucking love Christmas, but this is some real bullshit."
It was mid-November, but it was already bitter cold and constantly disgusting outside. The slush and the wind I had to drive through every day did not put me in the Christmas spirit.
My boss nodded, setting aside the menu proposal he'd put together, and looked over the staff list. "It's obnoxious, but it's lucrative. Apparently this giant company signed some 'Green and Clean Pledge,' and they had to scramble to find a new caterer for their Holiday party. You're available to bartend, right?" He looked at me over his reading glasses, a bushy eyebrow raised ever so slightly in a way that made him look more dangerous than he was.
"I'm always available for you. You know that."
"Well... I know you hate catered events."
Of course I hated catered events. Rich, entitled, snobby, corporate assholes in clothes that cost too much, drinking overpriced shitty wine, eating fancy hors d'oeuvres they didn't appreciate, served on tiny plates. Which they then left everywhere.
And they never tipped.
"I hate corporate events, but I love overtime."
"Noted." Reuben collected the papers and tapped them on the table to even them out, tucking them into a file folder. "At least the party coordinator seems to have her shit together. I sent her the menu an hour ago and she sent me back detailed selections and the deposit in less than ten minutes... with a floor plan, and a map for room set-up."
I rolled my eyes. Not only did this stupid company have a budget for a caterer like Reuben Weston, they also had a person designated to plan said event.
I really hope she's not a cunt.
"Just try to tolerate their shit for a few hours. I built in a "bartender surcharge" of eighteen percent of all their drinks that will go straight to you."
"I can tolerate all kinds of shit for eighteen percent."
A few days later I was dressed up in my black dress clothes, a bleached white bow tie nearly choking me, helping the rest of the staff haul all the dishes into the Bank of the Arts for this stupid Christmas party. The old bank had been converted into a museum a few years ago, and it quickly became a popular spot for the rich and famous to rent out the entire thing to put on special shows, host events, and drink overpriced wine.
Murmurs filled the room when my team and I entered the building. Someone had transformed the bland, boring space into a true winter wonderland. Living holly plants in shiny red pots lined the stairs that led up to the front door, and opened up at the entrance of the main room. A collection of elegantly decorated Christmas trees filled one corner of the room. A string quartet warmed up in front of the Christmas Tree forest. White column candles flickered on every table, nestled in sprigs of holly, mistletoe, and baby's breath.
"Wow," Sanaii was staring straight up to the large domed ceiling, a look of awe on her face. I followed her gaze. Two living doves in a large bird cage cuddled with each other, the cage suspended by a golden chain.
One of the other servers sighed. "That is the most romantic thing I've ever seen in my life."
"Seriously," another said. "How would you even orchestrate this?"
By having too much money at the end of the fiscal year, I thought, but didn't say anything.
Beside me, Alice, Reuben's wife, bounced in place. "Ohhh..." her eyes lit up with the absolute magic of the moment. "I... I..." she was so enamored, she couldn't form any real words. "Ohhhh! Look!" She pointed to the raised dance floor. White smoke resembling mist began to emanate from under the floor.
She whirled around and looked at Reuben. "Sir! I want a smoke machine!"
"I don't even want to know what you would do with a smoke machine." He was behind me, but I could practically hear his eye roll. "Let's start unloading. Food goes to the kitchen to be stored and heated. Dishes go to the table in the back. Dessert gets set up on the table in the corner... the coordinator is around here somewhere, but let's get started."
"Why the fuck are these boxes so heavy?" one of my fellow waiters asked.
"Because they're real dishes, not disposables." I hugged a box of vodka against my chest, and Sanaii stacked another one on top of it.
Great. Now I can't see, and have no hands.
I hate corporate events.
"Why the fuck are we using real dishes instead of disposables?"
"Oh good, you're all here!" A sweet, high-pitched voice filled the room and drew my attention. Confident but delicate, and a little over-animated... She sounded like a cartoon character.
I shuffled sideways and looked around the boxes to try to identify the speaker. My eyes fell on a short, curvy, dark-haired woman gesturing towards the back of the room. "I drew a map of how to set up the desserts. It's color coded and taped to the wall. Just take it down when you're done setting up."
Confident, nice, specific, and knows what she wants. I like her already.
"And, Mr. Bartender, you can bring that stuff this way."
Oh, I'm Mr. Bartender now. That's cool. Yep, I like her.
She looked back at me and met my eyes... and I nearly dropped six hundred dollars of locally-distilled vodka.
Angel baby.
My heart jumped into my throat as I stared at her. She was what dreams were made of. A head shorter than me, she looked up at me with confidence mixed with innocence. There was an excited sparkle in her warm chocolate eyes, and I could just barely make out a hint of pink on her cheeks. Mouth-watering curves in all the right places drew my eyes up and down her figure.
She turned on her shiny high heels and walked towards the bar, her hair, and a glittery pink hair bow, gracefully swirling when she turned. It was only when she looked back at me in confusion that I realized I wasn't following her. There was something shy in her expression, like she hoped she hadn't made a mistake.
Before I could say anything, or collect my thoughts enough to get my legs to move, she hurried back to me and took the top box, clutching it to her chest. "Wow, these are heavy."
"It's fine. Put that back on, you don't need to carry that. Show me where to go."
"Oh, okay. This way, please."
Two tables covered in black tablecloths formed the bar, giving me ample space to work. There were several small shelves pressed against the wall behind the bar, some greenery spread out in strategic places. A string of fairy lights draped across the shelves, and I immediately caught the vision she had.
"This is perfect."
"Thank you!" She grinned, her eyes lighting up even more. "If you'll please set up, I'll come by and finish decorating when you're done. My cart is over there, if you need it." She scampered off before I had a chance to say anything else.
Well damn. Best do as the angel says.
My eyes fell on her little silver name tag before she escaped.
Chloe Bianco.
Even her name is romantic.
I couldn't help but stare at her as she hurried off to the front of the building, her short heels clicking, her ample hips rocking just enough to make it hard to look away. She greeted Reuben with a confident handshake and a smile, not at all intimidated by the grossly unattractive, seven-foot-tall beast of a man. She pointed to the kitchen, and he followed her with a nod.
With hips like that, I'd probably follow her anywhere, too.

***

The party was almost pleasant once I got into the groove. If I could focus on the drinks, the smells, the bitters, and the garnishes, I could make art anywhere. It was a dance I was good at, and one I did well.
As long as people didn't act like complete assholes and throw off my groove.
I was preparing a Snowfall, gently pouring the layers over each other to create a beautiful ombre effect in the glass. My attention was dragged away by an obnoxious fat man shouting and pointing his finger. In front of him Chloe stood with her feet together and her hands by her side, staring at him with mute disbelief. He was going on and on about allergy accommodations, and how unprofessional it was that the desserts had no gluten free option.
"And another thing--" he started. I took a breath, ready to jump in and demand he stop harassing her, but Chloe cut him off.
"I'm so sorry, Mr. Hughes. I didn't have you on the guest list, nor did I have your wife. Did you receive your invitation?"
"Yes," he said, rolling his eyes dramatically. "Of course I did. I'm the Chief Operating Officer!"
"Oh good, I worried for a moment that I somehow missed your invitation. I'm so glad you received it." She smiled. Her voice and her expression were as sweet as her glittery hairbow. "And did you fill out your RSVP card and include your concerns on the little line that said 'dietary restrictions?'"
He stammered for a moment. "Well, no, I--"
Chloe was flipping through her clipboard. "Actually I don't have your RSVP here at all. I'm glad I ordered a few extra entrees."
Mr. High and Mighty rubbed at the back of his neck. "This is my company's--"
"I'm afraid, since this entire dinner was a last minute throw-together, and we were already so drastically over budget due to you canceling your other caterer five days before the party, I only ordered the exact amount on the guest list, and only a few extras. So unfortunately, I do not have any more of the gluten free fudge. I do, however, have some very nice fruit left over from the cheesecake, if you'd like that. I'll bring it to your table myself. It's quite nice with some whipped cream on top."
The large man grumbled, but returned to his table. Chloe turned on her heel and hurried back to the kitchen.
Looking down at the drink, I realized I'd stirred the layers together. I looked up at my customer, watching me ruin his drink. Wordlessly, I threw it out and started over.
Dumbass. Need to stay focused and not get distracted by a cute girl. Especially one with such a sweet mouth.
It was near the end of the night when some crazy lady decided dancing with her drink was a good idea. She ended up spilling strawberry bellini all over herself, and the floor. I left the bar and ran to the back to find a mop, but the broom closet was locked.
Weird. I'm sure it was unlocked earlier.
I poked my head back out at the party. Some of the other waitstaff was already taking care of the mess, but I knew it would track sticky wine all over the place if we didn't mop it up.
I dug my kit out of my backpack and hurried to the closet, getting the door open quickly. Just a few jiggles and some tension, and the lock popped open.
Yep. Still got it. I felt my mouth twitch.
The door opened, and the light behind me spilled into the room. I immediately knew why the door had been locked. Chloe was sitting in the corner, her heels discarded beside her, knees pulled up to her chest, eyes rimmed with red.
And damn if that look didn't scream, 'please take care of me.'
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Chapter 2
Chloe
I just need five minutes.
That's what I told myself when I locked myself in a broom closet. Five minutes by myself, with no pinchy shoes on. Five minutes without people vying for my attention. Five minutes where someone wasn't bombarding me with problems.
My feet hurt. I hate these shoes. I hate this dress. I hate these people. Why can't people just be nice?
I leaned my head back against the wall, letting my eyes close for a moment.
I need to get out of this closet and get back to work.
But all I really wanted to do was go home and cuddle with Ray and Roary. I missed them. I'd been so busy lately, it had been a while since our last good snuggle session.
The door rattled and I held my breath. Whoever it was walked away, but I knew I needed to get out of here. Someone was going to find me, and that would be embarrassing.
I was psyching myself up to put my shoes back on -- that would probably be the worst part, honestly -- when the door clicked, and swung open.
Oh no. Shoot. I should have gotten up right away.
I looked up into the eyes of the bartender. He stared down at me in confusion, probably trying to figure out why I was hiding in a closet in the dark.
He opened his mouth, then snapped it shut, grabbed a mop, and let the door fall closed, leaving me alone in the dark.
Well, that was embarrassing. My eyes burned a little more and I took a deep, shaking breath, trying not to cry. If I cried, my makeup would get ruined, and my skin would get all blotchy, and everyone would know I was a crybaby hiding in the closet because some rich asshole was mean to me.
I lowered my face and laid my forehead on my knees, trying to calm down. A moment later, the door popped open again, and he stepped inside. The door fell shut behind us with an ominous click.
A little worm of fear wriggled through me, and I peeked up at him.
He wasn't very talkative. All through the night, I'd found my eyes wandering back to the strange, quiet, grumpy guy who made perfect drinks but never smiled. He had a perpetual frown on his face, and his long dark hair was knotted in a messy bun on the nape of his neck. The only times I heard him talk, he'd sounded pissed off.
"Hey," he said. His voice was gentle now. "You okay?"
I could barely see, but I knew he was moving closer to me. Please just leave, I wanted to say. Let me regain my dignity and we can pretend this never happened.
A bright light spilled out from his cell phone, illuminating his concerned face. He sat down on the ground across from me, scooting forward so he was right in front of me.
"Did something happen? Besides that asshole shouting at you?"
I shook my head, feeling like I couldn't talk. If Mr. Hughes had just followed the rules like everyone else, I would have made sure he got some gluten free fudge. But he didn't!
He looked down at my feet, his forehead wrinkling in concern. "You need to let me help you out with that." He stood up and looked around the closet, using his phone as a flashlight, and found a First Aid box. Sitting on the ground in front of me, he opened it up, pulling out some bandaids and little bottles of cream.
I felt my cheeks burn at the indecency of the situation. I couldn't let a complete stranger touch and bandage my feet. Besides, they were just blisters.
"Good, there are plenty of bandaids."
"They're not bleeding."
"They're going to, if you don't cover them. Gimme." He opened his hands, waiting for me to stretch my legs out.
Not wanting to argue, and needing this situation to be over as quickly as possible, I did as he asked, extending my legs so he could reach.
He tore open an antiseptic wipe and dabbed lightly at the red spots on my toes, being careful not to touch me. I braced myself for the sting, but the blisters hadn't broken yet, so it didn't hurt.
He was so careful, and gentle. His long, thin, dexterous fingers dabbed some cream on the blister on my toe, set a bandaid on it, and carefully wrapped it around. But he never touched me. Not once did he even lightly brush my skin.
And yet, somehow, I was tingling.
I stared at him as he worked. He had dark eyes, a sharp nose, and a narrow face. His ears were a little pointy at the tips. His lips were thin, a dark mauve color that I could only describe as pretty. His forehead was creased in concentration while he worked on bandaging up my toes. He wasn't really what most people would call handsome. But he was... interesting. And there was an unapologetic honesty in the way he spoke and how he acted. He didn't put on a front or a mask. He was what he was, and he wasn't sorry for it.
I tried to remember the last time someone had ever done anything so thoughtful for me. Kindness out of nowhere, for no reason, simply because they felt compelled to.
My belly flipped. Oh, wow. Butterflies.
"You need to get you some shoes that don't tear up your feet."
"Yeah, I guess."
"You guess?" He peeked up at me, a challenge in his gaze.
"I... will."
"Good."
That one word felt like a pat on the head and a compliment all at once. How did he do that? I warmed at his tone but didn't answer.
He started on another blister. "How long have you been working this job?"
"I just moved here a few months ago--"
I winced and sucked air through my teeth when he wiped a bad blister down with the alcohol wipe.
"Sorry. Almost done."
I melted at his tone and his words. "Okay." I don't mind sitting here in the dark with you taking care of me.
When he finished, he hesitated for a minute, staring at me like he wanted to say something. But his phone's flashlight timed out, and we were plunged back into darkness.
He cleared his throat, turned the flashlight back on, and stood up. "Party's almost over, right?"
"Yeah. About thirty more minutes. People are already leaving."
He reached his hands out to me and I took them without thinking. He helped me to my feet, and I winced as I forced my heels back on.
"C'mon, let's finish on a high note. And I'll make you a drink if you want."
"Thanks, but I don't drink alcohol."
"At all?"
"Nope. It makes me feel sick."
He was quiet a moment, then said, "yeah, me neither."
"You're a bartender and you don't drink?"
"Been sober for almost ten years." He opened the door, looked around quickly, and then escorted me out of the closet, his hand hovering behind my shoulder, but he didn't touch me.
My belly flipped again. Stop that. Goodness, a man gives you a bandaid in a closet and suddenly you're all melty.
Back out in the main room, there was a line by the bar. He patted my shoulder softly and hurried off to his station, immediately jumping back into work mode. Ten minutes later, he'd cleared the line and people were happy again.
I was standing by the deserts, wondering if there was enough extra for me to sneak a piece of cheesecake, when a drink appeared in front of me.
I took it without thinking, meeting his eye, and he winked. He knew I didn't drink alcohol so... it must be a virgin? I sniffed it, then took a sip.
I wasn't sure what it was, but it was bubbly and sweet, chocolate with a hint of ginger, or something spicy. It had whipped cream on top, and some pretty orange sugar dusting the top of the whipped cream.
I turned around so nobody could see me using the garnish stick to scoop mouthfuls of the whipped cream into my mouth. The drink was super yummy, and it somehow settled my tummy.
Maybe I should get this recipe, so that next time, instead of hiding in a closet, I can just take a breather and have a drink that doesn't make me sick.
It was only after he disappeared back to the bar that I wondered how he got the closet door unlocked.

***
The party ended, the staff cleaned everything up in less than twenty minutes, and I found myself chatting with the chef.
"Thank you again, Mr. Weston. You absolutely saved this party."
"Well, Miss Bianco, you did a fantastic job of putting it on. Please stay in touch. I'd love to work with you again." He offered a hand, and I took it. His giant hand completely swallowed mine to the point it wasn't really even a handshake.
"I appreciate that, thank you. Do you have a list of your restaurants that cater?"
He dug through his coat pocket and handed over a business card. "Shoot me an email and I'll send you the list... oh, Jesus, have mercy." He looked over my shoulder to where a short curvy girl, even shorter than me, was shoveling leftover cheesecake by the handfull into her mouth. Beside her, the grumpy but very nice bartender was watching her with slight disgust.
"Alice! You're never going to sleep with that much sugar in your system."
"Good," she said around mouthfuls of cake. "You've been neglecting me for four days. Jesus, this is the best cheesecake you've ever made. I can't believe you wouldn't let me have any."
"I figured you'd get your hands on some eventually... I just didn't think it would be so... messy." He rolled his eyes and looked down at me, shaking his head. "Excuse me, Miss Bianco. I have to pay some attention to my neglected wife. Have a lovely evening."
He stomped over to her, scooped her up around the waist, and tossed her over his shoulder, heading outside. I tried to reconcile the massive man and the tiny woman being married, but stopped my thoughts before they went too far down that path.
Inappropriate, Chloe. Goodness.
Before the bartender finished cleaning up all the leftovers, I took a single piece and tried it. It melted in my mouth, perfectly creamy with the perfect combination of sweet and sour.
"Oh wow."
"Yep. He's the best for a reason."
"You were fantastic tonight. Thank you for everything."
"I aim to please." His expression didn't change, but his tone sent goosebumps down my arms.
I finished the cheesecake in an embarrassingly short amount of time, and he took my plate. "Go home, Chloe. You're done here, and we've got the mess."
"I hate to leave you guys with all the work--"
"You're paying us to do the work. And the building manager will lock up when we're done. You need to get off those poor feet. Draw yourself a bubble bath and go enjoy your holiday."
He spoke to me just like he did in the closet, when he challenged me to get myself some new shoes. The kind of tone that made me want to run off to obey, as long as he'd tell me I was a good girl afterwards.
I smiled and gave him a nod, unable to speak, and left before I did anything to further embarrass myself.
When I finally got a cab, I pulled off my cursed heels and switched them with my fuzzy socks and Uggs, which I'd managed to shove into my large purse. Sighing at the comfort and the relief, I let my mind go back through the event.
Everything had gone perfectly, which was insane considering the client's last minute request. Despite some minor complaints, and the Ops officer harassing me about his dessert, the whole thing was a success.
Mr. Weston was a lifesaver. His wait staff was more professional than anyone I'd ever worked with before.
And that bartender? Oh my gosh, he is so Daddy. His grumpy voice telling me to buy myself some comfy shoes, and take a bubble bath... I fell back against the seat of the cab and remembered how special I felt when he wrapped bandages around my blistered toes, and tried not to blush.
When I finally got back to my apartment that night, I snuggled up with Ray and Roary. "I missed you both!" I gave them kisses and held them tight. Ray was a manta ray I'd gotten from the aquarium, and Roary was my stuffed Triceratops I'd won from the state fair when I was eight. He was a little beat up, and he'd had a horn torn off and sewn back on a few years ago, but he handled it like a champ. He was a dinosaur, after all.
So happy to be home... wish I could stay here.
Dread settled in my belly as I thought about my upcoming trip home for Thanksgiving. My suitcase sat in the corner of the room, still unpacked, mocking me.
Maybe my flight will be canceled.
Maybe I can tell them I had a last-minute job and I can't go.
Maybe I'll get some strange illness and will be too sick to fly.
How bad was it that I'd rather be sick than fly home?
"I'll miss you, Roary," I kissed his pointed nose and snuggled deeper into bed, pulling him against my chest. "I don't wanna go."
Roary stared back at me, looking very irritated.
"I can't bring you. You know that."
His stink-eye seemed to intensify.
"If it makes you feel better, I can't bring Ray or Jemima or any of the others. I have to go by myself." But even saying that out loud made my eyes well with tears.
I pulled the comforter over my head, trying to stifle my tears. "I don't wanna go."
Brownie, my giant teddy bear, was pressed behind me like a big spoon. I pulled his big paws around me and relaxed into his hug. It'll be okay, he seemed to say. It's just three days.
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Chapter 3
Jack

"I died, Jack."
"What do you mean you died? It's a choose-your-romance game, you either get the girl or you don't!"
I took another sip of my Dr. Pepper. I was on Discord streaming Fallout with some of my friends. Brett was laughing so hard at Pickle's comment, he had to mute himself so he didn't blast our headphones out. Brandon tried to laugh through pursed lips, which resulted in a disgusting raspberry spitting sound.
Pickle elaborated on his digital failure. "I was trying to get close to one of the girls, and I didn't want to be pushy, so I ended up hanging out with this random side character, and then I couldn't get back on track. Then my character got drunk and depressed, and he jumped off a building!"
Brandon guffawed. "You dumb bitch."
"Your character committed suicide in a romance game?" I laughed. "Man, you are bad at this."
"All I wanted was to see hot anime sex!"
"Jesus, Pickle. I'll send you the decision map. You have to choose the right paths in the game to get to the titties."
"I didn't want to be pushy," he grumbled.
Brett unmuted himself, somewhat more composed. "Pickle, it's a game. You can't be pushy to a 2D imaginary character."
"Man, I can't get a girl, on or off-screen."
It was Monday night, and I was enjoying a few hours of well-deserved decompression time with some of my friends. The Lounge had fewer open hours during December since so many people had holiday plans, and although I was covering the occasional shift at other restaurants, I purposefully chose not to fill up my schedule too much. I needed a break, especially after all the catered events and holiday parties Reuben had asked me to help with.
My friends and I were doing a team run and chatting over Discord. Brandon, an old friend from elementary school, had reconnected with me when he found my Twitch stream. Pickle was a random dude I met on another discord, and the three of us created our own server so we could all play together. Brett had joined us shortly after that, once he got internet privileges back from his evil assassin girlfriend.
On screen, Brandon used a level-up to triple blast an oncoming horde of alien spiders. "You have to actually leave the house to get a girl in real life, Pickle."
"Brett didn't leave the house to find his girl."
I swapped out my four-barrel shotgun for a chainsaw with a flamethrower that I'd fabricated myself. "Brett's girlfriend is a known terrorist and has a torture fetish. And Brett doesn't get laid. Is that really the kind of girl you want?"
"Hey... I get laid sometimes! And she doesn't have a torture fetish."
"Honestly, Brett's girlfriend is so hot, I wouldn't really care. I just want to see some real live tits before I die."
We played for a few more hours before Brett got cut off by the previously mentioned terrifying girlfriend. Pickle had to work in the morning, so he got off too. Brandon and I were quiet for a while.
"How are things going, man?" he asked.
"Living the dream, brother. Living the fucking dream." It was clearly a lie, but I wasn't going to tell him I was a lonely, bitter, unhappy man at the ripe old age of thirty.
"How absurd has the season been for you this year?"
"The shenanigans never cease." I told him about the group of forty people who showed up to The Diamond without a reservation and expected a private room, the visitors who were in town for the holidays who tried to sneak into The Lounge without a membership, and the giant, last-minute, over-the-top Christmas party with live doves and a forest.
I kept the bit about the beautiful curvy Christmas angel to myself. She wasn't mine, of course... But those few moments where I got to take care of a pretty girl in a broom closet were the highlight of my Christmas, and I didn't want to share it with anyone. Remembering the pink blush spread across her cheeks brought a smile to my face and a strange lightness in my heart. I could sense her desperate need to be praised and cherished, and the longing in her eyes for someone to tell her they were proud of her.
So I didn't say a word about Chloe Bianco. She was my secret to enjoy. Maybe I'd be lucky enough to see her again next Christmas for another catered event.
"How about you?" I asked, shifting the focus off myself.
"Oh, you know... not much has changed. Dad showed up this year, which was about as bad as you would expect."
"Oh damn."
"Yeah. He does that every few years. Never brings anything, just shows up, asks to take a shower and bum some food, and he ends up drinking half the booze."
"Sounds about right."
"Aunt Britt showed up, too. God, she's gotten fat. And mean. Even meaner than she was when we moved in with her."
I wouldn't know, I thought to myself. "I don't remember her."
"You really didn't miss much, man."
I took another long pull on my soda so I would have an excuse not to say anything.
Yeah, I didn't miss much. Just some fucking consistency in my life.
Just a parent who cared about me for me, who didn't just keep me around because of a government payout.
Just a little sister who worshiped the ground I walked on and ran to me when she was upset.
Just a brother and best friend who I would have grown up alongside. Someone to take on the world with.
Out of all the families I'd ever been with, theirs was the best.
But when Brandon's dad had ghosted them, his mom didn't have any income to pay for their apartment, and she moved in with her sister. Aunt Britt had two kids of her own, and a new baby, and didn't have space for the foster kid.
So off I went.
"Yeah, the family I went to after that had a PlayStation, so I definitely leveled up," I said, hoping he didn't hear the bitterness in my voice.
"For real... Hey, help me get this Death claw!"
We played for another half hour before I tapped out, my mood soured by bad memories.
I'd only lived with Brandon and his family for a year before I was moved to another house. The next home was packed with seven kids. I was just another mouth to feed, just another kid to clothe. They picked up a trundle bed from the thrift store and shoved it under one of the other beds, and somehow my social worker was okay with it. Probably because it was two weeks before Christmas and he didn't want to spend the holidays in a motel with me.
I logged off and threw away the empty can of soda, walking through my small apartment and letting my eyes linger on the random mementos and signs of the fruits of my labor.
Posters on the wall of my favorite movies and games. A bookshelf filled with binders of disks, some action figures, and a few random books that I'd probably never read. A kitchen full of dishes, a fridge full of food, and a futon with a random decorative throw pillow that I'd won from some White Elephant party.
I even had a throw blanket.
I should be over the fucking moon with my own apartment, a bathroom with my own toiletries, and unlimited access to hot water. But even though I was grateful as hell for my boss, my job, my friends, and my comfortable life, there was still a sour taste in my mouth every time I thought about the years leading up to my great escape from the system.
I cleaned up and climbed into bed just before three in the morning. My schedule was a little weird since bartending hours ran late. The small hours of the morning were normal bedtime for me. When I cut the lights and set my alarm, I couldn't help but hope that maybe, one day, if I was lucky, I might not have to climb into an empty bed and wake up without the soft sigh of a loved one nearby.
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Chapter 4
Chloe
It may have been the most wonderful time of the year, but I wanted to swallow my tongue.
Everyone in the world seemed to love the Christmas season. And I did too, for sure. I mean, who didn't love sparkly lights? And tinsel? And sparkly things in general! Also sweaters. And fuzzy socks.
But it was more than that. Christmas was supposed to be filled with excitement and joy. Love and kindness. A chance to show your loved ones what was really important - family, laughter, and really good food. And it was... for a while.
When I was a little girl.
But it had been a long time since I'd felt any of those things when I went home for the holidays. My Thanksgiving trip was horrible, and there was no way I was doing a repeat of that any time soon. So, after a long, thorough discussion with Ray, Roary, and my American Girl dolls, I decided I was staying home for Christmas this year.
After all, I worked hard all year, and I deserved a little downtime that I could actually enjoy. So a few days later, I gave myself a pep-talk, braced myself, and made the phone call I really didn't want to make.
My mom answered on the second ring, her words spilling out like an avalanche. "Chloe! Sweetheart! How are you! I miss you already! You have to stay longer than three days next time. I hate that you live so far away. Why did you take that job? There were better jobs closer to home you could have taken, you know."
"It was a good pay raise," I said. "And a promotion." And fourteen hours away.
"But it's so far from home! And that little apartment you live in is so tiny!"
"Yeah, it's kind of small... but it's nice. It has big windows, and a balcony. And wood floors!" Which were perfect for sliding in fuzzy socks.
"I just miss you, that's all. Oh, when are you coming for Christmas? I'm assuming you'll be here a few days before Christmas Eve for the party, and maybe a day or so afterwards? I'm thinking five days this time? Or maybe a week. You could stay into the new year! And are you bringing anyone home with you-- Josh, get down from there!" she shouted at my little brother, still holding the phone close enough to her mouth that I jerked back at her voice.
Even though she wasn't shouting at me, I knew the week of Christmas would be full of shouting. And teasing. And bad jokes. And cruel comments.
So I did the thing.
The thing I'd been psyching myself up to do all week. The thing I'd rehearsed over and over, but kept putting off. The thing I knew would get me in trouble.
But I was almost thirty years old, and the worst thing she could do was yell at me. And if that happened, I could just hang up. Lots of thirty-year-olds placed boundaries with their moms, right? I could do it too.
I took a deep breath, squeezed my eyes shut, and spat out, "I'mnotcominghomethisyear."
"What?" my mom squawked. "What do you mean you're-- Frank! Come here! Chloe says she's not coming home!"
I pulled my face away from my phone because she was so loud, it was hurting my ears. I felt myself shrink under her a little. I didn't want to hear the things she was shouting about, but I caught the words "fruitcake" and "caroling" and "cookies."
But those weren't the things that made up Christmas. They used to be, when I was allowed to enjoy them. But now that I was a grown-up --I shuddered at the term-- apparently I was supposed to do all the fun things, but not actually enjoy them anymore.
Memories of last year's Christmas dinner came to mind, and I shook them away, focusing on the faint sound of her voice through the phone. Her shouting diminished and I could hear her saying, "Hello? Hello?"
Carefully bringing the phone back up to my face, I said a little slower, "I'm not coming home for Christmas this year."
"Why not?" Her voice was softer this time, like she realized this conversation could end at any time, and she'd be left speaking to a dead line.
Because you guys are always mean to me.
Because every time you talk to me, I'll feel like a failure.
Because you give me "gifts" that are really just excuses to point out where you think I'm not good enough.
"Because I work until six on Christmas Eve, and I don't want to spend Christmas in an airport. Besides, it's supposed to storm. You know flights will be grounded."
"But it won't be the same without you here!"
No, it wouldn't be the same. No off-hand snide comments about my ever-growing hips. No endless shouting matches. No raised eyebrows and condescending remarks about my unreached potential from dad.
"Well, we got to do Thanksgiving together..." I knew it wouldn't placate her, but I threw that out there anyway. "Flights are really expensive, mom."
"Well, maybe we can just mail your presents. Remind me what you want?"
"Unscented soy candles, and gift cards, please."
"Why do you like unscented candles? That doesn't make any sense."
I blushed and bit my lip, telling the lie I'd rehearsed. I hated being a liar, because lying was naughty. But sometimes, you had to lie to protect yourself.
And in this case, my mother didn't need to know that I liked lighting my candles, waiting until they melted, and pouring the wax out over my skin.
"I like the way they look. But the smells make my head hurt. But I only like soy candles, I don't like beeswax." Because it gets too hot and it might burn me.
"Maybe you should try essential oils. Those are better for you. Oh, maybe we can come up after the holiday and spend a few days with you! Although your place is so small, I don't know where we'd stay. Maybe Frank and I can share your bed and you can sleep on the couch?"
"Sorry mom, I have another call coming in. I'll talk to you later, okay?" I hung up the phone and set it aside, covering my eyes with my hand, hoping that blocking out the light would block out the tears welling up in my eyes.
There was no way I could let them come to my home.
If mom and dad visited, they'd see my American Girl dolls lined up on the mantle, and my paw patrol blanket on the couch. If they used my room, they'd see my stuffie collection, and they'd probably laugh at my princess canopy bed and my fairy lights.
That would be a disaster.
A few minutes later, mom texted me.
Mom: send me your address!
I swiped the message away and turned off the screen.
I wasn't sure if she was asking for my address to mail my presents, or to come visit me. And I couldn't risk the visit, so I'd have to forfeit the presents.
Besides. It's not like she'd actually get me what I asked for.
I didn't want essential oils for Christmas. Candles were the only safe thing I could ask for. I couldn't exactly ask my mom for coloring books. I'd done that once when I was fourteen, and I'd told her there was this really cool coloring book with different bird breeds that I really wanted. She'd told everyone in the family that I wanted coloring books like it was some dumb, childish thing to ask for. They'd teased me all month long.
Well, not all of them. One of my sisters, Eleanor, knew my secret. She usually snuck me a sticker book tucked into my Christmas card, or put a stuffie keychain in my suitcase before I left home. She wasn't mean about it, and she didn't join in the teasing, but she didn't exactly stand up for me either.
Sure would be nice to have someone stand up for me sometime. I always felt so helpless when they started teasing me, so I just shut up and waited for it to be over.
I think I need a paw-patrol break.
My mother's questions bounced around in my head while I selected an episode. She'd asked me if I was bringing anyone home, assuming that, after living up here for almost a year, I would definitely have made friends, and probably have found a boyfriend. Because that's what normal thirty-year-old women did, right? They made friends and got boyfriends.
I wasn't very normal, though. I was shy and introverted, and wasn't very good at socializing or making friends. I was okay if I had a job to do, but if I was going to a party or a social event, I usually sat by myself until someone talked to me.
I was kind of like a barnacle... I need a ship. A person who I could stick to, and they'd carry me when I felt too small or inept to handle the situation I'd put myself in.
Or maybe I need a Daddy. Like in those romance books I liked, where the guy isn't just a boyfriend. He's extra special on top of being a boyfriend, and takes care of the girl, and spanks her sometimes. I warmed at the idea, wondering what that would be like. I glanced over at my bookshelf, where my collection of Laylah Roberts books sat well loved. Just once, I'd love a man to scold me for stomping my foot and pouting over something silly, and to remind me he was in charge.
Shaking the idea out of my head, I grabbed Squirt, my stuffed turtle. He liked to watch tv with me. We snuggled under my blanket and I forgot about everything as I watched the screen. Afterwards, I felt a little better, and I decided that as much as I loved my toy friends, I really needed to make some real-person friends.
I'd done it as a kid, hadn't I? Why was it so much harder as a grown-up?
I felt myself settle back into my big-girl shoes. I may enjoy the funner, little-girl things in life, but I was still totally capable of achieving what I wanted. I'd proved that to myself time and time again. Getting that scholarship to school, working and getting my degree at the same time, and then moving out to a big city all on my own, with no help.
I could make friends. Maybe even find a Daddy. I just needed to be brave.
And maybe find a ship.



        