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  This book is dedicated to all the Natalies and Brandons out there. 
Especially the very precious two getting married next month. 







  
    
      I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived… I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life.


    

    
      Henry David Thoreau, Walden
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Introduction



This is the fourth, and by some margin, the longest book yet in my Kink by the Numbers series. If you’re new to them, they follow the growing romance of a young kinky couple who can’t help falling in love while they explore the many facets of BDSM together.

Each of the books in this series focuses on different themes. This one explores two major elements that are often part of kink. First, playing and exploring with someone long-distance. Second, as the title hints, pet play — specifically kitten and puppy play.

While I hope these books tell an engaging and titillating story, there’s another level to the book for those who want it. I wrote them to be what I’ve called, ‘educational erotica’. As I try to capture the fun and intensity of these kinky experiences, I’ve written the story to be realistic in areas most erotica skips. 

The most fundamental of these is exploring consent, a vital part of any BDSM relationship. Natalie and Brandon are getting closer now, so the nature of that is changing, but I hope you’ll still see plenty of more subtle ways the couple look to gain consent as they journey together. And how they handle things when it doesn’t go as it should.

Stories are powerful. Our minds are hard-wired to use them to learn and process complex lessons. There are some things we will learn more effectively when we see it modeled, and so learn to imitate. I hope Brandon and Natalie’s respectful and loving relationship, the enthusiastic and creative way they communicate, and act towards each other, will not just give you a few ideas, but inspire you too.

On my sex education blog I get hundreds of messages, mostly from women, asking how they can either find a dom/domme, or get their partner to understand what it is they are looking for. I’m delighted to be getting more messages recently, sharing how these stories have been in helping them identify what they are looking for, and most excitingly, helping them to explore what creative, caring kink can look like. 

Whether you are just reading for fun, or to learn something deeper too, I hope you enjoy this next part of Natalie and Brandon’s beautiful journey.

* * *






Books in the Kink by the Numbers series by James Hardcourt


	The One-Bar Prison

	Tease for Two

	Three-Line Whip

	On All Fours

	Five by Five (coming soon)







P.S. I’ve moved my ‘Edging Instructions’ to the end of the book if you want a reminder of ways to turn your reading into an exciting task.








  
  
  A Sight for Sore Thighs

  
  




Natalie stretched, half-opening her eyes. There was something strange about where the light was coming from. Why is the window on the wrong side? She shifted in the bed. Ouch. And why does my bottom hurt?

The events of the night before rushed back. ‘Oh my God,’ she said out loud, clutching the duvet to her chest. ‘I’m naked.’

‘Hmm, what? Are you okay? Good morning,’ said Brandon, lying next to her in the half-light.

I’m in his bed! This is his apartment. Holy crap. Keep calm. Don’t panic. He tucked me in here as aftercare. She tried to act cool, calming her voice. ‘Good morning.’

‘I can get you something to wear. I thought dressing you might be a bit weird. How’s your bottom?’ He let out a throaty chuckle.

She stupidly reached down and poked it. ‘Ouch, it’s definitely feeling the impact of last night.’

‘I can rub some more lotion into it. But yes, it’ll be sore today for sure.’

Memories of him applying a soothing ointment to her spanked and caned buttocks surfaced. And then recollections of being over his knee for the first time. The spanking itself. Her face heated up, but arousal overtook her embarrassment as she recalled his fingers between her legs. And his mouth! She let out a sigh of pleasure at the thought of him going down on her.

Brandon turned towards her, ‘Are you okay?’

‘Yes, just… remembering last night.’

He grinned. ‘Oh really, which bit?’ He reached out and stroked the duvet cover that lay in the gap between them. Natalie turned her head to face him. Oh my God I’m in bed with a guy, a hot guy. She gulped. ‘When you went down on me. Twice.’

‘And made you cum with a kiss, don’t forget that.’ His proud smile was clear, even in the dull light.

She let out a frustrated snort. ‘It was a ruined orgasm, not a proper one.’ Her objection came with a smile. ‘But yes that was incredible.’ Natalie had the sudden urge to kiss him again. She gave into it.

She rolled inwards, surprised to find him so close. They were lying face to face. As she went to kiss him she smelled mint. He was sucking on something.

‘You have mints by your bed for morning breath?’ she asked. I didn’t even brush my teeth last night. She held her breath.

‘I do.’ He looked pleased with himself. ‘I read it as an idea somewhere and it seemed very sensible. Would you like one?’

She nodded, trying not to make it obvious she was running out of air. Well, there’s something I’ve never had to worry about before, morning breath. She took the little mint he offered and rolled it around her mouth before breathing out. ‘Can I kiss you?’ She looked up into his eyes.

‘You never have to ask permission for that.’ He smiled leaning in. It took a few nose bumps and giggles before they got the angle right. Who knew kissing in bed was so difficult.

As their kiss became more passionate Natalie found her body responding. She wanted more. A push to Brandon’s shoulder rolled him onto his back and she climbed up on top of him, her nakedness almost forgotten. Oh my. Morning wood really is a thing then.

She felt a strange mix of relief and disappointment that he was wearing some pyjama shorts. His erection rose through the fabric to settle enticingly between her legs. She shut her eyes to focus on the sensation, leaning in towards him so her clit pressed against his hard-on. Her nipples brushed over his bare chest, as only a thin layer of material kept his cock from pressing right into her. Her body was screaming for more, but she tried to stay calm. I’m naked on top of a super hot guy and his cock is between my legs.

‘Hello up there.’ He gave her a little kiss.

‘Hello down there.’ She gave a wiggle and the head of his cock nestled right against her clit. Her eyes opened wide.

He looked at her breasts, her nipples brushing against his chest, and seemed to wrestle with what he said next. ‘I can get you something to put on?’

Part of her wanted to cover up, but the feel of his skin against her, of being so free, and intimate, was winning her over. She came up with a better solution. ‘What would you like?’

‘I want you naked,’ he said without hesitation. His hands slid around the small of her back and pulled her against him.

‘Oh, wow, really?’ She let herself push a little against his cock. The sensation against her clit was making her ache for more.

‘To tell you the truth, ever since I first saw you, naked, it’s all I can picture. You look incredible in your outfits, don’t get me wrong. But if I get to choose, you’re never more gorgeous, than when you’re just you.’

‘That’s a very smooth way to talk me out of my clothes.’

He reached up and stroked her cheek. ‘That’s what I’m hoping, beautiful.’

She bit her lip, looking into his eyes. ‘If you keep saying that I’m going to start believing you.’

‘That you’re beautiful?’

‘Yes.’

‘Is it so hard to believe?’

‘Yes.’

He lifted his head, giving her a longer kiss, his arms encircling her. ‘Then I’ll just have to keep saying it.’ He drove his hips against her, pulling into the small of her back, holding her in place, causing his cock to pull up between her lips, pushing harder against her clitoris.

‘Oh fuck, I can’t believe you’re right there.’ The intimacy of the moment left her defenceless. ‘You can have it. It’s yours to take. My little virgin pussy. I so want to feel you slam your big…’

A hard kiss from him stopped her finishing the sentence. ‘Shush. I only have so much self-control you know. You have no idea how much I want that but this… a random morning, after knowing you a few days? That isn’t how I’d want that to happen.’

Natalie let out a cry of frustration. ‘How can you be so self-controlled? You’re driving me wild.’

‘Isn’t that what you like best?’

She whined, rubbing herself against him. ‘Don’t use that against me now. It’s so much harder when it’s you denying me.’

He kissed her again, letting her grind against him. ‘Just harder?’

Natalie collapsed onto his chest, feeling her skin on his. With her cheek on his pillow she confessed into his ear. ‘Harder, and so, so much better.’ His cock was still pressing firmly against her, causing her to have another idea. ‘Can I touch it? Can I finally play with your cock?’ She lifted her head to see his reply, her eyes wide with excitement.

He was thinking, but she could sense his defences crumbling. ‘Please Brandon. You’ve fingered me, vibed me, licked me, sucked me, spanked me, and even caned me.’ His smile grew bigger with every item. ‘Can I please, please play with your cock now?’

‘How can I say no to such a well-reasoned argument?’

‘Yay!’ Natalie rolled off him to the side and began to move her hand down under the duvet. 

Brandon grinned, folding his hands behind his head. ‘I love your enthusiasm.’

Her finger grazed the side of his stomach and he jumped, making her pull back. He coughed, then laughed. ‘Sorry, that’s a bit ticklish there.’

Oh, I’ll keep that information for when I need it. ‘I’m sorry, I haven’t done this before.’ She reached down again, more nervous now, aware she was about to do something she’d fantasised about forever. Her fingers found the waistband of his shorts and she ran them along it until she came to the middle. ‘Any tips on what to do?’

He gave a gentle laugh. ‘Explore. Don’t worry that you’re going to break it, you won’t, it’s remarkably resilient. Have fun.’

Have fun… I’m fairly sure that’s not what most guys say when a girl offers to play with his cock. Part of Natalie wanted to rebel against his arrogance. She wouldn’t admit it, but a bigger part found it a turn on. Okay, at the very least, let’s tease the cocky bastard.

Her intentions were thrown off course as she began to trace her fingers down the bulge in his shorts. She’d wanted to do that for a bit and drive him crazy, but she simply couldn’t resist letting her whole hand wrap around his shaft and give him a squeeze. He gave a satisfied moan, the noise made her nipples harden.

Brandon stayed quiet as she moved her hand to the tip of his cock, discovering it with touch alone. She could feel the ridge with her fingertips, exploring the shape of the head as best as she could through the fabric. What she could access best was the most sensitive bit, his frenulum, where the shaft joined the head. She stroked the side of her thumb over it and she could see his body react, his back arching slightly. ‘Is that nice?’

‘It’s very nice. It makes me want more.’

‘Oh? More of the same?’

‘No, harder, stroking it.’

She was about to grip harder and do exactly that, when she changed her mind, and kept stroking her fingers up and down.

‘Fuck,’ Brandon said.

‘Hmmm?’ She circled her nails over the tip of his cock.

‘I forgot what a tease you can be.’ He let out a few heavy breaths in response to what her fingers were doing.

‘Is that… okay?’ She leaned up on her elbow, resting her head on her hand.

‘It’s great. It’s new, I’m not used to it.’

Natalie didn’t want to start a conversation about his previous girlfriends while she played with his cock. ‘I guess it’s not very submissive.’

‘Hmm, that’s an interesting observation. I don’t know if that’s true. As I said, I’m not really used to it but I love how good you are at it.’

‘Thank you. The teasing is so much of it for me. And you’re amazing at it by the way.’ He nodded in response. ‘The anticipation, the mind games, the growing arousal…’ She finally gripped his cock and gave it a small stroke up and down, delighted at the quiet groan he gave. ‘But does teasing you make me a brat?’

Brandon laughed. ‘You are not a brat. I mean, it’s a legitimate submissive type, and teasing could fit into it, but it’s more about provoking a dom into punishing them from my experience.’

Oh no, we are going there. Natalie stopped the little strokes. ‘One of your previous…?’ she didn’t finish but he picked up.

‘Yeah, my last girlfriend was bratty at times. It was hard work.’ He smiled at her and stroked her arm under the duvet. ‘You are not hard work. In fact I can’t quite believe how easy this feels with you.’

Natalie beamed and started stroking his cock again. She felt confident enough to continue. ‘What was your first girlfriend, what kind of sub?’

‘Gwen? She was definitely a princess type. Most of her fantasies came from cheesy romance novels. Some of them were kinky, so that’s what gave her the initial ideas.’

‘Erotic romances, eugh, who’d read those…’ Natalie grinned.

‘I know right. Give me hardcore porn any day.’

Oh shit, now I don’t know if he’s joking or not. Well, at least this will get him thinking about me. ‘I love porn.’

She felt his cock react to her admission. ‘I saw a little on your phone that first night, but tell me more,’ Brandon said. Despite him playing cool, what she could feel with her hand betrayed his interest.

His hardening cock encouraged her to be bold. ‘I like really nasty porn. I like watching petite women getting destroyed by gangs of guys with huge cocks.’ She hadn’t thought his cock could get any stiffer, but it proved her wrong. Natalie bit her lip, playing up to his reaction. ‘Is that bad?’

He paused. ‘I mean, porn can be a problem. But I confess, hearing you say that is very hot. I love how honest you are with me.’

She gave his erection a squeeze. ‘You didn’t need to confess. This thing is like a built-in lie detector. It’s awesome.’

Brandon smirked, impressed. ‘You have an extraordinary mind. You play with my cock, a cock for the first time, and that’s your conclusion.’

‘Well I’m sure I’d learn more if I reached inside…’ She walked her fingers up to the waistband.

‘Oh, ready for that are you?’ Brandon looked at his phone. ‘If you have the time. When do you have to get to work?’

‘Work!’ yelled Natalie, all thoughts of penises flying from her mind. ‘Holy shit, I forgot it’s Monday. What time is it?’

‘Ten to eight.’

‘Oh no, no, no. I need to go, I’m so sorry.’ Natalie jumped out of the bed and gave a little shriek having forgotten she was naked. She began hunting for her clothes, finding them neatly folded on a chair by the door. Brandon watched her dress with an amused smile on his face

‘Thank you, for everything.’ She looked at him still in bed. The desire to call in sick and stay here struck her, but she guessed he might not approve. ‘Are you going into work?’

He shook his head. ‘I mostly work from home.’

‘Message me,’ she yelled as she rushed out the door. She stopped and stuck her head back through the doorway. ‘Message me naughty stuff, please?’ She grinned and rushed to the front door, his laughter accompanied her.

She raced out the front door and around to her neighbouring apartment. It was at that point she remembered she’d left the house without her key. ‘Oh my God, Natalie, could you look any dumber?’ She dumped the clothes she was carrying by her front door. Panting from the sudden rush she went back, and paused, pushing down her embarrassment before she knocked on his door.

It opened faster than she’d imagined, she could hear a coffee grinder running in the kitchen. ‘Hello, again.’ Brandon was clearly enjoying this.

‘I’m sorry, I left my key at home last night. Could I have the spare?’

He lifted his hand, her key dangled from it, but he pulled it back when she went to grab it. ‘You can give me what I was missing in return first.’ He smiled then leaned forward, pursing his lips.

Natalie kissed him, a little peck on his lips turning into something deeper and hotter. He slid his hand behind her head and they were lost in it for a moment before she had to pull away, grabbing the key from his open palm. ‘Thank you!’ She dashed back to her apartment, hoping she could get ready fast enough to catch her bus.








  
  
  Taking to Task

  
  




‘So, did you get to work on time?’ Brandon’s message popped up on her phone.

‘Not quite but close enough,’ she messaged back, trying to type without drawing the attention of the other two who shared the small room with her.

‘What is it you do exactly? You just said it was boring office stuff.’

‘I manage social media for the clients of a local marketing firm,’ Natalie explained.

‘Okay, but it’s boring?’

‘No, it’s fine really. Not the job in publishing I’d hoped for, but that’s my fault for thinking an English Literature degree was all it’d take.’

‘How’s your bottom?’

Natalie blushed a little, checking no one was looking before she replied. ‘Sore, very achy. Being on the bus was quite an experience. It makes me think about you every time I move. ’

‘Good girl. That’s the only effect?’

She let out a sigh. ‘And it gets me wet.’

‘Excellent.’

‘You’re terrible.’

‘Yes. Yes I am. And you love it.’

Natalie snorted a little, causing her colleague opposite to look up and raise an eyebrow. ‘I do.’ Good thing she’s on her phone even more than me.

There was a pause before he messaged again. ‘You’re at your desk now?’

‘Yes. I wish I was back somewhere else, though.’ She’d thought of little else but his cock in the couple of hours since she’d left the house.

‘I do too. Describe the setup. You work with others?’

Natalie could sense he was up to something. Her pulse immediately quickened. ‘Yes, there’s three of us in here. My desk is in the corner, with one guy at the end on my left, and a girl opposite.’

‘Okay, tell me about them.’

‘Ralph’s our designer, been here forever. Lucy’s new and is a general dogsbody. What I used to be when I started.’

‘You like her?’

‘She’s… sweet. Not the sharpest knife in the cutlery set.’ Natalie bit back a laugh, Lucy was staring straight at her now, looking curious. ‘I suspect Jonathan, the boss, employed her more for her other assets.’

‘Oh, really?’

‘She has the biggest boobs. They’re remarkable.’

‘And what do you think about them?’

‘Hmm, not a lot besides I bet she has a backache. We don’t go around staring at breasts all day like guys you know.’

Brandon sent the wide-eyed emoji. ‘I’m surprised Ralph gets anything done.’

‘LOL. He’s gay. Although even he can’t help staring. Her breasts don’t just defy gravity, they cause it. Anyway, why are you asking?’

‘Well, I thought if work was boring you might enjoy making it more interesting.’

Natalie’s breathing quickened. ‘How so?’

‘Some tasks. As long as it’s safe, of course. What’s the rule?’

‘Real life wins,’ Natalie replied, pleased she knew which one he meant.

‘Very good. So that means I’m trusting you to use your judgement with all of this. Don’t follow anything slavishly.’

But I like slavish stuff. She smiled to herself. ‘I promise. What kind of things are we talking about?’

‘Some fun and sexy tasks. They’re to make you feel hornier, and a bit controlled.’

‘I like the sound of that.’ She posted a big grin emoji to underline the fact.

‘Good, go and get a full glass of water,’ Brandon instructed her.

‘Is this you checking I’m hydrating enough?’

‘Oh sweetie, you’re going to wish it was that innocent. Off you go.’

Eugh, why is him being slightly condescending so damn arousing? ‘I have it already. I have a water bottle I sip from.’

‘Perfect. But is it full?’

‘No’

‘Then go and fill it up, and describe it to me when you’re back.’

Natalie stood up from her desk, stretched innocuously and took her bottle to the water cooler in the hallway. Hmm, what on earth could he be up to? Following even these simple, innocuous instructions was leaving her breathless. She filled it to the very brim before putting on the sipping straw lid and then took a photo and sent it to him.

‘Oh smart, that’s super cute. Is that a Sho?’

‘It is! Good water bottle knowledge.’

She manoeuvred around Ralph and sat back down. ‘I’m back at my desk.’

‘Okay, it’s nearly 11am. I want you to drink all the water in that bottle by 11:30.’

‘Okay… are you SURE this isn’t about keeping me hydrated?’

‘And you’re not allowed to pee without permission.’ The devil face emoji came out to play.

‘Oh.’ His words ignited a fire in Natalie’s belly and it was rapidly spreading around her body and mostly her face. ‘I see.’

‘Is that hot?’ Brandon checked.

‘Yes.’

‘Just yes?’ he probed.

‘Yes. It’s super duper hot. I wish I’d remembered a pantyliner in my rush out the door, hot.’

‘LOL. You are so cute.’

Oh great, as if I needed more to make my face glow. Lucy opposite was definitely staring. ‘Anything else?’ Natalie messaged.

‘No, that’s it for now. We can’t have you looking like you text all day. Give me a number where you’re at, out of ten, if ten is wetting yourself.’

‘You caught me just before I was about to go, so maybe a 6.’

‘Perfect. Speak soon. Back to work now, good girl.’

Good girl. Oh fuck. I’m going to need a new chair if he keeps that up.

* * *

‘I need to pee.’ She watched the chat indicator go green to show he’d read it.

He didn’t reply.

Oh you bastard, you’re making me wait. The urge to pee was starting to get really strong now. It was all she could think about.

‘Please Brandon.’

Another pause. ‘How’s that bottom of yours doing?’

Oh my God, he’s driving me crazy. ‘I’m not thinking about it because my bladder is overruling it.’ She wiggled in her seat. ‘But it aches beautifully,’ she added.

‘Good. Did you finish your water bottle?’

‘Yes, and I’m bursting.’

‘How long do you think you’d manage before you wet yourself?’ he asked.

‘What?! I don’t want to wet myself.’

‘I’m not saying you are going to. How long?’

‘Ummm, ten minutes?’ she guessed.

‘Really, only ten minutes until you wee all over your chair?’

‘Please Brandon.’ She corrected herself, ‘Please, Sir!’

‘I’ll tell you what. Message me in ten minutes. We’ll see if you’re right. But if you aren’t, there will be consequences.’

‘You’re evil!’

‘Yes, sometimes. Good thing it makes your cunt drip xxx’

The last messages threw her into a whirlwind of emotions. The disdainful cruelty of keeping her begging to go to the bathroom was far more powerful than she would have imagined. It was having exactly the effect he described so crudely, and of course that only turned her on more.

And there was the ‘xxx’. No guy had ever sent her a message with those in. She imagined where the three kisses would go before it refocused her on the growing need to urinate. 10 minutes. Shit, I’m going to make it. I should have said longer. What are the consequences going to be?

* * *

‘Hello again.’ Brandon messaged.

‘Oh God, please, let me go pee.’

‘But I thought you were going to wet yourself by now?

Natalie could feel his sarcastic tone and she gritted her teeth. ‘Well, I haven’t, can I go now? I’m on a 9, seriously.’

‘And how’s it making you feel?’

‘Genuinely crazy. I can’t believe something this simple is so powerful.’

‘When’s your lunch break?’

‘15 minutes.’

‘So I’ll ask again. How long until you wet yourself?’

Eugh, this man is wicked. ‘I could probably make it until then.’

‘Probably? Okay, good girl. If you need to go, just go. You’re doing great, I’m proud of you.’

A warm glow spread through her. His words meant so much to her now. ‘I’m not going to go, I want to make you proud. Prouder.’

‘I love hearing that and you are. But I told you there would be consequences.’

‘It isn’t having to wait until lunch?!!!’

‘No, no. That’s what you told me you could manage. No, Princess. The consequence is that before lunch you have to fill and drink one more bottle of water.’

‘You’re going to kill me!’

‘Go fill up the water bottle again. It won’t even have time to reach your bladder. It’ll just feel like it is. I want you full and the bottle empty by lunch.’

‘Yes Sir.’

* * *

‘I’m actually dying now. I need to pee already!’ she messaged the second it hit lunchtime.

‘What number?’

She began to type 10 to make her point, but knew he’d use it against her. ‘9.9’

‘Oh my, you must be getting twitchy. Did you drink all the water?’

‘I did.’

‘How was it?’

‘Every sip was agony.’

There was a pause before he replied this time. ‘That got me hard.’

Oh fuck. Do I tell him the agony got me wet? ‘I love knowing that,’ she replied instead.

‘Time to head to the bathroom I think.’

‘Oh thank you, thank you.’

‘I didn’t say you could pee. Simply sit on the toilet, panties in place, and message me.’

Natalie stood and winced, it was slightly painful now. She took little steps as quickly as she could and made her way to the staff toilets. It looked like she had it all to herself.

‘I’m there. Sitting on here is making it even worse. Please Brandon, have mercy.’ Oh God, I love begging. Why is this so hot?

‘Good girl. You can lift your dress out the way but the panties stay on. If you do wet yourself, at least those are all that will get ruined.’

Natalie’s pussy clenched at the thought. ‘You love ruining panties don’t you.’

‘My second favourite thing to ruin.’

‘What’s the first?’ She could guess.

‘Your orgasms. I can’t stop thinking about the noises you made last night when I took you over and ruined it.’

Natalie’s cheeks reddened, and her nipples stiffened as she thought back to it. ‘I could think about it much more if I weren’t about to piss my panties.’

‘LOL. Watching you do that has been added to my “firsts” list.’

She took in a sharp breath at the thought. ‘‘What?! You’d want to see that? You’re a sicko!!!’ She added the winky tongue out emoji to soften the insult.

‘Takes one to know one,’ he messaged back, copying the same emoji.

‘You have a list of kinky firsts you want to do, too?’ She remembered back to that night on the bench, confessing all the things she wished to discover, as he had worked his fingers on her clit. It made her desperate to rub herself as she sat there.

‘I do, now. You’ve inspired me to make one after all the things you came up with.’

As much as she wanted to relieve her bladder her curiosity overtook her. ‘What’s on it?’

‘You.’

She bit her lip and smiled. ‘If I weren’t so desperate to pee that I’m about to cry, that would be one of the hottest things I’ve ever heard.’

‘Well, you know what you can do about that?’

‘Please say, pee!?’

‘Nope, rub. Reach down, rub your clit for me.’

‘But I’m at work!’

‘You’re telling me you never edge at work?’

More often than I should. ‘Okay, okay. I’m rubbing. Oh!’

‘Does it make it better?’

As soon as she began to masturbate through her panties, the urge to pee lessened. ‘It SO does! Like not all gone away but that’s weird.’

‘It’s simply biology. Your body doesn’t want to pee if it thinks you’re about to get impregnated.’

‘Impregnated, huh? How very clinical.’

‘Oh, did I hit another fetish? Does someone want to be impregnated on a gynaecological chair?’

How could he possibly guess that? ‘No comment.’

‘*Snaps on rubber glove* “Miss Posner, could you open up for me?”’

He knows how to roleplay in text, interesting. ‘Stop it. I’m dying here.’

‘I own rubber gloves you know. White ones, and those intimidating black ones.’

The thought of it made her stop rubbing for a moment, and the need to pee flooded back. Her fingers resumed their work as she pictured him in doctor mode. ‘Please tell me, for the love of God, do you have a stethoscope and white coat too?’

‘I’m sure I can find some somewhere. How’s my patient doing?’

‘It’s not helping as much, the need to pee is coming back, and I’m getting close, Doctor :P’

‘And how are you feeling beyond that?’

‘So insanely controlled. It’s wild. Would you…’

‘Would I what?’

‘Abuse it.’

‘Abuse it? :D That’s a big word for a little girl.’

His condescending words only made her crave for him to be even meaner. ‘Please, take advantage of me.’

For the first time in her life, Natalie was hoping to be asked for nudes. Something about the idea of sitting here, in a toilet cubicle, at work, utterly desperate, made her want to be exposed to him, to let him see.

‘How bad do you want it to be?’

‘Try your worst.’

‘Natalie, you need to be careful what you wish for, Princess. Take your panties off, spread your legs, and rub your clit as you shove them deep in your needy little cunt.’

Without realising it, Natalie whispered ‘Oh fuck’ aloud. ‘Yes Sir.’ She messaged. She whipped them off and spread her legs, pushing the already damp part of them into her. The pleasure from masturbating was ridiculous and twinned with the feeling of being stretched and filled by her fingers and her panties it soon had her close to orgasm.

‘How’s that??’ came the message.

‘Incredible.’ Natalie managed to reply. ‘I could easily cum,’ she added, hopefully.

‘I warn you now,’ his next message told her, ‘When you stop it’s going to be even worse.’

‘But you’re going to let me cum, right?’

‘Cum?’

‘Oh shit, I mean pee, sorry, can’t think straight.’

There was another pause before his next message came through. ‘Which would you rather, to cum, or to pee?’

Oh God, is he actually letting me. Do I have to choose? ‘I don’t know. It feels so amazing but, when would I get to pee?’

Natalie stopped rubbing experimentally while he replied. The need to go hit her like a foot to her crotch.

‘Later,’ was his cryptic reply.

‘Fuck. I need to pee, I wish I didn’t but I’d pick that.’

‘Well, don’t blame me when you haven’t cum for months. Your choice.’

Months! That only turned her on more, the thought nearly tipped her over. She knew he wanted that response and was determined to surprise him.

‘So can I pee then? That’s what I pick.’

‘Oh honey, I was only curious, not giving you the choice.’

She pulled her hands away. Immediately the need to urinate overwhelmed her. The mind fuck was more than she could handle. 

She knew what she had to do.

‘Yellow.’ She typed, scared how he’d respond to her safe-wording.

‘Oh Natalie, well done. I hear you. I’m so proud that you could safeword. Keep telling me how you’re doing. We can wrap up and finish, you’ve done brilliantly, or…’

She was glowing at his words. She thought safewording would damage her pride, but the way he commended her on it made her even more proud.

‘Or?’

‘Did you think stuffing your panties in you was “my worst” darling?’

She hadn’t thought about it, it had all felt so good. But now her curiosity was fired. What could his worst be? ‘I guess not. What is your worst? I really, really need to pee soon, it’s starting to hurt even sitting down.’

‘Good girl, you’re communicating beautifully. My “worst” requires you holding on two minutes max, but, it’s nasty. Degrading. It’ll really push you.’

‘Fuck you. You know that turns me on.’

‘I know. So which is it, pee now and finish, or do my worst?’

‘Can’t you tell me what it is?’

‘No, you have to choose it to find out.’

The scenario put her in a sexual frenzy, having to find the balance between rubbing, but not cumming, and not letting her bladder scream at her.

‘Your worst please, but be quick.’

‘Okay, amazing. Hurry then, go back to your desk.’

‘What?!!!! I’m going to piss myself, I’m not kidding.’

‘I know, I know. Back to your desk, grab your water bottle, and head straight back to the toilet.’

Oh shit. What’s he going to do? Natalie’s curiosity and arousal wouldn’t let her quit. ‘I’m on my way, if I don’t explode.’

‘I’ll be waiting.’

Natalie jumped up, reminded of the panties in her as she stood. They pushed in new places, making her bladder ache but also rubbing against her g-spot with every careful step. Thankfully, the others were on lunch too, so there was no one to observe her strange gait. Back at her desk she grabbed the water bottle, wincing as she leaned over. That’s when Lucy came back into the room.

‘What are you up to?’ her colleague asked.

‘Huh, what are you talking about?’ Oh God Lucy, fuck off won’t you?

‘I’ve seen you, texting all day. The glow on your cheeks.’

Natalie’s mind went to her bruised bottom. If only you knew. ‘I don’t know what you mean.’ She could feel herself blushing, the guilt of some secret being found out.

‘Come on, you can tell me. Is it a guy? It’s a guy isn’t it?’

Lucy, who went through men like she was trying on pairs of shoes, was the centre of any office relationship gossip since she’d joined the firm. Natalie suspected she’d been put in here with her and Ralph because he was one of the few men in the office she hadn’t been flirting with, successfully anyway.

As she stood straight again, Natalie truly felt like she was about to wet herself, but Lucy was blocking her exit.

‘Come on, Natalie. You can trust me. I won’t tell anyone.’

Yeah right, you won’t. Get out of the way! ‘Lucy, I need to pee, please let me past.’

‘I was wondering if you were gay, actually. Is it a girl?’

The surprise nearly made Natalie lose control of her bladder. ‘You thought what?’ She was having to do a little weewee dance now to stave off the pressure from her bladder.

‘Well, I see the way you stare at me.’ Lucy made a sly smile and looked down at herself. Not that she could see anything below her chest.

‘I don’t stare at you! And please, I really need to go.’

‘I mean it’s okay, I don’t mind. I’m used to it.’

How the hell am I going to get rid of her? Natalie grabbed her handbag and spoke in an urgent, hushed voice. ‘My period is starting. I need to go.’

That did the trick. Lucy apologised, stepped out the way and Natalie walked quickly and carefully back to the toilet cubicle, a little ashamed for pulling the Red Card on Lucy, but her bladder overruling any guilt.

‘Are you okay?’ was the message she found on her phone.

‘No. Yes. Got interrupted by a girl who thought I fancied her. Please, please can I pee now?’

‘I can’t wait to hear more. Very soon, we don’t want your panties in you, so rub to ease the pressure and slowly pull them out. Natalie, don’t you fucking cum. Is that clear?’

‘Clear and insanely hot, Sir.’

She reached down, tugging on the panties that were still half-hanging out from her. The feeling was incredible, she didn’t dare rub at the same time, as much as she wanted to. The urge to pee was overwhelming, but different, far more sexual somehow. She struggled to hold it in, she struggled not to orgasm, each fold of her panties stroking her as she carefully tugged them out.

‘Holy fuck that was intense. I could have cum from that.’

‘I bet you would have squirted too.’

‘Oh my God, really? Maybe, it felt different.’

‘Good to know. Okay, let’s do this. Are you SURE you don’t want to pee and finish this. You still want me to “do my worst”?’

Natalie rubbed herself gently to hold back the urge to pee and examined how she was feeling. This whole situation, his control, the desperation, the tasks, the situation, it was opening up a part of her she usually kept pushed deep down.

‘I want it.’

‘Good girl. You’re amazing. Put your panties somewhere out of the way.’

Natalie looked around, and put them up on the toilet tank behind her. ‘Okay, what next. Please, hurry up.’

Uncap your water bottle. It’s empty, right?’

‘YES IT’S ALL IN MY BLADDER.’

‘LOL. Okay, put the water bottle between your legs, and pee into it.’

‘WHAT?!’

‘You heard me. Fill it with your piss.’

‘OMFG. OMFG.’

‘Let me know when you’re done.’

Fuck, I need to be more careful what I ask for. She put her phone down. Natalie was shaking as she picked up the bottle. She unscrewed the drinking straw cap it came with, having to hold it in the hand she also used to lift her skirt up. The cold metal felt very strange against her hot skin as she pushed the opening of the bottle against her. She tried to let go, but couldn’t. It took all her willpower to pee into the bottle, but it began. The relief was instantaneous, and it was more than that, it felt amazing. Just to finally pee. She forgot for a moment what she was peeing into but the door to the bathroom suddenly opened and the strange metal ringing tone of her stream of urine hitting the inside of the bottle felt as loud as a fire alarm.

She tried with all her strength to stop the flow, but it kept on coming, making an even worse echoey sound inside the bottle that slowly got higher in pitch as it filled up. The flaming heat of shame spread over her and made her hair stand up on her scalp.

Oh my God, oh my God. Poor Natalie’s problems kept mounting. The bottle was rapidly filling up and she was not done. I knew I should have got the large bottle! The noise seemed to get even louder as it reached capacity, a high, ringing, metallic tone that could never come from peeing in a toilet.

Whoever had come into the room paused, but seemed finally to choose another cubicle at the other end of the room. Meanwhile, Natalie had to deal with a volume problem. She tried once more to stop the flow of her pee, squeezing with all her might. This time it worked. Her bladder not being so full made the difference. She kept clenching as she moved the bottle out of the way and sighed as she was able to finish peeing into the toilet.

In the meantime, she was holding a bottle full of her own fresh urine. What the fuck am I doing?

Natalie shakily picked up her phone. ‘I’m done. This is insane.’

‘Yep. Well done though. I’m sure that was intense. I’m proud of you. Lunch break is nearly over. You need to eat.’

‘I do. What am I doing with this?’ She assumed he’d know what she meant.

‘Well, I strongly advise you don’t spill it. Just nonchalantly leave it on your desk.’

The thought of it caused Natalie to laugh out loud, only to realise she wasn’t alone when the other toilet flushed. I’ll hide out here until it’s clear. With the pressure of her bladder now gone, she was suddenly very aware of how her bottom ached where it sat on the seat. She reached down to wipe and the paper ran slick over her lips. She was absolutely dripping. Just the way he wants me. She wiped again and lingered, wanting to rub. Just the way I want me.

Natalie stood, screwing the top on the bottle and holding it like it was an armed grenade. Her stomach rumbled. She sent Brandon a final message, something to impress him. ‘I never knew what desperation was until now.’

‘Get used to it,’ he replied.

Fuck.
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Natalie sat at her desk, munching on a chicken caesar wrap, staring at the bottle on her desk. This is so crazy, thank God it’s not see-through.

Brandon had left her in peace for a bit to calm down and eat some food. At one point she’d instinctively reached for her bottle to wash down a piece of chicken, only to remember it wasn’t water in there as she flipped the straw up. She had to tell him.

‘I nearly drank it by accident.’

His reply was immediate. ‘You know what, sweetie, the fact you’re sitting at your desk with a secret bottle full of wee is hilarious and hot and wonderful.’

‘I can’t stop thinking about it, it’s so crazy.’

‘I’d be perfectly happy with this as the zenith of today’s tasks.’

‘But? There’s a “but” coming isn’t there.’

‘Is there? Are you sure it’s not just your own fantasies, Natalie? Is it really me this is all coming from?’

‘You’re messing with me.’

‘Yes, I am. I love it. What do you think it is? What’s the but? What do YOU think I’m going to suggest you do?’

She stared at the bottle. ‘I don’t want to say in case I’m wrong.’

‘Say it anyway. What is it you’re imagining?’

‘That… you make me drink it.’

‘Wow. Really? Drink your pee, right there at your desk! What kind of twisted imagination could come up with that?’

She fidgeted in her seat; the movements making the stripes on her bottom glow. ‘Stop it! You’re being so mean!’

‘No safeword this time. I guess that means it’s getting you hornier.’

‘You are too good at this. Have mercy on me. What did you want me to do?’ Natalie was riding a high. The thrill of it all, even though something as simple as drinking water, made her feel like it had been something much stronger she’d gulped down for him.

‘Talk to me about pee. Since you brought it up.’

‘You’re the one who made me pee in a bottle!’ she objected.

‘And you’re the one who suggested drinking it. What does the idea of that do to you? Have you ever done it?’

‘I’ve not done it and the idea is pretty disgusting. Is that okay?’

‘Of course it’s okay. It’s urine for goodness sake, it is disgusting. But you didn’t answer the question. What does the idea DO to YOU?’

Natalie let herself imagine drinking from her precious, and now defiled, water bottle. ‘It makes me feel all trembly.’

‘Nice description. But probably not how we want you feeling in the office.’

‘No, true.’

‘Natalie?’

Somehow him simply using her name made her heart race. ‘Yes?’

‘Do you want me to make you drink from the bottle?’

She shut her eyes. A hot flush flowed down from the top of her head, rolling down her body, her nipples hardening as it seemed to converge between her legs. ‘Yes.’

‘Good girl.’ He replied.

Is that it? She saw he started typing again. It seemed to take forever.

Finally, his message appeared. It was only short. ‘I’m not going to. Not today.’

She suddenly felt disappointed. What is going on, how can I be sad about the fact I don’t have to drink piss! ‘Okay. I would if you asked.’

‘I know, and I adore that. But the plan for today, well it was the mind-fuck of knowing it’s there.’ There was a pause again. ‘Are you disappointed?’

How can you possibly know that? ‘Is it crazy if I am?’ she replied. ‘I don’t want to do it but… I want to do it for you.’

‘It’s not crazy at all. That’s what I guessed. It’s incredible. Incredible that you’d even think of that, let alone want it for that reason. That you want to slurp on that bottle of your own wee like a little piss slut to please me.’

As she read his words her cheeks grew bright red and she involuntarily opened her legs. ‘Do you know what those words do to me?’

‘Tell me.’

‘They take me apart. They make me want that, want anything, to please you. They make me want to do disgusting, degrading things to hear you say I’m your good girl.’

‘What kind of things?’

‘Please don’t make me say, not here.’

Again there was a tortuous pause as she watched him type his reply. ‘I’m so tempted to, but you know what, this is intense enough for now and honestly, I want to be able to see how red you go when I DO make you tell me, later.’

She breathed a sigh of relief, loud enough to make Lucy look up. ‘Are you okay, Nats? You’re bright red. What’s up, who are you talking to?’

Natalie bit her lip. ‘Sorry, must go, speak later?’ she messaged.

‘I can’t wait. Oh, and by the way, where are your panties by the way, did you put them back on?’

No, no, no, no! In all the excitement she’d totally forgotten to pick them back up from where she’d left them on the toilet tank. She’d been so distracted carrying the bottle that she hadn’t even noticed her lack of knickers. Much worse than the possible marks she was leaving on her dress was the thought that someone else had gone into her cubicle after her.

‘Natalie?’ Lucy interrupted her panic. ‘Seriously, are you okay? All crampy?’ She gave a sympathetic tilt of her head. ‘I have some Ibuprofen?’

Natalie stood. Actually, that’s a good excuse to go to the bathroom. ‘Yes, thank you. That’d be great.’ She held out her hand as Lucy fished some tablets from her bag. ‘Be right back.’

Once again she dashed off to the bathroom. Thankfully, no one was in the cubicle. She pushed the door open. ‘Fuck.’

Her knickers were gone.

* * *

Natalie tried to stop herself freaking out as she walked back to her desk. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit. It wasn’t working very well. Her mind went through all the possibilities of who could have taken them. It wasn’t a cleaner, they only came at the end of the day. It must be another woman from the office.. But that didn’t narrow it down much, there were a dozen or more.

She sat back down at her desk, painfully aware now that there was nothing between her dress and her overly excited crotch. She looked at Lucy, who was staring at her. Could it be her? Natalie couldn’t remember if her colleague had been to the toilet since she went, and she’d given her enough reason to show interest that she couldn’t read anything more into her curiosity.

‘My knickers are missing,’ she messaged Brandon.

The message went unread long enough that she got back to work to distract herself.

‘That’s awful and hilarious,’ came his reply ten minutes later. He ran through some of the same thoughts as she’d had, but there was no conclusion. ‘How are you doing?’

‘Worried about the knickers but I don’t see what I can do about it, and it’s not like anyone knows they’re mine.’

‘Unless…’ he replied, ominously.

‘UNLESS WHAT?’

‘I was imagining them doing a spot check. That’s what I’d do if I was your boss.’

The idea was so ridiculous it immediately lightened her spirits. ‘Oh, would you?’

‘For sure. I’d make you lift up your dress to show me you weren’t the naughty panty leaver before you left the building.’

‘That would definitely be breaking some HR rules.’

‘I’m sure it would. But you’d lift it for me anyway, wouldn’t you?’

Natalie felt a little dizzy at the mental image he was conjuring. ‘Yes. It’s very unfair you making me horny, I’m worried I’ll leave a stain on my dress.’

‘What colour is it?’

‘Dark grey.’ She knew what he was really asking. ‘It won’t show stains, much.’

‘Perfect.’ He messaged, then wrote again. ‘I love you doing that.’

‘Doing what?’ She had no idea.

‘Preempting what you think I want to know. Showing you’re thinking about what I’m actually asking. It’s very attractive,’ he wrote.

‘I didn’t know I did that. Is that unusual?’

‘Yes, and most appreciated. Some chats can feel like you’re having to pull teeth just to get more than a single word.’

‘Making me shut up will be a much bigger challenge.’

‘Oh, I’ve got ways to deal with that, don’t you worry, Princess.’

Argh, it only takes a sentence from him to make me all swirly again. She just sent an emoji with its mouth wide open in reply.

‘Exactly… All kinds of things I want to fill that with.’

‘When I said the dress won’t show marks, I did not factor in how horny you make me.’

‘I love hearing that too. Would you like me to make it worse?’ Brandon offered.

‘I’d love that, but have a deadline in an hour. After that?’

‘Perfect. Spread your legs, keep them spread until then.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ Natalie replied, breathless at his command.

‘And Natalie?’

‘Yes Sir?’ She was really in the zone.

‘No touching.’

‘I’m at my desk, I couldn’t touch here!’

‘I know. But what does being told you can’t do to you?’

‘Makes me even more desperate, damn you.’

A smiling devil emoji was his only reply.

* * *

A little over an hour later she messaged him. ‘All done, deadline met, and I think I might die from horniness.’

‘Oh dear, I was going to make it worse but I don’t want you dying on me. I have so many plans…’

You do? ‘Umm, I like worse.’

‘You’re going to get yourself in trouble, Princess.’

God, I hope so. ‘I think I’m already in trouble.’

‘You wish. How’s the water bottle?’

Natalie shook her head, ‘I’ve nearly drunk from it three times. The fact it’s sitting there messes with me. I like it.’

‘You’re a very positive person, Natalie Posner. Now, do you know what syntribating is?’

‘I don’t, but why do I get the feeling Googling it on my work PC would be a bad idea?’

‘Hah, you’re not far wrong. It’s usually called thigh masturbation, I just like the fact it has a name.’

‘Thigh masturbation, I’ve heard about it. Oh, wait, are you suggesting…?’

‘I am, right at your desk. It should work even better without underwear. Tightly cross one leg over the other. It’s a mix of squeezing your clit between your leg muscles, but also tightening your pelvic muscles.’

She recalled what she’d read about it. ‘I think you bounce your leg?’

‘Yes, sometimes. See what works.’

Natalie had tried this before. At school she had a classmate who constantly crossed her legs and bounced a foot and someone teased her about it. I didn’t know it had a name though. She slipped one knee over the other. While less aroused than earlier, even doing this, because she’d been told to, was working her back into a frenzy. She glanced up at Lucy, sure she’d notice, but it was all hidden under the desk.

‘Okay, legs crossed, it doesn’t do much,’ she told Brandon.

‘That’s okay. Try really squeezing them together, imagine you’re trying to crack a walnut with your upper thighs. But also wiggle your hips a little to shift around how things are arranged. You might just find you…’

‘Holy shit,’ Natalie replied. ‘Holy shit, I wasn’t crossing them hard enough before. Oh my God.’

‘LOL’

She shut her eyes for a moment and rocked her hips too. It made it feel even better, and to Natalie’s horror she inadvertently let out a moan. Her eyes shot open to find Lucy staring at her with mouth open in a bemused grin. Even Ralph was looking her way. She coughed a few times and did a stretch with another moan in a poor attempt to cover up.

‘FML,’ she messaged. ‘I just moaned in the office!’

‘No!’ Three big grinning emojis followed.

‘I’m so embarrassed. You’re loving this aren’t you.’

‘So much. Poor Lucy, she must wonder what’s got into you.’

Natalie fought off the urge to make a bad pun. ‘I’m so embarrassed. And no, before you ask, not the hot kind.’

‘Not even a bit the “hot kind?”’

‘Shut up.’ She was avoiding Lucy’s continued stare. ‘So yeah, apparently that works after all.’

Natalie thought back to her friend at school. Damn, I think she was getting off.

‘There’s a percentage of women for whom it’s the only way they masturbate. It can become problematic if it’s the sole way you cum, as the sensations are quite different from sex.’

Oh, someone’s got into educator mode. ‘I’d like ANY type of cumming, just FYI’

‘I bet you would. You tell me when you’re bored of being kept wet, needy and denied and I’ll see what I can do to help.’

‘That’s just mean,’ Natalie objected.

‘Good thing you love, “mean”. Now get back to squeezing that aching clit of yours between your legs for the rest of the afternoon. Maybe it’s all the touching you’ll be allowed today.’

‘Arrgggh, seriously?’

‘Tell me you love this, Natalie. Beg me to make it worse. Fuck yourself over for me.’

Natalie couldn’t hide her arousal from his words. She was breathing hard, her legs going back to squeezing her mound. Lucy was looking, and right now she didn’t care. ‘Please, Sir, keep making it worse. I adore you treating me like this. Make me even more desperate, use my body against me, show me what it means to be utterly helpless. I love this. Collar my cunt and make it yours.’

She pressed send, not daring to reread it, hoping it didn’t have typos. It was an outpouring of how she felt that surprised even her. He took a few moments to respond.

‘Wow. Okay.’

‘Is that too much?’ she asked, suddenly nervous she’d overstepped some boundary.

‘No, Natalie. It is, without doubt, the hottest thing I have ever read. I love it. I’m a little speechless. You are extraordinary.’

‘I’m only… saying what’s in my head. You make it easy for me to tell you.’

‘Never stop telling me. Damn, “Collar my cunt”. Do you have any idea what that does to me?’

Natalie had to stand up, she couldn’t sit still any longer. She grabbed her bag and pretended to go to the toilet again, away from Lucy’s prying eyes. It was only as she began to walk she realised it wasn’t just an excuse. The impact of his words, and her explorations, meant that as she walked she felt her wetness begin to spread down the insides of her thighs.

She reached the toilets, leaning back against a wall and replying. ‘Back at the loo, needed to move. I’m literally dripping down my thighs here. Please, please tell me what it does to you.’

Brandon seemed to match her unfiltered words with some of his own. ‘It makes me crave you. To touch you, to taste you, to feel you. Your words make me want you even more than I knew I could.’

His words enchanted her but she couldn’t resist replying the same way he had a moment ago. ‘Wow. Okay.’

‘LOL. Okay, very good. I see what you did there. You are very cute.’

‘Thank you. I think about you saying that more than anything.’

‘Saying what?’

‘“I want you.” You said it to me the other morning.’

‘I did. I’m not sure it even covers it anymore.’

‘Really? What does?’

He began to type a reply but nothing came through. ‘You know what, I’d rather tell you in person.’

‘Brandon! You’re not just doing this to tease me?’

‘No, I promise. Texting doesn’t do it justice.’

‘Are you free tonight?’

‘Sadly, no. I’m heading to a friend’s place shortly. I’m working with a client near them. I should have told you before now but I’m not going to be back until Friday. I’m sorry.’

‘No, no, it’s fine.’ It didn’t feel fine. Natalie couldn’t help wondering who the friend was. It better not be a woman. She scolded herself as soon as she had the thought.

‘But perhaps, when I’m back, we could go shopping?’

‘Shopping for what?’ She didn’t dare say it.

‘That thing we talked about the other day. The thing where we said we could decide what it represented.’

It is, it’s a collar. Oh my God. ‘Please don’t make me say it, if I’m wrong I’ll die.’

Brandon took pity on her, in the best possible way. ‘It’s not only your cunt I want to collar, Princess.’

‘Fuck.’ She leaned her head back against the wall, on the edge of hyperventilating. ‘That would be nice,’ she wrote, trying to regain some semblance of control of the conversation.

‘Wouldn’t it just. Maybe this weekend. Would that work?’

Natalie didn’t even check the calendar. If there was something in it already it was moving. ‘That would work.’ She was bouncing on her toes. It made her even more aware of the descending leak between her legs. ‘I need to get back, finish off a few things before I head home. Can I clean myself up?’

‘No.’

It was the answer she’d secretly hoped for.
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The last time Natalie returned home from work it had been the day she’d met Brandon. Can it really only be four days?

Maybe it’s a good thing he isn’t around tonight. She’d had no time to process all that had gone on. Natalie was a classic introvert — having her own space was the way she recharged. Nonetheless, she felt disappointed that he wasn’t there, wasn’t near.

Then she saw the flowers. Outside her apartment door was a small gift box with a beautiful bouquet of stargazer lilies perched beside it. ‘They’re so gorgeous,’ Natalie declared, rushing up to her door. As she picked them up, the beautiful scent of the lilies filled her nose. There was a card too. She reached in, careful not to disturb any of the pink and white petals. But she couldn’t open it with one hand. Putting the card in her mouth she fished for her keys and opened the door, stepping carefully over the square, flat gift box.

Natalie laid her bag down and the flowers next to it. She picked up the box before shutting the door. It was very light, simply wrapped with a shiny paper and a ribbon on each side, ending in a bow on top.

She was torn between opening it or the card, but stopped herself. Her heart was racing, she was desperate to know what it said, but she wanted to do this properly. What’s happening, this is so unlike me? She laid down the box and card on the coffee table before retrieving the flowers and finding a jug to put them in. She didn’t have a vase. She’d never been given flowers before.

As she worked out how to arrange them in the jug, the realisation started to make her feel emotional. The beautiful flowers somehow became proof that this wasn’t all a dream, the way they felt and looked, their overwhelming perfume. Someone had thought of her and wanted to give her these, to make her happy. A couple of tears of joy trickled down her cheeks and with no one to see she didn’t wipe them away.

Natalie carried the flowers, pleased with her first arrangement, and placed it reverentially front and center on the coffee table. Blowing out a breath, she sank into the old sofa, her bottom still smarting a little from its treatment last night. She smiled at the memory and looked at the card and gift. Card first.


Dear Natalie, I can’t believe it’s only been four days since we met, it feels like so much longer, in the best possible way.

I’m sorry we can’t see each other for the next few days but it’s probably a good thing for us both to catch our breath. I know you never fail to take mine away. 

In the box is a little gift, consider it a down payment on our future shopping trip. When I say little, I mean it, it’s nothing but a symbol. But symbols can be powerful can’t they, Princess?

Wear it, and think of me. And DO NOT CUM. Good girl.

Brandon




With her hands trembling she put down the card like it was the most treasured possession she had, and lifted the box. The wrapping was around the lid so she could simply lift it off. She prised it up and inside was a black lace bracelet with a silver clasp. She picked it up. It’s not a bracelet! It was a stretchy choker. She had several cheap ones already, but this was more elegant than any she owned. And none of them would ever compare to this, because this was the symbol she’d longed for. 

Her hands weren’t any less shaky as she stretched it, the little silver chain swinging down between her fingers. It was an inch deep at most with flower patterns in the black lace. Natalie began to swish her hair back to put it on, but again paused. Thank you first, then enjoy the anticipation.

‘I got your flowers, the gift and your lovely card, thank you, thank you so much. It’s all amazing.’ That doesn’t really do justice to it but whatever. She sent him the message. It didn’t get read for the couple of minutes she watched. The urge to put on the choker was growing fast, but again she found herself holding off, wanting to do it properly. What does properly even look like? Natalie pictured herself, naked, kneeling, her hair braided, putting the choker on. That’ll do. She put it down on the table and headed to the shower pleased with herself for waiting.

* * *

Brandon still hadn’t read the message when she returned from the shower, wrapped in her thick dressing gown and hair up in a towel. She went to the window and checked where his car had been the last time she looked. It wasn’t there anymore. ‘Oh, he’s driving, of course he is.’

The scent of the flowers was filling the room. It inspired her to turn the lights down a bit, and put on some background music. Natalie stared at the beautiful lilies, still unable to believe they were for her. Let alone the collar. Choker, it’s just a choker. But that’s what it was a down payment for, a collar. If that didn’t make this all feel real, then nothing would.

She sat on the sofa again, admiring it all. She read the card three or four times before she forced herself to put it back down. Natalie finished getting the worst of the damp out of her hair and shrugged off her dressing gown, sitting there naked as she wove her hair into a single strand, heavy and cool from the water still in it.

Hanging the braid in front of her shoulder ‘Everdeen’ style, she pushed the coffee table back a bit with her feet before sinking to her knees in the widened gap between it and the sofa.

Memories of being on her knees came flooding back. That secret moment in the restaurant on their first date, cleaning up the mess she’d made. When he’d made her crawl to his dining table the night before, led on a leash made of her panties. And then, of course, between his feet, later in the evening, being told to touch herself. She reenacted it, letting herself bathe in the memories, in the emotions, in the excitement. Natalie parted her legs enough to push her palm down and up over her mound, whimpering as her body responded — the arousal from the things he’d made her do today, unleashed.

Her legs opened wider, the other hand dropping down, mouth opening, eyes closing as she remembered the desperate state he’d put her in, the thrill of being challenged, controlled. She pushed her fingers inside her. Despite having just showered she found herself slick, working her middle two fingers slowly in and out as her other hand began masturbating her clit, harder, faster, a blur of memories and desires taking her quickly to the edge. She thought of him as she rode the glorious edge of an orgasm. It wasn’t a fantasy anymore, the heady perfume of the flowers proving someone valued her, someone wanted her.

‘I want you.’ She pictured him saying it to her. The thought was so overwhelming she nearly lost control, almost cumming, she could feel her body tipping over. ‘No!’ she cried and with a well-practiced move she lifted her hand, and gave her pussy a hard smack. The shock of it, the brief pain, pulled her back. She knelt with her hands on her thighs, breathing hard, pleased with herself but surprised at how strongly she’d reacted to almost going over.

It means something more now. She reached out her shaky fingers and opened the card again. ‘DO NOT CUM’ she read to herself. She gave her soft mound a hard squeeze. ‘No, Sir. I won’t.’

Now she was ready. She picked up the choker with reverence, opening up the little silver clasp and appreciating the quality of the little tear drop that finished the silver chain it would connect too. She reached up behind her neck, letting the fabric stretch a little as she did it up. It fit snuggly and was very comfortable. Natalie used the selfie camera to see how it looked, and loved it. She had an idea, standing and perching her phone on the armchair next to the TV opposite. She put on the ten second timer and dashed back to kneel behind the flowers and coffee table. The results weren’t quite what she’d hoped, so she repositioned things. It took a few tries until she had a picture that, when zoomed in and cropped showed off her new choker, and the fact that she was naked, but hid the important bits.

With some filters carefully applied, she was happy with the result. She attached it to a message and sent it with another ‘Thank you, it’s perfect.’

To her surprise Brandon’s status went green and she saw her messages read. ‘WOW! I’m glad I don’t read my messages while driving or I’d have definitely crashed. You look stunning. I’m so happy you like it.’

Be still my beating heart. Natalie even put her hand to her chest as she thought it and couldn’t help being turned on by a little squeeze of her own breast. ‘I’m never taking it off,’ she declared, refocusing.

‘Not even in the shower?’ he messaged back.

‘I’m not going to shower if it means taking it off.’

‘Oh, but you’ll get stinky and I’ll have to throw you in the bath and scrub you down.’

The image of it alone made her skin go a deeper shade. ‘Umm, can we do that, please? I think you just gave me a new kink.’

‘Hah, well that seems fair as it’s mostly been you giving me new ones this last weekend. And yes, we can do that. Although I’d rather you didn’t get stinky. I have been spending most of the drive imagining what I want to do to you when I get back and I would prefer you squeaky clean.’

‘I’ll be so clean you can eat your dinner off me!’

‘I think I did that already, didn’t I?’

Natalie laughed, she loved how natural this back and forth was with him. ‘Well, I think technically I WAS dessert but you can have me however you want me.’

‘My goodness, who’s feeling bold. Have you been edging?’

She bit her lip. ‘So hard.’

‘Good girl. Damn, that’s so hot. Did you edge before you took the photo?’

‘Absolutely, it’s how I got the confidence to take it.’

‘That makes it even hotter. It’s such a lovely photo, I can’t wait until I can study it in detail somewhere more private.’

‘Brandon! Why?’ She knew the answer, she just wanted to hear it.

‘Because I plan to masturbate looking at you, and cum, while you can’t.’

‘Oh God, are you serious?’ She felt like she’d been shocked between the legs by his words.

‘Absolutely, do you like that idea?’

‘I adore it. It makes me want to send more pictures.’

‘I’d love that but… I have a request.’

What’s he going to ask? ‘Yes?’

‘Tease me. Make them sexy, but not revealing.’

Oh, I didn’t expect that. ‘You don’t want to see me naked?’

‘Of course I want to see you naked, but I realise I’m learning a lot about teasing from you and I want to see what you do with the challenge.’

Beaming at the idea she was teaching him things, Natalie replied without hesitation. ‘Challenge accepted. I’m learning too. I held off on two things earlier I would have done straight away. I think I’m getting some self-discipline!’

‘Well edging is all about that, but sometimes you need a nudge to let it impact other areas of your life I guess. Good girl, I’m proud of you.’

Natalie read it over a couple of times before she replied. ‘That… means more than you can know.’

‘And I mean it. Self-discipline is so incredibly attractive.’

‘I hadn’t even thought about it that way. But yes, I guess it is. I liked how tidy your place was last night, it was strangely reassuring.’

Brandon replied ‘I confess I tidied up a BIT before you came, but yes, I get that. What right does someone have to control another if they can’t control themselves?’

‘Damn, that’s profound.’

‘Hah, profound thoughts from a motorway coffee shop. Speaking of which I better get moving, I’ve still got an hour to drive. I’ll be offline again then and not around much of the evening. If I get talking to you my friends are going to be totally ignored.’

‘You’ll have to talk to me if you want my teasy pictures.’

‘Did I say ‘friends’? I barely know them and will do my best to shun their presence.’

Natalie laughed. ‘Don’t let me distract you from them, although I’ll try my best.’

‘Sounds like a good compromise. Oh and Natalie… edge before every picture, I can’t tell you how hot that is.’

‘Yes, Sir. Drive safely.’








  
  
  Rack and Ruin

  
  




The next few hours were spent in a fun blur of edging and taking, or mostly rejecting, photos. She’d tried a few with lingerie on but they’d felt more soft-core than teasy. Her first breakthrough came when she slipped a low cut top over a push-up bra and got a half-decent selfie with egregious cleavage. With a bit of filtering, it made it to the ‘to be sent’ list.

Then she tried the opposite, no bra, little crop top, and the ‘under boob’ shot was somehow even more teasing than the first. It didn’t show off her new choker enough but it’d do.

She attached them both to a message, keen to send him something. ‘First couple of shots, how am I doing?’ It had been a couple of hours since they spoke so she figured he was there and settled now.

The reply was almost instant ‘Hot damn, those are your starting shots? So fucking sexy. I choked on my food when I saw them. Now my friends are asking what made me do that.’ He followed it with a rolling eyes emoji.

She laughed, picturing him. ‘So who are the friends?’ She’d wanted to ask before.

‘A couple from university. We used to all live together.’

A ‘couple’ couple or two people? Argh, I can’t ask any more, I sound nosey. ‘You won’t show them the pictures though?’

‘Absolutely not, in fact I keep them in an encrypted space on my phone, no one will ever see anything private you send me, I promise.’

‘Thank you, that means a lot to me. Did you tell them about me?’ Natalie regretted the question as soon as she’d sent it.

‘No, I want to keep you all to myself for now.’

You smooth talker. ‘I’m sorry I shouldn’t have even asked but damn that answer earned you more pictures. TTYL.’

‘I can’t wait,’ he replied. He wouldn’t have to for long.

After another edging session the grey boyshorts she’d worn had a definite dark patch down where her fingers had been working. She knelt, pulled them into her hard, and took a close up that blurred the background between her thighs. It was a lesson in being explicit without showing anything, and went straight to him.

‘I just ate but that makes me hungry for more,’ he replied. He’s good at this game.

Some makeup, focused on perfect, slutty lips, made for another good close up, her mouth wide open. She considered writing on her cheeks in the bright red, ‘WH’ on one side of her mouth and ‘RE’ on the other, but thought it was a bit too cliched. Plus I’d rather he wrote that on. She’d edged a lot by this point.

‘Are you trying to get me to come back and fuck your pretty little face?’ he messaged in response to it.

She took a minute to recover. ‘Yes?’

‘Friday feels like an eternity right now.’ That makes two of us.

Her next picture took a while to set up. The dildo on a stand, called a ‘One-Bar Prison’, was still screwed into her bedroom floorboards. Getting stuck on it the previous Friday had been the cause of their first proper meeting. She lowered the height of it. Getting stuck again would be embarrassing, and dangerous.. She didn’t wear heels this time so she could more safely lift on and off it but slipped on a little crop top and short skirt.

As she lowered her slick cunt onto the dildo the powerful emotions of their first meeting came back. She reached down, rubbing herself, revelling again in all that her stupidity that night had led to. It made her ache to imagine being helpless again, to need rescue once more. She soon resented the clothes but kept them on because of his instructions.

Without the heels she was able to work herself up and down on the fake cock, tucking her phone into her bra to give her both hands to rub and squeeze herself. She was dangerously tempted to lift up the toy, to take it deeper, to be on tiptoes, but she held off, her aching thighs doing the work of lowering her deeper onto it instead, feeling the thick dildo pushing invasively deep, the head even reaching her cervix. It produced that strange sensation that was a touch unpleasant but it made her want to suffer, taking her mind to darker places where her holes were used and abused.

The headspace brought back memories of her loving caning by Brandon the night before, the most severe thing she’d ever experienced. Now she was looking back, it only made her want to undergo more. She reached behind, squeezing her buttocks, enjoying the way they ached, remembering the burning pain he put her through to cleanse her from the things she’d so powerfully confessed. She forced herself to calm down, refocusing on why she was there.

The selfie took a few tries, but finally it subtly captured the fact there was a metal pole rising up between her legs. It was a bit of an overdone pout but when paired with the secret under her skirt it was something she thought he’d enjoy. ‘Back where you found me’ she added as a caption. She liked that so much she added some captions to the ones she’d taken earlier.

The damp camel toe of her knickers had ‘Wish you were here’ added. And the open mouth could have had the same, but instead she wrote ‘And you say I’m the tease…’ That set her off thinking about sucking his cock. She pulled another dildo from her collection and lay on her bed, edging more as she sucked on it and thought about Brandon’s cock.

That inspired a final picture. The dildo went from her mouth to between her legs, allowing herself just 100 strokes with it before sliding it out, laying it on the sheet, obviously slick with her juices. A photo of it didn’t look good until she tried some filters, but then it was arty enough to send. ‘I want to be YOUR toy,’ was the caption she settled on. She lay back, pleased with her work, and excited to show him.

Natalie reflected on the fact he’d asked her not to send nudes. How different that was from most, no all, of the men she’d connected with online. The irony of it was, the more he kept her from showing him, the more she wanted to show. Maybe this guy is just an evil genius, or maybe I’ve actually found a gentleman. She’d given up hope that they even existed anymore.

She stacked the new pictures along with the captioned ones up in one post and sent it.

‘WOW. OMG the captions, and the standing one and WOW! I’m going to shower and then I need to spend some special time with your glorious gifts. Will you be able to answer if I call in 15 minutes?’

‘Nothing on earth would stop me taking that call.’ Shit, did that sound too desperate?

He messaged a goodbye kiss and she couldn’t help blowing one into the air in return.

Natalie pondered what to do for the next fifteen minutes. She looked at the dildo stand at the end of her bed. I really should take that down before someone sees it.

But before it came down she had an idea for one more picture. She stripped off once more, found the heels she’d been wearing that fateful night, and climbed back on it, letting out a moan as the cool silicone cock easily slid into her well edged pussy. She regained her composure, looked up at her phone, tried a few poses and finally took one. ‘Where you found me and first told me I’m beautiful’ she captioned it, but saved it in her secure photo space. One day I’ll let him have that.

Natalie threw the phone back onto the bed and while she was there, fucked herself again on the upright dildo, playing with her breasts and clit. She shut her eyes, imagining he was watching, pretending Brandon was directing her. ‘I want to be your porn’ she whispered to him, reciting something she’d heard before in an audio loop. ‘I want to be your toy.’ She reached up, realising she wasn’t naked. His choker was around her neck. She touched it as she rubbed her clit to the edge of orgasm, her thighs trembling as she fucked herself up and down, feeling the dildo stretching her, pushing deep inside her. ‘I want to be yours.’ She was riding the edge now, lost in that place she called ‘edge space’. It felt impossibly good, the most natural, incredible high.

Natalie sank down on it, gasping as the thickness of the toy inside her pressed hard against her g-spot. An orgasm erupted inside her without warning.

‘No, no, noooo!’ She smacked her pussy as she had earlier but it did nothing to stop the pleasurable spasms clenching her vagina against the dildo. Natalie jumped off the dildo and leapt forwards, clambering onto the bed. She held herself on all fours, somehow trying to stop her orgasm but it was far too late. Her pussy was clenching, now on nothing, but even then they felt good. Natalie buried her face in her arms, bottom high in the air, her vagina still trembling and clenching as a thin strand of her wetness, forced out by her climax, dripped all the way to the bed. Her phone vibrated with a call, but she was too busy crying into the bed to notice.

He told me one thing, one fucking instruction and I failed him. I’m the worst sub ever.

The contractions between her legs were slowly replaced by her shuddering breaths as she faced her failure. She shook her head, pushing herself up. Her forearms had dark patches where the cheap mascara she’d quickly put on for the photos had leaked from her cheeks. I must look like a panda.

Natalie settled back into an upright kneeling position on the bed, her head hung down. ‘What am I going to do? I mess up every time.’ ‘Pull the plaster off fast,’ was the advice her dad used to give her. She picked up her phone. It showed a missed call from him. Fuck.

‘I messed up,’ she messaged Brandon.

There was a mixture of relief and concern when her message was read. ‘Are you okay? What happened?’

‘I’m so sorry. I messed up. I went over…’ she wrote.

‘Hold on, give me a minute. I’ll call you.’

Oh no, don’t call me, I’m going to cry again. But it was too late, the phone rang. Natalie wiped her nose, took a deep breath, and answered it. ‘I’m so, so sorry, please don’t be mad,’ she began to explain, only just holding it together, ‘I was…’

Brandon interrupted her, his voice calm and warm. ‘Did you do it on purpose?’

She sniffed. ‘No.’

‘Did you do lots of successful edges earlier?’

‘Yes,’ she said, but let out an involuntary sob.

‘Hey now, it’s okay. Did you try your best to ruin it?’

Tears were running back down her cheeks. I don’t deserve him being so nice. ‘I tried my best,’ she managed to get out.

His voice was so warm and comforting, ‘Natalie, Natalie…. How could I possibly be cross with you?’

‘But I failed you, again.’ She couldn’t hold it in any more. The fact he was being so nice about it seemed to make her feel worse. She let out a few big sobs and a big, ugly sniff. What must he think of me?

‘Princess, in the nicest possible way, I don’t care.’ What? He continued, ‘You have kept me delighted all evening with gorgeous photos, you’ve made me think of nothing but you all day, you’ve gone above and beyond anything I could hope for. You did all I would expect. It’s okay, I promise.’

‘Okay.’ She started to let his logic persuade her. ‘But I so wanted to make you proud.’

‘You’ve made me super proud, and you need to remember what I said, we’re focusing on having fun, on discovering this together. Relax, Natalie, relax. You can’t mess this up. You’re only failing because you’re trying so hard which is incredible.’

‘Okay, I believe you. I was trying very hard. I was on,’ she paused, ‘it… again.’

‘You were back on the one-bar prison? Damn.’ His passionate reaction made her smile.

‘Mhmm, that was what took me over the edge. I’m so sorry.’

‘You are forgiven.’ Brandon blew out a breath. ‘You are killing me. Fuck. My only regret is I would have adored seeing all that.’ That won another smile.

It gave her the courage to be a bit bolder. ‘I ended up on the bed, naked on all fours, my pussy clenching as the orgasm ruined. It was awful.’ At least he can enjoy that mental image.

‘Well, bugger me. That’s my fantasy of you sorted for tonight.’ What other fantasies has he had, I need to know! But he wasn’t done with his description. ‘I can imagine plunging my cock into your quivering pussy as it recovered from a ruined orgasm. What a way to deflower you.’ She could tell he was grinning from the tone of his voice.

She choked on a laugh. ‘First, stop making me laugh, I’m supposed to be sad and regretful. Also, I have very mixed feelings about the word ‘deflower’.

His tone turned teasing. ‘Oh no, is it one of those words that makes the feminist in you want to scratch my eyes out while your treasonous little cunt gets wet at it?’

‘Shut up.’

‘I’m writing that down, “de-flower-ed” I need to collect more like that. I’d bet calling that leaking hole between your legs your “cunt” does something similar to you?’

Natalie made a little whimper. ‘It’s not fair making me this aroused when I’m crying.’ But please don’t stop.

‘No, it’s not fair, I’m definitely indulging a fetish. I’m a dacryphiliac.’

She felt like the word was a challenge. ‘Does that mean you get off on tears?’ Natalie pulled that random guess from somewhere.

‘It does, what a clever girl. It’s one of my stranger turn ons.’ She was so pleased with getting it right. The mildly patronising way he said it made her even hornier.

Natalie had an idea. ‘Hold on.’ She quickly snapped a selfie of her face, not even daring to look at it properly before she sent it.

‘Holy Mother of God,’ Brandon said, his voice quiet. ‘Did you just take that?’

Natalie let out a little snort. ‘Yes, why are you sounding like that?’ She looked at the picture properly, her mascara was halfway down both cheeks.

‘I know you put a lot of effort into your amazing photos earlier, but this is the hottest of them all.’

‘You are so twisted.’ She couldn’t help herself smiling though, pleased with his reaction to her risk taking.

‘I know. Are you feeling better?’

She nodded even though he couldn’t see. ‘Yes, thank you, you’re good at that.’

‘And you get what I mean when I say I don’t care? I mean in comparison to all the good stuff and that you need to relax a bit.’

‘I do, I just want to be my best for you.’

‘Natalie.’ Now he sounded a little emotional. ‘You’re the best, just the way you are.’

Her breath caught in her throat. ‘No, stop it. Now I’m crying again. Is this some sick scheme to keep my mascara flowing?’

He paused then laughed gently. ‘Oh no,’ he said in a low, slow voice, ‘I have a much better plan for that.’ His tone made her heart start thumping in her chest.

‘You do?’

‘Mhmmm, grabbing your beautiful hair and fucking that perfect little mouth of yours until the tears run down your cheeks, only to mix them with my cum as I empty my balls on your face.’

‘Holy. Fuck.’ He stayed quiet. ‘Please can we do that?’ she whispered down the phone.

In a calm and teasing voice he said, ‘I thought I was supposed to be teaching you to suck cock, not throat fucking you?’

‘Yes, yes, that too but eugh, my post ruin nastiness is setting in.’

‘Oh, that’s new information, what’s that?’ He sounded unduly excited.

Oh shit, he doesn’t need to know that. ‘Umm, do you promise not to use this fact against me.’

‘Absolutely not. I intend to use everything to my utmost ability to mind fuck you, Princess.’

She rocked back and forth on her knees. ‘Damn, that’s such a good answer. Okay, okay. I think because a ruined orgasm is so twisted and masochistic, the horniness that comes back after it often makes me want bad things.’

‘Really? Hold that thought.’ She heard him put the phone down. She was still processing the fact she’d made this very secret admission with barely a hesitation. I trust him to know.

‘Okay, back now, and in bed. I want you to have a big drink of water, clean your face up a bit and then I’m going to ask you more–’

‘Oh no, please don’t.’

‘–while I masturbate,’ he added.

‘Oh. God. Really?’ That put a very different spin on it.

‘And you can too. Are you still naked?’

‘I am, can I go tidy up properly, give me five minutes?’

‘Of course, call me when you’re ready. I’ll be waiting.’
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‘So, is the Lush charged?’ was Brandon’s first question when she called back.

She looked at the remote control vibrator he’d used in her on their first date. It was connected to its charger. ‘Oh, um, yes. Is that what you…?’

‘Well, it seems wise given the current situation if I take control, don’t you think?’

How about every situation ever? ‘That does seem sensible. What should I do with it?’

‘Hmm, we hid it inside you last time. Put on a tight pair of knickers and nestle it against your clit.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ The way she was feeling, merited her using that title.

She grabbed a tight pair of boyshort panties from her drawers and wiggled into them, lying back on the bed before turning on the pink teardrop shaped vibrator and slipping it inside the material so it was clasped over her clitoris. ‘It’s there. I’m lying in boyshorts and your choker.’ Her hand went to touch it again, reassuring herself it was real.

‘Good girl. Let me picture that for a moment… Yummy. Okay, let me log in, ah there we go, “denialgirl77”. You weren’t kidding with that username were you.’

She laughed. ‘I really wasn’t. What are you planning to do with me? Argghh!’ The vibrator burst into life on full power for half a second. Brandon gave a wicked chuckle. ‘Oh God, that’s working,’ she confirmed.

‘Excellent. Just testing. As to what I’m going to do. I want to see what noises I can drag from you as I edge you, while I stroke my cock and look at your pictures. And let me be very clear, because you seem to have forgotten earlier. No cumming. Or I’m going to do very bad things to you.’

The phrase made her mind go fuzzy. ‘I want you to do very bad things to me,’ Natalie whispered back.

‘That does seem to be a problem. I’m sure we’ll find a solution. I’ve got my cock in my hand now, I’m looking at your mascara covered face and it’s getting me so hard. Tell me what bad things you want me to do, Princess. What was it you said before?’ Suddenly the vibrator started up, pulsing up and down against her clit. ‘You want to do disgusting, degrading things to hear me say you’re my good girl?’

‘Fuck, did I say that?’

The vibrations peaked even higher, making her hips gyrate. ‘Oh that feels so good already. More, please!’ she begged. He ignored her and she heard him chuckle. ‘Can I at least press on it?’ she asked. When she used it on herself she’d usually press it against her clit with one hand and control it through her phone with the other. It was much more teasing simply held in place by her knickers.

‘No, no touching below the waist. You can play with your beautiful breasts but that’s only to make it worse. So, I’m waiting…’

What bad things? So many. What do I say? ‘What kind of thing would you like to hear?’

‘That’s a fair question. Give me one realistic thing, and one crazy fantasy. And describe them in as much detail as you can, your job is getting me off this evening, my little fucktoy, with your words, your pictures and most of all your twisted little mind.’

Natalie let out an involuntary moan at his words. I like that job. ‘Yes Sir. Umm, a realistic one… Hold on, I’m going to put earphones in so I can have both hands free.’ She heard him laugh as she fished them out and put them in, gasping as he turned the vibrations up, her hands going to her breasts and pulling at her nipples. The fact she wasn’t in control of the Lush made everything he did with it much more impactful. She longed to reach down and push it on harder, the mild buzzing was driving her wild. ‘What you said just now was so hot. About cumming on my face.’

‘You’re not simply recycling my fantasy, are you Natalie?’ he sounded a little disappointed but she knew how to fix that.

‘No Sir, my idea was you do that, leave my face all coated with cum, dripping down off my chin, onto my breasts. And then… then you take me out somewhere. Leaving it all on show.’

‘Fuck me,’ was all Brandon managed to reply. Hearing the arousal in his voice from her idea was better than anything the vibrator could do to her. Nonetheless, he turned it up to full power in appreciation.

‘Oh God, yes.’ She was eager to impress him further. ‘Everyone’s looking at me, thinking what a slut I am but I love it because it’s true, I’m your slut.

He made an appreciative ‘Mhmmm, I adore that. Although, it’s not entirely realistic.’ Somehow his teacher’s voice combined with the fact he knew the vibrator was on full drove her insane. ‘I think something so messy and obvious is probably best kept for wearing at home with the mascara too. Others haven’t consented to seeing your beautiful, cum and tear soaked face, after all. But… how about a pretty pearl necklace before I take you on a date. Nothing anyone would notice unless they were really looking. But you, feeling my cum on your skin, slowly sinking in, drying on you, the scent of it marking you as mine all evening. That we could do.’

‘Fuck,’ she squeaked. The fact he was taking her fantasies, and making them his own, and even the fact he was turning them into something that sounded possible in real life, was unlike anything Natalie had ever experienced. Her dark fantasies given over to him, submitted to him, and turned into something new, and even better. ‘I love it.’ She let out a big breath as the vibrator eased off a bit.

‘Yeah?’ he said, sounding pleased.

‘I love what you did there, too. Taking my fantasy and making it… more.’

‘Isn’t that what doms are supposed to do?’ He sounded surprised.

‘It’s not what anyone’s ever done for me. They just told me what they wanted,’ she said.

‘I guess that’s one approach. Seems awfully boring though. I know what I want, and I’m sure I’ll get it.’ His chuckle made her crave whatever he was offering. ‘But I’m most excited about discovering what you want and making it even hotter as we explore it together.’

‘Are you sure this is not just a dream?’ The vibrator surged up to full to prove that it wasn’t.

He gave his delicious laugh. ‘What’s the crazy fantasy?’

Natalie mentally scrolled through all the fantasies she visited in her edging sessions, trying to decide what would impress him, and ruling others out that she definitely shouldn’t share. ‘Okay, so, this one has variations, futuristic or kind of medieval, which would you prefer?’

Brandon laughed. ‘I mean both have their appeal but let’s go with historical.’

‘Okay then, there’s less sex robots in that one. So, I can’t believe I’m telling you this. Umm, in the fantasy I’ve usually done something bad. Some rule about maidens not touching themselves normally, and I was caught.’

‘Are you sure this isn’t the realistic story?’

‘Shut up. So, I’m sentenced to be put in the stocks, you know where your hands and head are through the wooden block.’

‘I do, I’m liking where this is going. Are you naked?’

‘Not to start. I have to wear my best outfit, but it’s going to get ripped off me. The stocks are at a level where I’m bent over at a right angle. My feet held apart in separate manacles.’ Natalie suddenly remembered what Brandon was doing as she told him the story. Her heart rate leaped, but she slowed herself down, trying to make the story as hot as she could.

‘Everyone shows up. All the villagers, all the girls I have grown up with, and of course the boys. They’re all looking at me with disgust, even though I know they must do the same. Some old dude reads out my sentence.’ Natalie put on a posh voice, ‘“That the maiden was caught in self-fornication without remorse or hesitation. She is to be sentenced to a day and a night in the Stocks of Shame. May God have mercy on her” kind of thing.’ Brandon was laughing warmly at her impression. Oh damn, comedy isn’t sexy, is it? Let’s get to the good stuff. ‘So then, I’m locked in by the gaoler or whoever and, sorry, this is twisted, but it’s a fantasy, right?’

‘Yes…’ He sounded very curious.

‘So, it’s the tradition that a family member has to… pull down my knickers. Some kind of indication that they agree with the sentence and give consent.’

Brandon whistled. ‘Wow, that is twisted. Who does it?’

‘Umm, my dad, or sometimes my sister - she mutters about how everyone’s going to think she’s a slut too.’

‘I adore how detailed this is. Go on.’ He was sounding a bit breathless now.

‘So then they leave, thank goodness. Next, the really kinky bit starts. The local farmers put down a basket of vegetables besides the stocks.’

‘Okay…’

‘And it’s always my peers first, the women my age, who I grew up with, my best friends, and enemies. And they queue up, and each rip some of my beautiful clothes off, bit by bit, until I’m naked. And then… some of them get a vegetable.’

‘No, they’re not going to…’

‘They push them in my holes. They take turns seeing who can get the biggest things in me as I cry and struggle and beg for mercy. They can see it all gets me so wet and they keep commenting on it. Some of my friends put things in my mouth. I imagine being there with an apple in my mouth like a gag, only the girls who don’t like me laugh about me looking like a suckling pig.’ Natalie moaned as the vibrator rose to a higher level, encouraging her to say more. ‘And when I’m naked and stuffed, the guys come up. They aren’t allowed to use the vegetables, but they pull at me, my bare breasts getting mauled at, their crotches in my face. They get charcoal sticks and write things on me for everyone to see. But worst of all, they whisper how they’re going to come back when it’s dark, and find out what a slut I really am.’

‘Damn, and they do that?’

‘Oh God yes, as night falls I’m left there, naked, trembling, aching from all the stuffing and pinching and poking. Groups of guys start gathering in dark corners of the square. I can hear them laughing. There’s a tradition, the first to go is a virgin. I’ll feel the vegetables being taken out and then hands, lots of hands, exploring me. Sometimes the voice of an older guy will be explaining what to do to me. They’re using me for sex education.’

‘This is brilliant.’

‘He’ll invite them to put their fingers in me. They leave my mouth stuffed with an apple of course, they don’t care for my feedback. They’ll laugh about how wet I am. Explain how that makes it feel better for them. There’s nothing mentioned of what feels good for me of course. And then they’ll start probing my bottom. Explain this is what God provided for when a woman bleeds or they don’t want to have children yet.’

‘This is so twisted, I love your mind.’ Natalie’s cheeks darkened before she cried out as the vibrator surged and began pulsing strongly. ‘I’m sorry, I got so absorbed in your story I forgot to turn this up.’ He chuckled.

She bit down her moans to continue the fantasy. ‘So then, someone takes me first, everyone cheers as I’m fucked. No one even considers the fact it’s my first time too. And from that point on it’s a free-for-all. The apple is taken out of my mouth by someone bored with waiting, and I’m being spit-roasted by anyone who fancies a go. Although often at one point they’ll all stop, and start whispering. I feel someone step up behind me and realise everyone’s watching, I wonder why. “Do you even think he’ll fit?” whispers one. “I’m glad I had a go before him” says another.’

‘You’re really good at storytelling. I’m close now for your information.’

‘I love knowing that, and I love you doing this to my story. Are you sure it’s not too twisted?’ Natalie suddenly needed reassurance.

‘It’s a fantasy. A super hot, wonderfully described, fantasy. I love it. Tell me what happens next.’

‘So I feel it, bigger than any of the guys so far, so much bigger. I cry out and it only seems to encourage him. I’m already slick with my own arousal, because yes, getting fucked by strangers keeps my pussy dripping, but also I’m full of cum from all those who went before. So no matter the fact he’s enormous, he pushes in until I feel like he’s in my chest. I’m crying and struggling but I’m totally helpless. He begins fucking me deep and hard, it hurts so good, and it gets even better. I realise I’m going to cum, everyone’s going to see me cum on this giant cock. And as I do, as I explode and cry out in pleasure, someone whispers to me, “I bet you didn’t know your old teacher had the biggest cock in town.”’

Natalie paused, Brandon was breathing hard and fast now, she added her extra twist. ‘What they didn’t know was I had my own secret. I’d got caught masturbating on purpose. This was everything I’d hoped for.’

Brandon didn’t reply, but made a deep groan. ‘I’m cumming,’ he announced.

‘Oh God, yes, cum for me, cum in the little wench on the stocks. Thank you, Sir.’ She heard him make more of those primal groans and their impact on her arousal was so strong she had to reach down and pull out the vibrator. ‘Oh God, hearing you nearly made me cum. That’s so hot.’

Brandon made a happy sigh. ‘Damn Natalie, you’re one hell of a storyteller. That was so good.’ He chuckled. ‘Your teacher, huh?’

‘I used to have such a crush on my history teacher, don’t even get me started.’

‘Oh really. That could be a fun roleplay.’ He was still getting his breath back. ‘Would you like a photo?’

‘Of your cock?’ Natalie had to stop herself yelling it.

‘Hah, I was thinking… of the mess it made. I got so caught up in your story, I just let it, well, you can see.’

‘Yes, yes, yes.’ A moment later a picture came through. It was Brandon’s chest, with thick dark strips of wetness in his fine chest hair, and obvious splashes of semen right up it. ‘Oh damn, is your belly button, is it full of it?’

‘It appears so.’

‘I wish I was there, to clean it up.’ She smiled at the sexy little grunt he made in response. ‘I’d lick it up of course, like a good little pet.’

‘Damn, Natalie. Pet play now. You have an extraordinary imagination.’

‘That’s actually one of my favourites. I mentioned it that time you… had me on the bench.’ Her mind went back to that incredible after-date experience where they’d found a secluded spot and he’d slowly edged her as she told him all her deepest desires.

‘I remember. We haven’t talked about that since.’

‘Well you’ve been too busy doing other incredible things with me.’

He laughed, ‘That’s a fair point. Tell me more about it. Give me a second though, I need a towel.’

She paused while she heard him put down the phone, thinking about him clearing up the mess she’d caused and slipping the vibrator back in place. She resumed when he picked it up. ‘Vibe’s back in my panties,’ she told him. ‘Pet play is a fantasy but it’s one that goes deeper than that. I want to experience it, so, so much.’

‘What does that look like in your head?’ The vibrations began again to encourage her.

‘I suppose it’s the classic pet play kink. Down on all fours, collar, eating from a bowl.’

‘Oh, I love the bowl. What’s in it?’

‘Umm, well the nice version is the dinner you made but cut up so I can eat it at your feet.’ She went pink even knowing she’d set herself up for his next question. She loved the fact he picked up on it.

‘Damn, what’s the nasty version?’

‘You um, you cum all over the food first. My extra protein shot.’

‘Well congratulations, I’m hard again.’

Natalie was inordinately proud of that. ‘I love knowing that. I want to make you hard, it makes me so happy.’

‘I know I keep saying this, but you are extraordinary.’ But I’m just me. She shut down her mind’s protestations.

‘Thank you, it’s lovely to hear that,’ she acknowledged.

‘And as for the pet play, let’s say, it’s giving me all kinds of ideas.’

‘It is? What kind of ideas?’

‘You’ll have to wait and see. But it won’t be long, I promise. Now it’s getting late and I need to go shower because someone told me such an unbelievably hot fantasy I came all over myself.’

‘Eugh, you have no idea how hot that is. Can I touch myself looking at the results?’

‘Yes you can, I trust you. Although, is there some term for masturbating but not getting too close to cumming?’

Natalie pouted. ‘Yes. Soft edges, but that’s mean. I’m so horny. That will drive me crazy.’

‘That’s entirely my intention. Soft edges only, is that clear?’

‘Arggh, you talking to me like that only makes it worse.’

‘I said, is that clear?’ His voice was sterner.

‘So fucking clear, Sir. Oh God, I’m going to make myself drip for you.’

‘Good girl. I’ll be in the shower, masturbating, thinking about you. I’ll have the orgasm you’re not allowed. Don’t worry, it won’t go to waste.’

And you think I’m incredible. ‘Thank you, Sir.’
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Brandon was tied up with work the following day, so apart from a cute good morning check in, Natalie didn’t hear from him until he called early in the evening. After a few niceties, and checking in on how her bottom was healing, she dared a question that had been on her mind all day. ‘So who are they, your friends, if that’s not too nosey?’

‘No, of course, sorry I didn’t mean not to tell you. They’re Trixy and Tess.’

Two girls, I thought they were a couple? Despite her best instincts, Natalie felt her hackles rising. ‘How, how do you know them?’ Her voice was a little shaky which annoyed her no end.

‘We were housemates at university. ’ Brandon paused. ‘Are you okay?’ He seemed genuine but something told Natalie he was smiling.

‘Of course.’

He paused and then said, ‘They’re actually, very kinky. I learnt a lot from them.’

‘You did?’ Why is he telling me this?

He chuckled. ‘They are very kinky, and very gay. I love them dearly but you needn’t worry, I’m safe with them.’

She experienced an irrational rush of relief. I’m such an idiot.

‘I’m having to fight hard to keep you a secret. They know something is up and they’re like a pair of bloodhounds who have got the scent. I expect a merciless grilling tonight.’

Still embarrassed from her jealous twinge, she said quietly, ‘You can tell them about me if you want.’

‘Thank you. I might. I love keeping you a secret to myself, but these two have been with me through some tough times. I don’t get to see them much. Plus I’m sure they’ll love you.’

Natalie suddenly felt shy. ‘They would?’

‘Yes. Anyway!’ Brandon seemed to have realised the conversation was getting into deeper territory than he’d planned. ‘Oh gosh,’ he seemed to muse, ‘of course they’re going to ask if I have a photo of you.’

She thought back to the ones she’d sent him earlier. ‘Brandon!’

His tone changed completely. ‘Oh shit, Natalie. That’s so insensitive of me after what you told me. I’m sorry, I was just kidding.’

It took a moment to work out he was talking about the bad experiences she’d shared with him. ‘No, no. I hadn’t even thought that. I promise.’

‘You’re sure? I still feel like a dick.’

‘I’m sure. Brandon.’ She considered how to express what she was feeling. ‘I know I’m safe with you. Everything you do, the way you look after me, the amazing way you check for consent. You make me feel so safe.’

‘Thank you, that means everything to me.’ Again he paused. ‘So we’re saying the underboob shot?’

‘You’re right, you are a dick.’ Natalie laughed but her mind was still processing what she’d admitted. It’s so good to feel safe. She flicked through her phone’s gallery and pulled on one of the few pictures she liked of herself. ‘I just sent you one you can use, if you decide to tell them. No pressure though, I like being your secret too.’

Natalie heard some women’s voices calling him in the background. She was glad she’d found out more about them before that had happened. ‘Sounds like you’re needed. You have a wonderful evening. I have a one-bar prison to dismantle.’

‘Aww you’re taking it down?’

A voice came from the background, ‘Brandon, come on, who are you talking to?’ He seemed to ignore them.

‘I am taking it down,’ Natalie said, ‘although maybe I’ll give it a quick final use. I promise I won’t cum this time, just edge even harder.’

‘Oh damn. At least I have a photo that will remind me of that.’

Natalie put on a seductive voice. ‘Oh, but I’m clothed in that one, this time I’ll be naked, the way you first found me. Apart from your choker, I haven’t taken it off yet. Everyone admired it at work. I’ll be stroking it as I work myself up and down on the pole.’

‘You are wicked, how am I supposed to go out like this?’

‘Like what?’ asked Natalie, genuinely unsure.

‘With this tent in my trousers, Princess. I’ll be thinking of you. Be good, but not too good.’

‘Yes, Brandon.’

There was more calling in the background. ‘We’ll probably be out late and I’ve got a big presentation tomorrow, but I’ll call you in the evening?

‘That would be wonderful, I hope it goes well.’

* * *

Natalie woke on Wednesday to find he’d messaged after she’d gone to sleep. ‘I did tell them, they think you sound great. Will tell you all this evening. TTYL.’

She didn’t hear from him all day, and was grateful he’d warned her. She kept checking her phone all evening but he still didn’t show up as online. She finally sent him a couple of messages asking how the presentation had gone but none of them showed as read. Eventually, after she’d eaten some dinner she got a reply. ‘So sorry, client wanted to take me out, had phone on do not disturb. Will call as soon as I’m free.’

Natalie quashed the disappointment she felt, and was grateful he’d been able to message. She distracted herself by catching up on some shows she’d missed in the busyness of the last few days and then an extended edging session thinking about Brandon. She was about to jump in a well needed shower when he messaged.

‘Are you still up? SO sorry. Been a crazy day.’

‘Don’t worry! I am. Just about to shower before bed. Do you want to call, 10 mins?’

Just as she slipped into bed the phone rang. Natalie spoke first. ‘The presentation went well I assume?’

‘It did, they loved my ideas and have given me another project to work on. It means I’m going to be here an extra couple of days though. I’m so sorry, I hoped to get back to you tomorrow.’

I hoped so too. ‘Don’t be silly, it’s only an extra day really. And that sounds exciting for work. How did your evening with your friends go?’

‘It was great to get some time with them again, it reminded me of old times, although parts of it felt like an interrogation.’

Natalie laughed. ‘Well, now you know how I feel.’

He tutted. ‘Au contraire, when I interrogate you, you get wet and needy. This was more like the inquisition.’

I’ve missed him teasing me. ‘Hah, I still like the sound of it. A taste of your own medicine. So you spilt the beans about me did you?’

‘I did. They weren’t impressed at first, because they worry about me and they know how much Annabelle hurt me. And when I said you were my next door neighbour they jumped to some assumptions.’

‘That I was just a rebound?’ Natalie guessed.

‘Yep. But I convinced them you’re not.’

Natalie reflected on it. ‘I hadn’t considered that I might be to be honest. Perhaps that’s naïve of me.’

‘Natalie, you are so not a rebound. I told them…’ he paused, ‘it sounds corny now I think about it.’

What did you say, what did you say? ‘You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.’ She hoped her offer would be reverse psychology. It worked.

‘I told them you weren’t a rebound. I said if anything you’re a home run.’

A home run! That sounds great, but what does it actually mean? ‘Umm…?’

Brandon laughed, ‘No, I don’t know what it means but it sounded good. Anyway, it worked on them and they’re all excited for me now.’

Natalie had spent most of the evening edging her brains out, but none of that was close to the impact this conversation was having on her. ‘Whatever it means, I like it.’ She blew out a breath, ‘So they approved, did they?’

‘Well, of course they want to meet you but yes, they liked what they heard. They think it’s all going too fast but…’

Natalie interrupted, ‘You only get a first time, once.’

He laughed. ‘That’s very good advice, where did you hear that?’

‘Some cute guy in a car used it on me once. Got me to do the most outrageous things.’

‘Oh really’’ He chuckled. ‘Like what?’

‘Well, he made me wear a vibrator to dinner with him, and he treated me like such a lady, all the time controlling it. He even chose my food for me. I haven’t even told him how much I loved that.’

‘He probably guessed, but you should definitely tell him.’ Brandon was clearly having fun. ‘Is that all he did?’

Natalie dropped into a whisper. ‘No, the other thing, I’m so embarrassed to even say it. But you won’t tell anyone, right?’ Brandon promised with a laugh. ‘I made such a mess on the chair, my cunt was literally dripping over it all evening. Once we were done eating, he made me clean it up.’ Even saying it made Natalie’s pussy clench again.

Brandon suddenly sounded serious. ‘That was the moment you know.’

‘What was?’

‘The look in your eyes as you knelt down and licked up the mess you made. That was when I knew I’d hit a home run.’ Natalie didn’t know what to say, she stayed quiet, needing him to take the lead. He continued, ‘I know this is going fast, and part of that scares me. But what doesn’t scare me is you, Princess. I was thinking of what you said earlier, and the truth is you make me feel safe too.

Natalie gulped. ‘I do? How?,’ she whispered.

‘Your incredible trust in me. The enthusiasm you bring to all we’re doing. But more than anything this is just so easy. I didn’t know it could be like this.’

Wow, this got serious, I love him opening up. ‘Really? How’s it compare?’

‘Well, with Gwen, my first girlfriend,’ he reminded her, she hadn’t forgotten, ‘we were together while I lived with these two. So they saw the drama I went through in that last year. It wasn’t Gwen’s fault. I realised I was doing a lot of things for the wrong reasons.’

‘What reasons?’

‘Not mine. That was the real issue. To my mum I was the perfect son. To my dad I was someone who’d try to do anything to meet his impossible standards. And with Gwen I was this perfect romantic dominant, when really I had no idea what I was doing. It was Trixy and Tess who made it very clear they didn’t give a shit what anyone else thought — they came out during uni and got some serious blowback for it from their families — it was them who made me realise I had no idea who I actually was.’

He really is opening up. ‘So what did you do?’

‘It sounds selfish, but I focused on pleasing me. I started to take care of myself and be authentic rather than some fake chameleon who lived for what others thought of me.’

‘Wow. No, I get that. What happened?’

‘Gwen hated it. I said before that she was a pillow princess. Well, it wasn’t just in bed. As I stopped spending all my time and energy trying to please her, she took it as personal rejection. Trixy and Tess loved the changes I was making and took me on as their very own liberation project. “No more Mr Nice guy” they’d always prompt me. I found out later it’s the title of a book that deals with a lot of the causes and solutions to the situation.’

‘Oh really? But isn’t being a nice guy, good?’

‘No, not if it’s all a pretence. Trying to be perfect, to please everyone else at my own expense. I might have seemed nice on the outside, but inside was a nasty dose of toxic shame. I’d become a passive aggressive with a tendency to explode when the illusion broke. TNT were the first to call me out on that shit.’

‘TNT?’

‘Yeah, sorry, that’s my nickname for them, Trixy and Tess.’

Natalie laughed. ‘TNT, I love that. So they blew up your pretence, did they?

‘Oh very good, I’m going to have to tell them that! And yes, exactly. When we moved in together, Trixy was doing the same course as me, the two of them gently called me out on everything. It was the first time someone had made me question why I did the things I did. I realised that I’d never felt safe being authentic. I spent that year working out who I was and then set about…’ he paused to change tone to something more cheesy, ‘…reclaiming my personal power!’

She laughed at the way he proclaimed it. ‘What’s that look like?’

‘Taking responsibility for what happens in my life. Making my own needs a priority. Being very upfront about that. Breaking some destructive habits and building some new good ones, especially working out and eating well. A lot of time at the gym.’ He said that last bit with a poignant tone that Natalie didn’t understand.

‘Those all sound like very good things,’ she said.

‘For sure, it was quite the transformation. But Gwen did not take well to me bursting her perfect little bubble.’

‘Oh dear.’ Natalie hoped she sounded sympathetic despite not feeling it.

‘It turned out her perfect dom was someone who did only what she wanted. When my world stopped revolving around her it got pretty messy. Actually ending that relationship was the final breakthrough in the path I’ve followed since.’

‘I’m very glad you followed that path, and very grateful to TNT,’ she said, ‘for their help. ‘

‘You have more to be grateful to them than just that.’ He gave a throaty chuckle.

‘I do?’

‘You know how they say if you want to learn how to give the best blowjob you should ask a gay man?’

‘I’d not heard that but,’ Natalie considered it, ‘I guess that makes sense. They know how it is to give and receive?’

‘Exactly. Well, guess who I learnt to eat pussy from?’

‘Oh my God, Brandon!’ Natalie didn’t know whether to laugh or be shocked. I’m not going to think too hard about that, for now at least. ‘Well, damn, I’m definitely more grateful now.’ Let’s get the focus back on me… ‘My pussy misses your mouth.’

‘My mouth misses your pussy. I’m back soon, perhaps I’ll give it some welcome home kisses? But then again, I seem to remember another hole wanted my attention?’

‘All my holes crave attention. Am I allowed to touch?’ She told him as much because she wanted him thinking about her as needing it.

‘Only your tits,’ he replied, not missing a beat. ‘You haven’t even had a proper play with my cock yet, maybe that should be next, although right now I’m sorely tempted to throw you down and fuck your throat and make you cry as I cum into your tummy.’

‘Oh God,’ Natalie protested, ‘it all sounds so good. Can you choose for me?’

‘Of course I can.’

‘Are you going to tell me?’

‘And ruin the surprise? Gosh no.’

‘But, but…’

‘However, as I’m going to be away a little longer than planned I thought I’d set you some rules for the office for the next couple of days. How’s that sound?’

Her mind went back to the things he came up with for her first day back. It made her heart race. ‘That sounds wonderful. What kind of thing?’

‘Well, I want you to get a Sharpie and write something naughty in big letters across your tummy before work.’

‘Oh fuck. That’s so hot. What kind of thing?’

‘Hmm, let’s go with ‘Denial Slut’ tomorrow and ‘Fucktoy in training’ on Friday.’

‘God, I love that.’

Brandon wasn’t done. ‘Wear lingerie underneath your clothes, really dress up. I’m going to strip you from your work clothes when you get home. I want you to come straight to my apartment.’

‘Oh this is so good. You’re so good at this.’

‘Thank you. You’re to wear your choker each day. But if Lucy asks you about it you’re to tell her, ‘It’s a secret.’

‘That’s so mean, I wore it two days already. She’s going to ask me about it for sure if I wear it all week.’

‘I know. Is that okay?’

‘Yes, it’s going to drive her crazy but yes. That will be funny. Anything else?’

‘How long can you wear your butt plug for?’

Natalie had a sharp intake of breath. ‘Umm, how long do you want, Sir?’

‘Could you wear it to work?’

‘I’ve never been brave enough, but I’ve worn it for hours at home. Is that what you want?’ She heard him make a happy ‘mhmm’ and kept going, ‘You want my bottom filled with a plug because of you, sitting at my desk, in the choker you gave me, making a mess in my panties all day long?’

‘God yes.’ He retaliated, ‘Save the plug for Friday, I can’t wait to inspect your panties when you get home.’

‘Oh shit.’

‘Maybe if you’re wet enough you’ll get a nice lesson on how to please a cock, but if not, I’ll tip you over the bed and throat fuck you until I fill your little tummy with all the arousal you’ve created in me.’

‘Now you’re making me want to wear a panty liner!’ Natalie objected.

‘That would be cheating. No pantyliner. But do take a little plastic bag with some wet wipes in. If you need to take the plug out you can clean up with the wipe and keep it safe in the bag.’

‘That’s a great tip, and it’s okay if I have to take it out?’

‘Yes of course! It’s just supposed to be sexy fun. I can tell you from experience that butt plugs can go from nice to hurting quite fast, and that’s not what we want. So how’s all that sound?

Whose experience, his? ‘That sounds amazing. Can I edge at work?’

‘Yes, tomorrow, but on Friday, no, just the plug and thigh masturbation. Edge for me first thing but then no touching. I want my fingers to be the next thing on your clit.’

Oh God, the way he has of phrasing things drives me crazy. ‘Yes Sir.’
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Work had been torture, in the best possible way. As expected when she wore the choker again Lucy picked up on it straightaway. Natalie managed to fob her off for a bit until they had the room to themselves. She sighed, ‘It’s a secret.’ Reciting Brandon’s words sent a thrill down her back.

Lucy’s eyes went wide. ‘What kind of secret? Is it from a guy?’

‘I can’t tell you, it’s a secret,’ Natalie insisted.

‘Oh please, please tell me. I’ll tell you a secret too.’

Brandon didn’t actually say I couldn’t tell her, just that I had to say that first. ‘What kind of secret?’

Lucy glanced around, ‘It’s about Jonathan. And me.’

Natalie suspected what she was going to say. I knew there was more to our boss’s decision to employ Lucy than her abysmal typing and spelling skills. ‘What about him?’

‘You tell me first.’

Fine. ‘Someone gave it to me to wear, it makes me think of them.’

‘Someone in the office?’ Natalie thought she saw a spark of jealousy in Lucy’s narrowing eyes.

‘No, a friend. A neighbour.’

‘Oh, okay.’ Natalie’s secret didn’t seem to have delivered on Lucy’s expectations, or she was simply more keen to share her own. ‘Well Jonathan’s asked me on a date.’

‘Seriously? But he’s married.’

‘So?’

Oh honey, what do I say? ‘Lucy, that’s going to get very messy, are you sure that’s smart?’

‘He drives a Jaguar F-type,’ she said. Natalie was a little surprised at Lucy’s car knowledge, she only knew it was a fancy car. ‘Of course it’s smart.’

‘Well be careful, alright? If you need someone to talk to in confidence then I’m here.’

‘Okay.’ Lucy shrugged, making it clear she didn’t think she’d ever need that. I swear if you end up getting promoted because you shag the boss I’m going to be pissed. Natalie gave a smile and nodded.

She kept thinking about the lingerie she was wearing, which cascaded into what she had written ever so carefully across her bare stomach while edging this morning. What she’d done on top of the instructions was take a photo of herself in the mirror, standing in the lingerie, the words on show. She’d had to reverse the picture in the phone to make it readable, but she was planning to send it to him at lunchtime.

* * *

‘Hope you’re having a good day?’ he messaged around noon.

‘I am thank you. Lucy was nonplussed about my secret. LOL’ I won’t mention hers.

‘People often care less than you think. And how are you getting on?’

‘The writing and outfit are having quite the impact,’ she wrote.

‘Details.’

‘I feel so sexy. I don’t know if it’s just my imagination but I’m getting considerably more attention in the office.’

‘I love that. Are you okay with it?’

‘Oh yes, although I think Lucy is jealous. LOL Why do you think that is though, I’m not wearing anything sexier on top?’

‘I’d guess it’s a mix of you feeling sexy and horny and that making you more outgoing and flirty. Plus of course, you’re probably giving them hard ons.’

‘What?’

‘It’s not only lube that needy little hole between your legs is pumping out, Princess.’

‘You’re not helping.’

Brandon ignored her. ‘No no, you’re pouring out ‘fuck me’ pheromones. They’ll be picking up at a subconscious level that you’re in heat. Hence the hard-ons.’

‘I don’t know if that’s hot or not. Do you like that?’

‘I do. Although it makes me want to come visit you at the office and establish exactly who you’re getting wet for, Princess.’

She laughed, then messaged,‘I’m making you a visitor’s pass as we speak.’

‘Cute. What are you wearing?’ Brandon wrote. Natalie had hoped he would.

‘I took something to show you.’ She quickly added a photo she’d taken after her morning edging session and sent it before she had time to change her mind.

‘Wow. “Denial Slut.” Never was a truer word written on your tummy. I congratulate you on very sexy and neat handwriting.’ A tongue poking out emoji was added.

‘Hey, you’re supposed to admire my lingerie first.’

‘Oh yeah, that’s nice too.’

Natalie made a sexy whine, glad that she had the room to herself for lunch. ‘Are you deliberately making me beg to hear what you think of my picture?’

‘That would be so mean, would I do that? I mean I guess I would if it got you aroused. Does it?’

‘Shut up, how do you know this stuff?’ She blew out a breath. ‘What should I say?’

‘You tell me.’ Argh, now he makes me work for it.

Natalie thought about how to phrase it. I can’t say that, I sound so needy. She wrote it anyway as it felt right. ‘Please, Sir, tell me I’m beautiful.’

‘Wow, that’s powerful. Why, Natalie?’

Why? I don’t know why. She figured it out as she wrote the message. ‘Because I don’t believe it and you telling me helps change that.’

‘Damn. That’s an amazing answer. How am I going to look going into a meeting with blotchy eyes?’

It made him cry? ‘I didn’t mean to make you cry!!!! Also I don’t want you to look weak in front of your colleagues!’ She added a smiley to try to lighten the mood.

‘Princess, crying is never weak.’ She felt flushed at his correction. ‘I used to be afraid of crying, that was another TNT lesson. Now I cry at all kinds of stuff, to be fair some of it mildly embarrassing.’

‘You’re right, I think it’s lovely. What kind of stuff?’

‘That race scene at the end of Cars,’ he replied.

‘The animated movie?’ Natalie was giggling but didn’t send anything to show it.

Brandon replied. ‘Hey, stop laughing!’ What the hell, is this guy psychic or what? ‘Yes, where he goes back to rescue that old car that broke down and loses the Piston Cup because of it.’

Natalie full out laughed. ‘Good God. That might be the most male thing to cry at I’ve ever heard. You’ve kept your masculinity intact, good work.’

‘I’m glad to hear it, because my intact masculinity is aching to explore your glorious femininity and this photo is putting me in overdrive. You didn’t answer what you’re wearing. On top of what you sent…’

‘A blouse and knee length skirt.’

‘Perfect. Are your knickers on top of your garter straps?’

‘Of course. I needed them removable for the two edging sessions I’ve managed already,’ she boasted.

‘Good girl, take your knickers off.’

‘What? Right here?’

‘Yes, is there anyone there?’

‘No but…’ Natalie didn’t know what else to write.

‘Shame, that would have made it even more fun. Come on, take them off, and lift your dress. I want your bare bottom on your seat for the rest of the afternoon.’

Natalie blew out a breath. She stood, hitched her thumbs under her dress and pulled her saturated knickers down her thighs, sitting so she could remove them completely. That’s the moment Lucy walked back in the room.

‘Hey Nats, you okay? You’re looking flushed again. Do you have a picture of this guy of yours?’

Only one of his cum all over his chest now you mention it. She pictured herself showing Lucy, proudly declaring, ‘I made that.’ It made her laugh. ‘No, actually I don’t but I’ll show you when I do.’ Lucy sat and went back to her phone and Natalie returned to hers.

‘I got interrupted with them halfway down by Lucy. Oh and she wants to see a picture of you by the way.’

‘Hah, well if you can secretly get your panties off, I’ll send one you can show her.’

‘Deal!’ Natalie put her knees together and carefully pushed her knickers down letting them fall to her ankles, slipping one foot off then lifting the other to catch them under the desk. She was very pleased with herself.

‘They’re off, what do I do with them now?’ She realised her mistake as soon as she sent it. I should have stuck them in my bag.

‘Since you’re asking, fold them up neatly and put them on your desk.’

‘Brandon! Seriously?’ Her heart rate was climbing by the second.

‘You’re a clever girl, work out a way.’

She held the damp, skimpy underwear in her hand and folded them up. There wasn’t much to them at all. Making sure Lucy wasn’t looking she put them in a corner of her desk then put a mug on top of them. It almost hid them entirely.

‘Done, hidden under a mug,’ she sent proudly.

‘Very smart. Try not to forget these ones,’ he teased her. ‘Did you ever find out where that other pair went?’

‘No. I’m trying not to think about it. It can’t get back to me but knowing someone took my wet knickers totally messes with me.’

‘I love it. I hope to build my own collection, if you’re allowed to wear any that is.’ Natalie imagined him confiscating every pair of her panties until she had none left. I am not telling him that idea. Brandon messaged again, ‘Okay, I have meetings to get to. I don’t know how much I’ll be around later. I think TNT are planning on getting some more friends over. I’ll keep you updated. I can’t wait to get back to you tomorrow. I’ll be done here by midday so will be at home waiting for you.’

‘I can’t wait either. Any more instructions?’

‘Remember to wear the plug tomorrow. And what are you writing?’

‘Fucktoy in training, Sir. I’m still getting my training, am I?’ She sent the open mouthed emoji, hoping it’d remind him of her picture.

‘You’re getting something, that’s for sure. I can’t wait to see you.’

‘The feeling is very mutual.’

‘I’ll be waiting for you.’

I’ve been waiting for you my whole life.

* * *

As predicted by Brandon, the two of them had little time to chat on Thursday night. He sent her a quick goodnight and a reminder that she was on no-touch after her morning edge.

On Friday she took another picture for him, but this time from behind, the base of the plug on show between her cheeks. That’ll give him something to think about on the journey.

As promised he’d sent her a nice selfie of him, and Lucy had been far more interested in details once she saw how hot he was. Natalie delighted in keeping her in the dark. It wasn’t until late morning he messaged her.

‘I’m heading back now,’ he wrote. ‘How are you doing? How’s the plug?’

‘Driving me wild as you hoped, I bet.’

‘Excellent. It’s not sore?’

‘No it’s been good. But when I sit…’

‘Yes?’ He added a grin emoji.

‘It kind of, fucks me as I rock.’ She added the wide-eyed smiley.

‘Good girl. Keep doing that.’

She replied with the picture she took for him. ‘Hot damn,’ he replied. ‘You have such a great arse.’

‘Plugged for you, Sir.’

‘Damn, now my car has two gear sticks. I’ll be thinking of you the entire journey.’

She shook her head at his terrible metaphor. I guess not everything he says can be smokingly hot. ‘Drive safe, can’t wait to see you.’

‘The feeling is very mutual. Don’t forget to come straight to me when you get home. Xxx’

Fuck, I had forgotten. Natalie looked at what she was wearing, wishing she’d picked something less casual. Oh well, not like he plans for me to wear it very long.
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Ascending the stairs to her apartment floor was yet another experience. This time her destination, while known, held all kinds of exciting possibilities. What else made it different was that her bottom was very sore. The plug had started to hurt a couple of hours before home time but she’d pridefully kept it in so she could show him how well she’d done. By the time she was on the bus home she was regretting that decision, each jolt of the road shooting sharp pain up her spine.

Now, climbing the stairs was a fresh agony. She dearly wished she could go to her apartment and sort it out, but the instructions were to go to his, and she was going to follow that.

Standing at his door she straightened herself out, not pushing the doorbell instantly this time. Her bottom felt like it was on fire now. She rang and he quickly answered, swinging the door open with a big smile and a look of hunger in his eyes. But he picked up something from her demeanor.

‘Hello! Are you okay?’

Natalie broke into a pout. ‘My bottom hurts!’

Brandon broke into a big grin. ‘Natalie, did you keep the plug in too long?’ She kept the pout and just nodded. ‘You silly thing, I told you you could take it out.’

‘I know but I wanted to make you proud.’

He stepped up close and slipped his hands into hers. ‘And I do love you making that effort but I’d have been even more pleased if you’d listened to your body and been sensible with what I told you to do.’

She looked down. ‘I’m sorry. I’m not very good at this.’

His hands slipped around her waist and he pulled her close. ‘You are amazing at this, a complete natural. Your only fault is being over enthusiastic and we can work with that.’ He gave her a kiss on her forehead. ‘But I tell you what, pop to your place, get yourself sorted out. It’ll feel so much better the instant you remove it. And then come back to me all fresh and happy. How’s that sound?’

‘Very good, thank you.’ She began to turn but he gripped her hips. ‘Oh no, not quite yet. I have something to check?’ He posed it as a question.

‘Oh, God, yes you do.’

‘Lift your skirt for me, Princess.’

Her hands trembled as she took the hem of her knee length skirt, then looked around. ‘Here?’

‘Yes,’ he answered. With a big exhale, Natalie lifted her dress up high enough for him to see. Brandon cupped his hand between her legs giving it a squeeze. ‘Oh Natalie, you are disgustingly wet. You’ve ruined your pretty little panties.’ She let out a moan of pleasure at his words and his hand, now kneading between her legs. ‘Very good, very good indeed. Just what I hoped.’ He leaned in to whisper in her ear. ‘Now go and clean up the disgusting mess between your legs, slut. Sort out your bottom, and hurry back to me. I want you.’ He contrasted his words with a tender kiss to her cheek.

She looked at him, open mouthed. Is this definitely not a dream? He turned her towards her door with his hand on her hip and gave her a smack on her bottom. ‘Don’t keep me waiting.’

* * *

Ten minutes later she was back in his doorway. He wrapped his arms around her waist again and pulled her close, reaching behind to squeeze her bottom. ‘Now, is that better?’

‘So much better, thank you. You were right, it stopped hurting the instant I took the plug out. I’m sorry I didn’t do it before.’

‘Did you learn a lesson from it?’ He massaged her buttocks with his strong fingers.

She sighed. ‘Yes, yes.’ She rolled her eyes cheekily. ‘You love teaching me things, don’t you?’

‘I adore it. Now, before I teach you anything…’ He pulled her inside, pushed the door shut and pressed Natalie to the wall. ‘God I missed you.’ She didn’t get a chance to reply before his mouth was on hers, kissing her passionately. His hand slid behind her neck and pushed up through her hair, grabbing it in his fist, pulling her in harder. His other around her waist, pressing her curves to him even as he pushed himself into her.

Natalie moaned into his mouth, resenting the clothing that separated them. She hooked her hands around his neck and lifted herself up. He instinctively eased back, letting her wrap her arms around his shoulders before pushing back harder against the wall, pinning her to it, the bulge of his pants pressing right in between her legs. ‘Oh, yes, I missed you too.’

They kissed for longer before he paused, tipping his head back a little. ‘Did you put on new panties, Miss Posner?’

She smiled and bit her lip, shaking her head. ‘All you said was to clean up, and those panties were ruined. I’m not wearing any.’ He reached down and tugged at her skirt until it came free. She felt him push harder between her legs, the rough fabric of his black jeans grinding against her exposed sex. ‘Oh fuck, don’t stop that, please, I’m so desperate.’

‘Oh sweetheart, only a few hours of not touching and I’ve got you in this state. Perhaps we should see how you get after a day or two.’ He ground his crotch harder into her. ‘Or maybe only I get to touch you.’

‘Please, no!’ Protesting seemed right at this point, but part of her loved the idea.

‘I’ve been learning lots these last few days,’ he told her.

She paused her writhing, ‘You have, how?’

‘Well, being away gave me some time to do more research. I found some very useful resources googling “female orgasm denial”. I’m pretty sure I found that blog I saw on your phone that first night.’

‘Oh fuck.’ I am so screwed.

He grinned. ‘That wasn’t the best bit though. Last night I might have brought up denial as a conversation topic.

‘With Trixy and Tess?’

‘Mhmm, I mean I didn’t say anything about you but I asked about the topic.’

‘Oh well, they won’t figure that out,’ Natalie laughed and then groaned as he pressed back into her.

He kissed her. ‘Is that okay? I wanted their advice, they’re great at this stuff. I didn’t say anything personal, I promise.’

‘Of course it is. I love you wanting to learn. Did they know about it then?

He laughed, which jolted right into Natalie’s pussy and felt amazing. ‘Know about it? It turns out Trixy is a denial slut. She used exactly your words.’

‘Oh my God, she is?’

He turned his head as though trying to remember. ‘And then Tess is a… denial bitch? Is that right?’

‘You’re kidding! She gets off on denying Trixy? Is she the dominant?’

‘In theory. Actually they’re very switchy, it’s a fun dynamic. But yeah, I’ve come away quite inspired.’

‘Oh God, this isn’t going to go well for me is it?’

‘It depends what you count as going well. Now enough about them, kiss me again. I forgot how good you taste.’

They made out for another couple of minutes and Brandon lowered her down, still kissing. His fingers went to the buttons of her blouse. There was something so arousing about him taking her clothes off. She was especially pleased he hadn’t asked. I guess he did tell me that was the plan, but I like him being bold.

Brandon’s hand caught her wrists and lifted them above her head, making her gasp. ‘This top needs to go.’ He undid a couple more buttons of her blouse then lifted it off and away. Finding the zip on her skirt, he undid that too, and with a wiggle Natalie made it drop to the ground. He took her hands again, stepping back as he looked her up and down. ‘I thought the photographs were stunning, but you’re even more beautiful in person.’

He made a show of looking her over, playing with her bra and stocking tops, before he surprised her by spinning her around, leaning her face first against the wall. She propped against her arms and he pressed behind her, nuzzling his mouth against the choker on her neck. ‘God, you look so fucking hot,’ he whispered in her ear as he slid his hand between her legs from behind. She let out a throaty whine as he kneaded her pussy, teasing his fingertips around her vagina. ‘I thought you cleaned this up, you messy little slut.’ He kissed below her ear as his fingers reached to her clit, ever so slowly circling it. ‘I love how wet you get for me,’ he growled. She jumped as he gave her bottom a smack. ‘You’re magnificent,’ he declared, leaning back as she stayed pressed against the wall. ‘Hungry?’ he asked, to her surprise.

She panted a few times and then looked at him over her shoulder. ‘Now that you mention it…’

* * *

Natalie felt very exposed as he made her a cheese toastie, standing in the middle of his kitchen wearing lingerie, her work heels, and a bare bottom. She had no idea where to put her hands, and he seemed to enjoy that. Food didn’t take long, he’d pre-warmed the panini press apparently, and they were soon in the sitting room, her finishing the last of the sandwich while sitting with her legs over his across the sofa. He’d offered her a blanket but she’d dared herself to refuse.

‘So did your work stuff go well?’ she said between bites.

‘Yes, thank you, it’s a new client, they were very happy with what I came up with. Should lead to some other work.’

‘And more chances to see your friends?’

‘That’s a good point. I hadn’t thought of that.’ Brandon smirked and stroked her thigh. ‘Was that a hint of jealousy I picked up when I told you I was staying with two women?’ Natalie didn’t reply, but put the rest of her toastie in her mouth instead. He made a fake pout and put on a teasing voice. ‘Was I mean to you, telling you they were kinky too?’

She finished her mouthful. ‘Yes,’ she whispered, biting her fingernail. Her breathing deepened as his fingers crept up her leg.

‘You never need to feel jealous, I promise. But if you do, well some people find it the hottest emotion.’ Natalie let out a little moan as his fingers reached the apex of her thighs, the back of his fingers brushing over the short hair covering her mons. ‘Open up if you want me in you,’ he said softly.

She forced her breathing to calm and looked at him, biting her lip instead of her finger now, pausing for a moment and then lifting her legs off his lap, bringing her feet nearer her bottom and opening them slowly, watching him as she spread her knees. Brandon’s hand turned, fingers down, and cupped her, his palm pressing into her, grinding ever so slightly against her clit. She felt him stroking his fingertips over her labia. Brandon looked at her through her half-lidded eyes. ‘Do you appreciate how sexily you did that? Something as simple as opening your legs and you manage to do it in the hottest way I can imagine. You’re incredible.’

‘I’m just… being me,’ she insisted and gave a little gasp as his fingertips opened her up, circling around her vagina. ‘Please…’

He traced his other hand over her tummy, highlighting the words, now a little faded and smudged, that she’d written on her body this morning. ‘Fucktoy in training, huh?’ he read, grinning. She felt his middle two fingers push deeper inside her and moaned in response. ‘Are you going to spend the evening learning to pleasure my cock?’ He looked up at her and gave a little snort. Natalie opened her mouth in a perfect ‘O’, her deep red lipstick a less than subtle invitation.

She closed her mouth, smiling, and licked her lips. ‘Yes please, Sir. Unless you’d rather pin me down and fuck my face and make me cry.’ She whimpered as his fingers pushed deeper in her. His other hand rose to cup her cheek, his thumb brushing her lips.

‘That does sound so tempting, but let’s go slow again. You haven’t even held it properly yet. I’d like you to be properly introduced.’ He paused, seeming to consider his next statement. ‘I have to confess, I’m starting to get what you see in this delayed gratification thing.’

‘You are? How so? Oh, no please, don’t take them out.’ To support his words he’d slid his fingers out and was stroking his now wet fingers back around the entrance to her pussy.

‘Since Monday, when you so beautifully made me cum with your words,’ he paused, smiling at the little cry she made as he pushed back inside her. ‘Since then, I’ve only edged.’

‘Oh my God, really?’ Her pussy clenched on his fingers as she sat up a little. ‘That’s so cool. Why?’

‘I guess you’ve inspired me. And reading more about it, the best way to learn is to try it. I want to understand as much as possible about it so I can do it well.’ He wriggled his fingers in her. ‘Damn you are tight,’ he laughed.

Natalie bit her lip again, having heard how much he liked it just now. ‘Well I am a virgin, you’re fingering my virgin pussy. Yours are the first fingers ever to be that deep in me.’ She saw his eyebrows rise at the way she phrased it. ‘I can’t reach that far.’ His smile widened at her words. She squeezed again on purpose this time. ‘Is that arousing?’

‘More than I imagined. I don’t know what to think about it. I’m wary of fetishising virginity, it’s mostly a social construct after all.’

‘Yeah, I know. But…’

‘What?’

‘You can fetishise it if you want to. I mean, if that turns you on.’ She was back to biting her lip and panting a little. It wasn’t only from what his fingers were doing.

‘Turns me on? Natalie, is there something you need to tell me? A fantasy of yours?’

How can he read me like that? ‘Oh please don’t, haven’t you had enough from me?’

Brandon’s thumb moved to her clit, his fingers slowly working inside her as it rubbed up and down. ‘You were saying?’

‘Oh God, that feels so good. Just… like… if you said that I wasn’t…?’ She looked at him, hoping he’d say it so she didn’t have to.

His eyebrows lifted and he smiled. ‘That you weren’t allowed to cum because… Oh Natalie, you’re so fucking kinky.’ He slid his fingers out to her complaining whines. Then rubbed back up and down and around her leaking pussy, but not back inside. ‘You know what I heard? Little virgins sluts shouldn’t be allowed to cum.’ He looked at her, one eyebrow raised, making sure he was getting this right.

‘Holy fuck, yes, that.’ Her head fell back.

He laughed at her enthusiasm. ‘Yeah, all their little unused pussies are good for is rubbing and teasing so they drip and clench and ache for what they’re made for.’

‘Oh my God.’ Her breaths were coming in short pants now. How the fuck is he so good at this? ‘More,’ she whispered, looking away from him, desperate to know what he could do with this secret fetish of hers.

‘Some say they shouldn’t be allowed anything in there at all, you know.’ His hand made circles over the top of her labia to prove it, his thumb was still pressing and moving over her clit. ‘No fingers, no toys, nothing at all.’ He stretched out his grip and her eyes shot back to his as his middle fingertip reached her bottom. ‘Of course, that doesn’t mean she’s without use. With some training she can become a very useful anal only virgin, who with every hard fucking is reminded that it’s not her pleasure, but her owner’s that matters. Natalie?’

She was just staring at him, mouth hanging a little open, her breathing shallow.

‘Princess, hello?’ He raised his hand to her cheek again and his touch there seemed to snap her out of her reverie.

‘I’m sorry just, it’s like you’re reading my mind. How do you know what to say? That was, incredible.’

Brandon smiled and kept stroking her cheek. ‘I don’t know, it just feels right. That was good then, was it?’

‘Good? I…’ She shook her head. ‘I still feel like this must be a dream, it can’t be real.’ She gasped as his fingers pushed back inside her. ‘Okay, it’s real, it’s real.’ She laughed. ‘This is so fucked up, it feels so good, why does you saying I can’t have it turn me on even more?’ She made a sexy whine as his fingers worked harder on her clit and in her while he thought about it.

‘That’s a really good question. It must be to do with power, that the more you want something but you’re not allowed it, the more it makes you feel submissive and controlled.’

‘Yes, and the more unfair it is, too. The virginity thing is silly really, but that’s part of what makes it powerful. For some into denial, breast size is the thing that does it for them.’

He furrowed his brows. ‘How’s that work?’

‘Orgasms are only for well endowed women. “No cumming for flatties”, or the reverse, “your boobs are too big to be allowed to cum” that kind of thing.’

He weighed that up. ‘I’d never heard of that. And that’s arousing?’

‘It’s not my kink so much, but it’s the whole unfairness of it that’s hot. I get that. Anyway, I have the virginity one I’ve obsessed over.’ She caught Brandon’s gaze. ‘Obsessed,’ she repeated to make it very clear.

He laughed, nodding to show he got the message. ‘I think your biggest kink might be fucking yourself over.’

‘Or putting myself in the hands of someone I trust,’ she suggested as an alternative. ‘Oh fuck, your hands…’ Prompted by her words he’d pushed deep in her, was fucking her faster now while his other hand slid up under her top and found her nipple, rubbing a thumbnail over it through her bra.

‘And the anal only bit? I was really improvising there,’ Brandon said.

‘Just… so wrong. It was perfect.’

‘I saw lots about it reading those blogs the last few days. I hadn’t even known it was a thing before then. It’s really that hot?’

‘It’s, oh God how are you getting me to tell you this already? Yes, it’s maybe my biggest fantasy. No, not fantasy, more like a deeply rooted kink. The idea of being turned into an anal-only slut fries my brain and makes me drip.’

‘And the virginity aspect?’

‘It supercharges it. Not a vital ingredient, but it makes it even more powerful. The idea that I’m a virgin so I don’t deserve orgasms, but am instead trained to give pleasure with my other holes.’ She breathed out. ‘I’m totally fucking myself over here, aren’t I?’

‘It’s like watching a car crash in slow motion, strangely beautiful.’ He grinned.

‘I can only risk crashing because you make me feel safe. You know that?’

‘I do, and you know I feel the same. That was very exciting just now, going out on a limb with your fantasy. What you said the other night, about me taking your fantasies and making them even more — that’s really struck me. I don’t know if there’s a name for that but it definitely does it for me.’

Natalie scrunched up her face, thinking. ‘Vicarious domination?’ she suggested.

‘Damn, “vicarious”, that’s a good word! Vicarious something for sure.’

Natalie beamed at his approval and then frowned as he slipped his fingers out of her.

‘Speaking of giving pleasure with your other holes, shall we move onto the main event of the evening? I think we’ve given you quite enough to think on as you play with my cock.’ Brandon held his hand up in front of her mouth and she leaned forwards and began sucking her juices off his middle fingers before she replied, ‘Yeth pleth.’ She smiled. I’m so glad this isn’t a dream.
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After a trip to the bathroom and to the kitchen for some water, they met up again in the sitting room. Brandon had lit the fire and the flames were flickering up around the logs. Natalie noticed that he’d put a thick rug down in front of the armchair nearby. He waggled an eyebrow. ‘I figured you’d be down there a while, so might as well make you comfy.’

‘You’re such a gentleman.’ She rolled her eyes a little, but she meant it.

‘Only sometimes.’

He stroked the choker at her neck. ‘I love that you wore this all week. It looks perfect on you.’

Natalie cleared her throat, silencing all the objections. ‘Thank you.’

‘Good girl.’ He smiled, pulling her in. ‘You’re getting good at accepting my compliments.’

She nodded. ‘It doesn’t mean I find them easy to accept, but I believe you mean it.’

‘That’s a splendid start.’ He slipped both hands around her back and pressed her close. ‘Do you appreciate you’re attractive? I don’t want to get too serious, but I’m curious.’

She shrugged. ‘Not really, I get I’m not ugly and I work to keep fit so I have some pride in my appearance, but it’s not the same.’ Natalie fidgeted with his shirt, but he seemed to want to hear more. ‘Messages constantly bombard us about how we aren’t good enough, I’m sure you get that.’ She broke eye contact. ‘But when you combine that with not having anyone interested in you, you start to believe it, even if you objectively know it’s just stupid marketing.’ She looked back at him but he stayed silent and she filled the gap. ‘Then the few times guys were interested it turned out to be manipulating me, like I told you about.’

Brandon’s embrace turned into a real hug, his arms going up around her back. ‘Yes. I can only imagine. Us guys get lots of similar messages nowadays but I don’t think it’s nearly as pervasive.’

‘Yeah, I guess. Anyway, sorry, didn’t mean to get deep.’

‘Natalie, I love deep, and I’m not even going to make a dirty pun out of it.’ He grinned, and she laughed. ‘I was wondering though, after our scene exploring all that the other night…’

She lay her head on his chest. ‘You mean the one where you made me confess my stupidity and caned me for it?’ She wiggled against him.

‘In the cold light of day that makes me sound like an asshole.’

‘No, no, you idiot,’ she thumped her palm on his chest, ‘it was crazily helpful, just what I needed, you were brilliant. I can’t believe how much closure that simple thing has given me. So thank you, it was totally worth a sore bottom.’

‘Okay, that’s good to hear. That’s what I hoped.’ He reached down and gave her bottom a squeeze with both hands. Natalie let out a sexy little whimper, she could still feel what he’d done. ‘Anyway, that was a different evening.’ He stepped back a little, hands stroking her bare arms now. ‘I was thinking about the teacher roleplay you mentioned. I thought it might be fun to mess around with that a bit now?’

Her eyes went wide. ‘That would be perfect!’ Natalie clapped her hands together in excitement.

‘Okay then.’ Brandon took her hand and led her to the armchair where he sat down, and then patted his knee. She dutifully perched on it, hands folded on the top of her stockings, the growing fire warming her legs. ‘Oh, and before I forget, an easy way for you to talk out-of-character is simply use “Brandon”. Like a little roleplay safeword trick. Does that make sense?’ She nodded enthusiastically. ‘And of course the normal traffic light safewords all work too.’

‘Yes Brandon, got it.’ She grinned. ‘A roleplay, this is so exciting!’ She bounced on his knee and then calmed herself, straightening out her stockings.

Brandon took a breath, sat up straighter in the armchair, and put one hand on the small of her back. ‘So Miss Posner, I understand you wanted some personal tuition?’

She giggled and wiggled on his knee. She was about to speak when she had a sudden panic that she’d forgotten his surname. She’d only heard it that one time on their date. Evans. Thank fuck for that. She turned to him, panic subsiding. ‘Thank you, Mr Evans. I so appreciate your time. The other girls have been laughing at me.’

He smirked at her response. ‘Oh dear, why could that possibly be, Natalie?’

‘It’s embarrassing, Sir. Are you sure I can say?’ She batted her eyelids, really getting into the role.

‘You’re safe with me, I can assure you. Now tell me, what are they laughing about?’

‘They tease me because, I’ve never…’ she paused and bit her lip for effect again, loving the way it made him look at her, ‘…because I’ve never, pleasured a man, Sir. With my mouth.’

‘I see. Just with your mouth?’ He raised his eyebrows.

Natalie blushed, surprised at how compelling the roleplay was already. Damn, he’s good at everything. ‘No Sir, with, anything. I’ve never touched a boy’s… you-know-what.’

‘His penis, Natalie, you can say the word.’

‘His… penis.’ She tried not to giggle.

‘Very good. What else do they call it?’ He put his hand on her thigh and began stroking it. Oh fuck this is so pervy and so hot!

‘A dick, Sir? A cock. Lucy calls it a “one-eyed trouser-snake.”’ At that she burst into laughter and he followed.

Brandon shook his head. ‘You are utterly delightful,’ he said out of character now, gazing at her.

Natalie pulled him back into the role play. ‘Thank you, Mr Evans. Am I your favourite student?’

‘Oh without a doubt,’ Brandon said earnestly.

‘Am I your teacher’s pet, Sir?’

He barked out a laugh. ‘Oh Natalie, you have no idea.’ He raised his eyebrow and gave her a sexy wink. What the hell does that mean? ‘Anyway, we should proceed with your lesson, before it gets too late.’ He slid his hand further up her thigh. ‘I see you’re dressed suitably, that’s very good — a key lesson in fact.’

‘What is, Sir?’

‘That you’re not just to give physical pleasure, but visual and aural pleasure too.’

‘Oral, Mr Evans?’

He picked up on the difference. ‘Well that, obviously, but I mean aural, A-U-R-A-L.’ He tapped his ear.

‘How do I do that, Sir?’ Natalie asked, truly wanting to know. In response he slid his hand up her thigh and his fingers began rubbing circles on her clit. She gave a moan in response.

‘Just like that, but louder, let me hear you.’ He rubbed harder and Natalie opened her mouth, groaning more audibly. ‘That’s good but I want more, it doesn’t have to be real, you won’t have my fingers between your legs when you’re on the floor. Act it, Natalie, let out your slut, even your inner whore.’ His words and fingers provoked her to even more, grinding against his hand while making sexual groans and moans. ‘Keep going, don’t stop,’ he said just as his fingers ceased stimulating her.

Natalie frowned, making a frustrated whine, but then resumed, understanding the lesson, recalling how good it had felt and letting that motivate her sexy utterances. He smiled encouragingly at her efforts. After a little while she paused. ‘Isn’t that obviously fake though, Sir?’

‘A little, although you were surprisingly convincing, good girl. But fake does not matter, trust me in this. You need to pretend, especially when giving fellatio, that it’s as pleasurable to you as if you were the recipient and not the giver.’

‘But Sir, that’s embarrassing.’ She meant it.

‘Yes, and what does that do to you?’ His fingers rubbed between her wet lips now and began exploring boldy inside once more.

She whimpered. ‘It makes me even hornier and wet, Sir. Thank you, I’m learning a lot already.’

‘I’m glad to hear it. Now, down you go, take your shoes off so you can kneel better. You’ll see I laid a rug out for you. On the whole, a rug or cushion will make it much more comfortable, if comfort is what you desire?’

Natalie slipped off his leg, put her shoes aside and knelt on the rug. ‘Why wouldn’t I want comfort, Sir?’

Brandon leaned in close, ‘Well, some twisted young ladies might find it even more exciting to be suffering as they give pleasure. Their knees bare on the cold hard floor, for example, or even worse.’

She put her hands onto his thighs and squeezed. ‘Worse, Sir?’

‘Oh yes, perhaps their tight little holes stuffed with large objects, their pert nipples clamped. Some might even dream of being mounted on inescapable phalluses and forced to serve with their mouths in the hope of being rescued.’

‘Oh Mr Evans, what kind of a girl would want that?’ She looked up at him with her beautiful eyes wide in mock surprise.

He grinned, both hands moving to her chest and finding her nipples through the lace of her bra, pinching them. ‘The best kind, Miss Posner, the very best.’ She writhed her shoulders in response to what he was doing but he didn’t let up. ‘But yes, on the whole it’s good to be comfy. Something tells me you’re going to spend a lot of time doing this.’ He playfully ran his finger from her nipple to up and over her lips.‘Now tell me what best practises you are aware of when playing with a man’s cock?’ She let out a sigh as he let go of her other nipple. She immediately wished his fingers were back on her breasts. Instead he leaned back, legs opening a little wider.

‘Well Sir, always be polite and commend him on the size of his member?’ She bit back a laugh but he couldn’t help himself.

He recovered and nodded somberly. ‘That’s very wise, although sometimes being polite isn’t the way to go, we’ll cover that later.’

‘Yes, Mr Evans.’ Her hands crept up closer to the bulge she’d played with in bed a few days before. ‘Umm, maintain eye contact as much as possible?’

He ran his fingers through her hair, brushing some loose strands over her ear. ‘Absolutely vital, clever girl.’ Her fingers with the bulging outline of his cock. He made a sexy noise as she stroked her thumb over the head. ‘Anything else?’

‘Oh I know Sir, no teeth!’ She gave him a toothy grin.

‘Yes, that’s a good rule, although they can be used with caution occasionally.’

‘Very good, Sir. And of course the golden rule, Sir!’

‘What’s that?’ He raised his eyebrows.

‘Good girls always swallow, Sir!’ she said with pride.

He nodded seriously. ‘That surely is the golden rule, almost. It doesn’t need the “always”. Sometimes he may choose to deposit his seed elsewhere. But to swallow is the default, and divine. Can you think where else it might go?’

‘Anywhere you want!’ She bobbed up and down on her heels.

‘I can’t argue with that, but what’s popular?’

‘My face, Sir. Like in the educational movies you have us watch.’ Natalie was really getting into the roleplay now, making up a backstory. ‘Oh, and on my breasts, Sir. One of the girls told me it makes them get bigger.’

Brandon laughed. ‘Did she now, well who am I to argue? Does she have the evidence to back up her claims?’

‘Oh yes, Sir. “Tit-wank Tracy” we call her. She’s ever so popular with the boys.’

He laughed some more. ‘I’m not surprised with a name like that. Now I have one more tip at this point.’

‘I’ve got your tip right here Sir.’ She squeezed the bulge in his trousers and beamed at her pun and his laugher in response. ‘Sorry Sir, I’ll be serious, what’s your… tip?’

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a hairband. ‘Tie your hair back, it makes things much easier.’

‘Thank you, that’s a very good idea.’ Natalie looked at the hairband in her hand. ‘Do you happen to have another, Sir?’ Brandon checked and found one more. ‘Are pigtails good too, Sir?’ She began to bunch up her hair on one side.

‘They are superb, clever girl. But Natalie, one more trick. See if you can make your intentions very clear as you tie your hair back.’

Interesting. She thought about it for a moment, and looked obviously at his crotch, then up at his face, biting her lip as she put in one pigtail. Then, looking again, licking her lips before putting the second one in. ‘Like that, Sir?’

Brandon didn’t speak for a moment. ‘You’re very good at this,’ he said in more hushed tones.

‘I have a good teacher.’ She raised her eyebrows, waggled her head to check her pigtails were secure, and shuffled a little closer. ‘What now, Mr Evans?’

‘Now for the unwrapping, but first, how do you feel down there?’

‘I’m comfortable, thank you.’

‘Good, and emotionally, what does that position do to you?’

‘Makes me feel very submissive, Sir.’

‘Excellent, bear that in mind for later.’ Natalie nodded. He tapped his belt buckle. ‘Undo it, slowly, seductively, remember eye contact.’ She didn’t speak as her hands went to his belt. It was strange undoing a belt from this angle. Her heart was pounding as she thought more about what she was really doing, her hands even a little shaky. Brandon stroked her cheek and she remembered to look up. ‘You’re doing amazingly. Are you okay?’

‘Yeah,’ she said breathily, ‘excited, and nervous. I’ve imagined this for so long.’ She managed to get the belt free and looked at him fully. ‘Brandon, I could not imagine a hotter way to do this, thank you.’

‘That’s good, because neither can I.’ His thumb brushed her lips again. ‘How are you feeling about roleplaying?’

‘It’s awesome, it helps me be a bit braver maybe? It’s so much fun. Any feedback though, how am I doing?’

‘You’re incredible. Keep doing what you’re doing, having fun. Maybe one simple tip is if you don’t know what to do, tap into how you’re really feeling.’

Natalie nodded. ‘Makes sense. Thank you.’

He slipped his hand under her chin, holding her gaze, and whispered an instruction, not as teacher, but as her lover. ‘See how crazy you can make me, something tells me you’re going to be a natural at this.’

She looked away from him, biting her lip from instinct and not for show this time. ‘I’ll do my best.’ Natalie looked down at his trousers. ‘So what do I do now?’

‘It depends what I’m wearing. If I’m commando you can just unzip the trousers and you’re there.’

‘Do you do that?’ Why am I surprised at that?

‘Sometimes. If not you have to work out if the underwear gives you access. These do, although it’s not easy. You can of course pull trousers and pants down. I’ll leave it to you.’

With that Natalie felt she had more of a free hand for a bit. Drive him crazy huh… Her right hand closed around his cock, squeezing it through his trousers, running her fingers up and down the length of it. She looked up at him, ‘Why what a big member you have, Sir.’

He chuckled. ‘All the better for training you with, Natalie.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ Damn, he won’t let me take the lead that easily then. She squeezed him harder and tried rubbing up and down through the material but two layers was a bit much. Her focus went to undoing the button, and then zip of his trousers. As that telltale zipper sound rang out it brought to focus exactly what she was about to do. Oh my God, I’m about to play with a cock! Somehow until this point it hadn’t felt real. She let out a breath as the zipper reached the bottom and felt Brandon’s hand cup the side of her head. She looked up at him.

‘You’re doing wonderfully, relax, explore, just have fun, no pressure, okay?’

She smirked. ‘Yes, Mr Evans. I’m only nervous that your big cock won’t fit in me,’ she lied but he was clearly amused by it.

‘Oh don’t you worry, Princess. We’ll make it fit.’ The sexy, menacing way he said it was just what she needed to spark the ache between her legs.

‘Oh can I touch, please?’

‘Good girl for asking, but no, not yet. Focus on me now.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ The commanding way he said it helped her calm down and get on with the next step. She hooked her fingers around either side of his trouser top and looked up at him. He nodded and lifted his bottom off the chair so she could pull his trousers down around his ankles. Natalie ran her hands up his legs, delighting in the soft hair and the way he moaned a little as her hands got back to his crotch. He was wearing tight cotton jockey shorts, a pale blue with a dark blue waist band. The stretchy fabric meant his cock was outlined far more clearly than even the other morning.

More than that, as she leaned in closer she could smell the sexy, musky scent of him as she had before. This time, knowing what she was going to do, she breathed it in, letting it fill her senses. She liked to imagine his pheromones were helping her be even sluttier than normal. ‘You smell sexy,’ she told him, forgetting the role play for a moment.

‘That’s good to know. I wasn’t sure whether to use body spray when I showered before you arrived.’

‘No, this is good. You smell of sex. It turns me on for sure.’ She looked up at him. ‘I bet you taste even better.’ With that she leaned in and began nuzzling her face against the big bulge in his underwear, evoking moans from him as she kissed along the length of it before focusing on the tip. Natalie made little kisses on the fabric, catching it, and sometimes his sensitive skin beneath it, worrying it gently with her mouth before gripping it again with her lips.

She looked at where she’d kissed . Oh shit, I got lipstick on him. ‘Umm Brandon?’ He sat up more when she used his name. ‘I might have left marks.’

He saw the faint lipstick lines and laughed. ‘That’s adorable. Damn, now I’m going to have to frame them. A Natalie Posner original.’

She shook her head at his endless positivity and went back down, kissing harder now, seeing if she could leave even more evidence. She opened her mouth and nuzzled around the tip of him, leaving a satisfying red ring on his underwear.

‘Damn, that feels really good. What are you doing?’

‘Just exploring, Sir.’ She switched into her student mode. ‘Is there something you wanted, Mr Evans?’

‘My cock buried in your pretty little mouth,’ he confessed, not sounding very teachery.

‘All in good time, Sir.’ She looked up again at him and he ran his fingers into her hair, messing up her pigtail a bit.

‘Damn, I wish I’d picked the facefucking now.’

‘All in good time, Sir,’ she repeated. ‘Please Sir, may I touch? I’m getting desperate now.’

‘No, slut, leave your needy little cunt alone and focus your desperation on my cock. Is that clear?’

Oh fuck, Brandon as dom is even hotter than teacher. ‘Oh God, yes Sir.’ She was struck by the sudden urge to call him ‘Master’. Where the hell did that come from? He said that’s not allowed. She shook it off and went back kissing his cock. She glanced sideways at the triangular panel at the front of the shorts. ‘How do I get it out?’ she asked.

Brandon laughed. ‘Not easily, but you can, they’re very stretchy and my cock is pretty resilient. Reach in, go for it.’ He demonstrated how one side of the front opened up.

Oh God, here we go. Natalie knelt up a bit, stretching her back and moving her knees to be more comfortable. Then she slid her fingers into the opening in the front of his jockey shorts. There was a little more fabric and then… she took in a sharp breath, her hand was on him, her fingers naturally wrapping around his cock inside his shorts. It was so much warmer than through the shorts, she could feel his pulse faintly and it hardened up even more as she held it. ‘Oh, wow. That’s your cock!’

He chuckled. ‘Yes, yes it is. I think the two of you are going to be best friends.’

‘I think so too. It’s so soft, you know what I mean, to the touch, and yet it’s hard. This is weird.’ She laughed, looking up at him making sure that was okay. He was grinning. Her fingers moved deeper inside his shorts, lightly gripping the skin on the shaft which moved up with her fingers. It wasn’t what she’d imagined at all. More that the skin would be far more connected with the shaft. I need to get a look at this. Natalie took him at his word and twisted his cock around, managing to get the end of it out of the gap in his shorts. It pointed right up towards his stomach, a few inches exposed outside the shorts. ‘Hello there,’ she said to it, giggling. Somehow the pigtails were putting her in a playful mood.

Natalie looked up at Brandon and kept eye contact as she pushed her bottom out and lowered herself, until her lips were a centimetre from his bare cock. She resisted the urge to kiss it and moved back, pressing her lips to where he was still covered with the shorts. His bare skin pressed against her cheekbone. It was hot. Brandon let out a little moan as she meandered down, feeling the curve of his cock into his body and discovering she was kissing his balls through his underwear. She nuzzled her face in, her forehead pressing against his cock. ‘Oh they do feel full.’ Her voice was muffled as she pushed against him with her lips and nose. ‘Do they need emptying, Sir?’

‘So much, Natalie.’ Brandon’s voice was low and quiet, punctuated by short breaths.

‘Where do you recommend emptying them, Sir?’ She finally looked up at him, peeking at him over the curve of his exposed cock.

‘Right down your throat, Princess.’

‘That sounds good to me.’ She laughed. ‘Umm, how do I get the rest out? Help?’

Brandon chuckled and with both hands he pulled open the stretchy fabric and pulled his whole cock out, with his balls following. It twitched, rising up from his crotch, appearing out of the gap in his shorts, his balls hanging below, tight and full.

‘Damn, that’s…’ How to describe it? ‘You have a beautiful cock.’ She meant it, it rose up perfectly straight, with a slight upward curve when looked at from the side. It got a little redder towards the top, where the pronounced head was an even darker shade. It was all beautifully proportioned, and his balls sat below it, higher and tighter than she’d imagined. She guessed now it was out he was hoping she’d play more. Drive him crazy… Her hand cupped his balls. ‘Wow, these feel full. Is that really how it works, they fill up?’

‘Yes, to an extent. They’ve started to actually ache this afternoon.’

‘For real? Why?’

‘Because of the edging, and, well because of you.’

His balls are aching because of me, that’s so sexy. ‘I like that, a lot.’ She looked up the shaft, one more obvious vein snaking up and more smaller ones. Then she realised something. ‘You’re circumcised?’

He shook his head, ‘no, my foreskin pulls back when I’m hard. It varies.’

‘I want to see it grow,’ Natalie declared.

Brandon laughed. ‘Good luck with that, when you’re around it’s always like this.’

‘Seriously? You’re hard most of the time, because of me?’

‘Yes, at least a semi.’

The reality of that struck her for the first time. He’s hard because of me. It seemed too obvious to share but the thought delighted her. In her distraction she wrapped her hand around it and his moan made her realise what she’d done. She looked with astonishment at her hand, wrapped around his hard cock. ‘I think you’re right,’ she said.

‘About what?’

‘I’m going to spend a lot of time doing this.’
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‘So, how do I do this,  good handjob?’ Natalie asked, giving his cock a little squeeze.

‘Well, what do you think would be a good way to learn?’

Natalie shrugged. ‘Just do it?’

Brandon laughed. ‘I mean sure, but I was going to suggest you watch what I do. It’s not actually the same, but it’s interesting.’

‘Watch you wank? Hell yes. Oh, oh can I touch while you do?’ She bounced on her heels in excitement.

‘That sounds like a very good idea. But before you do, we should actually grab a few things, and now I think about it there’s a very important question you haven’t asked.’

‘There is?’

‘Yes. You can think what it might be while you fetch a towel and there’s a pot of coconut oil by my bed.’

Natalie laughed. ‘I won’t ask why that’s there.’ She pushed herself up on his knees.

‘It’s there for wanking, silly. The same reason you’re getting it.’

She felt embarrassed at her shyness. ‘I was trying to be polite about it. Wasn’t that one of the rules?’ She stuck her tongue out and then looked down at herself. ‘God, I completely forgot what I’m wearing!’

‘I…’ he said, blowing out a breath, ‘did not. Now off you go, you’re ruining my little plan standing there looking like that.’ Natalie raised an eyebrow but didn’t ask what he meant. Instead she spun on her heels and sauntered off, deliberately swaying her bottom as she walked. ‘You’re not helping,’ he shouted after her. She just smiled and felt even sexier.

After grabbing a hand towel from the bathroom, she returned to the bedroom she’d shared with him the weekend before, memories of all that had happened that amazing evening coming back to her. She unconsciously rubbed her bottom where there were a few faint red lines from the experience. She spied a jar of coconut oil beside his bed and unscrewed the lid to check it. To her surprise, it was solid inside, she’d expected it to be runny.

Natalie picked it up and practised her sexy saunter a little across the bedroom before emerging into the main living area. He was still sitting in the armchair, but he was looking away. To her mild annoyance, he didn’t look back at her while she walked over. ‘Hey, I’m back,’ she said.

He still didn’t look at her, but chuckled. ‘I know, I’m trying very hard not to look at you.’

‘What? Why would you do that?’

‘I have been thinking deliberate, unsexy things while you’ve been gone, do not ask what.’ He finally turned and looked her deliberately in the face. ‘I thought you might be interested to see…’ he looked down at his crotch.

‘Oh my God, you’re a genius,’ she cried as she saw his cock was now significantly smaller than it had been.

‘Quick, it will not stay that way long. Hold it.’

Natalie dropped to her knees, putting what she was holding down, and wrapped her hand back around his cock. It was perhaps two-thirds the size it had been. ‘This is so, so cool. Thank you. Wow, it’s so different, much softer and bendy. This is crazy.’

‘Yeah, I’m more of a grower than a show-er. Okay, try holding it in your open palm, explore, play with it. See how the foreskin covers some of it now?’

‘I do. It’s getting bigger.’ It enthralled Natalie. With every beat of his heart it grew longer and harder, the head pushing out from the small covering of the foreskin. She looked up at him with amazement and was delighted to see him staring at her. ‘Am I making you hard?’

‘You are.’

‘What are you thinking about?’

‘How beautiful you are.’

‘Really?’

She took a moment to process that. ‘You’re not thinking about doing stuff to me?’

‘No, just looking at you and admiring you.’

‘And that, is doing this?’ His cock was rigid now but continuing to grow, at a slower rate. She could feel it was more about getting harder than growing at this point. ‘That’s so strange.’ She said it more to herself than him.

‘Go on?’

‘It’s just, I love you telling me I’m beautiful but suddenly here’s proof in my face. I’ve never thought about erections like that. I thought they were about being horny.’ She gripped his cock firmly. ‘I made this!’ she declared.

Brandon laughed. ‘You made it. I guess that means you can do what you want with it. Once you figure out the question of course.’

‘Oh damn, I forgot about that. Okay, what should I be asking. Is it something sexy?’

‘Nope.’

‘Something sensible then.’ She looked up, thinking. ‘Oh, I know. You’re right, I really should have asked. But it’s a bit embarrassing, isn’t it?’

‘What is it?’ Brandon asked.

‘I should ask about STIs, right? Even for a blowjob.’

‘Very good, yes. And no it shouldn’t be embarrassing, it’s such an important part of safe play, just think about it like that.’

‘Okay, that does help. So, ask about partners and tests? I’m new at this.’

‘“Have you been tested?” It’s as simple as that as long as it’s someone you trust.’

‘I haven’t been tested, Mr Evans. You’re the only person who’s put anything in me, Sir. Oh, you just got harder, that’s so cool!’

Brandon laughed. ‘Natalie, take it seriously. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about but it’s something you need to ask.’

‘Sorry. I’m going a little cock crazy.’ She looked at Brandon, ‘Have you been tested?’

‘I have, yes, since my last time having sex, and I’m all clear. If someone didn’t specify it was since then, you could ask about the sexual history since.’

‘It turns me on when you teach me stuff.’

‘That makes me very happy to hear. You can see it turns me on to teach you stuff.’

‘I totally can. This thing is like a turn-on thermometer,’ Natalie declared.

Brandon laughed. ‘It’s also good to ask about contraception, more my question to you actually.’

‘I’m on the pill. Stopped some painful periods, and well, perhaps it was just hopeful for a while.’

‘Okay, great, good to know. See, that wasn’t too bad was it?’

‘No, I guess not. I mean not having to ask about sexual history makes it easier. Oh no, that doesn’t seem to have been a good topic to bring up.’ Natalie looked at Brandon’s cock that had just got less hard in her hand.

‘Yes, sorry, it made me think about why I had to have the tests.’

‘Oh shit, yes, sorry that’s horrible.’ She looked in her hand. His cock wasn’t shrinking but it wasn’t as hard as it had been. ‘I didn’t realise how reactive these were. I’m sorry it was a bad topic though.’

‘It’s fine, but yes, it’s something to always bear in mind, how a guy’s cock is tied into his headspace.’ He started to grow in her hand again, ‘Now I’m thinking about good things,’ he told her.

‘What are you thinking about?’ She divided her glances between his cock in her hand and his face.

‘First, what I told Trixy and Tess about you.’

Her eyes went wide. ‘What did you tell them?’

‘That I’d never have met you if Annabelle hadn’t cheated on me.’ He stroked his fingers through her hair. ‘And that was way more than a silver lining.’

Natalie’s heart pounded in her chest. ‘I don’t know what to say.’ She gripped his cock tighter, it was back to full hardness now. ‘You said, things, plural?’

‘Yes, also how lucky I am to be the one who gets to teach you all this for the very first time.’

‘I’m the lucky one,’ she objected. The thought of being the silver lining on his break up was completely crazy, her blood was making a rushing sound in her ears and she was glad she was already kneeling. The urge to pleasure him was overwhelming. Surely he’ll let me. ‘Can I please suck you, Sir?’

He lifted her chin with the backs of his fingers, and smiled, slowly shaking his head. ‘I like making you wait. You’ve forgotten what I was going to do, haven’t you? Hands off, play with yourself, and watch me.’

Natalie made a frustrated whine, but it turned to a deeper moan as she touched herself for the first time in a while. ‘Oh my goodness, I’m absolutely dripping.’ She thought about him being hard because he wanted her and the obvious fact she got wet because she wanted him. Our bodies are so clever.

He interrupted her thoughts. ‘Let me hear.’

‘Hear?’ she checked.

‘Yes, let me hear how wet you are. Give your wet little fuckhole a good sloppy finger fucking.’

Her face burned from his words but that was nothing compared to the impact between her legs, her pussy clenching and making her feel even messier. She couldn’t even reply, but instead, complied, working her middle two fingers in and out, appalled at the quiet wet noises it made.

‘No. Louder,’ Brandon demanded.

Natalie pouted but her hand obeyed, fucking harder and faster, smacking her palm against her wet lips. It was mortifying — every stroke turned her on all the more, knowing he could hear.

‘Louder Natalie, don’t make me ask again!’ His eyes were shining, totally fixed on her. It was only his undivided stare and his hard cock showing how aroused he was that let her go further, giving in, making her hand slap loudly against her pussy, her fingers making horrifying squelching noises. She couldn’t believe she was doing this. ‘Good girl, keep it like that while I get off to your appallingly evident arousal.’ Natalie choked back a desperate plea to stop before he began stroking his cock — watching him wank mercifully distracted her from what she was doing for him.

She watched him slowly stroke the skin on his cock up and down, moving over the hard shaft inside. As his hand went high it pulled his balls up a little before they bounced back down into their place. It was mesmerising. She kept fucking herself, it was feeling better and better. She remembered his early tips and made an experimental moan. It seemed to free him up to respond with his own sexy groan, wrapping his fingers around his cock tightly and jerking it more vigorously. The head grew and got darker as he gripped it. It still amazed her he wasn’t sliding his hand over it as she’d imagined.

Natalie panted a few times, slowing down. ‘It’s not how I imagined. I thought you slid over it.’

‘Oh, you can, and actually, that’s better if you’re doing it. But try this way first, your turn. Don’t stop playing, hearing how wet you are is unbelievably hot.’

‘Is that one of your kinks, Sir?’

‘It wasn’t until now you disgusting little slut,’ he said with a delighted smile. ‘One hand on me, one hand between your legs. Masturbate us.’ He grinned.

I can’t believe I’m giving him kinks, this is crazy. Natalie reached out her hand and gripped him more firmly, lifting his cock more upright than he’d held it. ‘Is that okay, I’m not going to bend it?’

He chuckled. ‘No, actually give me your hand, feel here.’ To her surprise he moved her hand down beneath his balls. ‘Feel here, the perineum, it’s also the root of my cock.’ With his guidance she pushed against the fabric of his jockey shorts and sure enough felt a firm ridge the same breadth as his cock, but inside him.

‘You’re saying…’ She moved her hands up from there over his balls and up his cock. ‘You’re saying your cock starts all the way in here!’ It stunned her.

‘Yep, or else how would it stay up. And that’s part of why it feels good for you to play under my balls too. You’re actually playing with my cock, inside me.’

‘My mind is blown.’

She traced the length of it with her hand and eyes. Her hand wrapped back around the shaft sticking out of his shorts. ‘You can pull it a bit towards you,’ he nodded his head and she pulled at it gently like a barmaid at a beer pump, ‘but it only goes so far, especially with cocks like mine. Growers tend to be more upright, show-er cocks are more used to being at a lower angle. I don’t know quite how it works.’

‘This is so cool! What about the sliding versus holding for wanking?’ She eyed the jar of lube she’d fetched.

‘For that you need the magic ingredient of lube. I know they use spit in porn but it’s awful for it in reality. Saliva is terrible lube. Hand me the coconut oil.’ Natalie did, and he scooped his fingers into the jar. ‘It’s hard at room temperature, but like chocolate, melts at body temperature. It’s not safe for use with condoms but for wanking, this is amazing.’ He held Natalie’s gaze until she looked up for his cock. ‘Plus, it tastes pretty good.’

‘Bonus,’ she said quietly as she watched the oil melt on his fingers. As he stroked his fingers over his erection, she forgot to even keep touching herself, totally focused on his hand now sliding up and down over his slick and shiny cock. ‘Oh God, please can I do that?’

‘I’d like that very much. Both hands. Play, explore, I’ll tell you what feels good and if anything doesn’t.’

Something about the fact he still had his underwear on and his cock was jutting out from it made the teaching aspect of this more realistic. It made Natalie want to dive back into the roleplay. ‘Mr Evans?’

‘Yes Natalie?’ He smiled, recognising what she was doing.

She tapped into how she was really feeling as he’d suggested earlier. ‘Thank you for letting me do this. I’ve always been a bit worried about doing it wrong, but when you’re teaching me I feel like it’s all positive.’ She reached into the coconut oil and dug up some with her fingertips. It immediately started melting. Rubbing it over her palms she took a breath and then wrapped both her hands around his cock. She broke into a smile, for herself more than him. This is actually happening and it’s awesome.

As she’d seen a thousand times in porn, she stroked both her hands up and down him with a little twisting action. Brandon wiped his oily hands on his thighs before gripping the arms of the chair, pushing his hips higher, which she took as a good sign. Her left hand sank down to hold him at the base while her right took longer strokes all the way up to the head. She delighted in the little noises he made, and how red the head got if she squeezed tighter as she stroked upwards. ‘Is that good?’

‘It’s amazing. God, keep going. Maybe try your thumb here too.’ He touched the underside of his cock head.

Natalie gripped near the top and rubbed her thumb up and down and in little circles at the point she’d often heard felt best. But the way he groaned and how it hardened at her touch was more thrilling than she’d imagined. ‘Oh Sir, it makes me want things,’ she teased him, but only with what she truly felt.

‘What things, Natalie?’ He let out a breath.

‘It makes me want you in me, in my mouth, in my tight little pussy.’ She looked up at him through her eyelashes. ‘It even makes you want me in my bottom. Is that normal, Sir?’

He laughed gently. ‘No Natalie, it’s extraordinary.’ He paused, fingers under her chin again. ‘How do you feel now, it was submissive earlier?’

She thought about it, her hands naturally stroking him. ‘Submissive still for sure but, to be in charge of this, solely giving you pleasure. There’s a thrill in it too. A power?’

He broke into a big smile. ‘That’s exactly what I hoped you’d say, clever girl. Seriously, this incredible mix of being down there, kneeling, submissive, and yet being in control of my cock, and my pleasure. It’s quite the cocktail isn’t it?’

‘It’s incredible. I love this so much. It umm…’ she leaned in closer so her lips were only a hair’s breadth from touching his cock. ‘It brings out my teasy side too. Is that bad?’

He shook his head. ‘Not at all, you’re a natural tease and it’s glorious to behold. Why do you think I gave you that challenge? Show me what you can do, drive me crazy,’ he quoted himself.

She took it as a command again. ‘Yes, Sir.’

With his permission given, Natalie thought back to some of her favourite videos. There was a set by a guy called Mark Rockwell she’d watched countless times, obsessing over a few of the amazing actresses who worked with him. Britney Amber, Sasha Foxx, but right now it was one just called Serina she mimicked. Serina did the thumb thing just as Brandon had described, Natalie knew exactly what he meant. She had acted out the scenes with her own dildo dozens of times as she edged. Now she had a real cock to work with at last.

Natalie stroked over him with just her fingertips, still exploring but more focused on his reactions to her teasing now. She leaned closer and stroked him slowly again, but opened her mouth, smiling, and trailed the head of his cock over her lips. The little gasp he made delighted her.

Back to stroking again, her thumb rubbing his frenulum before more slow, lubed strokes with one or both hands. She brought him close to her mouth again, but not quite letting him touch her lips. She could see the desperation in his eyes and revelled in it. Instead of touching him with her lips she blew gently on the head, smiling to herself as she thought back to her very first misunderstanding that a blowjob actually involved blowing. She didn’t think it would feel like much but her mouth pursed near his cock was really the point. ‘Oh Mr Evans, I love your big, hard cock, Sir. It’s better than any of my toys.’ The sound he made was half laugh, half groan.

She leaned back a bit, hands faster for a moment, squeezing him harder, pulling up to the top of his cock, before reaching down and caressing his balls. His moans and groans were increasing, and each one caused her pussy to clench. The fact she was dragging these noises from him was intoxicating. She fixed his gaze to hers and leaned in, taking one slow lick underneath his cock head like on a lollipop. He finally broke his silence. ‘Holy fuck, do you know how good you are at this? I thought I was the one teaching you?’

She smiled, hiding just how delighted his words made her. Shrugging she said, ‘I practised a lot. I watched a lot of porn. I just never had a cock to actually please before. Is it really that good?’

‘Princess, this already counts as the best handjob I’ve ever had.’

‘You’re joking!’ I can’t believe I’m better than his girlfriends. Then again, I did practise a lot.

‘I swear I’m not. My God, I’m going to shut up and enjoy watching an artist at work.’ He lay back in the chair.

Natalie stayed quiet. One hallmark of Serina’s blowjobs is she never says a word. She’d practised some other actresses who said lots, but quiet seemed perfect for now. She traced a fingertip down his cock before returning to massaging with her thumb with added strokes to mix it up. I want to get him closer now. She brought it closer to her mouth but didn’t touch it, instead giving him a few fast wanks before sliding her hand right off the top of it. She did that over and over, and could feel him hardening up, his moans getting more desperate. She loved moving in close with her mouth, watching his eyes widen every time, but only brushing the tip over her lips, or the tiniest little lick.

She added some fast strokes over the head, gripping it tightly, and that clearly worked well. But then back to slow, methodical wanks from the base to the tip. Gripping tightly, making a ring with just her forefinger and thumb, she pulled up and watched a drizzle of clear pre-cum run out. ‘Oh, it’s dribbling!’ she declared with delight.

Brandon was too caught up in what she was doing to explain. She knew what it was anyway, but was surprised by how much and how incredibly slippery it was. She squeezed again, more slipped out but not as much as before. This time she brought his cock up close and ran the coated head of it over her lips, glazing them with his precum. ‘Holy fuck,’ he managed to say.

She rubbed her lips over each other, looking up at him. ‘Is there something you want, Sir?’

‘Suck me, for the love of God, suck me Natalie.’

‘But Sir…’ she gave a little kiss to the head of his cock and flicked her tongue over it, ‘you said to drive you crazy.’

‘Oh my God, you’ve done that.’ She beamed but didn’t give in, moving both hands to the base of his cock and looking Brandon in the eyes as she gave another little lick with the flat of her tongue. She mixed up more fast strokes with head play, his breathing was getting ragged now. ‘Fuck Princess, you’re going to make me cum before you even suck me at this rate.’

‘Oh but Sir, don’t you want to feel how good my mouth is? I’ve been practising with that too, Sir.’ She closed her eyes and licked and kissed his cock, enjoying the noises he was making. The more desperate he became the more powerful she felt. ‘Maybe, Sir, maybe I should just make you cum like this. I so want to see you spurt, and your balls are so full, I bet there would be so much of it.’

He didn’t even have a reply to her suggestion, she pushed it. ‘You know in one of my favourite videos, one I learnt from, she does something… amazing.’ She let go of his cock with one hand, kneeling right up and reached behind her, undoing her bra, slowly slipping it off each shoulder while she still stroked his cock with her spare hand, and then letting it drop to the ground, her breasts on show. ‘She’s dressed just like this, just stockings and garter belt. No panties.’ She stood up as gracefully as she could, helping herself up on his knee and then leaning over him, one hand on the arm of the chair and the other still pulling slowly at his cock. She loved the way his eyes ate her up, feeling even more powerful.

‘What does she do?’ he finally asked, his breathing slowing.

Natalie pushed his legs together, and then straddled him so she sat on his knees, facing him, her legs spread wide. She should have felt exposed but it all felt a bit like a dream. She wiggled closer. ‘Serina gets him very close with her hands, and then she climbs up on him.’ She shuffled up higher, holding his erection against her tummy. She looked down and was shocked at how far his cock reached against her body. ‘Oh, wow.’

Brandon chuckled. ‘You are a temptress, you know that?’

She shook her head, her pigtails waggled. ‘I didn’t. I never had anyone to tempt before. Is it…’ she shrugged, ‘okay?’

‘It’s stunning. You just keep surprising me in the most incredible ways.’ He seemed more in control now. ‘What does she do in the video?’

Natalie stayed where she was, stroking his cock and holding it against her bare tummy. ‘She lifts up, and slides him in her, Sir. Just a few strokes up and down. She’s so tight it makes him explode, but she pulls out just before, and watches it, ruin, squirting all over.’

‘Holy fuck, what videos were these again?’

‘”Mark’s Head Bobbers, and Hand Jobbers” Sir.’ She giggled at the funny name and he laughed. ‘Am I a good hand jobber, Sir?’

‘The best I’ve ever known. But…’

‘Will I be your little head bobber?’ she interrupted

‘My very own personal fucktoy,’ he replied, ‘you see, it’s even written on you. But Natalie, I think we should….’

‘Fucktoy in training, Sir.’ Natalie looked down and some stray coconut oil had smeared her body writing, but the words were still legible. She pushed up closer to his cock and began to grind against the base of it, letting out a little moan as it pressed on her clit. ‘Is that the hole you want now?’

She looked up when he didn’t reply immediately, he was frowning. ‘Red,’ he said quietly.
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For a moment she didn’t understand what he was saying and then it struck her. He just safeworded. ‘Oh my God, what did I do wrong?’

She went to stand up but he put his hands on her thighs. ‘It just means “pause” remember?’

‘But, but…?’

‘It just means pause, and let’s talk. Then we’ll agree if we continue.’

She was shaking from the impact of him safewording but she managed to take those words to heart. ‘Why did you say it?’

‘Because you are becoming irresistible and I don’t want to do anything we’d regret.’ Irresistible, okay, that’s not the worst reason.

‘You mean you won’t be able to stop yourself shoving your…’ He put his finger on her mouth and she shut up.

‘Princess, if one of us safewords we stop. Not even teasing, just gentle discussion and exploring it together as grown-ups.’ She nodded, but if being called irresistible had boosted her again, his gentle rebuke took her back to feeling bad. He saw her reaction. ‘Stand up just a second, I’ve got you.’ He kept hold of her hand as she stood and with his other hand he tucked his cock back into his shorts. ‘Come, sit.’ He pulled her in and she sat, leaning back against him, his arms wrapped around her. ‘This counts as one of the most incredible experiences I’ve ever had, okay?’ She stayed silent and he nuzzled into her hair. ‘You can only imagine how much I want to fuck you, to… God, do everything I’ve ever dreamed to you and with you.’ His words and his cuddle made her feel safer again. She nodded and he continued. ‘But I know I’m going to regret it if we go too fast. I don’t want to skip anything with you, I want to… do you know that Thoreau quote?’

She nuzzled back into him. She thought she’d heard of him but didn’t know what he meant. ‘Which one?’

Brandon recited something that he’d clearly memorised. ‘I went to the woods because I wished to live deliberately, to front only the essential facts of life, and see if I could not learn what it had to teach, and not, when I came to die, discover that I had not lived. I wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow of life.’

‘That’s beautiful,’ she said, thinking it through.

‘He actually went into the woods for a while and was self-sufficient. It’s from the book called “Walden” in which he wrote about the experience. But anyway, Natalie, I want to do this, deliberately. I think I have as much to learn from you as you from me. I don’t want to rush anything and so miss out. I want to do this, deep and suck all the marrow from it.’ He chuckled. ‘Do not make a joke about sucking.’

She laughed, ‘I wasn’t going to. That’s amazing. So what are we saying?’

‘That we take it slowly, enjoy every new discovery together. And I suggest, we save sex for later, not because we have to but because it’s going to drive us both crazy, and force us to explore lots of other things first.’

‘That’s going to be hard. I’m already craving it.’

‘For me too, but once we fuck, we’ll just keep wanting to do it, trust me on that.’

‘I can believe it. Okay, so I have to not tease you with it?’

‘Fuck no, tease away, just be aware I only have so much self-control, and like today, I’ll use a safeword if you’re too good at it. Though it’d be “yellow” in future, mostly.’ He nuzzled into her neck and cupped her bare breast. ‘I sure plan to drive you crazy aching for my cock.’

‘Oh God, you’re such a good tease too.’

‘I thought so but honestly, you’re in another league.’

‘Me? How can that be, this is the first time I’ve even done it.’

‘In reality, sure. But what do you think about as you edge?’

‘Umm, how to turn guys on, get them hard. Oh yeah, I guess practise makes perfect.’ Natalie turned her head towards his. ‘When you say save sex for later… umm… which holes are we talking about?’

Brandon laughed. ‘Can I touch you again? That sounds like a fun discussion to have while playing with you.’ Natalie was about to tell him not to ask but realised it was important after the safeword discussion. She took one of his hands, and put it between her legs, and the other on her bare breast, letting out a happy moan as he slowly masturbated her. He returned to her question. ‘Well, my proposal would be we keep your pussy for just my fingers and mouth,’ he slid down and inside her to demonstrate. His other hand came up and traced around her mouth. ‘This hole, though, is my priority for training. Fucking it, making you gag, teaching you to suck me like a five-dollar whore who needs her next fix.’

‘Oh my God, you’re obscene,’ Natalie said with delight, reaching out and pulling his fingers into her mouth, sucking on them eagerly.

‘And deep throating of course, we’ll have to train you up in that. Especially if we’re saving this for later.’ He gave her pussy a hard squeeze in his fist. She groaned at the pleasure and pain that caused.

She was breathless now. ‘That…that leaves a hole.’

‘I’m very aware of that.’

‘What do you want?’ she asked.

He went back to rubbing her clit slowly. ‘How serious are you about this anal-only thing?’

‘Umm, it will drive me utterly crazy. I can’t express how much I want it.’

‘Try,’ he urged, rubbing harder.

Natalie closed her eyes, letting his touch summon up her courage. ‘I want you to make me your anal-only slut, to tease me mercilessly about my unused pussy, to use it as an excuse to deny me. Keep me a virgin and train my ass for your pleasure, if that even makes sense.’ She opened her eyes and dared to look at him.

‘If it turns you on, it makes sense, that’s all that matters. Plus, it’s popular in the Bible Belt I hear.’ Brandon laughed.

‘Oh you mean God’s loophole? You know there’s a song about it?’

‘You’re kidding!’

‘No, seriously, you have to see it. Where’s my phone?’ Natalie wiggled and stood a little shakily, but soon regained her pose and swayed her bare bottom as she went to where she’d left her bag. ‘Oh I found it,’ she called out, making sure Brandon was looking. She settled her feet shoulder width apart and bent over elegantly from the waist, one hand on the table and the other rummaging through her bag. She saw her phone instantly but took longer than she needed.

Brandon made a strangled sound. ‘Mother of God, are you doing that on purpose?’

‘Yes,’ she called back, her smile hidden.

‘I’ve changed my mind, let’s go fuck.’ He laughed.

Natalie stood up a little too fast, getting a head rush. Nonetheless, she turned and looked at him, slowly walking closer with her phone in her hand. ‘But Brandon, you said my pussy should be out-of-bounds, that we should go slow, do other things first.’ She could see the struggle on his face and adored it. She perched on his knees, facing him again this time. Her legs spread only enough to sit comfortably. ‘I love this, I love how much you let me tease you.’ She put her hands on her thighs and spread them wider. Natalie waited for his gaze to return to her eyes. ‘If you want it, it’s yours. You can fuck me here and now. I’ll adore it. But I agree, waiting is even hotter. I want that too.’

Brandon took his time. Finally, he nodded. ‘You only get a first time once. Let’s save it, delight in the teasing for us both, and all the other things it makes us do as we build up to it.’

‘I love that. Such a positive way to think about it. But what about…?’ She slid one hand around behind her, ‘My bottom?’

‘I may regret this, but I think we should save that too, for now. There is so much more to explore than just fucking. But let me ask you one more time.’ He sat up a bit and his hand went down between her legs. Natalie gave a little gasp as his finger pressed against her arsehole. ‘Do you want me to fuck you here first, before I finally take you here?’ His thumb pressed inside her and he played with both.

She thought about it, imagining the frustration and arousal her decision was likely to cause. ‘I want that. Yes.’ She slid back, off his knees and got down onto the rug between them again, pleased at how smoothly she’d moved. She looked at him, waiting on his directions, craving his control.

Brandon lifted in the seat and pushed his jockey shorts down. She took over as they reached his knees. ‘Undress me’ he instructed, and she pulled his trousers off with them. He sat up and pulled his shirt off his head. When she was done taking his socks off too she looked up. Oh fuck he’s naked! I’m at the feet of a hot, naked dom. She knelt there, frozen at the reality of the situation. ‘Stroke me, play with me, and make me cum.’

‘Oh wow. Okay. Anything I should…?’ He smiled at her and shook his head. ‘Have fun, take your time. Focus on the handjob, we’ll save blowjobs for another time.’ She pouted and he chuckled. ‘It won’t be long, I promise.’

‘Okay, Can I really make you cum?’

‘God yes, I’ve been saving it up for you all week.’

‘That’s so hot. What should I do when you do?’

He shrugged. ‘Surprise me.’

Natalie thought back to the other videos she’d copied. Serina had got her in trouble. Time to channel Sasha Foxxx. Sasha was a bit more mouthy, but most of all she could be a bit of a bitch. ‘Sasha leaves you in ruins’. She recalled a favourite video. That would be a surprise. At the very least I’ll drive him crazy on the way.

She wiggled in between his legs, looking up at him and she gave a nervous giggle. ‘Sorry, it’s just, you’re very naked.’

Brandon was amused. ‘I am.’

She ran her hands up his legs. ‘Very, very naked. Wow. And you look good, naked.’ I need to stop saying naked.

‘Thank you.’

Natalie was struggling to get herself back into it, she kept trying to think what she wanted to do. Brandon picked up on it. ‘Princess, just play for a bit, relax, enjoy it. I’ll guide you if you need it. I doubt you will.’

She nodded. ‘Can I play with myself?’

‘A little, I want my cock to be the focus though. Play a little now to help you get into it again.’

Natalie breathed out and slid her hand between her legs, masturbating. It was like flipping a switch in her brain. She grabbed his cock with her other hand then remembered to go back for some more lube. Stroking her hand up and down it, sliding over him as she rubbed herself, was incredibly erotic. ‘Okay that works, fuck.’ She reluctantly took her hand from between her legs and started using both on his cock, up and down with some twists. She kept it inches from the side of her face, sometimes looking at his cock, but just as often watching his reaction.

‘Does that feel good?’ she asked, ‘when I play with you like that?’

‘So good,’ he said between panting breaths.

‘I bet you want to cum already don’t you?’

‘Yes, but that would seem like a waste,’ Brandon tried to argue back. She returned him to panting by gripping his cock harder and stroking faster. Okay, I got this. It really is that easy.

She held the base with one hand, long firm strokes with the other. ‘It’s so hot you edged this week, that turns me on so much. Oh but Brandon, your balls must be so achy. Are they full of cum for me?’

‘Yes. Fuck.’

She pulled his cock towards her, both well lubed hands working back and forth, feeling it swell in her grip. ‘Are you sure you want to cum, Sir? Don’t you like being this horny?’

He laughed. ‘I am definitely cumming, you little tease.’

She wiggled happily. ‘Can’t blame a girl for trying.’ Her hand stroked the tip more quickly. She was starting to learn what felt best from his reactions. The noises he made, the way his muscles tensed. ‘It just seems so unfair, I’ve edged for even longer. I’m so horny.’ She said it to tease him but the reality hit her and she let out a whimper.

Brandon picked up on it. ‘Edge as you stroke me, Natalie. Now.’

Her panting matched his as she masturbated again, his erection, his nakedness, his position above her, driving her to the edge in no time at all. ‘I’m there, fuck, I’m there already.’

‘Good girl, just stay there, back off a little, only one of us is cumming tonight and it won’t be you.’

‘Oh God, please Brandon, let me cum?’ her begging was genuine now. Something about this, about the sheer sexuality of the situation was taking her desperation to a new level.

‘No Princess, orgasms aren’t for you. You get to enjoy mine. You’ll get to listen to me groan in pleasure as my cum spurts out, all done by you. Hands off your clit now, my cock wants all of your attention.’ Natalie let out a mock sob and pouted, but she obeyed. She let herself linger on that thought, having to take her pleasure from his. She adored it.

There was more friction as the lube needed to be topped up. Natalie reached down to scoop up some more coconut but he stopped her with a grin. ‘Don’t waste my coconut oil when you’re dripping nature’s own lube, fucktoy. Scoop it up, and use it to jerk me off.’

Her eyebrows shot up. ‘Seriously?’

‘Hurry up.’

In all her fantasies she’d never imagined this, and so she adored it all the more. Having to use my pussy juice just to lube a handjob. Fuck. She reached down, and sure enough she was slick with arousal. Scooping a little up with her fingers she rubbed it over his cock. It wasn’t actually quite as slippery as the oil but it combined with it to make it incredibly glossy. More than anything it was just the fact of it, her needs ignored, even her own pussy juice used just to pleasure him. And the smell of sex in the air was taken to another level. His cock, my cunt. Fuck, this is what sex smells like. It made her want to add his cum and complete the mix.

Her desire to learn pushed her on, stroking him harder now, wanting to see his cock ejaculate right in front of her face. It brought a question to mind. ‘What do I do, when you cum? What feels good?’

‘Don’t stop.’ He gave her a warning glare as if reading her mind. ‘Just keep going, it’ll squirt out, big shots first, then smaller, keep playing, keep stroking, use the cum as lube. After I stop cumming a few more strokes before it gets very sensitive, and you want to have been slowing and stopped by then. You can just gently, slowly play, but nothing like this.’

‘Or it’s post-orgasm torture,’ she mused, a whole new set of porn she’d watched coming to mind.

‘Yeeaaah… Don’t do that. In fact you shouldn’t ever do it to someone not restrained or you might get hurt by accident as they throw you around.’

Well that sounds like a challenge. She wisely didn’t say it.

With a few firm strokes she got him back to full hardness after they got distracted by the conversation and then she really went for it, refining her technique and getting to the point that just small strokes and rubbing with her thumb was keeping him on the edge. ‘How do you feel now?’ he managed to gasp.

‘So powerful, just wow.’ She thought for a moment, ‘I’d completely forgotten about my needs, I’m so focused on you. And I get it, I feel like I’m sharing in your pleasure. Is this what you feel?’

He nodded, ‘Sometimes,’ then groaned as she grazed him across her lips again.

‘Are you going to cum for me soon, Sir? Where are you going to cum? On my face?’ She rubbed him across her cheek as she stroked. ‘On my boobies?’ Natalie rose up to rub his cock across her breasts. As it slid over her nipple it lit a fire between her legs again and she stayed there longer than planned, playing with his cock over her breasts. She crouched back down, face close to it again. ‘Or are you just going to spurt up in the air so I can watch you pump out and imagine that in me.’ Natalie listened to what she’d just said. ‘Fuck, can we please do that one?’

He nodded but his laugh was cut off by another groan of pleasure. His eyes fixed back on her and he smiled. ‘Princess, make me cum.’

His direction lifted all the choices off her shoulders and she felt liberated. She began working him harder and faster, no more teasing, focusing on what gave him the most pleasure and to bring him to the climax he demanded.

‘Yes, that’s it, that’s it.’ He reached down and grabbed her shoulder.

Natalie was in the moment with him, her moans joining his. ‘Oh yes, are you going to cum, are you going to cum?’ She had to fight herself from slipping it into her mouth. ‘Cum for me, please, cum for me.’

‘I’m going to cum, fuck, yes, make me cum.’ And with that she felt his cock twitch, hardening in her grip even more. ‘Ahh, ahh, ahhhh!’ She stroked him with short fast movements and watched with her mouth wide in amazement as a little spurt of thick white cum spurted up and over her fingers and was followed by a shot that went high into the air, then another, and more still. Still he cried out in pleasure as his cock and her hand were quickly coated with semen, load after load into the air, some little spurts, others higher again.

‘Wow!’ She kept on stroking him, her hand sliding easily up and down as his cum lubed it. The distinct, musky smell of it mixed with everything else, she was absolutely fascinated as she kept stroking her hand up and down, watching it pooling in his pubes and starting to spread further. Most of her hand was coated in it too. There’s so much of it!

‘Natalie. Natalie!’ Brandon was laughing and twitching. ‘Stop now.’ He’d twisted his back and was arching up off the seat.

Whoops, did I go on too long? ‘Sorry, I got distracted.’ She grinned. ‘Was that good?’

He blew out a big breath and relaxed back into the seat. ‘That was very good, well done.’

‘Can I taste it?’ she asked, surprising herself a little.

‘Of course, help yourself.’ He chuckled but she felt him refocus on her intently.

Natalie examined the hand that had been stroking him, her fingers and palm were thoroughly coated. She simply pointed her forefinger out, and stuck it in her mouth, slowly sucking his cum of it. She looked up in the air, considering what it tasted of. ‘What’s the fuss about?’ she said. ‘It doesn’t taste of much, a little bit sweet and a little bit salty?’

His gaze was still fixated on her. Oh he liked me doing that did he? She stuck her middle finger in her mouth and this time watched his reaction, the way his eyes widened with arousal. She thought more about his cum on her tongue. Is it fizzy? She sucked another finger more for her own benefit again and then shrugged and did the last. ‘That’s more than I thought there would be,’ she told him.

‘That’s definitely more than normal. Mostly your fault.’ He nodded down at his cock. ‘Although you look like you’ve worn him out.’

Sure enough his cock was nearly half the size it had been. ‘That’s so crazy, how much it changes. Can I hold it?’

‘Sure.’

She slipped her hand around it and it was completely different from before. Still somehow firm, or at least dense, but bendy and stretchy and it could flop all the way down. She looked up at him, smiling at her playing. ‘How long until it can get hard again?’

He was back in educator mode although still catching his breath. ‘Varies between people, and times. And most of all by age. But you keep doing that and I’ll be hard again in a couple of minutes.’

‘That’s so cool.’

‘And sometimes in sex it won’t go down at all, if things just keep going.’

‘Very impressive I’m sure.’ She deliberately stoked his ego with a grin.

He smiled at her cheeky reply. ‘How was it for you?’

‘It was great, so interesting, and sexy, don’t get me wrong. But I was so fascinated with it all that it took my focus away from the sexiest stuff. I totally get how it could be a shared experience though, me sharing in your orgasm. That’s really exciting.’ She looked at her hand that was coated with cum once more. ‘It’s messier than I imagine in a fantasy, what happens now?’

Brandon laughed. ‘Now? Some cleaning up, some cuddling up, and I thought maybe order in some pizza?’

‘That sounds good to me.’
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‘It feels wrong being up this early on a Saturday morning,’ Natalie complained as she opened her door to Brandon. He gave a charming smile and handed her a croissant. It was warm. ‘Okay, you’re forgiven. Where are we going again?’

He laughed, heading to the stairs, ‘I told you, to get some things we need to try something out.’

‘You know that doesn’t answer the question at all?’ she yelled after him, closing her door and jamming the pastry in her mouth.

‘And nine-thirty is not early,’ she heard him say as he started down the steps.

‘It is for me,’ she muttered.

He was waiting for her at the bottom of the stairs. ‘What a lovely dress. It’s so rare to see you with clothes on.’ He chuckled.

Natalie smirked at his talent for giving with one hand and taking with the other. ‘I feel more naked than I look.’ Feeling bold she stopped about four steps up and turned her back to him, lifting the hem of her floaty pink dress enough to show her bottom was bare.

‘I love it. Good girl,’ he declared, holding out his hand. She told hold and pranced down the last few steps before they headed to his car.

Natalie climbed into the passenger seat and swung her legs in before he shut the door.

As he got in opposite, he put his hand on her knee. ‘Did you sleep well?’

‘Yes, thank you. Surprisingly well for how horny you left me.’

‘I’m glad to hear it. And your instructions?’

She turned to look at him. ‘I’m very well edged, and the dress is all I’m wearing.’ She could feel her heart beginning to thump in her chest. Looking down, her nipples were clearly on display through the thin fabric of the summer dress.

‘Good girl. I know it doesn’t quite compare, but I’ve gone commando to join you in the experience.’

‘Oh, you did? I love that.’ She looked down at the obvious bulge in his trousers. I know what’s under there now. That’s so crazy. Her gaze lingered.

‘Go on.’ He nodded his head up.

‘What?’

Brandon grinned. ‘You know you want to.’ He’s deliberately being vague to mess with me, damn him. Fine. She reached out across the seats and laid her hand on his cock. The happy noise he made sent a hot spike up her back. Two can play this game. She led his gaze down to her legs, slowly pulling her dress up above her knees and then opening them so the hem slipped half-way up her thighs.

His hand stroked her leg, caressing her inner thigh, slowly pushing the dress even higher. Natalie arched her back and gripped the seat with her spare hand, ‘Oh God, we could just stay here and do this. Oh fuck.’ His fingers brushed lightly over her labia. Then she jumped as he gave her a playful little slap.

‘Nah, your neck is looking awfully bare, we need to do something about that.’ He chuckled and started the ignition. Natalie reached up with her spare hand — she intended to hold onto his cock for the entire journey — but with the other she felt for the missing choker. He’d told her to leave it at home. She realised it was a big part of why she felt so naked. So that is what we’re going to buy. Wow.

‘Can I ask where we’re going?’

He put the car in gear before turning to look at her with a huge grin. ‘The pet shop.’

* * *

They sat in the car park. Natalie stared at the big pet supermarket signage. ‘In there?’ she said, trying to slow her breathing.

‘That’s the plan. There are beautiful BDSM collars on Etsy and elsewhere we can have fun looking at together. But all your talk of petplay this week made me think of starting here. Keeping it fun, seeing how you like it without spending much money or taking it too seriously.

She turned to look at him. ‘That’s all very smart but, you’re taking me in there to pick a collar. For me to wear. From a pet store. In public.’ His eyes crinkled into a smile and he nodded. ‘But, oh my God, how do you hit the sweet spots of hot and humiliating so perfectly?’

He shrugged, ‘It’s just a gift, I guess.’

‘Gift for you, curse for me,’ she muttered. A thought struck her. ‘Am I going to be trying them on?’

‘That’s the plan, I’ve put some thought into it. But you don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable with.’

It raised a bigger question in her mind. ‘So how do we do this, in public? All this I mean, not just now?’

Brandon nodded, seeming pleased she’d asked. ‘I like to think of it as a game, finding ways to experience the dynamic between us, while keeping it hidden from others. That’s always vital of course. No one else has given consent to be involved in this. There’s the risky thrill doing things out of the safety of privacy, but it should be more the theoretical risk rather than getting caught doing anything.’

‘So completely secret?’

‘No, subtle things are okay. Low key ways of talking, touching, the ways you dress. The marker for me is no one should be offended.’

She thought of many porn clips she’d seen. ‘Okay, so no sucking your cock naked on a bridge over a busy road then?’

He didn’t laugh the way she’d hoped. He shook his head. ‘Seriously, those videos make me so mad. It’s so irresponsible. It’s bad enough kids and others might see, but you’re risking people crashing.’

Her hand gave his thigh a squeeze. ‘I love how passionate you are about things like that. It helps me translate all my fantasies to how we can explore them for real, safely. But putting on a collar, in a pet store?’

‘That’s a judgement call too. Who is around? Can we find a semi-private place to do it? It’s why I picked a big store like this, not a little shop. Plus, we have a good excuse.’

‘We do?’

‘Yes, it turns out your neck is just the same size as our dog’s.’

‘We have a dog? This is wonderful news. What’s her name?’

Brandon laughed. ‘I hadn’t developed the backstory that far.’

‘Bertie. Short for Albertine,’ Natalie improvised. ‘Her mum’s Bessie, that’s our family dog’s name by the way. Did you have pets growing up?’ Natalie tried to make conversation to distract her from what they were about to do.

‘We had a couple of cats. One was lovely, the other was pure evil.’

Natalie laughed. ‘We’re a dog family. Bessie’s part of the family, and her mum before her.’

‘Oh no! I’m a cat person, you’re a dog person. Is this going to cause trouble?’ Brandon grinned and got out of the car, walking around to open her door.

She looked up at him, taking his hand with a naughty look on her face. ‘I don’t think so. I can be your kitten, or your bitch.’ She winked.

‘Oh boy, that’s fighting talk.’ Brandon put his hand on her bottom and gave it a squeeze. ‘I don’t know which is hotter. I guess we’ll have to try both and find out.’

Natalie smiled. She loved how he took everything she threw at him and was so positive about it. Brandon got a little bag out of the back of the car and, slipping his other hand into hers, they headed into the store.

* * *

‘Hi, welcome to the Pet Warehouse, can I help you with anything?’ said a pretty Asian girl, standing by the entrance.

‘Actually, that would be great,’ Brandon replied, looking down at her badge, ‘Thank you, Ashley.’

How can he use her name without it sounding cringey? Oh God wait, what’s he going to ask her?

‘Do you sell collars?’ He gave the store assistant an innocent smile.

Brandon! Natalie looked down at her feet, blushing and gripping his hand harder.

‘Of course, for which animal?’, Ashley asked.

There was a pause. Natalie looked up to see Brandon gazing at her neck. She screamed his name in her head and hoped her glare conveyed it.

‘Oh, dogs, those are bigger, I assume?’

Natalie dared to glance up at Ashley who was looking straight at her with a knowing smirk. ‘They are indeed, let me show you where they are. We have some beautiful leather ones that are very popular with…’ she paused and looked at Brandon, ‘…pet owners.’

I am going to die.

Brandon followed Ashley, while Natalie let him drag her along behind, trying to show some form of resistance to what he was doing while also feeling a little giddy with embarrassment and excitement.

‘Here we are,’ Ashley announced. ‘Do you know what size you need?’

Brandon turned to Natalie, who was half hiding behind him. ‘What do you think, Princess? Any idea what size?’

Princess, he called me it in public. Someone else heard him. Her heart swelled and she suddenly felt more bold. ‘I, I’m not sure. I mean, maybe about…’ she paused, I can’t believe I’m about to say this, ‘about the same size as mine?’

Ashley let out a little giggle but it was the smile on Brandon’s face that she cared about, he was beaming. ‘Yes, probably just that size.’ He turned back to Ashley, ‘Is that helpful?’

‘Oh yes, very helpful. 12 to 14 inches.’ She paused and looked at Natalie, ‘Our most popular size.’

‘Oh really?’ said Brandon.

‘Mhmmm,’ said Ashley, ‘You’d be surprised how many we sell.’ She raised her eyebrows and then turned, indicating a rack of collars of all kinds of colours and designs. ‘These are the bestsellers’ Her fingers ran down the rows and settled on a thin black leather collar. ‘This is my favourite,’ she gave a big smile and looked at Natalie’s neck. ‘Anyway, I’ll leave you to browse.’

Brandon gave a warm smile. ‘Thank you so much, Ashley, you’ve been super helpful.’

‘You’re so welcome. If you need any help, just call.’

‘Oh we will, won’t we, Natalie?’ Brandon verbally dragged her into saying something.

‘Yes,’ she squeaked, then coughed, trying to speak normally. ‘Thank you.’ They both watched her walk to the end of the aisle, where she started rearranging some stock. Natalie turned to him. ‘Do you think…’

‘That she’s kinky?’ Brandon chuckled. ‘More than likely, or just playful. It’s hard to tell.’

‘I wish there were some way of knowing for sure. I have no idea if any of my friends are into any of this.’

Brandon leaned an elbow on a nearby shelf. ‘Sometimes you can just tell.’

‘I think your ‘kink-dar’ is stronger than mine, I don’t get that from any of my friends.’

‘Well there is one way to know for sure.’

‘Really?’ Natalie glanced at the collars behind him. ‘You mean if they wear one of those?’

He laughed. ‘No, there’s a much simpler way to find out.’

‘What is it?’ Natalie had never heard of a surefire way to know, and was getting excited at what she was about to learn.

‘Ask them.’ He grinned, and she pouted. ‘I’m serious. How was it with Dana the other day, when you finally told her?’

‘It was a relief, and she was great about it. And it turned out she was kinkier than I thought too.’

‘No shit. And that’s my point. Sure you don’t have to be asking, or telling everyone, but for those you trust, for those you know aren’t going to freak out, just have a gentle conversation about it. It doesn’t even need to be as direct as you were with Dana. You can just drop hints and see how they react at first.’

‘What kind of thing?’ Natalie stepped right up to him, and put her hands around his waist, looking up. He’s so hot when he’s in teacher mode.

He smiled at her and pushed his hips ever so slightly against her, causing her to pull herself in tighter. ‘There’s a few ways. Talking about how horny you are can be a good test. Saying “I’m super horny” when someone asks how you are can be something you can laugh off if they ask how you’re doing, but if they want more details then that’s a positive sign.’

‘Oh, that’s smart.’ Natalie imagined a few of her friends that would work with.

‘Talking about sex toys is another one. “I just got a new vibe, it’s so great”. Again, if they want more details, it means at least they’re open to talking about sex. And then if that’s gone well, move onto rope. Bondage is often the entry point for people into kinky stuff. Leaving some rope out in your bedroom, or mentioning you’ve been practicing some knots gives them a chance to either get all prudish and indicate they aren’t interested, or just as likely ask you more about it.’

‘Seriously, that’s really smart. I don’t know why I hadn’t thought of that.’ She pressed harder against him, fairly sure she could feel the ridge of his cock through his jeans. She had the sudden urge to suck it again. Natalie glanced up the aisle, where Ashley was still giving them furtive looks as she straightened up. She imagined sinking down between his legs, pulling his hard cock out right there while Ashley watched with envy. ‘I really want to play with your cock again, Sir.’

‘The feeling is mutual.’

Natalie screwed up her face a bit. That doesn’t quite make sense. Do I say something or just shut up? She couldn’t resist. ‘I don’t have a cock for you to play with?’ The way his eyes widened secretly delighted her but then her tummy went all tight as they narrowed down to slits.

‘That is not what I meant, you naughty little girl.’ Brandon grinned and spoke in a hushed tone, ‘Although I do have a strap-on somewhere.’

It was time for her eyes to widen. What does that mean? She tried to formulate a question but he interrupted her thoughts.

‘Shall we look at collars, Princess?’ He took her hand and pulled her with him to the ones Ashley had pointed out.

‘So what are we looking for?’ Natalie asked.

‘The original plan had been to find something we could use as a symbol, of… what’s developing between us.’

‘Yes,’ she agreed.

‘We’ll have fun looking at those online. So today’s more about pet play. What was it you said, kitten, and bitch.’ He squeezed her bottom. ‘Sounds like we need to find a couple. That reminds me, I brought something to get you in the mood.’ Brandon reached into the little bag he was carrying and pulled out a kitten ear headband. ‘I told you, I’m a cat person. Pop these on, good girl.’

Natalie stared at the beautifully made ears, black and fluffy on the outside with pink and white inners. They weren’t just some cheap fancy dress set. ‘Well this just went from romantically erotic to kinky didn’t it.’

Brandon grinned, handing the ears to her. ‘Oh yeah baby. Come on, put them on.’

Rolling her eyes she slid the hairband onto her head. Brandon reached up and adjusted it, stroking her reddening cheek with the back of his hand. She sighed. ‘Are you ever going to get tired of embarrassing me?’

‘When it stops getting you wet, maybe.’ He glanced around to check no one was looking and slid his hand under her dress, testing his theory. Natalie whimpered at his casual touch. Pulling it back out he looked at his shiny fingertip. ‘But not in the foreseeable future.’ He stepped back to look her over. Natalie’s hands were up on her hips, she was trying not to look impressed but her nipples were betraying what this was really doing to her. You traitors, stop telling him my secrets. Brandon chuckled. ‘You look adorable. Let’s pick a collar, pussycat.’

* * *

As they started browsing the options Ashley decided to see if they needed any more help. Of course she did, and now I’m wearing fucking ears. The assistant didn’t comment on them but she could hardly hide her grin as she looked at the headband. ‘How are you getting on, can I be of any help?’

Brandon walked past Natalie and whispered in her ear, ‘Stay,’ so only she could hear. ‘Hi Ashley, good timing.’ He turned to the assistant. Meanwhile the impact of that one word was reverberating around Natalie’s head. Oh fuck, what does that mean I should do? Be quiet I guess, and stay… Natalie clamped her lips shut and then wondered what to do with her hands. She slowly slid them up behind her back, and held onto her elbows. It pushed her breasts out and made her nipples even more obvious, but something about the pose felt right. She shuffled her feet just a little wider, and stood there, trying not to move a muscle.

Brandon was chatting to Ashley and hadn’t looked at her yet. Her pose paid off when he finally glanced at her, and did a double take. Natalie tried really hard to not even smile but the surprised delight on his face meant she failed. His gaze lingered and then he returned to talking to Ashley, discussing the merits of leather versus faux leather collars. Knowing he was doing this on purpose, leaving her standing here, talking to another woman, was having a much greater impact than she imagined. Natalie’s pussy gave a little clench and to her horror felt a little trickle of arousal begin to move down her thigh. Fuck my life.

‘Princess, what do you think of this one?’ Brandon held up a pink faux leather collar which had little white flowers around it, a pink amethyst at the centre of every one. She quickly updated her self-imposed rules to allow her to answer direct questions. ‘Umm, I mean it’s cute.’ It’s so not what I imagined as a collar though. Natalie’s eyes went to the dark leather collars that were what she’d hoped he’d pick. Brandon walked up to her swinging the collar in his hand. ‘Yeah, it’s more suitable for a pussy cat than a puppy isn’t it.’ He grinned, stepping close, eyebrows making a jump. ‘Maybe we should get one of those too?’ he said, loud enough for Ashley to hear. Then in a voice just for her. ‘Do you have any idea how fucking hot your response to “stay” is?’

Natalie tried to keep a straight face and let just just one side of her mouth rise in a smirk. She obviously peered down between them. It’s not just me showing arousal I see. She met Brandon’s eyes and said quietly, ‘Something gave me a hint, Sir.’

Brandon shook his head in wonder and appreciation and then raised the cute pink collar to her neck. Natalie’s heart rate spiked as he put the collar around her neck and gently did it up. ‘You’re wearing ears, maybe we can see if it’d suit a pussy cat?’ he said for Ashley’s benefit.

‘That’s adorable!’ was the assistant’s response. ‘Your future kitten is a very lucky… cat.’ Natalie managed not to giggle at the awkward comment.

‘Yes,’ Brandon agreed. ‘That definitely makes me want to get a kitten. But we did come here with a puppy in mind.’ He reached up and took the pink collar off Natalie’s neck, tenderly stroking her cheek as he did so. Then it was his turn to smirk. ‘Heel,’ he growled at her. Thoughts of going down on all fours filled Natalie’s head but she assumed he just meant ‘stay near.’ So when he moved over to inspect the dog collars she’d just been eyeing she followed closely, staying just to his side and behind. Moving made her arms feel very awkward, held behind her back, but he’d clearly enjoyed the pose so she kept it.

That wasn’t the only thing that felt awkward as she took a few steps. Her wet pussy lips slid over each other. She felt the little drip on her thigh moving lower, the cool in the air on her skin. Natalie glanced down, wondering if it would reach below her knee-length hem.

She forgot her discomfort as Brandon began inspecting the dark leather collars that Natalie imagined wearing. Did he see me look? Ashley was still hanging around but Brandon’s focus was back on Natalie, for which she was grateful. ‘I like this one, what do you think?’ He turned to her and held out a black leather dog collar.

‘I love it, although maybe the dark brown?’ Natalie shrugged. ‘It’s just a bit more natural.’

He looked back and compared the two, but left the brown on the shelf and stepped up to Natalie. ‘That is nice,’ he said again so only she could hear, ‘but you look so good in black.’ She guessed he was thinking of what she wore to their first date. ‘I prefer this…’ he paused to put it around her neck, ‘… for my bitch.’ He buckled and gave her a gentle kiss on the cheek.

Natalie let out a whimper. ‘Your bitch in heat,’ she whispered. ‘I’m actually dripping down my thigh.’

Brandon kept himself between them and the nosey assistant, his fingers reaching under her dress and stroking her thigh ‘So you are. I love that.’

‘But…’

‘Let me know if it gets to your ankle, we don’t want you ruining your shoes.’ He stepped back, admiring the collar more loudly so Ashely could hear now. ‘Yes, that’s beautiful. I think that’s the one for me.’ The way he looked at Natalie made her wonder if he was talking about the collar, or her. She stayed quiet, in place, grateful that she didn’t need to reply. He turned to Ashley. ‘Thank you so much for your help.’

‘You’re both very welcome. I hope you enjoy the collars.’ She laughed. ‘Is there anything else I can help with?’

‘Well, I was going to ask if she can wear it home but that’d be silly.’ Brandon looked back and grinned at Natalie. ‘But yes, do you have a tag printer?’

Natalie was only just getting over his joke when she processed his question. A tag? Now what’s he planning?

* * *

Thankfully, the dog tag machine was in a little area off to the side and the privacy meant Natalie could relax a little. Brandon left Natalie by the machine while he had a word with Ashley. She got out a notepad and wrote down whatever he was saying. Once Ashley had wandered off he’d asked if she wanted to keep the collar on. ‘Hell yes,’ she told him.

But now they stood in front of a big cabinet that held an array of tags. You could pick from the selection, type in what you wanted on it, and it would engrave it right then and there. After a quick glance in it, he turned towards Natalie and pulled her into a hug. ‘You’re doing incredibly, that position you took, oh my God. How are you feeling?’

Natalie relaxed into the cuddle and just breathed slowly in and out a few times as she considered her reply. ‘I’m doing good. I feel a bit high to be honest. Is that weird?’

‘No not at all, this is some powerful juju, especially this.’ He reached up and stroked the collar that was loosely around her neck. ‘It’s a mixture of subspace and the thrill of it all I imagine. And… arousal. How’s the drip?’

‘It’s very distracting. It’s got to my knee now. Walking did not help.’

‘And is that okay?’

‘That I’m dripping pussy juice down my legs because of how you’re treating me?’

He chuckled, ‘Mhmmm.’

‘It’s embarrassing and that only makes me hornier so yeah, I’m fucked.’

Brandon planted a gentle kiss on her lips. ‘You love it.’ He stroked her hair and adjusted the kitten ears she was still wearing. More than anything it reminded her they were there. ‘Poor baby. I’ll have to get you home and see what we can do about it. I’ve got water in the car, make sure you drink up when we’re there. I don’t want you getting dehydrated. But besides that, you’re good?’

‘I am. A little overwhelmed. This public stuff is intense. Very arousing but very real. I need to process.’

He nodded, pulling her in close and she wrapped her arms tighter around his back. ‘You only get a first time once, and you’re doing wonderfully. I love how you throw yourself into everything.’

‘Carpe diem and all that.’ She squeezed his bottom.

Brandon did a quick check to make sure no one was near, ‘More like Carpe Cattus.’ He slipped his hand under the hem of Natalie’s dress and cupped her mound, holding it tight and kneading it with his fingers.

‘Brandon!’ she exclaimed, caught by surprise, but softening into little moans as he explored between her legs. ‘Oh my God, does that mean “seize the vagina” or something?’

‘Seize the pussy, well, cat, but my Latin is very limited. You are disgustingly wet, my little kitten.’

She mewed as he began rubbing her harder. ‘What would… oh fuck, what would seize the cock be?’ She was trying to keep her composure but her mouth was open and she panted as he thought about it.

‘Hmmm, carpe pullum, maybe? Although that’s technically seize the chicken,’ he mused.

She lost it at that, laughing out loud. ‘Seize the chicken, no, no that’s just wrong. Oh God, Brandon, you might have destroyed my handjob motivations in one simple phrase.’

‘I hope that’s not true.’ He was laughing now. He pulled his hand from under her dress and looked at it. Natalie did too. It was entirely slick with her juices. He laughed again and then wiped it obviously on his trousers. ‘I love making you like this.’

She looked away, suddenly feeling shy. ‘I love it too.’ Natalie took another breath and stepped up to the cabinet. ‘So what are we doing with this?’

Brandon stepped up behind her, ‘Well, you pick the tag, I’ll choose the words.’ She looked at the options, there were dozens. Plain steel discs, hearts, bone shapes in all colours, some ones with jewels, even military style dog tags.

‘One for each collar?’ she asked.

‘Nah, go crazy, any you think are cute, we can swap them out. Use them for different moods, perhaps.’

‘I like that idea.’

She reached up and got the pink dog bone tag. It was in a hard plastic case which Brandon took from her and slid into a slot at the front of the machine. Instructions came up on the screen next to it, and he stood so that Natalie couldn’t see what he was typing. ‘You can do both sides, neat,’ he said, typing some more.

Suddenly the machine came to life, pulling the tag into the middle and an etching blade working at it, but it was too far away for Natalie to see what it said. She was bouncing on her toes in anticipation by the time the tag slid back out. She grabbed it. ‘Oh my God,’ she said as she read it. ‘“Fucktoy” really?’ The way she was beaming let Brandon know what she thought of it.

‘Turn it over.’

‘If lost, please return to owner,’ she read. ‘Wow, just wow. That’s, that’s a very solid start.’ She took a moment to calm herself but her hands were trembling a little as she reached up and chose a red heart tag next.

‘Nice choice,’ Brandon said. ‘Now, we need a kitten name for you. Hmmm, any ideas?’

‘There’s one, but it’s a bit obvious maybe? Neko. It’s cat in Japanese.’

‘Is that what it means? I hadn’t made the connection.’

‘It’s better than that though.’ Natalie reached up and fiddled with the kitten ears, twisting on her hips a little. ‘It means “bottom” as in the kink sense of the word.’

Brandon’s eyebrows went up. ‘Now, that’s awesome, what a fabulous fact. And you like it?’

‘I have a strange fetish for hentai, anything Japanese works for me.’ Brandon chuckled and slipped the disk into the machine. ‘Hentai huh, I’m more than curious.’ He began typing then turned his head to her. ‘Anything you need to tell me about tentacles?’

‘You’re going to have to put out a “Caution wet floor” sign if you keep asking, so no.’

Brandon laughed loudly and went back to typing. The process was the same. He didn’t let her see what he wrote until it popped back out of the machine. ‘Neko’ it read simply on the front. ‘Damn, that’s cute. And the back… “Cum Kitten. Will suck for tummy rubs”.’ She shook her head, ‘You are filthy. I love it.’ She followed it up with an involuntary whimper. ‘I’m so horny.’

‘Good. Pick the next one.’

She chose a circular turquoise jewel next. Brandon slotted it in the machine. ‘Ah this one can only have words on the back, hmmm. Oh, I know.’ His snigger made Natalie even more desperate to read it. ‘This one can be used as a reminder when I’ve told you this.’

She turned the pretty jewelled tag over when it came out. ‘No touch. Anal only.’ She felt her pussy clench as the thought of wearing it, the words hidden against her neck, knowing it carried his instructions. ‘That’s diabolical.’ He smiled, taking it as high praise. She gave him more of a challenge and just picked a plain steel military dog tag. He tapped it into his hand and then nodded, taking some time to fill out the details on the computer before the machine leapt into action. Much to Natalie’s frustration he didn’t let her read the results, but pocketed it and reached up and slotted a second military dog tag into the machine, doing the same again. ‘What do they say?’ she whined.

‘That’s a secret, you can find out later.’

‘You’re so mean!’

‘I know, just one more to go.’

‘Another? Okay, do I get to see this one?’

‘We’ll see.’ Brandon took a circular tag from the rack, pink in the middle with a silver edge. He slotted it into the machine, quickly typed something and it went to work. The tag was soon spat out and he tapped it in his hand.

‘Please Brandon, let me see.’

He held onto it. ‘I hope I’m not overstepping, I’m nervous now.’ He really was, he kept tapping the tag in his hand and it wasn’t still enough for her to read it.

She reached out and slid her fingers into his palm. ‘Let me see. I’m sure I’ll love it.’

He bit his lip and handed it over, tapping his foot instead. Natalie looked at the single engraved word on the front of the tag. ‘Princess’. Her hand went to her throat and it reminded her of the collar there which only made her more emotional.

Then she turned it over.

‘Property of Brandon.’ She looked up at him, her eyes glistening. Her throat tightened up. She shuddered out a little breath, pulling in a deeper one. ‘Yes,’ was all she could say, she hoped it conveyed a little of how reading that made her feel. ‘Take me home now?’

‘Yes,’ was all he needed to reply.
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They were both quiet for most of the car journey back. Natalie kept playing with the pink collar that she’d put on as soon as they got to the car. Brandon played with her thigh, slipping under the edge of her dress with his fingertips.

They parked up outside the apartment block. ‘How are you doing?’ he asked her.

‘I’m good, I feel super floaty.’ She met his gaze, ‘And super horny of course.’

‘Of course.’ He looked at her bare legs. ‘Did you make a mess on my seat, pussycat?’

‘Oh no, yes probably, sorry,’ she said dreamily.

‘It’s okay, I should have thought of it. I’ll have to remember to keep a towel handy.’ He was talking to himself: Natalie was playing with the collar and looking into space. ‘Natalie… Natalie?’ She looked at him with a vacant stare. ‘Let’s get you inside, I think you need a good long cuddle.’

‘That sounds really good.’

* * *

Brandon had carried the bags up in one hand, holding her hand the entire way to his apartment.

After a visit to the bathroom she found him at the end of the sofa, next to a much bigger pile of bags and boxes than she remembered them buying at the store. He patted the seat next to him. ‘Come put your feet up.’

Natalie walked over to him and collapsed into the sofa. ‘I had no idea being kinky was so tiring!’ Brandon chuckled and leaned over, lifting one of her feet and undoing the anklet that kept the shoe in place. He did the same with the other and then started rubbing her feet. ‘Oh Lord, that feels so good, thank you.’

‘You’re so welcome. Heels come at a price, don’t they?’

‘They do, and these are much better than some of my other heels but my feet needed that.’ She slumped back against the opposite end, looking at the time on her phone. ‘I can’t believe it’s not noon yet, if I knew how much you could get done on a Saturday maybe I wouldn’t lie in on most of them.’

Brandon laughed and switched to the other foot. ‘I’ll sort out some food soon, but how are you feeling?’

Natalie considered it for a moment. ‘I’ve come down a little from the high I felt earlier. It all still feels like a dream though. I feel this collar, and I see you rubbing my feet and I know it’s not. Somehow I can’t quite allow myself to believe it.’

‘I know, I feel the same. When I talked to Trixy and Tess about you, once I’d convinced them you weren’t just a rebound, you know what they said?’ Natalie shook her head and let out a moan of pleasure as he dug his thumbs into her foot. ‘They said, they’d never seen me so excited about anything, and that I was an idiot if I didn’t lean into this.’

‘Lean into it huh… Well I don’t think they can accuse us of backing off.’ Natalie reached up to her throat. ‘I have a collar around my neck, that’s so crazy. Do you know how long I’ve dreamed of this?’

‘Tell me.’ Brandon lifted her feet so her calves were on his lap and he continued to rub.

‘Ever since I discovered that I wasn’t alone in craving these crazy things. Of wanting to be tied up, dominated, controlled. A collar became the ultimate representation of all those things.’

‘Well, that’s only a pet collar, it’s a little different, although utterly adorable. Actually…’ He fished in one of the pet store bags at the end of the sofa.

Natalie looked at various bags piled up on a big box. ‘We didn’t buy that much stuff at the pet store?’

‘Well noticed, I had Ashley put some other things through the till for me while we made the tags. Speaking of which, here we go.’ He broke open the packaging on the red heart tag they’d made and sat up, attaching it to the pink kitten collar they’d bought. He reached over and pulled Natalie’s hand.

‘Oh, do I have to sit up? You’re so mean to me.’ She giggled and pushed herself up the same as he had. Brandon lifted her chin with his finger and undid the dog collar, replacing it with the kitten one, the tag now hanging from it. ‘Cum Kitten,’ Natalie recalled. Brandon chuckled, playing with it at her neck. ‘What did it say on the back?’

‘Will suck for tummy rubs,’ he told her.

‘Or foot rubs?’ she suggested.

‘Any excuse really.’ He leaned in and they both stretched so they were able to kiss. ‘Come here.’ He took hold of her hands and she twisted her legs around, falling onto his tummy.

She peered up at him through her eyelashes, ‘Am I going up, or down?’ She giggled. Brandon answered by pulling her up to him under her arms and she lay on top of him. ‘Thank you for today. It was very exciting. I can’t believe I have a collar, even if it is just a pet one, for now.’ He answered with a kiss, this time a much longer, deeper one. His hands went down her back, lifting her dress and caressing her bare bottom under it. Natalie felt the slightest twinge as she remembered the marks he’d left there the weekend before. It made her ache. She parted her legs a little and pushed back and forth a little, grinding against the growing bulge in his trousers. ‘You make me so fucking horny,’ she whispered between kisses. ‘Are you sure you don’t want to… Oww!’ She sat up, her mouth wide open. His hand was splayed over her buttock where it had just come down hard. ‘Oh my God, you don’t know what I was going to say.’ She couldn’t help smiling, her mouth still open in surprise.

‘I know just what you were going to say. Are you going to be good?’

‘Will you spank me again if I am?’ Her eyebrows went up.

Brandon laughed and answered with the palm of his hand across her bottom again, making her yelp. ‘Oh Sir, I’ll be the bestest!’ She joined in his laughter and then let out a happy little moan as he grabbed her bottom hard with both hands. She looked him in the eyes. ‘You’re so sexy, you do know that, right? I’m not sure I’ve told you out loud, but you are the hottest guy I’ve ever dreamed of, let alone met.’ Her expression suddenly got serious. ‘I keep wondering why you’d be interested in a girl like me.’

His grip on her bottom relaxed and his eyes softened. ‘Natalie, I have never met anyone like you. As you said, this is just so easy, but more than that, I just feel like it clicks with you. I’ve known nothing like this before. It’s only been a week, and yet it feels like I’ve known you for so much longer. I can’t stop thinking about you, and I don’t want to.’ He kissed her on the nose and grabbed her bottom harder. ‘Plus you’re my little cum kitten.’

Natalie let out a sexy sigh. ‘That sounds so hot and cute. What’s a cum kitten do exactly? You know, what are the breed characteristics?’

Brandon’s eyes wrinkled up into a big smile at her question. He gave it some thought. ‘Well, they’re a very special pussycat.’

‘Oh, really?’

He nodded. ‘Yes, they need careful looking after. But for the owner who’s prepared to put in the time training them there’s no feline more rewarding.’ Natalie giggled and perched her chin on her hands, waiting for more with wide eyes. ‘Their defining feature is their neediness for cum, of course, as the name suggests.’ She nodded with eyebrows furrowed. ‘Most prefer it in their tummies but they tend to be just as happy with it elsewhere. It’s particularly good for them when rubbed into the skin.’

‘Is it now? I can imagine where.’ Natalie pushed herself up a bit and undid a couple of buttons on her dress, giving Brandon a better view. ‘You didn’t say its usual appearance?’

He nodded sagely. ‘It’s known for its beauty. So most owners tend to not cover it up, at least in private. And of course, for it’s big bushy tail.’ Brandon waggled his eyebrows. It’s tail? He hasn’t got… Her thoughts were interrupted by his hands on her bottom again, but this time he was squeezing her cheeks, and pulling, opening her up. Natalie’s breathing sped up as she felt his fingers slowly moving nearer to the centre. His smile lifted one side of his mouth.

Natalie analysed his expression, her heart racing. ‘Do you have a tail for me?

Brandon nodded. ‘I do.’

Oh wow, oh wow. She pressed herself against him, feeling him harden even more. ‘Does it go in my bottom?’

‘It does.’

‘Can we get it now? Please, please, please.’

‘Sit up,’ he said instead of answering her question. She did. ‘Arms up.’ Natalie complied and he lifted her dress up off her in one smooth movement. It felt strange to be reduced to nudity so simply. ‘Good girl. Good kitten. Off the furniture now, you’re only allowed up here with permission.’

Natalie’s eyes went wide. ‘Seriously?’

‘Oh yes, rules are very important to the wellbeing of a cum kitten. Now down you go, and on all fours, obviously. Cats don’t walk.’

‘Brandon!’ Natalie was trying to process it all.

‘Yes, Neko?’ He hooked his finger through the ring in her collar and gently led her down onto the floor as he sat up. ‘Yes?’ he repeated after she didn’t reply.

‘This is much hotter than I thought. I’m going to shut up now.’

That made him laugh. ‘Now don’t go wandering off. Kittens don’t usually get leashed but you better be where I left you when I come back with your tail.’ He stood up.

Leashed! Who does get to be leashed? I want to be leashed.

* * *

It didn’t take long for him to return. Natalie was rooted to the spot on all fours, naked besides her collar and ears. He was holding a little gift bag. ‘Up onto the sofa now, Neko.’

‘But you just made me get down,’ Natalie objected, wiggling her bottom and trying to be cute.

‘And now I need you up.’ He stood over her. She clambered back onto the sofa, trying to do it elegantly but not feeling as though she managed it. ‘Kneel up, good kitten.’ Natalie sat back on her heels as he reached into the bag he was holding and there was a tinkling sound. ‘This is so I don’t lose you.’ He said it more seriously than she might have expected and it suddenly had much more meaning. She bit back a pithy reply and just lifted her head. Brandon smiled in response and attached the little silver bell next to the name tag. ‘So fucking cute.’ He stroked her hair. ‘How are you feeling?’

‘I’m so excited. The whole tail thing, I’ve always wanted… Oh God, can I see it?’

Brandon sat at the other end of the sofa and reached in to lift out a metal butt plug. It wasn’t small but no bigger than some of Natalie’s. But what trailed after it was new, a thick faux fur tail, a soft pink until the end where it went white. Natalie squealed with delight. ‘It’s so beautiful. How come you have it?’

‘I bought it a while back because it was so cute but it never got used. It came with the ears, see, they match? I think it’s a fox’s tail actually, but it’s adorable isn’t it.’

‘I love it. The plug is…’ She looked at how it filled his palm.

‘Yes, if they’re too small it’s not held securely. Are you okay with it, I’ll go slow.’

The realisation that someone else was about to put a plug in her bottom hit her hard. ‘Oh wow, this is so many fantasies all coming together at once.’ She turned her head to him. ‘But I haven’t cleaned… back there. Don’t I need to?’

‘It’s only a plug, Princess. Not my fingers or cock,’ he smirked, ‘or tongue. As long as you don’t mind then I’m good too. Now, shoulders down, bottom up, good kitten.’ He stood and placed one hand on her bottom as she sank down to the sofa and lifted her bottom up. ‘All kind of fantasies huh, what besides the tail?’

Fuck my life, he picks up on everything. ‘I mean, oh fuck. Just being positioned like this is a huge one. Naked, shoulders down, bottom up, on display.’

‘And what a display it is,’ Brandon said with genuine awe in his voice that sent a shudder down Natalie’s back. His hand rubbed over her bottom and he gave it a gentle smack. ‘I’m going to play with you a little first, okay?’

‘Yes Sir, and damn, that’s another fantasy. Oh yes…’ she let out a moan as his finger slid between her legs, massaging her mound from behind.

‘What is?’

‘Being so exposed, vulnerable, on show, and being touched. I… I often edge like this, imagining it.’

‘Now it’s not your fingers, not you in control. And I bet you can’t reach this far,’ Brandon said with a chuckle. Natalie gasped as he pushed a couple of fingers inside her, fucking her slowly, his fingertips circling against her g-spot. As he pushed inside she felt a fresh measure of her juices quickly coating her lips. She stayed quiet and let him know how good it felt with her whimpers and moans. ‘You have a beautiful cunt, Natalie.’

‘Oh, God. You really think so?’

‘I do.’ He moved his fingers out of her to rub against her clit with the slickness she was producing. She whimpered and pushed back against him. ‘Don’t you think it is?’ he said, picking up on her hesitation.

‘I guess, I guess I just worry it’s not like in porn.’

Brandon moved his fingers to rub over her labia, sliding them between his slick fingers. ‘No, and neither is my cock. Your pussy is gorgeous, pink and luscious and everything I dream of.’ He buried his thumb in her now, his fingers cupping her mound, holding her, owning it. ‘You have a beautiful cunt,’ he repeated. His middle finger rubbed over her clit and she arched her back. ‘Say it.’

‘I…I have a beautiful cunt,’ she whispered. Now she’d confessed her worries about it aloud, she found it even harder to say.

His thumb slipped out of her and she cried out as he gave her pussy a smack. ‘Say it again, make me believe it.’

‘Oh, yes Sir. I have a beautiful cunt.’ She bowed her back downwards, pushing her bottom towards him, wanting his fingers, or another smack, she wasn’t sure. She got the smack.

‘Good girl, again.’ His hand was back to kneading her now, fingers pushing inside, fucking her as she ground against it.

‘I have a beautiful cunt, I have a beautiful cunt. Oh fuck, yes.’ She felt him slide back out and wipe his fingers on her bottom, the air suddenly cooling where she was wet.

‘Good girl, good kitten. And well done telling me that, I know it’s not easy.’ Both his hands were moving over her now, stroking her skin, up her back, down her thighs. Sometimes he would switch from gentle fingertips and palms to his nails gently scratching, especially down her back. ‘How’s my little Neko, all green?’ he asked, using the traffic light safewords that they’d agreed on.

‘Yes Sir, very green, but desperate to have a tail in me.’

‘Is that right? The tail, or the plug?’ She shuddered as his hand cupped her bottom and she felt him gently start to circle her arsehole with his thumb.

‘The…oh fuck, the plug more than anything right now. I’ve dreamed about this for so long. Every time I edge like this I think about it. And the fact it’s metal, I only have silicone ones.’

‘Is that right? The cool metal buried in you, stretching your tight little arsehole?’ Natalie just made a little mewing noise to confirm it. ‘But that’s not the most important part, is it, kitten? It’s what it signifies, am I right.’

Natalie just let out a little high pitched, ‘Mhmmm.’

He chuckled, his thumb rubbing right on her rosebud now. ‘Just how owned it makes you feel to have me slide a plug in your tight little bottom. It’s just so unnecessary isn’t it.’ He pressed his thumb harder against her. She let out a gasp as cool lube was poured where he was rubbing his thumb, making it slide over her even more sensually. Brandon’s hand cupped her mound, using any lube that slipped past to slide over her pussy even more easily. She felt him push his thumb harder now, the lube easing his passage, the tip of it opening her up. ‘Relax my little cum kitten, try not to think about whether a good little feminist would let a guy shove his thumb in her ass.’

She gasped as he pushed the width of his thumb in her and then laughed at the mind fuck he’d just thrown her. ‘You fucker,’ she whispered between moans, ‘that’s so unfair.’ Brandon chuckled and stretched his fingers down, just managing to rub her clit as the tip of his thumb teased inside her arse.

‘And unfair gets you wet. Although this is more of a waterfall back here, Princess. I should have put a towel down under you, you’re going to ruin my furniture.’ He planted a couple of kisses on her butt cheek. ‘Now, I think you’re all lubed up.’ His hand left her butt, she wiggled it, wanting more, but he had grabbed a wet wipe from somewhere and was cleaning his hand. Natalie craned her head to look at him, realising how hot it was that he was clothed, but she was naked. He picked up the metal plug with the tail dangling under it and paused. ‘It’s all clean and new. Kiss it first,’ he told her, holding it out in front of her mouth.

Oh God, that’s about to go in my ass, this is so twisted. I love it. Natalie pursed her lips and stretched out, her lips coming in contact with the narrow tip of the plug, cool on her skin. She parted her lips, taking it deeper, tasting the metal, imagining where it was about to go and then made a kissing sound on it before drawing back.

‘Good girl, good Neko. Ready?’ He drooled some lube over the plug itself too and made sure to cover all the surface. ‘Just relax, and tell me if anything’s not feeling good. This is going to stretch you a little before it’s seated.’ Natalie nodded, she was very familiar with the feeling. But only one of her plugs was this big and she rarely used it. It put her into a deeper, darker headspace than any of the others. I should probably tell him that.

‘Brandon?’ she said, using his name to signify this wasn’t so much part of the play.

‘Yes Natalie?’ he seemed to do the same.

‘A plug that big might put me into a weird subspacey thing. A bit dark maybe?’

‘Okay, well done telling me. Sounds exciting. I look forward to going there with you if it does. Remember our safewords and use my name like you did just now if you want to talk about it outside the scene.’ He stroked her back appreciatively.

Natalie felt a rosy glow from his response to her sharing. ‘Yes, Sir,’ she said, indicating she was going back into things. She sank lower on her hands and raised her bottom up to show she was ready.
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The feeling of the plug sliding into her was very different when it was metal. The cool steel felt so much colder on her bottom with the lubricant on it, and her first reaction was to clench tight.

‘Good girl, try to relax. Push out a little when you can, it’ll make it easier.’

I’m not doing that, I might fart! She stayed quiet but exhaled a big breath and tried her best to relax. It seemed to be enough. The tip of the plug pushed into her. Brandon’s other hand reached under her and began to rub her clit as he played with the plug. And that made a tremendous difference. The moment he masturbated her everything felt better, and she wanted the plug in, now. She even pushed a little as he’d said and was rewarded with the plug sliding in much more easily. ‘Good girl,’ he told her. It sat now, stretching her open. It must be as wide as it goes, God it feels huge.

‘Just a little more now, relax Princess.’

Again she breathed out and tried to do the same but it was harder now, the stretch was becoming painful. She squeezed her sphincter and felt the plug push out. ‘Oh, no,’ she said. Brandon chuckled.

‘Hey, it’s fine, this is super hot. I’d fuck your ass like this all day. There’s no pressure, doing this, watching it, is such a turn on.’

It was only then that Natalie considered the view he had. Close up, everything in detail. A wave of shyness rolled over her, reddening her skin. ‘I’m scared of farting,’ she admitted, surprising herself.

Brandon gave a warm laugh. ‘You are amazing, you know that? If you fart, and it happens, then all I’ll ever do is laugh, enjoy how red you go, and then get back on with what I’m doing. Bodies are messy and all the more beautiful with it. Fuck, how are you this adorable. I bet even your farts are cute.’

‘They are not!’ Natalie objected but delighted in his response. She let out a moan as his fingers worked on her clit with renewed vigour. He was playing with the plug now, pushing it in just a little before letting it slip back. The combination was making her desperate for it. ‘Please, Brandon, put it in me. Fill my ass,’ she found herself saying. He replied by stretching her again with it, holding it at the point it held her open the widest. The ache it created was powerfully sexual. And then, with a firmer push, it popped inside her, snugly held against her bottom, her sphincter clamped down around the thin neck of the plug holding it completely secure. She sighed with satisfaction.

Brandon flopped down on the sofa beside her, his arm around her back. ‘There we go, you’re a proper little kitten now. Not that you needed the tail, but it makes it look official.’ He pouted, ‘I’m a little disappointed you didn’t fart now.’

‘Oh my God, can we stop talking about it already?’ Natalie shook her head on her arms. She felt him kiss her ear and turned towards him. ‘They’re not a kink for you are they?’

He smiled and shook his head. ‘No, but I love you brought it up. How much more relaxed are you ever going to be if it happens in future?’

‘I’ll still be mortified!’

‘Well okay, but are you going to worry about it and let it stop you doing things now?’

Natalie considered it. ‘You’re right, that is changed. I don’t think I am.’

‘You see? One awkward conversation that wasn’t really that difficult, and you’ve saved yourself a lifetime of worry.’

She looked at him, all thoughts of bodily functions gone from her head. A lifetime, is that what you’re picturing? Brandon didn’t seem to pick up on what she was thinking, making her doubt the psychic abilities he seemed to display the rest of the time. Instead he kissed her on the nose. ‘Wanna see how you look?’

He stood and went to the body length mirror in the corridor. ‘Nu uh, kitten, on all fours,’ he reminded Natalie as she went to stand. With a little grumble she climbed down off the sofa and what she noticed first was how the bell tinkled every time she moved. Well, that’s hot and humiliating. She recalled his comment on it, ‘So I don’t lose you’. Does he know the impact of this stuff on me? She shook her head thinking about it, which only made the bell ring louder. The grin on his face suggested he was pleased with the sound, or the look, or the fact he now had his very own pet.

As she crawled she felt the weight of the plug inside her. It shifted a little with every wave of her bottom. With all the lube it felt like it was gently fucking her. Somehow it pressed down through her ass against her g-spot. It was far more stimulating than her lighter plugs had ever been. Although I haven’t crawled around in them… much. Natalie approached the mirror. She hadn’t even seen the ears on herself properly, having been in a bit of a daze in the store and earlier in the bathroom. Those are cute. The curved black kitten ears had little pink inners with white fur sticking out too. It was as she turned so she could see what was dangling between her legs she made the connection. ‘I love how they match,’ she looked up at him, smiling

‘They do, it needed to be something unbelievably cute to be worthy of you.’ It wasn’t just the tail that was pink now.

Brandon crouched beside her and played with her hair. ‘You look so sexy. I’ve got a couple of things planned but then I need to know what you want to do with this. It’s my first time too on this one. Okay?’

Natalie just nodded, wondering what he’d got planned. She watched him go to the big box that was by the sofa. ‘What on earth is in that?’ she asked. He winked and started opening it up, pulling out an enormous oval dog bed.

‘I didn’t think you’d fit in the cat ones.’ He laughed, pulling the plastic wrap off it and laying it down by the sofa. ‘Come here Neko, try it out.’ He grabbed a cushion off the sofa and put it in the dog bed.

Natalie paused, and then crawled over to him in a much more deliberate manner. How does a cat move? She placed her hands more deliberately, one in front of the other. As she got to the bed she looked up at Brandon, licked the back of her hand and rubbed it back over her hair. ‘Love it,’ he mouthed, then looked at the bed.

It didn’t look so big now she was there, but she crawled onto it, it was deeply padded and covered with a furry fabric. She channelled her inner pussycat and curled up into the bed, her head on the pillow he’d put down. It was surprisingly comfortable. She tried to think how you purr but wasn’t sure so didn’t try. I’ll have to practise that.

Brandon knelt down beside her and ran his fingers through her hair. ‘Well, that’s adorable. Are you comfy?’

‘I am.’ She was strangely reluctant to talk. That’s unusual.

‘Are you okay if I make us some food while you rest here a little bit?‘

She nodded and snuggled into his hand as he stroked it over her hair for a little while longer. Eventually Brandon stood, and picked up a fluffy blanket from somewhere, laying it over her. ‘I’ve put the heating up but I still don’t want you getting cold.’ Natalie looked up at him and slowly blinked her eyes which he correctly took as a sign of appreciation. What the hell, why don’t I want to speak? He gently bopped her nose with his fingertip. ‘You’re really getting into this, aren’t you?’ She nodded, staying silent. He leaned in, giving her a kiss on the top of the head. ‘Rest, be open to what it does to you, see what you discover.’

Natalie watched him walk to the kitchen, but then snuggled into the heavy blanket and did as he suggested. Her mind was still very active but somehow less frantic than it had been earlier. She knew she should think more on all the things she’d experienced that morning, but she couldn’t keep her mind there, it just kept coming back to the present, to this moment. It felt like her senses were more acute, the supersoft blanket on her skin, the smell of the new bed, the snug band over her head, but most of all the collar around her neck, and the now warm but still heavy plug inside her. It intensely aroused her, she knew her nipples were hard without looking, and was very aware of her vagina. Not aching as it sometimes did, but just… very present. But I don’t ache to touch. That’s new.

For Natalie, reaching between her legs when she was aroused had become almost automatic. The fact she was feeling so incredibly sexual but without the urge to masturbate was perhaps the biggest surprise of all. This is so weird. I love it.

* * *




Natalie could hear Brandon tinkering in the kitchen as she drifted in and out of a nap. A couple of times she woke to find him sitting by her on the sofa, and one time he handed her a water bottle which she drank from before snuggling back in.

She woke again; he was stroking the blanket over her. ‘Food’s ready but no hurry, it will keep. How are you doing? You don’t have to speak. All good though?’ Natalie turned to him and nodded gently, her eyes half closing and opening again. She examined herself more thoroughly. She still felt reluctant to speak but her mind wasn’t racing anymore, it was feeling stilled too. As she woke more properly, she rolled onto her back under the duvet. Brandon’s hand moved to stroke over the gentle curve of her breast and the way it moved the soft blanket on her skin began waking other desires again.

She felt the familiar ache between her legs, her desire to touch was back, but twinned with it was a rumble from her stomach. ‘I’m hungry,’ she said quietly, with a deliberate look to Brandon’s crotch then back to his eyes.

‘Good, I hoped you would be. How’s the kitten thing going for you?’

She paused again, but found it easier to talk than just moments before. ‘Good, surprising.’ She arched her back a little as his hand stroked the blanket, wanting more stimulation.

‘Surprising how?’

‘The headspace is new. It shut me up,’ she smiled, ‘for a while at least.’

Brandon let out a quiet chuckle. ‘Anything else?’

‘Really peaceful, and it let me process stuff from earlier. This is fascinating.’ She was analysing it. ‘I didn’t even want to touch. I was so horny, but had no desire to edge. What’s with that?’

Brandon shrugged. ‘I really don’t know, this is new for me too. Do you still feel that?’

Natalie shook her head. ‘No, it’s back. And getting bad fast. Can I touch?’

‘And she’s back.’ Brandon laughed. ‘No, although I wonder if you being hungry is making that resurface too. I always find being hungry goes well with being horny.’

Natalie thought about how hard the munchies would hit her if she had an orgasm, but that sometimes she’d forget to eat if she was just edging. ‘I hadn’t thought about that. There’s a connection for sure. If I can’t touch, I can eat, right?’

Brandon broke into a big grin, ‘You can eat for sure.’ What’s he done? ‘Follow me.’

He walked to the table while Natalie stretched and reluctantly pulled off the blanket to follow him crawling. She was watching him watching her, so it wasn’t until she got to the table she looked down. ‘You’re kidding!’ There by the side of the table, on the floor, were two metal pet bowls. One had milk in it, the other was empty.

He looked down at her, looking very tall from where she’d come to kneel. ‘I’ve got a hot bowl of spaghetti bolognaise up here for you. You can stand up, and come eat it next to me, albeit naked with a plug and ears on.’ She kept looking at him expectantly. ‘Or…’ she smiled and he smiled back, ‘or you can eat it from a bowl, no hands.’ She didn’t speak, but went and kneeled by the empty bowl, leaning over and nudging it with her nose. ‘I hoped you’d pick that.’

Brandon took a white bowl from the table and forked its contents into the pet bowl. ‘Good kitty, eat up, and keep your bottom over here by me.’ He went and sat at the corner of the table, watching her from behind.

She looked over her shoulder at him. ‘Yes, you’re going to get messy. And I know cats shouldn’t be given milk but it was cuter than water.’ How could you possibly know I thought that? She shook her head trying to convey her amazement but to her twisted delight he looked away and began eating, ignoring her.

Natalie looked at the two bowls in front of her. The spaghetti smelled amazing, although she was sure it would get cold fast in the metal bowl. Nonetheless, she lowered herself on her hands, raising her bottom up as he’d asked, and lapped from the milk bowl first. It wasn’t very easy. She found she had to stick her nose into it to be able to get her mouth close enough to lap up some of the milk, and even then it wasn’t very efficient. She managed to drink enough for a first effort and moved to the bowl of spaghetti.

She had hoped he’d have cut it up, but probably by design Brandon had left the full strands. Her hunger overcame the growing embarrassment of the situation and she leaned in, taking a mouthful and having to suck it up noisily. She heard him make a pleased little chuckle behind her. Dammit, this is delicious. Before she had the chance to go in for a second mouthful, she gasped. Brandon’s fingers grabbed her bottom, gave a little tug on the tail, and then his hand slid between her legs and began squeezing her mound and then rubbing her clit. She let out a little groan of pleasure. ‘Keep eating, pussycat.’

Natalie went back down. It was much harder to concentrate now. Bits of spaghetti whipped up leaving sauce marks over her cheeks and chin. Edging while eating was a first, and not an experience she was entirely sure she would choose in the future. But for sure, her resurrected arousal was going to the next level as he idly toyed with her. An idea came to mind, she tried to push it away, but it had been how she’d imagined this moment almost every time she’d masturbated thinking about it, which wasn’t that often compared to many fantasies. As she let herself imagine it, the desire to ask him grew.

She stopped eating, turning to look at him. She bit her lip, waiting for him to return her stare, which he did only after a couple more mouthfuls from his plate. He looked at her, fingers slowing between her legs. ‘What is it you want?’ His eyes narrowed, crinkling with a smile.

Now he was asking, she suddenly felt reluctant to say. A few more rubs loosened her tongue. ‘It’s disgusting and wrong and I know I shouldn’t. But I saw it in some porn and yeah…’

‘What is it?’

‘Do you promise not to think I’m disgusting?’

He snorted, putting down his fork. ‘Hell no, the fact that beautiful, smart, kinky you, wants disgusting things, makes you all the hotter. Is this the dark stuff from being plugged that you talked about?’

‘Actually, yeah that probably contributed.’

Brandon paused and seemed to change his mind. ‘You know what, I promise not to think you are disgusting. It’s just some of the kinky things you want are. It all just turns me on, which is the opposite of thinking you are disgusting.’ He seemed pleased with his analysis. ‘Now what is it? Although I think I’ve guessed.’

‘What do you guess?’

He shook his head, wiping his wet fingers on her bottom and putting his hand in his lap. ‘No, no. You want this, you have to ask for it. I want you to describe it in the most… disgusting way possible.’ He chuckled.

Natalie gave an exasperated cry. She tried to complain but couldn’t find the words. She knelt up and turned towards him. Blowing out a big breath she looked up. ‘Please, Sir, this little cum kitten would love it if you seasoned her lunch with your seed.’

‘Wow, just wow.’ Brandon couldn’t hide his smile. ‘That’s what I guessed, but fuck me, who’s a clever kitty phrasing it like that? Oh my God. I love it.’ He thought for a moment, then stood, looking down at her. Is he going to? As if in answer, Brandon pulled down his trousers and efficiently got his cock out of his pants, sitting again but perched a little closer to the edge. He stroked his fingers through Natalie’s hair and played with one of her kitten ears. ‘I’m not letting my food get cold because you’re a disgusting little cum kitten who craves semen. Get under the table and rub me to the edge while I eat, and then I’ll give you the protein shot you’re craving, Neko.’ He smiled, pleased with his take on it.

Natalie knelt there, looking up at him. ‘And you say I have a way of phrasing things, fuck me.’ Without another word she crawled under the table, moving up between his legs in the half-darkness. She was delighted to see his cock was hard and knelt, half-crouched to fit, and took his cock in her hand. ‘Can… can I suck it?’

‘No, no, hand only, but you can play with yourself.’ She couldn’t complain, her pussy was screaming for attention. She went onto all fours, pulling on his erection. The craving to put it in her mouth was almost overwhelming. Damn his stupid self-control. She pulled his erection towards her and jerked him, pleased to have another chance to use her new knowledge from the day before. He said I couldn’t suck but maybe I can kiss. She made kissy noises on the tip to let him know what she was doing.

‘Are you kissing my cock, Neko?’

‘Mhmmm?’

‘How badly do you want to suck me?’

Natalie let out a desperate little whine. ‘So, so bad.’ The little sucking kisses on the tip made her crave feeling him fill her mouth.

‘Good kitten, just kisses then. Don’t let your food get cold.’

The combination of touching herself and kissing him lit the fire of a thousand fantasies, the moment she’d longed for, practised for during countless edges. She stroked faster, wanting to give him pleasure, wanting him to moan, to respond. Instead, she heard the clink of cutlery on his plate and she knew he’d resumed eating. That drove her even wilder. Natalie pistoned her hand back and forth, desperate to draw some reaction from him but deeply aroused that she was being treated this way, like a toy, a pleasure puppet. She was sure he was doing it on purpose but it didn’t matter, it had the same impact. She worked his cock, stroking, licking, kissing. She heard the clunk of cutlery being put on the table and smiled, backing off a little, gasping in a breath.

He didn’t say anything, but his hand appeared under the table, stroking her lips that were kissing down the side of him. As she went back to the tip he surprised her, sliding his hand behind her head lined up pulling her in, fucking his cock to the back of her throat before the clink of silverware told her he’d got back to eating. ‘Just a taste,’ he said to her. ‘Stay.’ This is the hottest thing ever. It crossed her mind she seemed to think that about anything he did but shrugged that off as a good thing.

She knelt there, her mouth finally full of cock, partly in shock, and not knowing how to interpret his command. It felt just as she’d imagined, hot and big and filling her senses as well as her mouth. Her hand was grasping the base of him. He’s nearly filling my mouth already, without all that. Fuck. Her enforced stillness let her focus more on her own pleasure. She let go of him, enjoying just having his cock in her mouth. She rubbed her clit in hard, almost painful circles as her other hand pulled at her breasts, grabbing one of her hard nipples and teasing it until the other cried for attention. Unlike some of her other edges she felt completely in control of this one, perhaps because it was such a familiar fantasy coming to life. Her mouth was filling up with saliva and his precum was adding to it. She gave a little swallow and felt him harden in response as the suction pulled on his cock. Having her mouth full seemed to be the perfect match to edging, giving pleasure while denying her own, making herself more slutty and aroused as she tended his beautiful cock.

His hand slid under the table again. ‘Good girl, was that a nice little taste of what’s to come?’ He chuckled at his own inadvertent pun. ‘Speaking of which, use your hand now, make me orgasm.’

She reluctantly pulled back, his cock slowly slipping from her mouth. Drool and pre-cum dripped off it and it meant she could wank him far more effectively now. Hard and fast strokes, she seemed to have his full concentration. She kept stroking and kissing, feeling it swell even more as he began to make little moans of pleasure.

Again she heard a clunk on the table and finally he spoke. ‘Get the bowl.’ She reluctantly let his cock slip from her hand and turned to fetch it. Brandon pushed his chair back a good way so she could see his face too when she crouched. He took the bowl from her and hesitated, before mouthing what she guessed was, ‘So fucking hot,’ as though he couldn’t resist encouraging her but didn’t want to break the spell of treating her as an ignored, under table cock fluffer. His hand went to his cock and he stroked it hard and fast. ‘Come here,’ he ordered, ‘right up close.’

Natalie shuffled forward on her knees, unsure of his plan. It wasn’t until he put the lip of the bowl under her chin she realised. ‘Can I edge, please?’ she begged.

‘Yes.’ His focus was on his cock now. She looked at it, being wanked hard just in front of her face, her own hands masturbating furiously, squeezing her breast painfully hard. ‘Fuck yes,’ he declared as his hot cum splashed across her face. She shut her eyes. Jet after jet of it hit her nose, her mouth, her chin. It wasn’t as long or copious as his orgasm yesterday, but when she opened her eyes, which he’d managed to miss, he had a huge, satisfied smile on his face. ‘Damn, you have the best fantasies,’ he whispered, still breathing hard. He pulled hard on his cock and a final blob of thick cum dropped onto the pet bowl of pasta. She looked down, it looked like it had vanilla frosting in thick lines over the top of it, and then his finger scrapped down her cheek and chin, adding to the topping. ‘Give me a final clean, then you should eat.’

He was still breathing deeply as she took the bowl as though it were a treasured possession, holding it in both hands as she sucked on the tip of his cock. There wasn’t much to clean but she loved that he made her do it. And then she obediently shuffled back to the side of the table, putting it exactly where it had been before.

She stared at the food, now cold for sure. The warmest thing on it is probably his cum, fuck me this is so kinky. Without hesitation she lifted her bottom, lowered her head, and ate.

She heard the scrape of his chair and the heat of his fingers on her cunt. His fingers didn’t leave her clit until the bowl was licked clean.
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‘How are you feeling?’ Brandon was sitting back in his dining chair and Natalie knelt by him, her head on his lap as they recovered from the meal experience.

‘That was good. I’m insanely horny now. I know I should be slightly revolted by what I just did but it’s all good if I don’t cum.’

‘Yeah, that’s a definite classification of some kinks. “Hot while I’m horny”,’ he labeled them.

‘Yes, if you made me cum now I’m not sure how I’d feel. But that’s okay, right?’

Brandon stroked her head again as he thought about it. ‘It is if you’re with someone you trust. It’s not that smart to get that way with anyone you don’t.’

‘I can testify to that. This whole thing really takes you down some rabbit holes if you’re not careful.’

He played with his thumb over Natalie’s lips and she instinctively opened her mouth. Brandon slipped the tip in and she began to suck on it with a happy smile. ‘Rabbit holes can lead to Wonderland if you go down the right one, Princess.’

She looked up at him and he let her suck his thumb a couple more times before sliding it out to speak. ‘Only if you follow the right rabbit.’ She grinned, pleased with her metaphor. ‘And I got to feel your cock in my mouth,’ Natalie switched to her favourite part of the whole scene.

‘You did indeed. I tried so hard to resist and keep teasing you but I just had to shove my cock in there. Although you holding still drove me crazy. I figured you’d start sucking.’

‘You did say “stay”, Sir.’ Inside she was doing a little jig at his confession. ‘And yes, that was so hot. And damn, what a twisted first blowjob story.’

‘I’m not sure it counts as your first blowjob, Princess. Just your first time being a good little cocksleeve.’

She let out a horny groan. ‘You’re making up new fantasies as fast as you’re knocking them off my list, you know.’

Brandon laughed. ‘I’m glad to hear it. We don’t want to run out now do we.’ You have no chance of that, trust me. Natalie nuzzled into his leg.

* * *

They found themselves back on the sofa after some more playing and teasing. Natalie kept losing track of time as she went between the heights of arousal and to taking brief naps in her basket, or like now, curled up on the sofa with her head on his lap.

Brandon stroked her hair. ‘So, kitten, what do you think of pet play so far?’

‘Awesome and unexpected. I have this urge not to speak, it’s surprising.’

‘Well, that will save on gags.’

She smacked his knee. ‘Shut up! It surprised me. What is going on there?’

‘I don’t know, I’m winging this one, can’t you tell? But I’d guess it’s a type of subspace thing where you’re inhabiting the role?’

She perched her chin on his leg and nodded. ‘That sounds about right. At one point I didn’t even want to touch myself, even though I was super horny. That was really weird. I am surprised how powerful it is.’

‘But you like it?’

‘I love it!’ Natalie wiggled her bottom and thus the tail. ‘I especially like that it comes with lots of accessories.’

Brandon slid his hand down and started playing with it. ‘It does indeed. How’s the plug?’

‘Surprisingly comfy. The first one I ever bought was one of those cheap jewelled ones. I was so excited to try it but it was agony to wear. The jewel bit was thin and bit into my bottom. The only way it was comfortable was to be on all fours.’ Natalie heard herself. ‘Oh, do you think that’s on purpose?’

Brandon laughed. ‘No they’re just cruddy and poorly designed. But it sounds like a good side-effect, like a simpler alternative to a humbler.’

Natalie furrowed her eyes. ‘What’s a humbler?’

Brandon seemed to tense up and played with the end of the tail. ‘You mean there’s sex toys you haven’t heard of, amazing,’ he finally said, although it seemed a bit forced. ‘It’s a bar restraint, you lock it around a guy’s balls, and it sits behind his thighs. It means he can’t stand up.’

‘Holy shit, that’s crazy. I’ve never seen that. Have you got your phone?’ Brandon rolled his eyes and fished in his pocket. He typed in a search and showed Natalie the results. ‘Wow! Oh my God that looks brutal. So if he tries to stand…’

‘It feels like your nuts are getting ripped off. It’s very effective.’

‘I’d guess I never browse the men’s sex toys sessions. Are there many beyond fleshlights?’

Brandon narrowed his eyes. ‘A few. Cock rings, obviously. Ball stretchers. Urethral sounds are mostly for cocks.’

Natalie shuddered, ‘Just the thought of where those go give me the willies.’

He laughed, relaxing again. ‘Some really like it but yeah, it’s not for the faint-hearted.’ He spoke more quietly. ‘Then there are cock cages of course.’

Natalie’s mouth went wide. ‘Ohhhhh, cock cages. I love those!’

He was a little taken aback. ‘You do?’

‘Yeah! Although it’s so unfair chastity devices work much better on guys. From what I hear women’s belts are mostly uncomfortable to wear for any length of time.’ She pouted.

‘Like most things I’m sure you’d get used to it,’ Brandon said. ‘But I don’t think a cock cage could be described as comfortable though. Why do you love them?’

‘Well…’ Natalie twisted so she was looking up at him. ‘I used to have this fantasy that my imaginary boyfriend and I were kidnapped and put into chastity and given something that made us insanely horny. But we couldn’t do anything about it.’

‘Your creativity never ceases to amaze me.’ He played with her hair. ‘What happened then?’

‘They’d make us do things to be allowed out of chastity. But they’d only let one of us out at a time so we could never have sex.’

‘That seems particularly cruel and twisted.’ He wasn’t smiling as much as she expected. ‘What kind of things?’

Natalie shrugged. ‘Suck people off. Maybe even get fucked. In our asses of course, we were in chastity.’ Brandon stayed quiet. ‘Other times it was just him in chastity but it was permanent and he had to watch me being used. A kind of harem set up. Now I’m imagining him in a humbler too.’ She grinned.

‘Wow, quite the imagination. What’s hot about that for you?’

‘I guess I know how powerful denial is. And I know how much higher a guy’s libido is supposed to be. Not always, sure. But the idea of how crazy it would make him. It’s very hot. But anyway.’

‘Anyway,’ Brandon agreed. ‘What were we talking about before harems and humblers? Oh yes, how pet play’s affecting you. Any other thoughts?’

‘It’s conflicting. At one end it makes me feel tranquil. But I feel a growing craving for…’

‘For what?’

‘For you to do something nasty to me.’

Brandon laughed. ‘Nasty huh, what’s contributing to that?’

Natalie twisted, sliding off the sofa to kneel between his legs, a naughty look on her face. ‘Hmm, let me see. Was it you treating me like a pet, making me crawl, perhaps, or the taste of your secret sauce on my lunch?’ She poked her tongue up at him and he gave her a pat on the head, which made her giggle. ‘And added to the above the fact there’s a big plug stretching my arsehole?’ Slowly wiggling her bottom she looked up at him through half-lidded eyes, ‘Or perhaps the fact that wearing a collar you bought me makes me want to be your bitch.’

He grinned. ‘My bitch, huh? That’s not even the right collar for that, Kitten.’

‘Oh, oh!’ Natalie pushed herself up on his knees and planted her hands on his thighs, wiggling her tail more energetically. ‘Do I get to be a puppy today too?’

‘Would you like that?’

Instead of replying Natalie bounced up and down on him in her best impression of an enthusiastic puppy. From the look on his face, she did a pretty good job.

‘Good girl,’ he said, stroking her head and getting into the role. ‘I’ll get that collar.’ He lifted her chin and unbuckled the pink one she was wearing. He kissed her, his hand straying to her breasts, pulling on her nipples as his kiss got harder before he stood. ‘Stay. Good doggy,’ he growled. She made a little barking sound that she was quite proud of. That’s easier than cat noises.

Her neck felt bare without a collar. She longed to have something back there, but she managed to distract herself by admiring the bulge in his pants. I made that! ‘Maybe you’d walk around naked so I could see how hard I got you,’ she wished out loud. Brandon laughed as he fished around in the shopping bags. 

‘Noted,’. He beckoned her over, and she crawled a few steps then knelt in front of him, her hands on her knees. Brandon showed her the leather collar they’d picked earlier and then the pink dog bone tag. ‘Fucktoy,’ he read, holding it up. ‘Not a classic dog name but quite fitting for you, don’t you think, Princess?’ 

‘Is there a difference, Fucktoy versus Princess?’ she asked about the tags, realising she’d cocked her head to the side like a dog.

‘Mhmmm, you can wear Princess on any collar, including this one. But Fucktoy? That’s for when you’re feeling nasty. That’s when you want to be my bitch, not just my puppy. Is that what you want, Fucktoy?’

She grinned then barked again, lifting her chin and presenting her neck. ‘Good girl. I don’t know how this is for you but damn, that’s surprisingly hot.’ He reached down and cupped her breast, rubbing it and squeezing it hard. ‘Get up on the sofa, on all fours, facing that way, Fucktoy.’ He pointed to the far arm of the sofa.

Natalie clambered up, conscious of being very on show, struggling not to kneel on the tail as she climbed onto the sofa. Brandon stood back and took a while looking at her from side-on, before stepping in, pushing down on her back to arch it more, and spreading her legs wider apart. When she turned her head to look at him, he straightened it to look ahead instead. Like at the hairdressers. Oh God, or a dog show. Natalie felt the familiar tingle between her legs and knew if she stayed here long there was going to be a mess. Probably what he hopes.

She kept the pose, on display as he stepped back again to inspect her. It’s so hard to not look at him. ‘Hmmm,’ Brandon mused, ‘just what breed do we have here I wonder?’ Natalie tried to fight off a grin and keep serious. She wiggled her bottom a little instead. ‘Definitely a pedigree from the look of her. Some good breeding, I can tell.’ He stepped up close and she made a little gasp as he began playing roughly with her breasts, tugging on them as they hung down, squeezing them and pulling at her nipples. It took all her willpower not to cry out, or when he stopped, beg for more.

He stepped behind her. She couldn’t hold in her moans  as his fingers pressed inside her pussy. ‘A needy little bitch,’ he announced, ‘it looks like she’s never been bred, but I’m sure that won’t be long, I mean what kind of dog could resist this little piece of ass?’ He gave her a firm smack on the bottom which made her whine and arch her back even more.

Brandon lifted the tail with one hand and began fucking her more forcefully with his middle two fingers, curving them to grind against her g-spot. The plug in her bottom made it all even tighter and soon she was down on her elbows, groaning into the seat cushion as he finger fucked her. Natalie cried out as he added a third finger, pushing and twisting in and out of her. Her clit was screaming for attention but she didn’t want to ask, preferring to just let him take complete control.

He moved more alongside her, his fingers still working in and out of her pussy, but his other hand reaching beneath her again, pulling on her tits, milking her nipples roughly between finger and thumb.

It felt so good that she couldn’t keep quiet, ‘Oh God, oh God,’ she repeated over and over. It was as if her body was an instrument that he was playing, his caresses, his thrusting, and then his words. ‘What a good little Fucktoy. Is this what you need, my horny little bitch?’ Brandon leaned over to kiss the base of her spine, his mouth moving up to the raised curve of her bottom. His hand kept thrusting slowly inside her, the three fingers stretching her as they got near to the knuckle. ‘Did you think I forgot your clit, Fucktoy?’ His wet fingers slipped out of her and stroked over her mound, but they parted, avoiding touching her clitoris. ‘I didn’t forget it, I’m just ignoring it.’ Natalie whined in frustration. ‘Yeah, horny little doggies need to learn to take their pleasure from their holes, although if they’re really desperate they sometimes end up humping things.’ That got her mind racing in new directions.

He tugged on the tail and she whimpered as it began to stretch her again. She heard the squirt of a lube bottle and tensed up as he dripped it on her bottom. Brandon gently pulled the plug half out, gave it a twist and let it slide back inside her. ‘That’s better,’ he said as the plug settled into place, more comfortable for the extra lube. 

She let out the breath she’d been holding and dropped her head, looking down under her at the pink and white tail brushing against her thighs. Seeing his hand mauling her breasts, his other doing the same to her mound now, was driving her wild. ‘Please, please let me,’ she whispered.

‘Hmm? What’s that, Fucktoy? Do you want something?’

‘Let me hump something, like a bitch in heat.’ She could feel her ears and throat burning with embarrassment.

‘Oh darling, you aren’t like a bitch in heat. You are one. Climb down, I’ll give you something to hump.’ As Natalie backed herself off the sofa he sat down on it, legs a little apart. ‘Now, show me how desperate you are. Hump my leg. His leg! Not his knee? Fuck.

He stretched his foot further towards her and she crawled over it, shutting her eyes as she wrapped her arms around the top of his calf, pulling herself up and against the arch of his foot. ‘Good girl, that’s it, shine my fucking shoe with your cunt.’

‘Holy fuck.’ Her eyes shot open. He was smiling but his raised eyebrows seemed to be checking for a reaction. She panted a few times, smiled and nodded before starting to hump her sensitive mound forwards and back against his shoe and sock. It felt good, really good. But it was nothing compared to the incredible mind fuck he was giving her. She barked twice before gripping his leg more tightly and losing herself to the moment.

* * *

She didn’t know how long she’d been grinding against his foot, but she’d managed to get to the edge from it. At some point she’d begged to play with Brandon’s cock. He’d got it out, but in a cruel twist, had forbidden her from touching it. Instead, he’d ordered her to keep her mouth wide open. ‘Let’s see if we can make you drool from both ends.’ He withdrew one foot and put the other between her legs. ‘One shiny shoe would look odd.’ He winked at her.

It hadn’t taken long before her open mouth produced what he wanted. Staring at the cock she couldn’t touch, grinding against his foot, her mouth soon filled with saliva. He ordered her not to swallow and soon her breasts were wet with the saliva dripping from her chin. Of all the experiences so far this was somehow the most humiliating. She loved him for making her do it.

Brandon lifted her chin. ‘How’re you doing, Fucktoy?’ he whispered. ‘Does that help you want more nasty things?’

‘Yes, Sir.’ She panted, half as a show, but more because of how he was making her feel.

‘Good girl.’ He stroked her cheek then patted the edge of the sofa next to him, indicating for her move

He stood after putting his cock away, stroking his fingers down her back. A shopping bag rustled and he dangled a dog clip on a chain in front of her. Oh my God, he bought a leash. ‘I know your tag says return to owner, but I prefer to make sure you never get lost.’ He clipped the leash onto her collar and she looked at him at last, the curve of the silver chain leading to his hand.

‘Oh fuck,’ she said aloud, surprising herself. Her heart raced at the question that came into her head. ‘Are you… are you going to be my owner?’ She looked up at him, expecting one of his gentle answers — asking what she thought, finding what she wanted. Instead, he tugged on the leash and stared at her with a smile. ‘Yes.’

‘Oh fuck,’ she repeated. Natalie felt like her heart might explode. She shut her eyes, panting for real now.

‘Walkies,’ Brandon declared, giving the leash a bigger tug. He stood close to make sure she got off the sofa okay, and then paused, looking down at her. ‘Just how nasty are you feeling, Fucktoy?’

‘Do your worst,’ she said instinctively. The grin that formed on his face made her think she might have cause to regret her words.

* * *

‘I don’t have puppy ears I’m afraid. We can definitely get some though. But there was something else I bought…’

Natalie sat on her heels by the sofa, drinking from a water bottle as Brandon searched through the bags for something else.

‘What are you looking for, Sir?’

‘Something nasty,’ he said with an evil chuckle. Natalie shut her eyes. Oh fuck, what have I got myself into now? ‘Oh here it is.’ She opened them to see him lift out a little pink ridged cone. ‘It’s a dog Kong, have you seen these?’ He was still crouching by the bags. He smirked and patted his knee. ‘Here girl!’ he called to her.

With a sigh that adequately expressed neither her embarrassment nor her arousal, she crawled over to him, the leash now trailing between her arms. The toy looked like a pink honeycomb, with a small hole at one end and a large one at the wider end. She recognised it from a larger version her family had for their dogs. They’d put treats inside it and the dogs would go crazy chewing on it to try to get them out. ‘You want me to play with it?’ she asked, uncertain of his plan. The grin on his face told her he had a very different idea.

‘No, that would be cute, but no.’

‘What’s it for?’ The shape of it was starting to give her ideas but she couldn’t believe that’s what he meant.

‘This,’ he said, tapping it in his palm, ‘isn’t for your mouth.’ Her eyes went wide.

‘What’s it for?’ She knew the answer. Oh my God he’s as twisted as I am.

‘It’s for that little bitch fuckhole of yours.’ He didn’t look entirely confident in what he was saying which made Natalie relax a little, realising how much he did that for her.

She was determined to encourage him. ‘But Sir, what kind of sick little puppy would want you to stretch her little fuckhole like that?’ She beamed a smile at him and turned away, putting her shoulders to the ground and raising her bottom in the air.

He crouched next to her and caressed her bare bottom. ‘My kind. Oh my God you’re amazing,’ he said quietly. She smiled into the rug. ‘You’re not allergic to rubber are you?’ She shook her head. ‘Okay, great. I need to wash this first, be right back.’ He stood. ‘Stay,’ he commanded in his dominant voice. Natalie had to bite back replying ‘Yes Master.’ He said that would be bad.

She stayed perfectly still as he returned, not even looking up, feeling incredibly aroused by the position she was in. He sat behind her on the sofa and touched the toy to her pussy. It’s warm. The fact he’d thought to not just wash it but warm it up made her strangely emotional. She was glad she could stay quieter in pet play.

The Kong felt strange as he pushed it inside her. The puppy version wasn’t very big, she had wider dildos, but the fact it was a dog toy was a serious mind fuck. He fucked it in and out before he worked it in deep enough that it stayed in place. ‘You know,’ he said, ‘it’s open at both ends.’ Yes, and? ‘I’m interested to see just how much your cunt drools, Fucktoy.’

‘Oh my God!’ squeaked Natalie. That had not occurred to her. She was suddenly imagining the ridges of it filling until it dripped from her in a constant stream. ‘Fuck me, you nailed “nasty”.’ She looked at him over her shoulder and he played with her clit as he met her gaze.

‘I’m not done yet, Fucktoy.’ Brandon stood, picking up her leash and making her shuffle around and put her arm over it so it wasn’t tangled. He tugged it, ‘Heel,’ as he walked to the front door.

‘Wait, wait, what?’ She looked up at him.

‘I wanted to use your Lush vibe,’ he asked, looking down.

‘Yes, but…’

‘And it’s in your apartment.’

‘You want me to get it?’ She raised an eyebrow, his plan starting to become clear.

‘I do.’

‘Do I… do I have to crawl?’

He grinned. ‘You know I was imagining you walking but now you mention it…’

Brandon you lying bastard. ‘That’s not true!’

He chuckled. ‘Okay, not true. I always imagined you crawling.’

‘Down the corridor, are you serious?’

‘You only live next door, Fucktoy. An owner’s supposed to give his pets exercise.’

‘But, anyone could see,’ she objected.

‘Anyone who happens to be on the stairs, yes. Do you think I’m going to check before that no one is?’

‘Yes, but…’

He narrowed his eyes, crouched down and stroked her hair. ‘I dare you.’

Fuck, how did he know? ‘I… I find it hard to say no to a dare,’ she confessed, pushing her cheek against his hand.

‘Something told me you would.’ He stroked her hair and she was surprised how calming it was.

‘What if someone sees?’

‘Well thankfully your next-door neighbour knows what a kinky little slut you are.’ He grinned and his hand went back and squeezed her bottom. ‘And I think sexy Sophia from upstairs would think you were adorable. So as long as no one is on the stairs, we’re golden.’

Natalie bristled at hearing Sophia, their older but definitely hot neighbour, described that way. When did he meet her?

‘Natalie?’ he broke into her thoughts. ‘So, do you dare?’

Damn him using that against me. He uses everything against me. She paused, deciding she loved that.

‘Yes, Sir.’ She knelt there struck by a sudden desire to masturbate to boost her confidence. She wasn’t brave enough to suggest it. ‘I can’t believe I’m doing this,’ she said, shaking her head. ‘Do you need the key?’ She looked at her handbag in the corridor. Such vestiges of normal life seemed strangely remote right now. Heck, even walking upright seems a luxury.

‘I’ve got your spare key.’ Brandon stood and went to rummage in the chest of drawers in the hallway. He returned to her side and picked up the leash. ‘Let’s check there’s no one there.’

He gave a tug on the leash and she scurried after him on all fours to the entrance, hiding behind his legs as he opened the door, gave a look and indicated for her to do the same. ‘All clear?’

She cautiously peeped her head out and nodded, looking up at him, suddenly very nervous despite the fact it was just along a safe corridor. He opened the door wider and held out the plastic of the spare keyring in front of her face. Seriously? Her heart was hammering in her chest as she closed her mouth around it and her pussy clenched at the gentle laugh from him. That only reminded her what was in her. Thank God it’s hidden a bit by the tail. Natalie felt a firm smack on her bare bottom. ‘Go for it.’

With a little yelp she went out the door, listening again to make sure there was no one around, and as fast as she could without it hurting her bare knees, she crawled on all fours down the hallway, and got to her own door without incident. She knelt up, looking at the key in her hand. That’s not my key! Maybe it was, maybe he’d put it on a new keyring. She tried it. It didn’t fit. Oh my God, the bastard. Did he do this on purpose?

Almost forgetting her nakedness in her annoyance, she spun around on her knees to look at him. He was leaning back against the bare wall next to his front door, a smug grin on his face. You absolute fucker. She was so tempted to stand up but was determined he wouldn’t get the better of her. She fell back onto her hands and knees and with as much elegance as she could muster, stalked back towards him, not looking away for an instant. She stopped in front of him and knelt upon her heels, distracted for a moment by how full she felt as the toys in her squashed up. ‘That’s not… my key.’

‘Oh no, isn’t it?’ His sarcastic tone instantly confirmed he’d done it on purpose. Natalie was suddenly very aware she was kneeling, naked but for a collar and tail, in the semi-public corridor. ‘Brandon, it’s not funny.’

‘I mean, it is a little bit.’

She looked around her, feeling very naked and exposed. ‘Yellow,’ she said to him, nervously.

He instantly crouched down, kissing her cheek. ‘Good girl,’ he whispered, cradling her head. ‘That was a little bit of a test and you, as always, passed it with flying colours. Let’s do this together shall we?’ She felt the leash get clipped in and he stood, her real key in his hand. Once again he checked the stairwell and then took the lead. Literally.

Before she knew it they were by her front door and he was opening it up and they were in the safety of her apartment.

She was torn, wanting to stand, get off the hard, painful floor, but she wanted to impress him, and stayed on her hands and knees. ‘It’s in my room, shall I get it?’

‘Yes, but hold on.’ He sat down on the floor next to her and held her hand. ‘Again, super proud of you for safewording just then. I keep trying to find things to push you, to test you’re happy to use them, and it makes me feel secure knowing you will if you need it. Good girl.’ He kissed her on the cheek.

She wanted to tell him that was annoyingly smart, but dogs don’t talk much. ‘Woof,’ she said, nodding.

‘Go get the Lush now, I’ll wait here.’ He unclipped the leash. It felt strange being in her apartment under his command, and not to mention naked on all fours in a puppy outfit. She crawled slowly past the sofa where they’d kissed and played, and into the doorway of her bedroom, where he’d first seen her naked just the week before. She went inside, tempted to stand to relieve her aching knees, but preferring to make him proud. Even if he can’t see.

She spied the Lush vibrator she’d left charging by her bed. I’m so glad I remembered to charge it. Natalie put the thin end of the Lush in her mouth, letting the rest dangle out, and returned to him. His eyes were on her from the moment she left her room and he grinned when he saw what she got in her mouth. ‘What’s there you have there, Fucktoy, did you find something special?’

She nodded her head as she got near, the toy waggling. He got to his feet and she offered up the toy which he put in his pocket, and then he mussed up her hair, ‘What a good girl. Clever Fucktoy,’ he declared. Oh God that’s so hot and humiliating. With her hair hanging over her eyes she didn’t see him reach behind but soon he was giving her a rub somewhere far more stimulating. She found herself making surprisingly realistic high pitched whines as he teased between her legs. ‘This is so much hotter than I imagined,’ he confided in a low voice.

‘You’re not kidding,’ she managed to say.

‘Now, Fucktoy. See what else you can find for me. I spied a nice big suction cup dildo out in the wilds. Fetch!’ She jumped as he smacked her bottom again and she found herself hurrying back to her room. Unbeknown to Brandon, Natalie actually owned three suction cup dildos. Which one to fetch? There was the seven-inch curved purple one, one of her first ever toys, the nine-and-a-half-inch, extra girthy one she’d bought in a fit of arousal and never even managed to fit in her. In the end she decided on the nine-inch transparent pink one that was long but thin enough to actually use.

She hit her next dilemma, how to carry it. With a sigh she knew the answer, and put it in her mouth, sideways, like a bone. Fuck my life, I’ve known him a week and look what he’s got me doing. What is it going to be like in a month? She rounded her door to see his delighted smile at her choice. I don’t know, but I can’t wait to find out.

‘Good girl,’ he declared again, mussing up her hair once more. She hated and loved him doing it. He clipped the leash back in and opened her front door, checking again that it was clear before he tugged her through. My knees hurt now.

As they reached where the corridor intersected with the stairway there was a noise from downstairs; someone had just entered the building. Her heart raced, and Brandon began to speed up. She could hear them now, coming up. Because of the design she knew the two of them would be well out of the line of sight by the time they got to his door, but from the way Brandon was tugging on her leash he wasn’t sure.

To his consternation, she slowed down, taking her time over the last few metres as he tugged on the leash. ‘Natalie!’ She savoured the look on his face. ‘You better hurry up, you’re starting to drool,’ he told her. Natalie frowned, she’d been very careful to lock her lips around the dildo. No I’m not. She turned to look up at him, the dildo waggling from the momentum. He saw her expression and smirked. ‘From the other end.’ Oh my God, no!

That sped her up. He unlocked his door and pushed it open. ‘Inside now, you cheeky wotsit.’ She whipped in ahead of him and he closed the door behind them.

Her jaw ached from holding the big dildo and she was trying to ignore the pain in her knees now. A couple of metres into the hallway she stopped and waited on all fours. She didn’t turn when he closed the door, but she felt his hand on her back as he crouched down beside her. ‘Holy shit, that was amazing. You were amazing. I wasn’t sure you’d do it when I first dared you.’ He took the dildo from her mouth and she stretched her jaw from side to side to ease the ache.

Natalie smiled and shut her eyes as his hand stroked up and down her back. ‘You are extraordinary,’ he told her.

‘Mhmmmmmm,’ she agreed, as it turned into a moan, his fingers sliding around her leg and finding her clit. It brought home how wet it was, how wet and slippery even her thighs were. She realised he’d been telling the truth about the mess she was leaving. ‘I feel like your bitch in heat.’

‘Good,’ he said in a low voice. He rubbed her clit hard and fast before giving her a smack on her bottom. ‘Just how I plan to keep you.’








  
  
  Denial Slavery

  
  




‘Come on, let’s get you somewhere more comfy and let you recover. I bet those floors hurt your knees.’

‘They weren’t too bad,’ she lied, ‘but yes, thank you.’ She followed Brandon over to the sofa and was about to climb up onto it when he gave the leash a tug.

‘No pets on the furniture without permission. You can make a mess in your basket, Fucktoy. Now stay, good girl.’ He undid the leash, gave her a kiss on the top of her head and went to pick up the dog bowls that were by the dining table, taking them to the kitchen. She heard him running the tap and he returned with a water bottle and a bowl.

Brandon put it down in front of her and poured half the water bottle into it. As humiliating as it was she didn’t hesitate to crouch down and drink from the bowl, the sound of the water had made her realise how thirsty she was. He sat on the sofa beside her and drank the other half of the water.

When she was done drinking the cold, fresh water she glanced down between her arms and saw a crystal clear strand of liquid dripping from between her legs. ‘Oh God I’m grooling.’

‘Grooling?’, Brandon asked, checking he heard her right.

Natalie blushed. ‘Yes it’s, eugh, it stands for girl drool.’

Brandon slapped his leg. ‘Oh, I love it. My little grooler.’

She stared at him. ‘Isn’t the fact I’m here in a collar, holes stuffed, losing my mind with arousal enough for you?’

He smiled. ‘The question really is, Fucktoy, is it enough for you, or do you crave more?’

She looked away. ‘More,’ she whispered.

‘I’m sorry, Fucktoy, I didn’t hear that, what did you say?’

She turned to look back at him. ‘More, please Sir,’ she said clearly.

He wasn’t done. ‘More of what?’

She pouted, ‘You’re being so mean!’ He just waited for her to continue. She exhaled sharply. ‘Fine, more nasty kinky shit that makes me even hornier and feel like your Fucktoy in heat.’ She shrugged her shoulders at him as if to say, ‘Satisfied now?’

‘Very. Good girl. Come up here with me.’

‘But I’ll make a mess?’ She was already moving.

‘I don’t care, come here. We’ll take the Kong out of you now but I’m delighted with how well it worked. Was it comfy?’

‘Surprisingly so. It was just the puppy one.’

‘We can always upgrade if you like it that much,’ he said. She thought of how large they got and shuddered. Hopping up onto the sofa, she waited while he reached between her legs and popped the dog toy out of her, throwing it in the dog basket for cleaning later. She sighed in relief as at least one of her holes was given a break. The plug was ever present and she felt it continue to stir up dark longings as it kept her bottom stretched.

Natalie snuggled into Brandon and relaxed as he stroked his fingers through her hair. ‘So, how do you like puppy play so far?’

‘So far? It’s been very kinky, but that’s just the mood I’m in, so all good.’

‘Tell me more about you safewording.’

Natalie had almost forgotten about it. She thought back to the moment in the hall. ‘It was just a lot to take in, and even though we were careful, being outside made me feel much more vulnerable. I thought it would be good to tell you that.’

‘It was really good. As I said I was half hoping you would, it really was a bit of a test.’

‘I don’t know if that makes it better or worse. It feels a bit strange that you hoped I’d fail.’

Brandon’s eyebrows shot up. ‘Natalie, safewording is never failing. At least on your behalf. It might be a sign I pushed too far. But goodness no, I’m always so proud of you when you do. Why was I testing it?’ he asked.

She thought back to what he’d said in her apartment. ‘To show that it worked.’

‘To show who it worked?’

‘To show me it works when I say it?’

Brandon nodded. ‘That’s one good reason, so you feel safe you can rely on them, and what did I say?’

She struggled to remember. She only recalled him reassuring her and being proud. ‘I don’t know then, sorry, my brain is still a bit…’ she searched for the word, ‘doggy?’ He chuckled at her choice.

‘That’s just why I’m saying it again.’ His hand stroked her hair, then all the way down her back. ‘One reason is so I’m sure you’re prepared to use them. We could talk about the theory of them all day but there can be a big pressure not to safeword, to think it’s failing, like you said. It’s like a fire alarm test. It gives me confidence it’ll work when you need it.’

‘Yes, true. Okay.’

‘But there’s an even smarter motivation to test you sometimes — it helps you use them when you really need to.’

She raised an eyebrow. ‘It does, how?’

‘If you think I might be testing you, you’re more relaxed about safewording when you need to, even if it isn’t a test. You won’t worry about failing as much.’

Natalie sat up and stared at Brandon. ‘Holy shit, that’s genius. You’re saying I’m more likely to use them correctly if I know sometimes you want me to safeword.’

‘Exactly that.’

‘That’s super helpful.’ Natalie let out a sigh and craned her head towards him. She thumped her head into his shoulder. ‘Argh you being all teachery and hot gets me so fucking horny. This is ridiculous.’

‘Oh honey, let me see if I can help. Come lie on me.’ She looked at his smile. He is not planning to help at all. She began to shift on the sofa to lie on top of him. ‘No. Facing up, Fucktoy.’ Natalie let out a frustrated, horny moan. As she twisted her back to his chest, the tail tugging the plug still in her as she moved, he caught her hands and lifted them up and behind his neck. Brandon’s feet hooked around her legs and spread them apart.

She felt him reach in his pocket and there was the tell-tale buzz of the Lush vibrator being turned on. ‘Open wide.’ He gave a wicked chuckle right in her ear and she felt the cool silicone toy being slowly pushed inside her. The plug meant it was pressed against her g-spot much more than usual.

‘Now, let’s see…’ Brandon’s phone was in his hand and he had the app open. She watched as he hit the ‘loop’ option and designed a pattern that went maddeningly from low to high, and back again. Of course even as he programmed it the vibrator was responding to his direction inside her.

‘Oh God, that’s so intense, please, Brandon? Sir?’ She watched as he kept it up high, sliding his thumb up and down, making it worse before letting go. The Lush started the loop over and she knew she’d feel his wicked designs repeated in her until he changed it. He turned off the phone, wanting both hands free.

‘Oh God,’ she cried out as his hands began kneading her breasts, the vibrations in her pulsing through her vagina and bottom.

‘I hear this breed is very responsive to stimulation,’ he whispered into her ear. He began pulling at her nipples, it was unrelenting, dragging at them until his dry fingertips slipped off, letting them spring back before he clutched them again between finger and thumb, tugging, pulling. ‘I hear some of the bitches can cum from just playing with their teats. Can you imagine that, Fucktoy, cumming from just this?’

‘Oh God, oh fuck.’ She was writhing over him but his legs kept her pinned in place.

‘You know if I trained a bitch to do that, I’d never have to touch her messy little cunt. It could be just left to… grool and ache.’

‘You’re evil,’ she declared. ‘Don’t stop.’

Brandon laughed and one hand went down between her legs. ‘Of course if I was going to focus on training a faithful little bitch there’s one thing that would take priority.’

‘What is it, what is it?’ She groaned with pleasure as he began masturbating her. No gentle introduction, just hard and fast circles on her clit with his strong fingers.

‘I’d train her to cum on command.’

‘Oh my God I want that so much.’

‘I thought you might, Fucktoy, imagine it, waiting for my words, on edge, craving to hear me give permission. Of course it’s a double-edge sword.’ Natalie cried out as he gave her spread pussy a little smack and began kneading it in his fist before returning to rubbing. ‘If a bitch is trained to cum on command, I wonder if she’d lose the ability to orgasm without it.’

‘Yes,’ she said.

‘Yes?’ He slowed his rubbing. ‘Is that a thing?’

Natalie twisted so she could just see his face. ‘It’s not a thing. It’s the thing.’

He smiled as he heard the vibrator go back to high and she writhed on his lap. ‘Really, it’s the thing for you?’

‘For me. Fuck my life how are you so in my head?’ She gave a wriggle and managed to turn over and lie on him face to face. ‘Brandon, just so I’m very clear. If you can make me cum on command, just by saying it, it’d be a dream come true. But fuck me. If you can make it so I can’t cum without your permission?’ She groaned as the vibrator peaked inside her, she pressed her head against his chest. ‘Fuck.’ As the loop returned to how she pushed herself up, grinding her pussy on his crotch, there was a fire in her eyes. ‘If you can do that, get so in my head I can’t cum without you letting me… I’m your denial slave forever.’

‘Denial slave?’ Brandon looked mesmerised by her confession.

She gave two slow nods as she rubbed back and forth on him wantonly. ‘Denial. Slave. Owned through my orgasms. Collared by my cunt.’ She clutched his shirt with her hands as she fought against the Lush, forcing her breathing to slow, trying to focus. ‘We are talking ultimate goals here. I can’t believe you even thought of it already.’ She gave a half-hearted sob. ‘Oh fuck, I’m so horny I’m going to die. Please can I cum, I’m losing my mind.’

He kissed her. ‘Get on the floor, Fucktoy,’ he said with a grin.

She slid off the sofa without a word, seeing the look in his eyes and knowing he had something planned. Brandon turned, picked up the leash and the dildo she’d brought and stood, bending over to clip the leash back in. Without a word he began walking to the kitchen and with a tug she scampered behind on her hands and knees.

The wooden kitchen floor was painful on her knees but Brandon paused and looked around before walking to a slim pull out kitchen unit. He gave the base of the dildo a lick and then stuck the dildo to the centre of it about two feet off the floor.

He reached behind her and unceremoniously pulled the Lush out of her pussy and turned it off. ‘Get on the dildo,’ he told her, pulling the unit out from the rest by about two feet as well. That meant she could put both her feet either side of it and mount the dildo much more easily. She looked at him with wonder. Does he appreciate what a kinky genius he is?

With a little height adjustment they found the spot where she could move back onto it and it slid deep inside her pussy without any awkwardness. She thought back to how she’d broken some furniture trying something similar in her bedroom. That’s a hell of a lot easier than me mounting it on the side of a wardrobe.

‘Good girl. Fuck it now. I’m going to prepare some dinner. Keep your hands on the floor. You’re allowed to cum if you can.’

‘But…’ she began.

‘Shush, Fucktoy. Your mouth is for sucking, not talking. Although the noises from here…’ he pushed his fingers in her mouth, ‘and here…’ he moved them behind her and knocked the dildo making it vibrate in her cunt, ‘better keep me hard if you want dinner.’

To Natalie’s astonishment he kicked his shoes off, undid his belt, and pulled off his trousers and underwear. His erection stood out proud. It’s my wish from earlier. She barely kept her realisation quiet.

Natalie stared at his cock, bouncing as he walked around the room. She thrust herself back and forth on the dildo, fucking herself for him. His little Fucktoy. Her moans were loud and erotic. The slurping of the dildo sliding in and out, quieter but deeply depraved.

Brandon’s cock stayed hard.

Fucktoy didn’t cum.

It was perfect.
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Brandon stood by the dining table. He’d dressed again despite Natalie’s pouts. She knelt by him, unsure if she’d done her job as he hadn’t laid her out any food for her. 

She was still in a bit of a daze, recovering from twenty minutes of fucking the dildo, and hours of him mindfucking her. The dildo was very arousing, but she hadn’t got close to cumming. She never had only from internal stimulation like that.

He reached down, undoing the leash. ‘Come, sit with me.’ He pulled the chair back and with a few winces Natalie stretched up and sat down. He pushed her chair in and then sat at the head of the table just next to her.

She was confused by the lack of food for her. ‘Didn’t I do it well enough?’ she asked, looking at her empty place.

He raised his eyebrows. ‘Natalie, did you see how hard you kept me? You were amazing. It sounded like I had porn playing in the background.’ She laughed. He put his hand on hers. ‘You did brilliantly.’ He pushed the large bowl of chicken caesar salad between them. ‘I just figured we couldn’t compete with the dog bowl experience earlier, so I wanted to feed you instead.’

‘Oh.’ She glanced at the floor.

He saw her gaze. ‘Yes, I could feed you down there if you want but I thought your knees had probably had enough for today?’

The idea of kneeling at his feet as he fed her from his plate made her pussy tingle, but her knees’ soreness brought her back to reality. ‘That’s very thoughtful, thank you.’

Brandon carefully cut up a piece of lettuce, added some chicken, parmesan cheese and a crouton and held it out on the fork. Natalie opened her mouth and took it off her fork with her teeth. Well, this is unexpectedly hot. She gave it a chew. ‘That’s delicious. Did you just make the sauce?’ She’d watched him blitzing something up in a liquidiser, but had no clue what he was doing. At one point he’d put some anchovies in the mix. I had no idea those were in caesar dressing.

‘Yeah, isn’t it yummy?’ He ate his own less delicate forkful and then went back to making one for her.

‘It’s so good! It’s so hot that you can cook well. I don’t know why.’

‘I think anyone doing something with passion and some expertise can be sexy. Cooking is especially sensual, isn’t it?’ She could only nod in reply as he’d put another forkful in her mouth.

Dinner went back and forth between them, pausing only to get a drink that they shared too. They stayed quiet for some of it, just enjoying the food, and the unusual way they were doing it.

‘So, how are you doing?’ He did his usual check in as he finished the last of the salad, Natalie having filled up before him.

‘I’m good, this has been incredible. I can’t believe we’ve done so much. But also today’s gone so fast.’

‘I think you’ve been in and out of subspace quite a lot,’ Brandon said. ‘Time does funny things sometimes. But yes, we’ve done a lot, but I thought it would be a lovely first go at some of this pet play stuff. I’ve loved it.’

‘I hadn’t appreciated you’d take my challenge to do lots of these “first time” so seriously.’ She referred again to the fantasies he’d made her spill out to him on their first date.

‘It was a brilliant idea. I came home and wrote them all down.’

Natalie sat up. ‘Really? What else is on the list?’ She couldn’t remember what he’d got from her.

‘Well spanking was top of the list. We did that.’ He saw the look on her face. ‘It’s not a one-off thing, Princess. There will be plenty more, I love it as much as you do.’ She nodded, failing to hide her glee. ‘And cock sucking, being trained to suck cock, we’ve started that.’

‘Only the tip,’ she protested, laughing. The entire time in the kitchen, as his hard cock hung out from under his shirt, she’d thought of little else.

‘A bit more than the tip, but thanks for the self-esteem boost.’ He chuckled.

‘And then today, pet play. I’d say that’s been a success?’

Natalie felt the collar around her neck. ‘Yeah, I think that’s a mild understatement. It’s been incredible. I can’t believe you have been…’ she made air quotes, ‘winging it.’

‘When I say winging it, I guess I meant I haven’t done it with anyone before. It was a first for me too.’ That makes it even better. ‘It involved hours reading up on it during the week, planning and mentally reviewing how different scenarios could work.’

She laughed. ‘Oh, so a dom’s version of winging it, gotcha. That makes me feel very cared for, thank you.’ She stroked the back of his hand. ‘I mean it, Brandon. You are taking my dreams and turning them into more than I could ever… dream of. Eugh, my brain is toast.’ She hung her head down and shook her head while he tried not to laugh.

‘Princess, it’s not toast, it’s just in a different mode. That collar, the tasks, the plug, heck, even the nakedness, it’s all very powerful and you can’t just switch in and out of it. Although you do a damn good job of trying. So don’t be hard on yourself. Recognise those things will make you a bit foggy, and relax about it.’

‘Okay, thank you. I will. What else did I say?’

‘Of things you wanted to try?’ He smiled. ‘You wanted to be my toy, and my slave.’

‘Oh God, did I say that?’ Brandon nodded with a smile. ‘Fuck. What does that even look like?’

He shrugged. ‘I reckoned we’d just figure it out together.’ He paused and thought. ‘“Mindfuck me, degrade me, humiliate me” I think were your next requests.’

Her eyes went wide, and she nodded. ‘A blissed-out mess,’ her brain pulled from somewhere.

He chuckled. ‘So you do remember. Good. And then… tie you up, use you.’ Brandon leaned over the table and held her gently by the chin. ‘We definitely need to get onto that soon.’

‘Yes please!’ She wanted to ask more but all the water she’d drunk was making her uncomfortable. She wiggled in the chair.

‘Is there something you want?’ She could see from his face he knew just what it was.

Despite all the experiences of earlier, having to look into his eyes and ask him made her face burn. ‘Please… please can I go to the toilet?’

He gave his cute little smirk. ‘Be more specific.’

‘No! You can’t want that?’

‘Is it more… humiliating?’

‘Eugh, no fair.’

‘Is it more degrading?’ He was clearly pleased using her own requests against her.

‘I hate you.’ She stuck out her tongue and he laughed. ‘Please, Sir. May I go and wee?’

He brushed her cheek with his thumb. ‘So fucking adorable. Yes, of course you can. Clean up while you’re there, take the plug out, and…’ he played with her hair. ‘Ponytail please. Then meet me in the bedroom.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ They both stood. He gathered up the things from the table and headed to the kitchen. She gazed after him. I’ve found a man who cooks beautifully, does the dishes, and makes me ask to go pee. I’m in heaven.

* * *




Brandon was stretched out on top of the duvet when Natalie came back from the bathroom. She poked her head around the corner. ‘Why do I feel so naked every time I go away from you?’

‘I don’t know, but it’s adorable.’ He patted the bed beside him and Natalie dashed across the room and tried to huddle against him.

‘Can I go under the duvet, please?’

‘Are you cold?’

She pouted. ‘No.’

‘Then no. Cold isn’t sexy. You feeling all naked and vulnerable is. Do I need to check between your legs again to see what it’s doing to you?’

‘You’re a monster, you know that?’

‘I guess monsters can count as pet play too.’ Brandon laughed and then turned to her, roaring and pressing her to the bed, an arm in the small of her back, the other holding her hand. ‘Now you’ve got me covering you, is that better?’

She blinked her eyes at him. ‘Much better. Have you got more plans for me?’

He nodded, ‘More than I can count. But tonight? I figured snuggling up, lots of making out, and we see what movies we can agree on.’

‘That sounds amazing.’

He began kissing under her chin, nuzzling into the collar. ‘This looks so good on you.’ His mouth went to hers and he traced kisses around her lips before her mouth demanded more.

Finally, he broke off. ‘Do you think we should find you one that’s not just about being a pet?’

Natalie stared into his eyes and gently nodded. ‘I do.’

‘What do you think it should represent?’ He nuzzled his nose against hers.

To her amazement, Natalie didn’t feel nervous about her answer. ‘That I’m yours.’

Brandon touched his forehead to hers, their eyes just inches apart. ‘Yes.’ He kissed her again. ‘Mine.’

He rolled to the side and began fishing in his pocket for something. He was holding the two steel dog tags he’d made earlier but kept secret. At some point he’d put them both on simple steel necklaces. He dangled them over her chest. ‘I got these, as another little symbol, one for you, and one for me.’

Natalie pushed herself up so she could read the two lines of text each had engraved. She grabbed one. ‘Natalie Posner’ read the first line, and underneath it simple, ‘His.’ She clutched it to her chest. ‘Oh Brandon, I love it.’ She put it straight over her head and it lay under the collar. ‘What does the other one say?’

He sat up more and put it over his head before holding it up for her to read. ‘Brandon Evans,’ she said aloud. ‘Hers.’ She took hold of his hand. ‘Really?’

He nodded. ‘Without a doubt.’
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As you’ve probably picked up, each of the Kink by the Numbers books has a theme, and with the title ‘On All Fours’ I’ve focused on the lovely topic of pet play. On top of that, I’ve added some fun tasks and long distance play. And no, I don’t know who on earth has Natalie’s missing knickers either. It’s a complete mystery.




Speaking of knickers, there are a few safety warnings to add to the ideas covered in the book. The first is that of panty stuffing. This is always a popular topic on my blog, and I think in part it’s because it’s something everyone has. Proper sex toys aren’t available to everyone, but almost everybody has a pair of panties to hand. And so they can be used for an impromptu kinky task almost anytime and anywhere.

But that comes with some caveats. The size and material of the underwear can render this simple (skimpy and sheer) or downright impossible (bulky and absorptive). If you try it don’t expect to get them deep inside you, just try a little bit and see how you get on with it. If you do find you like it and it’s not too drying or irritating then twisting the material to get them deeper is effective, and can be very stimulating. Even managing to get them half in means you have the very teasing effect of them dangling against your legs. So as with trying anything out, keep it simple to start and if you find yourself enjoying it, try more. And if not, take a pass, this one might not be for you, and that’s okay.




The other task Brandon gave in return for Natalie’s challenge to ‘make it worse’ was some pee play. Once again this is something easy to try, but for obvious reasons many won’t, and that’s fine. ‘Watersports’ is a reasonably popular kink within BDSM practise but that wasn’t really the point of what Brandon was doing. It was much more about Natalie’s expressed kinks of degradation, and her implied one of desperation. It might not surprise you to know the Japanese have a name for this ‘holding kink’ — Omorashi (although it tends to go further than just holding it).

As Natalie discovered, it is remarkable how quickly not being allowed to pee can get you into a totally different headspace. However, it’s something that needs to explored more carefully than Brandon and Natalie do here. Cystitis is not sexy and if you’re intrigued to try this, take it slowly, make sure you’re not risking a urinary tract infection or other problems. And if you’re tempted to go further than Brandon makes Natalie, do your research. It’s a myth that urine is sterile.




A final but important warning. Not every pet shop, or anywhere public, comes with its very own kink-friendly Ashley. Never presume anyone wants to be involved in your kink, they haven’t given consent and beyond the most subtle of signals its unacceptable to push it onto others. So, as Brandon extolled, focus on the excitement of theoretical risk, but work even harder to keep it to yourselves.




Onto something more positive - the joys of long distance sexy stuff. Whether it’s sexting, or what used to be called this ‘cybering’ —  online chat and play — the need to get your kink on from a distance has become an increasing feature of exploring your sexuality and kink, either in a relationship or often with those you don’t know so well thanks to the anonymity of being online.

There’s no comparison to the passion and intimacy you can find when you’re with someone in the flesh, or ‘In Real Life’ as the acronym goes, as though online somehow isn’t. However, that doesn’t mean that long distance play is always a second best option.

As mentioned above, for those exploring their kinky selves, the internet offers an unprecedented opportunity to discover more about yourself and others, while keeping your identity, and sometimes dignity, intact. However, please don’t fall into the trap of thinking you are safe. You are not, and there are dire and important warnings of how it can wrong in the previous book, Three-Line Whip and it’s accompanying author’s notes. Please make sure you’ve read those and done more research before venturing out into the internet wilds. 

Another less obvious benefit of long distance play is the absence of physical touch can encourage you to focus on other aspects of intimacy - communication, encouraging words, working harder to put yourself in your partner’s head and work out what you can say or have them do that will thrill them. I hope you noticed that as much as Brandon loved Natalie’s pictures; they were never the objective of his conversations. See if you can make pictures an added bonus to your long distance play, not the heart of it, and you’ll reap the benefits in better communication and understanding when you do get time together IRL.

After a few embarrassing incidents, my wife, Jane and I concluded that we should use a completely separate app for our long distance kinky shit. Even if ‘long’ only means I’m in my office and she’s sitting in the garden. There are a few good options, Signal or Telegram for privacy, but our preferred option is Viber. This is a cute WhatsApp style messenger that does a particularly strong line in fun and sexy stickers. You can even create your own. Finding the right sticker to indicate ‘I’m horny come sit under my desk’ is always a fun challenge and there are even romantic ones in there for those of us who apparently can’t write erotica without getting the characters to fall head-over-heels in love.




That’s probably enough notes for this time around. I hope that On All Fours has inspired you. I’d love to hear about the impact it’s having. There are a few ways you can do that:
I’d hugely appreciate if you left a review on Amazon. There’s guidance on how to do that anonymously further back in the book. It really helps my books stand out from all the other stuff you find in the erotica section. You can email me at james@edging.space. And lastly you can sign up for my SubscribeStar and get involved giving me feedback on early versions of my stories and the future directions they take.







  Discussion Points



Helping you to explore some key ideas from the book




Each of the Kink by Numbers books introduces some BDSM concepts, and beyond that tries to model realistic, and good practises for exploring this by yourself or with a partner.

Here are some questions to help you reflect on those and apply anything that’s useful.




 Questions for a submissives/bottoms


	What of Natalie’s experiences most resonated with you, and why?

	Natalie was keen to explore pet play. How do you feel about that aspect of BDSM and has this book changed how you feel about any of it?

	What are some things Natalie does as the submissive to make their long distance and in-person play safe and enjoyable?

	Natalie has managed to master edging and denying herself without cumming. What different techniques does she use in this book to maintain her arousal?

	What were some of the more subtle ways consent was asked and given in the book? Are there any new ways safewords were, or weren’t used that you can learn from?

	Brandon is very clear about his feelings on public play. What do you feel is acceptable and what boundaries should be in place?

	There are several moments of increased vulnerability from Brandon in this book. What are your expectations of a dom or top in being vulnerable and what benefits can it bring to your dynamic?




Task ideas


	Explore the impact of how full your bladder is when you masturbate and edge. Does it add to the experience. How far is good and when does it become negative? If you enjoy it research some more on how to do it safely

	Natalie’s research into handjobs really came in useful. Choose a sexual skill like stripping, handjobs, blowjobs, deepthroating, or anything else that takes your fancy and make practising it part of your edging routine.

	Sexy photos are a big part of many’s kinky interaction. Try taking some just for you. Make sure you’re not uploading them to the cloud. Take lots, research how to take good shots online, and have some fun. 




 Questions for a dominants/tops


	Did you get any inspiration from Brandon’s behaviour, speech and ideas?

	Were there some things he said that stood out as especially effective. How would you say them in your own words?

	Do you rely on safewords too much as your only measure of consent. How else do you gain consent without using words?

	Brandon takes some very simple ideas and with some creativity makes it an event for Natalie. Where could you be more creative?

	What could you give as symbols to express your kink relationship with someone?

	Are there any fresh ways you could explore your dynamic via text or from a distance?

	Does the idea of pet play appeal to you. What elements of it might you like to try out?

	Brandon tackles pet play as an area he has little experience in. How do you prepare for exploring something new with your partner?

	If there was one idea you could take away from this book, what would it be and how can you put it into practice?







 Discussion questions for couples 


	Look at the questions for subs and doms, ask each other the ones you want to know the answers to and discuss.

	What were the hottest bits of the story for each of you, and why? Was there anything you didn’t like? Talk about that too.

	What can you take from the way they communicate and use to better communicate with each other?

	Do you have sexy pet names for each other? Which are your favourites? Are there any you don’t like, or even better some you’d love to be called but haven’t dared admit?

	How do you extend your play to times when you are apart. Are there areas you could improve or ideas you can take from this book? Could you get a secret messaging app just for the two of you to let you prioritise that communication while keeping it secret?




 Follow-up tasks for couples 


	Try out a few different messaging apps. I recommend Viber because of the sexy stickers you can find in the ‘sticker market’. Give the app a priority space on your phone and notifications, and try using it for a week to encourage, tease and play with each other.

	What tasks might you set for when you’re apart? Discuss some ideas and fantasies to try in the future.

	Do you like the idea of public play? What should your rules be. What things could you try out to begin with that turn you both on?

	Explore pet play. Does any of it excite either of you? Set up a date night to try it out and see what it does for you.

	What toys might add to the experience? Explore a site like Lovehoney to inspire ideas of what you might enjoy together or the remote control toys Natalie and Brandon use that come from Lovense




I hope you find those useful. I’d love to hear from you if you do. Message me on my Tumblr or email james@edging.space - and feel free to throw questions my way if I can help.




James Hardcourt






Edging Instructions




How to use this book

Not many erotic books come with instructions (or author’s notes) and these are entirely optional. You’re the reader, it’s your book to enjoy however you want. But if you’re into the kink of tease and denial then it’s likely you also enjoy tasks and instructions. So I thought I’d build them into these books in a pretty subtle way, for those who fancy it.




If you’re new to this let me explain the kink of edging and orgasm denial is built on the belief that as good as orgasms might be, it’s even hotter to be denied. To be kept horny, wet and desperate because it makes you feel amazing. Now, if you’ve never explored that idea before let me encourage you to read my blog and the other resources it recommends, because it’s honestly awesome. You have to try it to believe it. But please, just enjoy this book as something that might turn you on in new ways. Have fun reading it, and playing with yourself as you read. I hope my writing will take you through some exciting highs and lows as you follow the story.




If you’re NOT new to edging and orgasm denial, you know who you are, we affectionately call you ‘denial sluts’ on the blog, then may I suggest some fun options that you might like to try as you read:

Idea 1: You are only allowed to orgasm if the heroine does. And as much as I love happy endings (these are getting pretty romantic already) I give you no guarantee at all that she’s going to get to cum. If that thought excites you, you should do this.

Idea 2: You only get to play when she’s playing. This is harsh, isn’t it. This won’t be for most of you I think. But some of you might get off on this. Just allowed to touch while she does, or at least while something sexy is going down.

Idea 3: Act it out. Is she humping something? Read as you hump. Is she sucking on a cock? Have something in your mouth. Is she naked, in a hot little outfit? Dress up. Pick up whatever you like from the book, have fun, bring it to life. Become her, she IS you.




And maybe, mix those ideas up, try different things - or read it with a partner and get them involved. It’s all fantasy, designed to arouse, surprise, and inspire you. Welcome to Edging Erotica.

Let’s get reading!






The Power of Reviews



Thank you so much for reading my story. I hope you’ve enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. The best way to let me know you did, is to leave a review on Amazon. The only reason I didn’t just leave One-Bar Prison as a standalone short story was all the reviews encouraging me to write more. And now we have four books!

I read every single review I get. They mean a tremendous amount to me. If you want more of Natalie and Brandon then please, if you possibly can, leave me a review on Amazon.






How to leave an anonymous review

There are something like 60,000 new books published on Amazon every day. As a new author, it’s very hard to compete - to stand out from the crowd.

One of the biggest helps in getting this book noticed is to have reviews. It would be so helpful if you’ll take the time to go onto Amazon’s site and tell others what you think of it.

If you’re worried about leaving a review for a book like this, I have good news. The reason I recommend going to Amazon to leave your review, and not just using the option at the end of the Kindle or other device, is because you can make it anonymous:

[image: Image]

Click ‘Edit’ by your name then change it to whatever you want for the review!




Thank you! I really want to write more, in this series, and others - knowing you like the book and letting others see they are good quality and well written is a huge help and encouragement for me to do that.

James Hardcourt

Click this link to go to the book page on Amazon







  Get a bonus Pet Play scene



When I wrote this book, I’d planned an additional scene — an extra kinky situation where Brandon and Natalie take bondage and puppy play to the next level. This book was already getting too long, but it didn’t really fit into the next one, and it’s not vital to the plot.

So I’m offering it as a free bonus scene. You can get it completely free by signing up to my mailing list. I keep those emails safe-for-work and only send them out when I’ve got something to tell you about, like a new book. 

The extra scene can be delivered to any device in whatever format you want. Simply click the link below and follow the instructions.

As an added extra, it includes an original sketch by my talented cover designer, Liva Rand. It’s Natalie, in her tail and collar. In just her tail and collar. 

And the actual scene? It involves yards of bondage tape, tickling, a magic wand and a lot of begging. It’s over 4,500 words - I’ll leave you to find out the rest:




Get your free bonus scene from On All Fours

https://BookHip.com/GSRHRHQ




Enjoy!






Still want more?




Five by Five is coming soon!

Kink by the Numbers is planned as a ten book series, which means book five is going to be the mid-series finale! (Yes, that’s a thing, at least on TV shows, so I’m stealing it).




It’s going to be a one hell of a ride! I’ve already written about 25,000 words of it and my goodness, I went through the wringer just with those. If you thought the pet store visit was wild, wait until Brandon takes her dress shopping. And at last, there’s going to be some serious bondage going down. But even more, discover the secret Brandon’s been hiding from Natalie. Does his honesty mean he’s ready to take things to the next level? There’s only one way to find out! Read Five by Five!




If you’re wanting to find out first when it’s out then your best bet is to sign-up to the Edging Space Publishing newsletter where I’ll keep you up to date.




Sign up to James Hardcourt’s newsletter




If you want to be the first to read it, then you can sign up to the Book Club tier of my SubscribeStar and you will be the first to get your hands on it before it’s even published on Amazon.




Find out more about James’ SubscribeStar






Friends with Kinky Benefits










Here’s the start of the first book in a new series I’ve been working on. It’s my first book written in first person, from both the female and male main character’s perspectives. 

It’s available from Amazon now. You can read the first few chapters below.

[image: Image]




* * *






Amy

‘You know he’s into you, right?’ Callie grinned at me over her caramel latte.

I nearly spat out my coffee. ‘Are you crazy? Dylan’s like a brother to me. We virtually grew up together. I love you, but he’s my best friend. And you’re wrong, he isn’t into me.’

‘Amy, he is,’ she insisted, ‘you just can’t see it because you’re too close, or you don’t want to.’

‘I absolutely don’t want to. I don’t want to even think about it.’

Callie laughed, ‘Think about what? How Dylan gets a boner when you hug him?’ She opened her eyes wide, waiting on my reaction. It didn’t disappoint.

‘Stop. Oh my God, I hate you, I’m never going to get that image out of my head.’ I shook it as though trying to jolt it out. It can’t be true.

This was not the catch up with an old friend after getting home that I had imagined. Callie put her coffee down and looked at me. ‘He’s cute, you know, and such a nice guy. Very different from the ones you go for.’

I sighed, ‘Not as if I have had any success with them. But yeah, he’s just not my type, and I can’t believe we’re even talking about this.’

‘Not everyone’s an alpha male, Amy. And those that are tend to be assholes.’

‘Well, you’re not wrong there,’ I said. I thought back to the few disastrous dates I’d had during my first year at university. I’d imagined it’d be easier, being away from home, a new setting. The guys had seemed so attractive, but they’d all seen a single date as an invitation into my pants. And as much as I was keen to do more, I wasn’t prepared to give it up that easily, especially if they weren’t exactly what I was looking for.

I paused, took another sip of coffee. Is she going to understand? Now’s as good a time as any to find out. ‘It’s not just an alpha male I want,’ I paused for her reaction.

‘No?’ She waited on me, letting me stew until I confessed.

‘It’s more than that,’ I finally said, my foot tapping as the nerves kicked in. ‘This is between us, right?’ Her eyes lit up. Callie was a complete sucker for secrets. She nodded enthusiastically and shuffled her chair closer so that no one might hear us in the busy cafe. ‘I’m looking for someone…’ I paused, there was no going back if I said it, ‘… dominant.’

‘Oh, really!’ The grin on her face told me she was delighted with the quality of my secret. She tried to hide it and look all nonchalant, ‘I’m not surprised, I figured you were a bit kinky.’

‘What the hell? How?’ This was not the response I’d imagined.

She shrugged and sat back, drinking more coffee. ‘I don’t know, you give off that vibe. And then, of course, there’s Halloween.’

My drink had just about got to my lips, but I paused. ‘What about Halloween?’ I could guess what she was going to say, but I didn’t want to admit it.

‘You think I haven’t noticed you always take it as an excuse to dress up like a slut. I don’t even know how you walked in those platform heels. And didn’t you wear a collar last year?’

I could feel my face burning up. ‘Everyone uses Halloween to dress slutty. You didn’t say anything! Is that what everyone thinks?’ I’m such an idiot, of course it was obvious.

‘I mean, most of the guys are probably jerking off to the pictures they took of you. But yeah, it doesn’t do great things for your reputation, although maybe they just think you’re quirky and it is a Halloween thing.’

I didn’t really hear the second bit of what she was saying. ‘Jerk… jerking off?’ The image of it made me feel dizzy. I hadn’t even considered it. I was starting to shake a little, so put my coffee down.

‘Hell yeah, girl. I know for sure Justin had at least ten of you on his phone.’ Callie was still sipping her drink, clearly having fun at the torment she was putting me through.

‘Shut up. Your ex was not jerking off to me.’

‘Well, it wasn’t to me, that’s why he’s my ex.’ She didn’t seem bothered. ‘I can’t blame them. You realise how sexy you are, right?’

‘I…’ I didn’t know what to say. ‘I am?’

She tilted her head at me. ‘Girl, come on. You might have been a late bloomer, but now you’re one of the hottest women I know. It’s only the fact you keep yourself all covered most of the time that hides it.’ She chuckled, ‘Well apart from Halloween. What are you going to be this time?’

‘Maybe an angel?’ Halloween was months away, but I’d already had fun planning and gathering items. I hoped my choice disproved her theory.

‘Oh, an angel. Let me guess, it’s a white corset that shows off your boobs, maybe a tiny skirt, and super high heels?’

Shit, she’s got me pegged. ‘And thigh-high stockings.’

She laughed so loudly people around stared for a moment. ‘So a slutty angel. You see? Don’t get me wrong, I think you look amazing. It’s just hilarious you’re so unaware.’ She sat back and bit into the stroopwafel she’d bought with the coffee. ‘So how kinky are you?’

I looked around, horrified, but no one seemed to have heard her. ‘I don’t know. Is there a scale?’ It wasn’t what I wanted to say of course. Really, really kinky, it’s all I think about.

‘Well, how serious are you about finding a “dom”?’ She made air quotes, showing off she knew the language.

‘It’s all I dream of,’ I said. It was true, the search for the perfect dom felt like the focus of my life; and how hard it was, my biggest disappointment. ‘It’s really difficult. Like you say, so many of these guys are assholes, the ones online are even worse.’

She sat up. ‘You do this stuff online?’ I’ve definitely said too much. She’s never going to find out about that. ‘What do you do?’ she prompted.

‘Umm, you know, like explore what’s out there. But it’s a complete shark pit, you have to be super careful.’ I recalled all the frustrations, the disappointments, the ‘doms’ who just ghosted me because I wasn’t prepared to fall to my knees and strip naked before we even talked properly. I guess my face showed what I was thinking.

Callie took my hand. ‘Hey, it’s okay. I get it, even the online dating stuff is a minefield, I can only guess what it’s been like.’

I sniffed, ‘I want to try so much, but I’m still a fucking virgin and all they want is to take advantage of me.’ I was getting emotional now. This was not how I’d imagined telling someone I was kinky would go.

Callie rubbed my hand. ‘You know, Dylan wouldn’t take advantage of you, I’m sure of that.’

That was for sure. He was the loveliest, sweetest guy. I was so lucky to have him as my best friend. I’d never even thought about him sexually. ‘Are you sure he’s into me?’

‘Hon, he follows you around like a puppy dog. You heard Kara asked him out on a date last year and he said no?’

‘What, Kara? Seriously? He never told me that.’

‘That’s because you’re the reason he said no.’ She got a wicked look in her eye. ‘I bet he has way more than ten photos of you in your Halloween costumes.’ She sniggered.

‘Callie, no, oh my God. Wasn’t the thought of his boner enough!’

She leaned in, a salacious grin on her face. ‘I bet he jerks off looking at them every day.’

‘You’re twisted, stop it.’ I covered my ears with my hands but I couldn’t unsee the picture of what she’d described. She laughed, pleased with my reaction. I wasn’t sure if Callie was right, but it didn’t matter, I’d never think about Dylan the same way again.

* * *






Dylan

My phone vibrated. I ignored it for a moment until I saw it was Amy. I grabbed it, staring at the screen while the messaging app took forever to open. ‘Hey Dylan - I miss you, wanna hang out tonight?’ it read.

Play it cool, play it cool. I typed out, ‘Yeah, sounds great. Can’t wait to see you, I’ve missed you.’ That is not playing it cool… I deleted it and tried again. ‘Sounds great, be at yours at 8?’ Yeah, that was better.

‘Awesome, I’ll pick a movie. What do you fancy?’ she wrote.

You. You, you, you, you. ‘Whatever works, just looking forward to seeing you.’

‘Aww you big sap. Me too. Love you bestie xxx’

‘Love you too.’ She had no idea how much I meant it.

I stood up, exhilarated at the chance to see her this evening. We’d grown up together; she meant it when she said best friend, and I did too. But the last few years she’d become even more to me. Just whenever I tried to tell her it went wrong.

I thought back to my disastrous first attempt, a Valentine’s gift that she’d assumed I gave her out of pity. She’d been so cross, throwing the necklace I’d chosen so carefully and saved up for, in her bin.

That had put me off saying anything for a long time. Then each time I built up the courage, it came out wrong. Or maybe she just didn’t want to hear it. That was the risk. What if I ruined our friendship? I couldn’t cope with that, I need her in my life.

I looked at myself in the mirror. There wasn’t much to look at. I wasn’t like the big, strong guys I could see Amy was attracted to, and it killed me. I’d been working out this year, trying to bulk up, but it didn’t seem to make much of a difference.

But I couldn’t go on like this. Her heading off to college had been torture. I’d taken a gap year to do a bit of travel, and get some work experience and money together while she’d gone straight on to study. My dream had been that she’d join me on my travels, but she’d assumed I was joking when I suggested it. By then, I’d deferred entry. I ended up having a good year, but not the one fantasised about, travelling around Europe with Amy by my side. And in my bed.

For most of the year all I could imagine was her finding some hunk of a boyfriend, and I knew it was going to break my heart. I need to tell her how I feel, while she’s back for the summer.

No. Tonight. I’m going to tell her tonight.

* * *






Amy

I rifled through my wardrobe. ‘Oh my God, what am I going to wear?’ I’d never even considered that question for a night in with Dylan before. I do not need this stress, eugh, why can’t he not fancy me? Is it that hard?

The more I thought about it, the angrier I got with him. Why did he have to be so stupid and take what we had, a great, deep friendship, and mess it up like this? And even worse, that he hadn’t told me. He had cute girls like Kara going after him. Okay, she wasn’t the smartest, but she was sweet and pretty. If I was the reason he’d turned her down then he was just an idiot.

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror inside my wardrobe, remembering what Callie had said. ‘Does she really think I’m sexy?’ I said to mirror image me, but all she did was shrug and check out my butt.

‘Okay, maybe I am a bit.’ I turned back to face myself and cupped my boobs with a smirk. I sure did grow into these. I laughed and a wicked thought came to mind. If Dylan is so secretly into me, let’s see what impact I can have on him.

I stripped off what I was wearing, avoiding looking at myself in the mirror. A few nice comments do not undo a lifetime of body issues. I got excited as I began reaching in for the secret stuff I kept in the back of the wardrobe. My parents were pretty good about not going through my things, but my little sister, not so much, so I kept the sexier outfits out of sight.

First out of the box was my hottest set of lingerie. To be fair, it was my only actual set as everything else was random panties and bras. It was my ambition one day to only have rows of matching lingerie sets to pick from. Or even better, to have someone else pick for me. Wearing this always made me feel extra sexy, even if no one else saw it, and I certainly didn’t plan on Dylan seeing it, but it made my boobs look fabulous.

I pulled out my short skirt options. I sometimes wore them with leggings but never without, besides as a costume. School girl tartan, a very tight black one, or my new white one I’d already picked out for the angel outfit. Maybe Callie has a point about Halloween. I decided against them and instead chose a pair of tight jeans — sexy without trying too hard. Anyway, my top will do the work for me.

I picked out what might have been a cute little cardigan — it turned into a very low-cut v-neck top if worn with nothing but the bra underneath it. It was also cropped enough to show a bit of skin above my belt too. Dylan was going to be surprised.

I looked at myself again, gave a little spin. One thing missing. I searched through my necklaces and picked out a choker that reminded me of a collar, smiling as I clasped it around my neck.

There was an old picture of Dylan and me I kept pinned on my poster board. Oh Dylan, I’m going to make you suffer for not telling me how you felt, if it’s true of course. And if it isn’t, then this won’t do anything to you, so it’s only your own fault.

‘Now, what are we going to watch?’ I let out a little gasp as an idea took hold. Is that too mean? I grinned, I was feeling naughty now. I reached up for the DVD that I’d only ever watched once and sworn never to again. I was about to break that promise, but it was all for a good cause.

‘This could actually be quite fun.’

* * *






Dylan

‘Amy, I love you.’ No, she’ll just say she loves me too, that’s no good. Despite a thousand times having imagined my declaration of love, and her delighted response in kind, I still needed to figure out what I was going to say.

‘I want to be more than just good friends,’ I practised. Eugh no, such a cliché. How, how do I tell this incredible, beautiful, sexy girl that I love her and want to be with her?

As with most things I didn’t know, I Googled it. ‘How to tell a girl you like her’. It even had pictures. ‘Keep clean and well dressed’ I read. ‘Keep calm’. Okay, but what do I say…

When I found their suggestions, it wasn’t much help. ‘I think you’re awesome and I really like you.’ Seriously? She knows that already. I read the next suggestion, ‘Hey Amy, I don’t usually go up to girls and say this, but I really like you.’ Eugh. Okay, this clearly isn’t meant for me. That might get me killed.

I scanned other suggestions, and one stood out. ‘Do you want to go out on a date?’ That might actually work. A date, that would show it’s more than just hanging out. I pictured myself saying it, and of course, her saying ‘yes, I’ve been waiting for you to ask for so long.’ Okay, that’s probably unrealistic but I couldn’t help myself.

I soon got caught up speculating where I’d take her. It should be somewhere new, maybe a nice restaurant, or was that too obvious? I’d earned money during the year, I could definitely afford to impress her.

Maybe a walk and a picnic, that could be romantic. We could go somewhere secluded. I was picturing Amy in one of her super cute summer dresses, leaning in towards me, ‘Why did we wait so long, Dylan?’ before she kissed me, the thin strap falling off her shoulder, I looked down, and my suspicions confirmed, she’s braless under the top.

‘Fuck yes,’ I whisper to my fantasy as I cup her breast through her top. The thought of it makes me ache. I have to do something about it.

I lie back in bed, my jeans quickly pulled down, my cock in my hand. I imagine the feel of her perfect breast, kissing her, touching her, unbuttoning her top and at least seeing what I’d only dreamed of for so long. She moans her devotions to me as I climax in real life, emptying my balls on my fresh t-shirt, too caught up in it all to even grab a tissue.

You’re worth it, Amy.

I couldn’t wait to declare my love. A new t-shirt and some body spray and I’d be ready.

* * *






Amy

I was nervous as 8pm came around. My dad raised an eyebrow at my choice of top but my sister said it looked good on me. I did have second thoughts about what I was wearing, but I was curious to see how Dylan reacted. As much as I fantasised about pretty much everything, I’d never imagined him in any of them. The concept he might not feel the same about me had me more than curious.

My mum let him in and soon sent him up. I could hear them having a brief chat at the front door. My parents loved Dylan. I padded around my room, ensuring that when he walked in I was bent over, rearranging something. I heard him pause at the door, looking at me for an extended pause before he said, ‘Hey.’

I feigned being startled and turned to him, my cardigan bouncing, giving him a glance at what I had on underneath. He stopped, he stopped hard. He didn’t quite drop his mouth comically open, but his eyes didn’t lie, nor did his silence.

I stared back at him. ‘Helloooo? Earth to Dylan?’ Fuck my life. It’s only a cute top. Damn it, Callie’s going to be so smug.

‘Hiya’, he eventually managed.

I reached up to hug him and felt his hands on the small of my back linger just a little longer than they normally would. We pulled away and he eyed the choker around my neck. I tried not to smile too hard. ‘Are you alright?’ Teasing him like this was easier and more amusing than I’d imagined. I kept close to him, my bra and the v-neck top giving a view I was intrigued to see if he could ignore.

He couldn’t. His eyes flicked down and lingered. ‘Yes, fine, thanks.’ He realised finally that I could see where he was looking.

‘Are you sure? You look a bit flushed.’ I tried not to laugh. Keep it together, Amy. Man, this is too easy. I stepped back. ‘Come sit down, how’re you doing? I haven’t seen you all week, what have you been up to?’

Dylan perched on the end of the bed. As we had a proper catch up about the rest of my week since I got back home he seemed to relax a bit. But something was up. He was definitely nervous, and I don’t think my outfit could be entirely to blame.

‘So what movie have you picked?’ he eventually asked.

My plan had evolved since I’d come up with it earlier. I pulled out a couple of DVDs. Normally we’d find something on Netflix, but this time I wanted to see what he did. His first test. On top of the two was Aliens, the Special Edition, of course–one of his favourite movies–and something he’d made me watch a million times. Gaining Sigourney Weaver as a badass role model wasn’t a terrible outcome.

I watched his eyes as I uncovered the second DVD. Let me make it absolutely clear, I hate this movie. It was a tremendous disappointment. I didn’t think the two main actors had any chemistry, and now I know more about consent, much of the story line is hugely problematic. But I’d never told Dylan any of this, I figured he’d only know it by its reputation.

‘Fifty Shades of Grey,’ he said, looking up at me, eyebrows raised.

‘Yep.’ I didn’t want to give him anything more to go on.

He seemed to take a while to think about it. I reckon he was trying to play it cool. ‘We’ve seen Aliens so much, let’s try that instead,’ he suggested, trying to be nonchalant. It wasn’t convincing. I bit my lip to stop myself grinning.

Oh really, now we don’t have to watch your favourite. I see. ‘Okay.’ I shuffled off the side of the bed and bent over to put the disc in and get it playing. I glanced back at him. He was totally checking out my butt. Men, is that all you can think about? I hit play, and walked back to the bed. Actually, I’m hardly one to talk. Maybe this means we can talk about some stuff at least.

That had been the other part of the plan. To use the film as a way to talk about some of the stuff I’d admitted to Callie. It had felt good to tell someone, and Dylan was even more important to me.

Unfortunately, I had forgotten how painful some of the movie plot problems were.

Once we’d watched a little I couldn’t keep quiet. ‘She doesn’t have an email address, are you kidding, what century is this set in?’

Dylan laughed at me, but soon he was joining in. ‘Is it me or is this guy basically a stalker?’

‘I forgot how creepy it was,’ I admitted.

I’d mostly been thinking about the kinky sex scenes, and the bondage playroom. When Christian pulled out a BDSM contract Dylan seemed shocked. ‘Why would you need a contract? That’s dumb.’

‘Nothing says I love you like a non-disclosure agreement.’ I laughed. ‘But the idea of setting out rules, that’s not a bad idea.’ I tried to educate him but it fell on deaf ears.

‘But what about being spontaneous, and what kind of things would you even have to agree?’

I wasn’t certain if he was just unsure, but he sounded pretty judgemental. I tried to explain. ‘You know, rules, boundaries, safe words, limits of what you were prepared to do, punishments too.’ I looked at him, hoping for a glimmer of understanding.

‘You seem to know a lot about it.’ If he’d smiled, softened it, I’d have known what to do, but he gave me nothing. And then he said it. ‘All seems pretty weird to me.’

I realise he didn’t appreciate how much this stuff meant to me but I couldn’t help but take it personally. ‘It’s not weird. Sure the film, and the book aren’t a good example, but lots of people take this stuff very seriously.’ I sat back in the bed, crossed my arms, and we watched the rest of the film in silence.

The fact the movie ends with Ana concluding that Christian is a perverted deviant didn’t really help my cause. ‘Stupid movie’ I muttered under my breath. That was the worst plan ever, what were you hoping to achieve? I chastised myself as I headed to the loo. Even the sexy bits had been ruined by Dylan’s judgement hanging over me. I pondered how ironic that was given what Callie had told me he liked to think about. It was time to find out if it was true.

* * *

When I came back into the bedroom, he’d shifted position, perched on the edge of the bed. ‘So, Amy, I had something I wanted to ask you.’

I sat down back on my side of the bed, legs stretched out. ‘Oh cool, actually I had something I wanted to ask you too.’

Dylan looked like I’d put him off his stride a bit. I stayed silent, not asking him what his question was. It didn’t take long for him to fold.

‘So, umm, what did you want to ask me?’ he said.

I looked at him with a confusing mix of love and anger. I leaned forward and his reaction pushed me over the edge — he looked down my top without the slightest attempt to be subtle. Fine, if that’s how he thinks about me, let’s see what he has to say about it.

He saw me watching his gaze, and looked up guiltily. ‘What did you want to ask?’ he repeated, trying to distract me.

Here we go. ‘Do you think about me when you wank?’

His eyes went wide. It’s awful, but I found the shock on his face funny. I bit my lip again to stop myself laughing.

‘What?’ he cried. ‘W…what do you m…mean?’ Oh boy, he only stutters when he’s really flummoxed.

I smiled sweetly, but my gaze was stern. ‘Do you fantasise about me when you masturbate?’ It was only at this point I realised that I wasn’t sure I wanted to know the answer, but it was too late now.

He looked at me in disbelief. ‘Why would you ask that?’

I huffed. ‘That’s not a “no”. It’s a simple question, Dylan.’ Shit, he does do it, he’s not denying it. Bollocks, Callie was right. Now what do I do?

He was confused, I could see it. I began to feel a little sorry for him but then the image of him actually wanking got in my head, no longer a crazy theory but apparently, reality. ‘Yes, or no?’ I demanded.

He frowned, leaning on the bed on one hand, and then raised an eyebrow. It was always cute when he did that. But this was so the wrong time. ‘Do you really want to know the answer to that?’ He seemed a little more confident.

Oh shit, does he think I like the idea? Shit, shit, shit. ‘Answer the damn question, Dylan. Do you?’

He looked down at the floor. ‘Yes, sometimes.’

‘Oh my God,’ I whispered. I looked down too, feeling my chest tighten.

That sent him into a renewed panic. ‘I’m sorry, I try not to, I feel bad about it.’

‘Well, that makes two of us. Do you know how that makes me feel?’ I paused, I wasn’t sure I knew.

He must have seen my confusion. ‘I’m so, so sorry.’ Dylan reached out, but I jumped up, taking a few steps back.

I looked at my best friend, he was clearly distraught. I felt bad about that, but I was angry that he’d not told me anything about this. I went back to my question. How do I feel about this? I didn’t know, but I was curious.

I turned and leaned my head against the wall, trying to calm my breathing. ‘What do you think about?’ He stayed quiet and I turned to look at him. He’d been blushing before from my challenge, but that question made him go bright red. What the hell? ‘Oh my God, Dylan, what do you think about?’

‘Please, don’t ask me that.’

What the fuck? My anger was quickly transforming into deep curiosity. Was he secretly kinky too? I’d talked to him about my submissive leanings a few times, maybe a little coded now I consider it, but I realised that he’d never opened up about what kind of things turned him on. Maybe the fact that I’m what turned him on made that understandable.

But now, I had to find out. I’d opened the can, the worms needed dealing with. ‘Tell me, help me understand.’ I sat back on the bed, opposite him. He stood, wanting to come closer and walked awkwardly to perch on the near corner of the bed. What’s he… oh God, he’s got a boner.

It wasn’t that I’d never seen Dylan get one. We were on a train one time and he’d had an obvious bulge when he reached up to get our bags down. I’d teased him about it. But this one was because of me. That made me feel strange. I didn’t tease him this time, although, I have to admit, I was tempted. The situation was getting ludicrous. He sat back down beside me, trying to casually rearrange himself. I managed not to giggle.

‘Are you sure you want to know?’ he repeated. There was that strange mix of fear and, what was it… surely not arousal? I mean he does have a hard-on.

‘I do,’ I answered.

He didn’t look me in the eyes. ‘I think… about being with you.’

‘Fucking me?’ I said, purposefully raw about it.

‘No.’ He paused and reconsidered. ‘I mean, yes, sometimes, but more, I mean being with you. Your boyfriend.’

‘But fucking me too?’ I was determined to ignore the boyfriend thing. This was not the way to ask me.

‘Yes,’ he said, looking defeated. I kind of felt sorry for him, but if I was going to get more details, this was the time.

My eyes met his. ‘Tell me.’

He tilted his head. ‘Kissing you, I think a lot about kissing you.’

‘Oh.’ Okay, kissing, that was cute. I could handle that.

‘Kissing you everywhere.’ He looked up at me, eyebrows lifted. Suddenly it was me who was blushing.

Everywhere? That just went from cute to something very different. Everywhere! I looked at him. Shit. I could see it in his eyes. He was about to do something stupid. Before I knew it he was leaning towards me.

‘Dylan…’ I said, trying to warn him off. He kept on leaning in. ‘Dylan…’ Seriously, was he not picking up on my tone. Oh God, he’s shut his eyes. I shied away but he kept on going, opening his eyes when I wasn’t where he obviously expected my mouth to be. But even that wasn’t enough, he leaned further, awkwardly trying to get to my lips. I jumped up from the bed. ‘Dylan!’ I shouted. ‘No!’

Thankfully, that was enough. More than enough. I saw it, his fairytale story burning before his eyes. He rolled back to where he’d been sitting, gazing at his floor, looking utterly defeated. I felt awful. ‘I’m sorry,’ I said, ‘but I just don’t… I never have. Eugh, I….’ I was lost for words.

I paced back and forth, trying to work out what to say. ‘What was it you wanted to ask?’ I hoped the change of subject might get us out of this mess.

He gave a sad little laugh. ‘I was going to ask you on a date.’

You’re kidding me. I stood still. ‘Oh. Gosh.’

‘I guess you answered it, anyway.’ He sounded like he was about to cry. Suddenly all my anger evaporated.

I wanted to go to him, to hold his hand, but I stayed standing. ‘Dylan, I’m so sorry. I just… had no idea. I was cross, confused.’ I tried to make him feel better. It didn’t look like it was working. ‘I love you, but not like that.’

His silence was worse than anything he could have said. It seemed to go on forever. He didn’t look up. ‘I… I should go,’ he finally said, standing too.

‘Okay.’ I didn’t know what else to say. I watched him gather his things and leave.

* * *






Dylan

I walked slowly back to my house, feeling like shit — entirely wrapped up in my thoughts.

‘How did that go so wrong?’ I’d rehearsed what I was going to say a thousand times, and I don’t think I’d managed to say a single sentence of it. What was up with that movie, and that outfit, ‘And her question?’ I finally said aloud.

‘Do I think about her when I wank?’ I mean, why did she even ask? And how do I answer that?

I tried a possible response out loud as I walked down the road. ‘Of course I do, you’re the most beautiful woman in the world.’ Fuck, even that would have been better than my stupid silence. ‘Oh God, what have I done? I’ve messed up everything.’ The cat passing me in the street didn’t seem to have any sympathy.

I went back to her words, ‘I love you, but not like that.’ Was there ever a more awful thing to hear? But who could blame her, after the bumbling, judgemental way I’d acted. Surely she was trying to tell me something with that movie choice. And her top. I just had no idea what.

I felt like such an idiot. She was supposed to be my best friend, but it seemed like I hardly knew her tonight. And why on earth had she asked that question?

For a moment, just a moment, I imagined she was coming onto me. I know, hardly a conventional technique. And then what had I done, only tried to kiss her. Fuck, how am I ever going to get past this? I’ve ruined our friendship. I’m so stupid. I have to do something. I have to fix this.

I jumped the fence of the playground I was walking past, and sat down on one of the swings. It was too late for any kids to be there, and none of the gangs of teenagers who sometimes hung out here in the evening seemed to be around.

I pulled out my phone. ‘Amy, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to upset you. It’s okay you don’t love me that way…’ I didn’t finish the message. Is it okay? Is this it? Have I just lost my best friend?

I deleted most of the text. ‘Amy, I’m sorry about what happened tonight. Can we talk?’

I sent it, watching for the read notification. Finally, after what seemed like hours, the little symbol changed. It told me she was typing. I waited. And waited. I didn’t dare reply, not even type a letter in case it gave her an excuse to not say what she was thinking.

Still, nothing from her. If she still hasn’t replied by the time I’ve got home, I’ll message again. I began walking, faster now. I checked my notifications were on, that it would ping, and vibrate, when… if, she messaged.

It still hadn’t by the time I’d reached my front door. I pulled my phone out, standing in the porchway. I gave in, but as I was about to write more, it showed her typing again. I waited, my heart racing. Finally, it appeared.

‘I’m sorry too. I have lots to think about. I’ll call you tomorrow.’

A spark of hope ignited in me. Could that mean, something positive? She’s sorry, that’s a good start, right? My thoughts vacillated from positive to negative. Every time more convinced the message was a good, or bad thing.

I had to reply, just something. An emoji? They were always safe, but I’m not sure one could quite capture how I was feeling right now. I decided to take a risk. ‘I love you,’ I typed. My finger hovered over it. Fuck it, it’s true. She needs to know.

I hit send, and waited. I wished I had stayed, that we could have talked this out. Waiting on her replying was such torture. But I didn’t have to wait long.

‘I know you do. I just didn’t realise quite how much. I love you too.’

That has to be good? Maybe I haven’t totally messed this up.

I managed to feel slightly less freaked out. Which let me reconsider that damn question of hers. I pictured her saying it again, ‘Do you think about me when you wank?’

Even in my distressed state I couldn’t help appreciate the irony. I crept upstairs, still thinking about how incredible she looked tonight, my cock taking charge of my thoughts, helping me to worry less about the stress of the evening. You’re all I think about when I wank. I slipped into my room to prove how true it was.

* * *

Want to know what happens next? 
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            He wanted love, but she’s offering something else entirely…

Amy has a problem: her best friend, Dylan, is in love with her, and after returning from her first year at university, he’s about to tell her how he feels and mess everything up.

She’s got problems of her own - her humiliating failure to find anyone to explore her secret, kinky desires with are really starting to get her down.

It might not be what he wanted, or even what she imagined, but perhaps there’s a solution that will give them some of what they are looking for? Friends with kinky benefits.

But there’s going to have to be some rules, and for Dylan, one in particular is going to leave him hornier than he knew was possible.

When love and kink cross paths, you can bet both of them are going to end up getting much more than they bargained for.

This new series by James Hardcourt, author of the chart-topping Kink by the Numbers and Chastity Contract series, is his first new adult romance with James’s ever present kinky twists. The first person perspectives of both Amy and Dylan explores with humour and honesty how unrequited love, and desires, can be transformed into something new, beautiful and very, very kinky.

Get it at Amazon
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            A young married couple, a wealthy widow, and an offer that could change their lives. What will they give up to truly gain their freedom?


Sex and relationship blogger, Emma Stevens, is conflicted when she receives a shocking offer from a rich and domineering follower, Catherine Argent. What will they trade to have her loving husband’s manhood locked away in a tight steel cage, his pleasure denied for an entire year? What’s it worth, what will they learn, and what will it really cost them all?

The first novella in the Chastity Contract series, Entrapped is an erotic suspense that explores orgasm denial, male and female chastity, and the darker sides of the human mind.

Get started with this suspenseful new series today and discover new erotic ideas, and the mystery behind their twisted benefactor’s real motivations.

Contains drama, intrigue, and lots of explicit, kinky sex. 18+ only.

Be careful what you wish for, you might just get it.

Buy it at Amazon
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