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INTRODUCTION

Please, Ma’am: Erotic Stories of Male Submission is a book that I like to consider a tribute to all the male submissives out there. In my experience, men who crave a powerful woman aren’t rare, but they are often hidden, wearing disguises like business suits and fancy job titles, or looking for all the world like typical macho guys when really they want to be anything but.

And while the men are the storytellers here, it’s true that the women, those cruel, cold, sexy mistresses, often steal the show. In Isabelle Gray’s “A Charmed Life,” Andrew keeps trying to crack the brick wall that is Irina, with no luck, despite his diligent efforts. “‘We both know you’re not going anywhere,’ she said. ‘Let’s not play that game.’” She tells him this after he threatens to leave if she slaps him again. She’s onto him, and they both know it, and that, more than anything, is what keeps them locked in a battle where she is sure to win, and he will smile like the loser he is in their sexy sparring.

Some of the characters here manage to top from below, getting their wives, lovers and mistresses to give them what they secretly—and not-so-secretly—crave. Watching how they make their kinky dreams come true, seeing how they grapple with their need to relinquish control, is a joy to behold, especially when they are faced with a task that wasn’t in their fantasy. These men say “please” (and “thank you”) in different ways, but at their core, they share a desire to abandon the role of macho man in favor of one where the woman wears the pants—or the latest skirt—and wields the whip, literally or figuratively.

In the closing story, “I’ll Do It. For Her.” Graydancer captures the heart of what this anthology is all about, exploring a dance of not only dominance and submission but roles and expectations, in which a man who most see as a “big bad dominant” finds himself with a woman who sees into his masochistic soul:She loves making me want her to hurt me more.

I crave this pain she gives me, but it’s more than that—I crave the person she becomes. As she lifts on her elbow, over me, her heavy breast pressing against my chest, she lets out the growling laugh I love, and it trails into a satisfied hum as she watches me drink in the pain.





In short, this book, like almost all of my erotica collections, is about fantasy fulfillment. It’s about knowing what you want and seeking out a kindred soul to make it happen. It’s about giving up one kind of power to gain another. Whether playing servant, student or nude model—or just being a man who desires the cruel intentions of a powerful woman—these men seek out the scenarios that give them the kind of bliss Graydancer  writes about. It’s the transformation, the process of going from before being dominated to after, that shines through in Please, Ma’am. Says Graydancer’s narrator, “Or maybe what I crave is the person I become.” Those people, those submissives who find their fantasy women, even if they look and talk and act differently than they’d imagined, are who you will find in these pages. I hope their bravery, dedication and spirit move you as much as they did me.

 

Rachel Kramer Bussel 
New York City






I LIVE TO SERVE

Teresa Noelle Roberts

 

 

 

 

 

I need you to play servant for me, Leo,” Milady said. Her tone was matter-of-fact, but her words sent a thrill through me. It started in my brain, which conjured images of me half-naked serving tea or hors d’oeuvres to her kinky friends, and ended up, predictably, in my cock. I knew all about those wonderful, terrible parties. I’d be in a state of painful arousal the whole time, waiting hand and foot on knowing women who’d play with my head—and occasionally my body—the whole time.

After the guests left, if I’d served Milady well, I’d serve her again in the bedroom. There’s nothing closer to heaven than being allowed to enter Milady, and it’s even better after a long night of pouring drinks and balancing trays of food while being objectified, teased, humiliated and forced to work my ass off to please a roomful of attractive women.

I said, “Of course, Milady,” as politely and calmly as I could, but I couldn’t help grinning. Not that she’d mind if I grinned. She wants me to have fun with what she’s doing to me, even if  it’s sometimes more fun after the fact than when it’s going on.

She mussed up my hair. “No frilly apron and being groped by Ally and Sophia this time. This time I need a butler. A vanilla butler.”

“I can do that,” I said, “but none of our friends will buy the vanilla part.” We don’t make any secret that D/s plays a huge part in our lives. If I showed up in a severe dark suit and made like Albert in the Batman movies, they’d figure it was part of some elaborate game and play along.

“Ah, that’s what’s different this time.” She ran her nails down my chest. The pressure wasn’t overly hard, but it reminded me what she could do with her deceptively short nails. My cock twitched again. “It won’t be for our friends. I’ll be entertaining some colleagues from Germany. They’ll think you’re with the caterers, and I expect you to behave accordingly.”

My growing erection wilted.

It was one thing to serve Milady and her friends—to serve a group of women who appreciated it as a game we all enjoyed. Even when they insulted me or ignored me, they did it deliberately, teasingly. And when I did something well, they showed their appreciation with sexy compliments—not to mention pinches and spanks and caresses and opportunities to kiss their high-heeled feet.

What Milady had in mind was my just being a waiter. I’d done that in college and it sucked except for the tips. This time I wouldn’t even get tips.

Worse yet, Milady wouldn’t be looking at me like I was her most valued possession or whispering how she couldn’t wait to reward me with a hard caning and a harder fucking. She’d ignore me unless she needed something, the way people ignored waitstaff.

I fought myself for a few tough seconds that felt a lot longer. I  knew I should agree without argument. I didn’t like the idea, but it wasn’t as though it would hurt me. All over the city tonight, men and women were putting on black pants, white shirts and stupid clip-on bow ties to pass drinks and nibblies and they’d all live to tell tales of sloppy drunks and lousy tippers.

I’m spoiled. I know it. Milady gets a lot of pleasure from my pleasure, and normally I don’t find myself suffering through something just to please her. Oh, I may suffer, but I enjoy the suffering. This time she wanted something from me that didn’t sound fun or sexy at all and it threw me.

And the reason I’m so spoiled is that Milady and I love each other.

Love, more than rules about how a sub should behave, made me say yes. This must have been important to her, or she wouldn’t have demanded it of me.

And if it was important to her, it was important to me, too, even if it sounded only slightly more entertaining than dental work.

“Of course, Milady,” I said. “When will the party be?” I knew I’d hesitated long enough that she’d noticed, but she didn’t call me on it. Instead, she leaned in and kissed me, her red lipstick sweet, her lips far sweeter.

“Don’t worry, Leo,” she whispered. “This will be hard work, and intense in a different way from playing houseboy for my friends. But you’ll do a great job. And I have ways in mind to make it fun.”

 

Fun indeed, though not in a way I’d imagined.

Enforced chastity wasn’t on my list of top ten fantasies, but I’d toyed with the idea from time to time. I can’t imagine giving up orgasms long-term, but the ideal of surrendering that fully to Milady, of serving only her pleasure and not my own, is both hot and romantic.

Tonight, I was learning that chastity might offer its own form of pleasure, at least in the short run. Tonight, Milady was rewarding me by torturing me.

First, clad in black stockings and heels and nothing else, Milady straight-jacketed my cock. There was a metal cock ring involved, and a leather pouch that she folded my poor dick into, and a lock. A cheesy lock that a kid could pry open, but as soon as she slid the cold metal ring around my cock and balls, I tumbled toward a place where nothing mattered but her, and by the time she clicked the lock shut, my brain wouldn’t have permitted my hands to work the simple mechanism.

Even in that state, I wasn’t convinced the thing would keep me from getting hard until she commanded, “Kneel.” I hit the ground faster than I ever had and knelt between her stockinged legs and licked her sweet, slick pussy to orgasm after orgasm, until my face was slick with her juices and her hands shook when she pushed me away.

My cock ached in its confinement, but it couldn’t escape, couldn’t get erect.

I liked to think I always did a good job of focusing on Milady, especially when I was going down on her, but with that thing on, I had no choice. If I focused on my own sensations too much, it hurt—hurt in an erotic way, but still hurt. And the more I admitted it was a sexy pain, the more blood rushed to my cock and the more uncomfortable I got.

So I tried to forget I had a cock at all and concentrated on how good Milady tasted, how her pussy twitched and clenched, how she cried out and bucked as she came.

I thought it couldn’t get worse, but it did. As I zipped her into her dress—something wine red that showed off her figure in a professional way, not slinky but elegant—she reached around and stroked my imprisoned cock.

“This is mine,” she said, her voice throaty and sultry. “You’re mine. And I love to show off how well you serve me. Tonight I’m showing you off in a different way, but remember, I am showing you off, even if the audience doesn’t know it. And I love you.”

Like my poor cock stood a chance of not getting painfully, tormentingly hard after that.

Like I wanted it to stand a chance.

I’m not sure how I managed to get dressed, let alone speak sensibly to the caterer who arrived not long afterward, but somehow I did.

When the doorbell rang, Milady shot me one last look, one that told long, sexy stories about love and possession. Then she pulled herself into the woman she was at work, her face just as fierce and energetic and beautiful as her at-home one, but cool and contained, and went to answer the door, leaving me to collect my first tray of drinks.

I know Milady speaks German fluently. It’s why she handles relations with her biotech firm’s German branch.

But it hadn’t occurred to me that once the guests settled in, no one would speak English except to ask for another drink or appetizer.

I might be able to pick out five or six words of German if someone talked slowly for the poor confused American. No one bothered. I’m sure they’d have switched to English if I’d been there as their colleague’s partner, but there was no reason to include the hired help in their conversation.

And Milady gave them no reason to think I was anything but what I appeared to be.

It was awful and wonderful.

Awful because half the time, these people didn’t even stop their conversation to nod at me. I felt like sentient furniture.

And wonderful for the same reason. I was there to serve and  only to serve. Milady would smile distantly and say, “Thank you,” when I offered her an hors d’oeuvre or a drink, and even that contact affected me like a drug. I was painfully aware of the leather and steel trapping my cock, but at the same time I felt distant from my body except for still making sure that I didn’t dump a drink into anyone’s lap or decorate the carpet with Spanish mussels.

When they sat down for dinner, it became even weirder. At least before I’d been walking among the guests, making eye contact. Now I stood behind the people I was serving as I poured wine or whisked plates in and out. I didn’t even get to answer questions about what the various dishes were; that was the caterer’s job. I was a server, pure and simple, my only conversation to say, “White wine or red?”

I slipped into a strange place where I was proud that no one was paying attention to me. A waiter isn’t supposed to draw attention to himself, and if he does, it’s usually because he’s screwed up.

At the same time, part of me felt small and lost, distant from Milady, even though we were in the same room.

But when I refilled Milady’s wine, she brushed her hand against mine. “Just a half glass, please,” she said, and nothing in her voice suggested anything other than getting the waiter’s attention over the buzz of conversation.

But the touch said far more, said that I was hers, said that she was pleased.

In the place where I was, that touch, that acknowledgment of my humanity, was reward enough. It made me stand taller—and made my cock desperately try to stand taller, even though it didn’t have room.

When Milady poured the last tipsy scientists into a cab and sent the caterer on her way, I was still in that state.

I was so far gone that I was confused when she took my hand and led me into the bedroom. Shouldn’t I be cleaning up the kitchen or something? I couldn’t pull the words together to protest, but she must have known what I was thinking.

“You served me wonderfully tonight, Leo,” she whispered, untying my tie as she spoke, unbuttoning my stiff collar and slipping off my suit jacket. “Now I need your help in here. Unzip me.”

She turned. I worked the long zipper down and slithered the dress over her hips.

While I was bent down to help her step out of the dress, she turned toward me. She’d never put on panties, and the stockings and garter belt drew all my attention to her pussy. Juices glistened on her cunt lips, making it clear she’d found the evening arousing. The sight of her, the scent of her, overwhelmed me so my balls throbbed and my head swam. “I need your help, Leo,” she repeated.

I wrapped my arms around her hips and gratefully pressed my lips to her sweet, swollen clit. I’d never eaten dinner, and all my appetite turned to lust at the first taste.

She moaned. She keened. She drove her fingernails into my shoulders. She filled my senses, became my world as Milady should be, and when her knees buckled from coming too hard, I eased her down into the bed so I could continue to pleasure her.

My cock wanted to crack steel and tear leather, but it couldn’t. My balls throbbed painfully, but somehow it didn’t matter.

Don’t get me wrong. My cock longed to be free, ached to explode inside Milady, but the craving seemed distant compared to the immediacy of serving her in this intimate way. Her orgasms satisfied me almost as much as my own would have; maybe more than my own, on some level.

And when she sprawled, sated, on the bed, a big, dazed grin  on her beautiful face, and let me hold her, I was content.

Or I thought I was until she started unzipping my pants.

I hardly dared to breathe as Milady drew my pants down, although I managed to muster the brain cells to raise my hips and help her. Her touch sang through me, and my cock hurt as a result, but I didn’t care.

She unfastened the lock.

Unsnapped the confining leather.

I imagined I heard a twang as my cock sprang upright. Now that my erection wasn’t being strangled, the steel around my cock and scrotum was more a caress than a torture.

With just the ring on, I could come. I knew I could. I’d done it before. It just took a deliciously long time.

And we’d both enjoy that.

Still, my head was so foggy that when Milady straddled me, I murmured, “What are you doing?” I’d ceased to think of such things as an option.

“What does it look like I’m doing?” For what felt like a decade, she hovered above me. Her heat and moisture teased the head of my dick; she wasn’t quite touching me, but I could sense her. Then she sank down, taking me in, letting me fill her tight, silky pussy. “You’re not done serving me tonight, Leo. But this time I’m doing most of the work. Lie there and let me fuck you.”

Some dim part of my mind questioned who served whom here.

Then Milady began to ride me, and it ceased to matter.

I serve her. And if I happen to enjoy the service, that makes me a lucky man.






IT’S NOT ME, IT’S YOU

Charlotte Stein

 

 

 

 

 

The first note she left me was a sweet sort of thing. You know, all nicely printed on perfect cream card stock, the kind of note that women with loads of money produce. She probably had the card and the envelope with the bow specially made. She probably spent hours choosing just the right font.

I like to think that she’s meticulous. She seems it. The notes always smell faintly of some perfume I can’t place, and the curling black lettering is ever centered just so. Dear You, they always begin.

I am her You.

It’s my theory that she’s done this before. But I don’t mind being a You among many. I like it. When I’m masturbating in a public toilet or feeling the crinkly chafe of underwear that men shouldn’t wear against my balls and ass and cock, I’m the one and only: her top dog.

I’m the person she’s sending notes to, now.

This is the one she sent to me yesterday. It was there, on my  desk, waiting for me along with seven hundred emails from accounts and that file from Henderson. My hands shook before I even opened it, but I made myself wait. I straightened my desk and drank my coffee and stared at it, as it leaned against my computer screen, as pristine as you like.

And then I split it open, carefully, and had a look inside.

Dear You,

 

I should very much appreciate your cooperation in yet another pressing matter. Please wear a pair of women’s underthings tomorrow, to work. You may wear them beneath your regular clothing, but I will not brook them being anything other than a lace and silk combination, in either red, or pink.

 

Sincerely, 
Me



It’s almost as though I’m in “Mission: Impossible.” Only with women’s underthings in it, instead of bombs.

 

The first time it happened, I obeyed. I went to the toilets and stroked myself off in a cubicle. I rubbed her perfect note against my cock and got it all messy and sticky. I came all over it—though not out of disrespect. Don’t get me wrong.

I just wanted a souvenir of exactly what I’d done.

With the underwear it’s going to be easy, because I can just keep them with the note. I’ll masturbate with them on, later, when it gets too much to take. And then I’ll take them off, and fold them around the little piece of cream card and keep them with the rest of my memorabilia.

Maybe I’ll come right into them and then lick myself from the material. She’ll like that. One of the notes asked me to leave a note for her, describing exactly what my jism tastes like. I tried to hang around the place she’d asked me to leave my own note, to find out who she was, but she didn’t show. Or at least, I never saw her show and so had to be satisfied with her satisfaction at my obedience.

I treasure the next note she sent me, after that. It read: You have pleased me greatly.

Though all I said was that it tastes salty, and slippery and like something from the sea that you’ve never had on any menu. Some ancient creature that doesn’t exist anymore: that’s what it tastes like.

I can’t stop thinking about what her pussy tastes like. More than anything—more than what she looks like or how she dresses or whether she works in my building or not—I wonder what her body tastes like.

I want to chew her into little bits. I want to eat her whole.

But she’s far too busy, eating me.

It burns at me, the idea that she might be watching me right now. Part of me thinks that she must be, seeing as half the delight has got to be in seeing me squirm in my too-tight underwear, getting hot at the image of me rutting myself up against all the good parts of the material. I like it best when the scratchy back panel gets twisted right up between my legs, between my arsecheeks, and rubs against that sweet spot just beneath my balls. I know what it’s called but I can’t think of the name—I bet she’d know.

She’ll probably tell me tomorrow: More of that, please.

But for now she just has to be satisfied with me rocking on my chair, moaning quietly to myself when silk slips against the tip of my cock. Of course, I’m rock hard. I’m so hard that I  think I can feel a pulse beating, right through my hard-on. I’m making everything wet in these little knickers, too, leaking all over the place like a pathetic horny teenager.

Thinking of myself as a pathetic horny teenager only makes the ache in my groin worse. It’s almost torture, trying to keep my hands away from the bulge in my work trousers. I could just rub myself, a little bit; no one would know.

In fact, I can almost hear her notes made flesh, whispering in my ear: Go on, You. Rub yourself under your desk. Unzip your trousers—there’s no one around. You could probably take out your cock and jerk off right here, and not a single person would be any the wiser. It would only take about thirty seconds  —you’re about ready to pop. Right?

Right, I whisper back.

I ache for the soft wet enclosure of her mouth. Or her pussy—god, what I wouldn’t give to have her pussy.

It makes me want to…

I rest one hand on the twisted wedge in my trousers; just rest it, nothing more. A spiral of sensation barrels through my groin and belly and to all the places I didn’t think could feel a thing, but nothing more. She doesn’t control me to that extent: orders without a note!

And yet she does. I’m sweating. My thighs are tensing and relaxing all on their own, and I can’t read a fucking thing on my computer screen. All I can think of is black on cream and her hand over my heavy erection instead of my own.

Red nails, I think. Scratching that itch.

I unzip quickly and lean right forward, so that not a soul can see. I’m pretty closed off back here, anyway, but even so, I don’t want to be caught doing this. Right?

She raises an eyebrow at me behind my closed lids, but I open them again and stare at the note instead of her. I stare at  it and let my trembling hand wander along my thick shaft, just testing it out, for starters. This can’t last long, and yet I want it to last long. I want to fondle myself like a fucking pervert fondling himself under his desk at work.

When my palm slicks fluid over the head of my cock—just right where it flares and starts to get good—I have to bite my lip. I’ve never been one for talking, but Jesus, this. This.

Pinching doesn’t help, either. Squeezing the base of it, yanking on my tightly drawn-up balls—no. No result. It all just cranks me up higher until I’m trying to fuck the underside of my desk while I get that underwear right between the cheeks of my arse. Oh, man, it hurts, and oh, man, it feels awesome, like poking your tongue into the hole where your tooth used to be.

I want to come on her tits, and then lick it off. I can imagine her spread out before me, like some queen of a harem, waiting for me to do her a service. I’d lace her body with my come, lick it all up afterward. Maybe some would stripe across her nipples—which are diamond hard and red as rubies—and then I could twist my tongue around them until her hips rock. Maybe her hips would rock into my getting-hard-once-more cock, until finally I’m ready for her again.

I’m ready for more.

I want to rub the tip of my cock against her clit. Just slide myself right through her slippery slit until her bud and my prick kiss. But she’ll make me wait, of course; she’ll make me hold on until I’m fit to burst, until after I’ve coaxed orgasm after orgasm from her clit and her tight nipples and the thought of me suffering.

And then I’m allowed. I cream all over her cunt. I make a mess, drenching all those pretty pink folds. Yes, god yes, that feels good. Oh, that looks so fucking good.

Dirty boy, she says, and then suddenly I’m coming really hard, back in reality. I’m coming all over my fist and all over my  trousers, and probably marking the underside of my desk, too. I can’t help it, either; I grunt like a pig.

From somewhere far beyond the partition that closes me off from the rest of the office, someone says: Vincent, are you okay back there?

 

Sometimes I think: if I were dead, no one in here would know for ages. But she would know. She’d know right away, because she leaves me a note every day, now. Every morning and sometimes in the afternoon, there’s a little note waiting for me.

I get hard, now, just seeing it there. I stroke off to the image of crisp cream corners and neat black print. I’m masturbating about two or three times a day, but I can’t help it. She’s got her finger on the trigger of me, and she’s pulling it and pulling it.

I honestly don’t know what I’d do if I ever actually met her. I mean, she could be a real dog. She could be nothing like I imagine. It’s kind of awful that I don’t even care, either way. Let her be gross and short and not in some sharp business suit. I don’t care if she’s wearing trainers, when I finally get to see her.

Her eyes will just laser into me, and I’ll be on my knees. I wonder how she knew that I’m like that.

It excites me, thinking that she saw something in me. Maybe we were in some meeting together, and I didn’t even notice her. But she noticed me, all right. She saw exactly what I was and got all wet, just imagining what she could do with me—bend me into interesting shapes and push me into tight corners, corners that I struggle against but want, Christ, I want.

Her latest note told me to lube one finger—it actually used that word, lube, like a new and outrageous verb that only people who know about sex stuff get to use—and finger my own arsehole, and I’ve got to say, I didn’t refuse. She must have known that about me: that I would never refuse.

Today’s note says: What did it feel like? Describe it to me in explicit detail.

And I do. Because she was right about me. She was right all along. I tell her that it felt incredible, that I had to go online later on and look up that thing I touched—my prostate, apparently—and how it had made me come so hard, so hard all over myself. I had to jerk off again almost right afterward, because it felt so, so good.

Even the second time around was good.

She’ll be pleased with that. Sometimes I’m sure that though she’s the one in charge, though she’s using me for her own gratification, she likes knowing that I enjoy it. Not that she imagined I wouldn’t—because of course she knew I would, all along—but just to know that I’m not fighting what I need, deep down inside.

And sure enough, after lunch there is another note on my desk. A reply to the one I left for her in the usual place.

Good boy.

 

I like being the good boy. Dirty boy is fine, too, but good boy is her ultimate accolade. I like to imagine that good boy is code for  I masturbated, thinking about you obeying me. Maybe in her office, if she has one, or in the toilets or in a cupboard.

Occasionally I’ll hang around inside the stationery cupboard, just waiting to see if anyone turns up but me. Is it Diana Foreside from marketing? That little temp they just hired with the raspberry red curls? Or what if…what if it’s a guy?

It could be. Nothing in the notes really suggests a woman, other than the fact that I’m straight and would like it to be. But it could be a man, and then how do I feel? I don’t know. I honestly don’t know. I have to go to the gents and masturbate until my head is clear enough to figure it out.

But that just makes things worse, really. Now all I can see is me, spread out on some bed, being teased and tormented by two people—one man, one woman. In this fantasy I’m bound, and struggling, and they’re licking and biting my nipples, my neck, rubbing their hands all over my belly and my sides and my arms and my thighs and everywhere but my stiff, straining cock.

I moan, fruitlessly, as they lick the lines between my pelvis and my thighs, one on either side like mirrored images of each other, only not quite the same, not really. The guy is big and dark and looming, and the girl is slight and sinuous.

When they finally suck on the head of my cock—together, of course—I come for them, just like that. I can’t wait. I can’t wait in the toilets, either, and spurt in time with their mouths on me, in my head.

And then I lean against the cubicle wall, shaking and sweaty—thank god for the clean shirt I bring with me every day, now—and consider just how far I’d be willing to go. I honestly don’t know. But I hope she makes me find out.

 

Things go on like this for six months, at least that’s how long I think it is; a long time, at any rate. It becomes almost routine, though no less exciting for that fact.

So when one day I get in and there’s no note, I’m gutted. My stomach drops to my feet. I actually glance around my little cubicle, searching for a person who isn’t there, an item that isn’t there.

When it finally sinks in that there’s nothing, I feel like someone’s died. Maybe not a family member or a close friend, but it’s definitely like grief. What if she never comes back? What if she’s moved to a different job or place—because, of course, she wouldn’t have to tell me. What use would a note be, with I’m leaving written on it?

It would only be of use to me. And even then, I don’t think I’d want it. I don’t want it. I hardly get a wink of work done all day.

Or the next day. Or the next. By the fourth day, I don’t mind admitting that I’m a wreck. I actually look like someone’s died; people even comment on it. You’ve got dark circles around your eyes, Vincent, they say. That’s not like you, they say.

I don’t know what is like me, anymore. All I know is that I can’t sleep, and I can’t masturbate; I’m sexually dependent on some woman I’ve never met! She was like a drug and now I’m a jittery junkie, staring hollowly at everyone and sleepwalking through my life.

I feel melodramatic and pathetic, but I can’t help it. A week goes by and I’m reduced to this: searching online for women who like to boss men around. Because that’s what it was, really, right? She liked to boss me around. I liked being bossed.

I liked it so much that I’m furtively scouring Tough Bitches for women that sound like her, when I should be compiling expense reports. And I’m so close to the screen that I don’t even notice someone come around the cubicle wall. Why would I? It’s five thirty on a Friday. Most people have been gone for three hours.

But not the person who comes and stands behind my chair, puts both hands on my shoulders, and when I jerk, startled, says, “Don’t turn around.”

Maybe I should say that it’s terror that roots me in position. But it isn’t, really. It’s automatic obedience.

“Good boy,” she says.

My heart tries to escape from my chest. I stare blankly at the screen in front of me, but I’m only blank because seventeen thousand fantasies are suddenly playing behind my eyes.

“It’s awfully naughty of you to be looking at such things at work, you know.”

I don’t respond to that. I don’t think she expects me to.

“Were you trying to replace me, Vincent? Did you lose faith in me so quickly? How sad.”

“I’m…I’m…” I try to say, but sorry won’t go on the end of it. My ability to form complete sentences is lost.

“Shhhhh. It’s okay. I forgive you. Aren’t I a kind and generous lover? Don’t I take care of you? I wanted you to try out patience, my darling, and you did. And if you weren’t very good at it, well, you can’t be blamed!”

She has her hands on my throat, and they’re moving upward. Now her forefingers lie just beneath the line of my jaw, while her thumbs press into the nape of my neck. I’m like a large and moveable doll. I’m like her little plaything.

I’ve never been more excited in my entire life.

“You just haven’t had any practice. But not to worry, my darling. I’m going to teach you all about the joys of patience.”

I shiver from head to foot, like a struck dog, but not solely because of her words. It’s the sound of her voice, too. It isn’t low and husky, like I’d imagined, but high and light. She sounds young, very young, and unaccountably this excites me more—that someone who’s probably younger than I am can control me so effectively.

When her hands leave my throat and come back with a strip of material, I moan. I moan to see her hands, plump and soft with neat little manicured nails; efficient, expensive hands.

And then they lay the piece of material over my eyes.

I actually say, “No, don’t,” when I feel her tie it at the back of my head. I try to stand up, briefly panicked.

“Oh,” she says. “Oh, you,” before she strokes my shoulders until I’m calmed back into my seat.

“Don’t be afraid, Vincent. Don’t I always take care of you?”

“You do,” I say, in this wavering sort of voice.

“And you’ve been such a good boy. Don’t you want to carry on being such a good boy for me?”

I nod frantically, but when I feel her start to move around my chair—so that she’s in front of me and almost between my legs—the urge to rip the blindfold off twists in my stomach. It plays all over my cock like soft wet fingers. I want to pinch my nipples, writhe, rub at the thick shape of my prick through my trousers, but I need nothing as much as I need to have one look at her.

I come close to falling to my knees at her feet.

“You know what I’m going to ask you to do, don’t you,” she says, but she’s wrong. I have no idea and the guessing is making me leak steadily into my underwear.

“I’ve been so kind to you, giving you all these little treats. And now it’s time for you to give something back. I mean, you’ve got to understand—it’s been hard for me, too, Vincent. Seeing you so unhappy, missing the little glimpses I get of you, stroking that big swollen cock of yours. Is it swollen now?”

I nod. I lick my lips.

“I bet you’d like nothing more than shoving that thick prick into my hot wet hole. Am I right?”

More nodding.

“And I’m certainly wet enough for you to do it. I’m soaking—in fact, I’ve soaked right through my knickers and when I walk, I can feel all that slipperiness glossing my sticky little pussy and my thighs.”

Oh, god.

“Usually, I would lock my office door and rub my clit to a satisfying orgasm, and maybe while I rub it I’d also do something like fuck myself with a good thick hairbrush handle, or maybe the vibrator I’ve got in my desk drawer. Can you imagine that, Vincent?”

My cock imagines it for me. It surges against the maddening restrictions of my underwear, my trousers, anything that’s between me and her. I’m rocking in my chair, trying desperately to rub the swollen head against far too soft material.

“But today I’ve decided that I get a special treat. Today, I’m going to lift up my skirt and pull down my knickers and spread my legs. I’m going to sit up here on your desk, and you’re going to lick my stiff little clit until I cream all over your face. How does that sound?”

I’m moving forward before she’s even had a chance to pull her skirt up. She chides me for my impatience with a tug on a handful of my hair, one that goes straight to my bursting prick. For a moment I’m sure I’m about to come in my pants, but deep breaths and the thought of being tortured by a face full of her dripping pussy holds it off.

I can smell her cunt before she’s even got the knickers off. She smells just as she said she would: like something sticky and creamy; like something you want to eat, immediately, before someone else gets to it.

I bet other people get to her all the time, but not at this moment. In this moment, it’s me. I get her all to myself, and when I shuffle forward and blindly find my way between her spread thighs, it’s like finding treasure. It’s like worshipping something glorious. My heart hammers in my chest and my cock pulses and aches and my tongue parts her folds so easily.

The fear of being clumsy spikes my arousal, but there’s really nothing to be worried about. Her clit is so swollen and stiff I could find it from across a room, a tense little bead that makes her jump when I lick it—and circle it—and lap at it like a hungry dog.

Of course she’s as silent as I had expected her to be, but I more than make up for that. I bury my face in her and moan  loudly into all that wet flesh, wriggling my tongue around every inch of her slit until she creams for me some more. Even without the audio cues, it’s easy to figure out what she wants: fast little flicks on just the very tip of her clit, followed by one smooth swirl all the way around.

That soon has her bucking against my mouth, her hand tightening in my hair.

And all of these things set me on the buzzing edge of excitement, especially when she lets me slide two fingers into her shivering, spasming hole. But they don’t push me over. I’m totally going to make it, and not come in my pants, and maybe after she’ll let me masturbate in front of her—or even let me into her mouth.

Only then she cries out, hoarsely, and her clit jumps against my tongue. She actually cries out as her orgasm shudders through her, and even more than that, she says, “Oh, you feel so good, oh, yes, lick my clit, yes!”

Thick, unrelenting pleasure surges right up from my tight balls to my cock, right on through and then there’s just the intense relief as I spurt into my underwear. Just like that it happens, and I’m groaning and gasping into her still-twitching flesh, wanting to touch myself to keep it going but thrilling at the humiliation of coming just like this.

She lets me rest my head against her thigh. “So good,” she tells me. “What a good boy.” And then, after a moment of satiated peace and sweetness: “But what a dirty mess you’ve made. I’m going to have to give you notes on that, I can see. The notes I’m giving clearly aren’t doing the trick. Perhaps a private meeting, every week? Yes. Yes, I think that should definitely make you a better employee. Don’t you think, Vincent?”
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It was the challenge, Andrew decided, that made Irina, his sister Stephanie’s best friend, so irresistible—the challenge, and Irina’s blatant dislike and disregard for him. The first time they met, Irina looked him up and down and in a voice barely above a whisper, said, “I know all about you.” They were at the opening of Stephanie’s art gallery, and around them the room buzzed with excitement.

Andrew grinned, stepping toward Irina. “We’ve only just met.”

Irina took a sip of wine, looked Andrew up and down once more. “Like I said.” Then she walked away, leaving Andrew dazed and somewhat confused.

Andrew was used to getting what he wanted. He was tall, blond, handsome, a successful lawyer. Most of the time, he only needed to smile and flash his dimples, and people, mostly women, were instantly charmed. It was all a bit boring if he was completely honest with himself, how he didn’t have to work  for much of anything. Still, membership had its privileges, he thought, as the barista wrote her phone number on his coffee cup and pushed it toward him.

Andrew was meeting Stephanie and Irina for coffee. He had begged Stephanie to bring her friend along, eventually sealing the deal with five hundred dollars and the use of his convertible for his sister’s upcoming trip to Martha’s Vineyard. After quickly memorizing the barista’s number, Andrew headed for the table where his sister and Irina were sitting. After kissing Stephanie on the cheek, he sat down, took a sip of his coffee, and turned to Irina with his brightest smile, the most lethal weapon in his arsenal. Irina crossed her legs, turned away slightly and continued her conversation with Stephanie about a particularly difficult client she was dealing with.

“How are you ladies?” he asked.

Irina rolled her eyes at Stephanie and stood. “I’m leaving,” she said.

Andrew stood and tried to block Irina from leaving. He grabbed her arm gently. “Where are you going?”

Irina stopped, gave Andrew a withering look that shot a chill right through his very heart. He released his grip and moved out of the way. He felt an unfamiliar throb at the base of his spine. After watching Irina walk away, he sat back down and looked at his sister, shrugging helplessly. “What do I have to do to get her to pay attention to me?”

Stephanie tossed her head back and laughed. “Irina,” she said, “is a complicated woman with complicated tastes.”

Andrew leaned forward. “What does that mean?”

Stephanie took a sip of her coffee and crossed her legs. “That, my dear, you will have to discover for yourself, if she allows you.”

Later that night, Andrew paced the length of the balcony  off his bedroom, holding his phone. He had dialed Irina’s number more than a few times but had not yet pressed the SEND button. This was increasingly unfamiliar territory. He needed some kind of map. His sister’s evasive responses to his questions about her best friend only intrigued him further. He took a deep breath and dialed Irina’s number again. When she answered, his throat was suddenly dry. He tried to form words, but his mouth rebelled.

“Who is this?” Irina asked sharply.

“This is Andrew,” he stuttered. “Stephanie’s brother.”

“And?”

“I wanted to see if you’d like to go out some time.”

Irina was silent.

“Hello?”

“Why would I want to go out with you?” Irina asked.

Andrew smiled, his confidence renewed. “I’m a charming, good-looking guy. Why wouldn’t you want to go out with me?” he drawled.

Suddenly, he heard a dial tone. He stared at the phone, and cursed under his breath.

When he called back, Irina did not answer.

Andrew remembered the barista from earlier. He sent her a text message inviting her over and a half hour later, she was at his door, wearing a tank top and torn jeans. She was as cute as he remembered, with short, curly brown hair, wide eyes and a slightly upturned nose that begged to be kissed.

“You know what this is,” he said as he let the coffee girl—Annie, he finally remembered—into the apartment.

Annie giggled. “Where’s your bedroom?”

Andrew pointed up the staircase.

She started making her way upstairs, removing her tank top. She was completely naked by the time she made it to his bedroom.  Annie twirled once, running her hands down her body. “You like?”

He whistled and nodded. “I definitely like.” Andrew pushed the barista onto the bed and she giggled again. Annie hooked her heel in the small of his back and pulled him on top of her. Andrew flicked his tongue along the column of her throat. Annie wrapped her other leg around his waist, holding his body tightly against hers. Andrew grinned down at her, the cute coffee girl, and slipped his tongue between her lips, kissing her hard as he thrust himself inside her. They both moaned loudly, then gave in to the moment enthusiastically.

Later, as he lay in bed next to his latest conquest, trying to fall asleep, Andrew closed his eyes and imagined Irina’s graceful curves and all the things he would do to her. He slipped his hand beneath the waistband of his boxers, wrapping his hand around his stiffening cock. As he stroked himself, he pictured Irina beneath him, her long legs wrapped around his waist. When he came, he knew, more than ever, that he had to have her.

The next morning, Andrew called his sister and asked for Irina’s address. She gave it to him, grudgingly, on the assurance that he wouldn’t do anything crazy. Andrew then called his favorite florist and had three bouquets of flowers delivered to Irina’s home—calla lilies, birds of paradise and blue irises. With the flowers he sent a note, asking Irina to go out on one date with him and then he would leave her alone. After hanging up with the florist, Andrew sat back feeling satisfied with himself. One date was all it would take. He was sure of that.

There was a big case coming up. Andrew spent his day compiling a brief for one of the senior partners, staring at his email, checking his cell phone, asking his secretary if any calls had come in. He could barely concentrate. Every time he thought about Irina, he could feel a hot flush crawl up his neck and  across his face. When he got home that night, he found the three bouquets he had sent Irina sitting in front of his door. He grunted in disgust and kicked the bouquets to the side. As he stood in the foyer, Andrew took a deep breath, then he pulled out his phone, pressing each of the numbers necessary to dial Irina with purpose. When she answered, he said, “Who the hell do you think you are?”

There was a pause. “I could ask you the same question.”

“What?” Andrew sputtered.

“Have I indicated any interest in you?”

Andrew shifted from foot to foot uncomfortably. “No, but…”

“But nothing,” Irina said, interrupting his train of thought. “You don’t always get what you want, Andrew.”

His heart beat faster. It was the first time she had said his name.

“You want to go out with me.”

Andrew nodded, eagerly, even though he was alone.

“Get on your knees,” Irina instructed.

“Excuse me?”

Irina spoke more slowly this time, carefully enunciating each word. “Get on your knees.”

Andrew arched an eyebrow, but he was intrigued. He dropped to his knees. “Okay, I’m on my knees.”

“Good,” Irina said. “Stay like that until I call back.”

She hung up and Andrew stared at his phone for a few minutes. Then he chuckled. This, he thought, is different. He sat back on his calves and settled in for what he hoped would be a short wait. The phone rang again. Andrew answered.

“When I said kneel, I didn’t mean sit back on your calves.”

Before he could say anything, Irina hung up again. He raised himself, ignoring the uncomfortable twinge in his knees. An  hour passed, then two. He was sweating through his suit and his thigh muscles burned. Outside, cars passed. He could hear neighbors playing with their children, walking their dogs. Through a window, he watched the sun set. Another hour passed. Andrew worried he wouldn’t be able to move. Just as he was about to give up on waiting, the phone rang.

“It’s about time,” Andrew said, angrily.

Irina was calm, so calm it irritated him. “I can see that you haven’t learned much,” she said.

“This was some kind of lesson?”

“Meet me next Thursday evening at Finch’s. Eight p.m. I’m sure I don’t have to tell you how I feel about tardiness.”

Andrew put his phone in his pocket and crawled to the staircase, slowly pulling himself up. He massaged his thighs as he stretched his legs out. Although his legs were wobbly beneath him, it was a small price to pay. He had gotten what he wanted.

The following week, Andrew stood at the bar at Finch’s, fifteen minutes before he was supposed to meet Irina. He wore a pink dress shirt, maroon tie and gray slacks. He caught his reflection in the mirror behind the bar and gave himself a wink, then took a sip of his gin and tonic. A tap on his right shoulder interrupted his reverie. He turned around, his heart pounding as he looked Irina up and down. She wore a silky black sheath dress, impossibly high heels and a single strand of black pearls. Her long black hair with a single silver streak cascaded down her back in thick curls. Andrew leaned in to kiss her cheek, but she planted a hand against his breastbone.

“Look but don’t touch.”

Andrew rolled his eyes and Irina grabbed hold of his chin between two perfectly manicured fingers, squeezing hard. “If you don’t like my rules, you don’t have to play my game.” She released her grip.

Andrew rubbed his jaw. “Fine,” he said tersely. “We’ll play by your rules.”

The couple was seated. Before Andrew could open his menu, Irina said, “I’ll order for you.”

Andrew set his menu down. He was equal parts frustrated and intrigued. “What is it? You always have to be in control?”

Irina eyed Andrew over her menu, one eyebrow arched. “That’s it exactly.”

When the waiter came to their table, Irina ordered a nice merlot, a rib eye, rare, and steak frites for herself. For Andrew, she ordered a glass of water and a Caesar salad. The waiter smirked as Irina placed their order, and she flashed him another of her withering looks. The waiter hastily excused himself.

Their food arrived and Irina ate slowly, clearly savoring her meal. “This is delicious,” she said as she speared a cube of bloody meat with her fork. Andrew sulked, pushing the leaves of romaine around his plate as his stomach growled.

“So, what? You hate men?”

Irina laughed. “On the contrary. I adore men.” She wiped her lips daintily and set her napkin on her plate. “Follow me. I’ll show you just how much.”

Andrew grinned and stood up eagerly, admiring Irina’s ample curves as he followed her out of the restaurant. In the parking lot, she handed him her car keys, and he opened her door for her before taking a seat behind the wheel. His hands were sweaty as he gripped the steering wheel and his cock was already hard.  She’s just like the others, he thought. I am kryptonite.

As they drove, Irina dragged her long fingernails in a figure eight across the back of his neck. Andrew tried to caress her thigh but each time his hand drifted in her direction, she forcefully pushed it away. “What was it I said in the restaurant?”

Andrew sighed. “Look but don’t touch.”

“Don’t forget yourself again,” Irina warned.

Andrew was surprised by the decor in Irina’s loft apartment. The walls were painted with warm colors, and the atmosphere was inviting, quite unlike her personality. She nodded to a small table near the front door. “You can leave the keys there.” Irina let her coat fall to the floor and Andrew scurried to pick it up. Without turning around, she said, “Very good, Andrew.” His cock jumped beneath his slacks. Her heels clacked pleasantly against the floor, and Andrew followed Irina into her bedroom. He folded her coat and carefully set it on the edge of Irina’s bed, a wrought iron canopy affair.

Irina stood near one of the posts and looked over her shoulder. “Unzip me, please.”

He rubbed his hands together to warm them, and slowly unzipped Irina’s dress, inhaling sharply as more of her smooth, pale flesh was exposed. He leaned forward, pressing his lips against the nape of her neck. Irina turned around quickly and slapped Andrew’s face, the impact of her hand against his cheekbone echoing through her bedroom.

“Honestly, Andrew. What will it take for you to learn?” She slapped his face again. “Look.” Another slap. “But don’t.” Another slap. “Touch.”

Andrew’s fingers curled into tight fists and he took several deep breaths, trying to calm down. “Slap me one more time, and I’m out of here,” he said.

Irina smiled a cold smile that made Andrew uncomfortable. She slapped him once more. He winced, grabbed his face, but he did not move.

“We both know you’re not going anywhere,” she said. “Let’s not play that game.”

She slid out of her dress. Underneath, she wore a black and silver brocade corset, tightly laced in the back, a pair of thong  panties, and a garter belt and silk stockings. Irina turned to face Andrew and held out her arm, arching her palm to his lips. Andrew shivered, then brushed his lips across the smooth skin of Irina’s hand. He inhaled deeply and could smell the musk of the perfume he imagined her dabbing on her inner wrists earlier that evening.

Irina reached down and unbuckled Andrew’s belt. His cock throbbed, now fully erect. Irina ran one fingernail along the outline of his cock and he whimpered softly. She draped his belt around his neck, looped the belt through the buckle, then tightened it around his neck as a makeshift leash.

“Get undressed,” she ordered.

Andrew eagerly disrobed and stood in front of Irina, his cock red and standing at attention. She looked down and shrugged, tugging on the leash to pull Andrew after her. She pushed him onto the bed and reached into the drawer of her nightstand, pulling out a cock ring with several small spikes along the inner ring.

“What’s that?” Andrew asked nervously.

Irina smiled coldly again and took his cock in the palm of her hand, stroking it only once. She clasped the ring around the base of Andrew’s cock and fastened it shut. “The more turned on you are, the more this will hurt,” she said.

In spite of himself, his cock swelled even more, and he shifted as the small spikes pierced his sensitive skin.

Irina gracefully knelt before Andrew and wrapped her lips around the shiny, bulbous head of his cock, flicking her tongue in the silvery slit before swirling it around.

Andrew gasped. “You can’t be serious,” he said.

Irina paused. “I’m always serious.” Then she wrapped her lips around his cock again, suckling harder.

His entire body was overwhelmed by pain and pleasure. His  heart was beating so fast it felt like it was going to break free from his rib cage. For a moment, Andrew forgot himself and placed his hands against the back of Irina’s head. She grabbed at his cock with her teeth and Andrew cried out.

Irina stood. “I can see I’m going to have a lot of work to do. You are a very slow learner.”

Andrew shook his head. “I’m not. I promise.”

She grabbed the belt around his neck, wrapping it around her hand until her knuckles were pressed against his throat. “Actions speak louder than words. Get on your hands and knees,” she ordered.

He complied, his cock pulsing in its cage. Irina held on to his waist with one hand, and using her other hand, she dragged her fingernails along the length of his spine and down between his asscheeks, leaving red, angry streaks in their wake. Andrew whimpered.

“Your ass is quite fine,” she remarked.

Andrew twisted around and flashed her a grin. “I do my best.”

Irina slapped his ass, then admired the imprint her hand left.

“I’m not allowed to say or do anything,” Andrew complained.

She slapped his ass again, harder this time. “You’re allowed to say or do anything I want.” Irina smacked each of his thighs then drew small circles along his inner thighs with her fingernails. The more his cock swelled with desire, the harder the spikes of the cock ring pierced his flesh. “You are lucky,” she continued. “I’m being gentle.” Irina raised her arm higher this time, using all her strength to bring her hand down on Andrew’s firm and fine ass. A warm sting spread across his ass and up his back. For the first time in a long time, he realized he was happy and hungry for more of whatever this mysterious woman  wanted to do to him. Irina raked her nails over the red blush across his ass and this time, she left white streaks. She reached into her nightstand again and pulled out a feather. As she brushed it across his ass, then between his asscheeks, Andrew giggled.

“Do you remember what I told you at the gallery opening?”

“What?”

“Do you remember what I told you at the gallery opening?”

Andrew forced himself to concentrate. “You said you know all about me.”

Irina smacked each asscheek hard and followed her hand with a caress of the feather. “That’s right. And you said I was wrong.” She smacked his ass three times in rapid succession.

“No,” Andrew gasped. “I said you had only just met me.”

Irina dropped the feather, then pressed her body against Andrew’s, her corseted breasts against his back, her pussy against his ass. She grabbed a handful of Andrew’s hair and pulled his ear to her lips. “Are you disagreeing with me?” He shook his head vigorously. “That’s what I thought,” she said. “I think we can both agree that you implied I didn’t know all about you.” He nodded again, his neck muscles quivering. Irina released her grip, pushing him forward. As he fell onto the bed, the cock ring seemed to tighten its stranglehold. He groaned, hoarsely.

She slipped out of her panties, rolled Andrew onto his back, then straddled his waist. When Irina smiled this time, she was warmer, more open. He flexed his pectoral muscles as he looked up at her. Irina leaned down, rolling each of Andrew’s pink, perfect nipples between her teeth, pulling them taut. He hissed. She rocked her hips back and forth, teasing the tip of his cock with her moist pussy lips.

“Please,” Andrew begged. “Please let me fuck you.”

Irina inched her way up Andrew’s body, hovering over his  mouth, and he thought he might come from just the smell of her. “You have a long way to go to enjoy that privilege,” she said. Irina reached between her thighs, spreading her pussy lips with two fingers. Andrew curled his tongue out and she lowered herself so that he could taste her. “For now, you can have this.”

Andrew lay beneath Irina, with her graceful curves and complicated desires. His cock ached in a way he had never experienced before, and the stinging sensation crawling along his backside was sharper than ever. Andrew closed his eyes and slowly began circling his tongue around Irina’s swollen clit. She brushed a stray strand of hair from his forehead, squeezing his face between her muscular thighs. Andrew realized he did indeed live a charmed life.
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After twenty solid minutes in the maze, Ryan was bored. After an hour, he was beginning to think he would never get out.

Not that he had any say in the matter of when or how he left. Helena had seen to that, of course. When they had been invited to this very special summer party, thrown by Lady Grace, one of their good female friends on the scene—Ryan jokingly referred to her as one of the ladies who munch—he had suspected his wife might use the occasion as an opportunity to put him through his paces in public. He had been right.

The invitation had promised an afternoon of fun and games to mark midsummer, and Lady Grace was throwing open not only the doors of the country mansion she had received as part of the divorce settlement from her multimillionaire husband, but also its extensive and beautifully maintained gardens. As Ryan and Helena had mingled with the dozen or so other guests, he had quickly come to realize that they all shared the same type  of relationship—one in which the male was the submissive partner—and he found himself wondering just what in the way of “fun and games” Lady Grace and her fellow dominas had in mind.

The first surprise had come when the couple walked through the mansion’s imposing front door to be met by a pair of redhaired maids, so alike they must surely have been twins. Both were immaculately made up and wearing matching black dresses, their almost indecently short skirts pushed out by layers of starched white petticoats to reveal their frilly white panties and stocking tops. They stood, poised and elegant in their five-inch heels, offering glasses of champagne on silver salvers. It was only as Ryan reached to take a glass that he realized the maids were, in fact, transvestites with only the merest hint of a masculine jawline spoiling the illusion of perfect femininity.

Before he had been able to comment, their hostess had appeared by their side, greeting Helena with a welcoming peck on both cheeks and Ryan with a withering, contemptuous look which not only reinforced his status as a lowly male in this exalted company but had his cock immediately straining in his pants. Nothing gave him more pleasure than to be treated as something that a superior woman might have scraped off the sole of her shoe, and he had bowed his head slightly, not daring to meet the gaze of the imperious Lady Grace.

“Helena, how delightful to see you. And you’ve brought the worm with you, I see.” Before the two women had been able to properly engage in conversation, Lady Grace’s attention had been brought to something on the other side of the room and she had excused herself, leaving Ryan and Helena to wander through the open French windows and out into the garden.

Here, women had been talking together in groups of two or three, while their slaves groveled obediently at their feet or  scurried to fetch them more drinks. Canapés were being served by a couple of muscular, handsome waiters dressed in nothing but tightly fitting black trunks. As the female guests helped themselves to slivers of smoked salmon on rye bread or creamy mushroom vol-au-vents, they would trail an inquiring finger over each waiter’s sculpted pectorals, or cup the prominent bulge at his crotch as the men stood impassively. Ryan suspected it would not be long before those same fingers were delving inside the trunks, or pulling the garments off entirely, forcing the two to serve in the nude.

Helena had spotted another good friend of hers, a woman who was known to millions for presenting the news on television each evening, and yet had somehow managed to keep her dominant tendencies a closely guarded secret. Ryan had obediently followed as his wife went to speak to her. The newsreader’s husband was standing by her side, casually dressed in chinos and a polo shirt, but Ryan was well aware that beneath the outfit his cock was pinioned in a snug-fitting chastity device. The man was only allowed sexual relief when his wife permitted it, and the rumor was that he hadn’t been allowed to come since their last wedding anniversary, eight months previously.

“Ladies, welcome one and all. It’s so lovely to see you.” Ryan had turned at the sound of the voice to see Lady Grace standing in front of the French windows. The simple black dress she had been wearing earlier had been discarded, to reveal a tightly laced, classically elegant black silk corset and knee-length, shiny black boots with teetering heels. Her long, dark hair hung down past her shoulders, shot through with the streak of white that always made him think of a magpie’s plumage. She looked magnificent, and he envied whichever lucky slave had been given the privilege of attending her that afternoon.

“I hope you’ve been enjoying my hospitality,” Lady Grace had continued, “but now it’s time for the games to begin.” She cut off the excited murmuring that had begun at this announcement. “First of all I’m going to set you a treasure hunt. And I’d like to thank my good friend, Helena, for being so kind as to offer the star prize.”

Ryan had stared at his wife, puzzled. She hadn’t mentioned anything about a prize. And then he had realized why Lady Grace was looking straight at him, a wicked smile on her beautiful face. “Step forward, worm,” she had ordered him, “and let my guests see what they have the opportunity to win.”

He had only taken a couple of steps before she snapped, “Now strip!” Too surprised to argue, he had begun fumbling with his shirt buttons. As soon as he had dropped each garment, his wife had swiftly confiscated them. By the time he was down to his boxer shorts, he had become all too aware of the many pairs of female eyes scrutinizing him. The sense of expectation had been almost tangible as his fingers had reached for the waistband of the shorts. Blushing with the embarrassment of having to reveal himself when everyone around him was fully clad, he had slowly peeled down his underwear to expose his half-hard cock. Helena had compounded his humiliation by snatching the shorts from him and giving them an appreciative sniff before tossing them to the assembled guests as though she were a bride giving away her wedding bouquet. This had simply caused his cock to stiffen further.

“As you may be aware, the centerpiece of these gardens is the maze. It’s almost three hundred years old and almost impossible to escape from. This miserable worm…” Lady Grace had gestured toward Ryan, “will be taken to the center of the maze and securely restrained there. Whichever of you manages to find him first has the pleasure of doing whatever you wish to him.”

This had always been his dream—to be handed over by his wife and left at the mercy of a strange domina—but as Ryan had been marched across the neatly mown lawn toward the maze, he had felt a rumble of apprehension in his gut. His wife had been leading the way, accompanied by one of the nearly naked male waiters, and Ryan assumed that Lady Grace must have filled her in on the secrets of the maze when the two had been concocting their plan for a slave hunt.

Though the June air was surprisingly hot, without a whisper of a breeze, as they had plunged into the maze, the temperature had dropped noticeably. The high box hedges muffled the sounds of the party, too, and Ryan had no longer been able to hear Lady Grace’s loud, commanding voice or the laughter of her guests as they taunted and belittled their hapless slaves. He had tried to make sense of their progress in his head, noting right and left turns, but the route seemed to double back on itself again and again, leaving him utterly confused.

At last, they had reached the center of the maze. A wooden post already stood there, just over six feet in height, with a small crosspiece attached about halfway up its length. Ryan had been ordered to stand with his back to the post, arms behind him, and Helena had expertly tied his wrists to the crosspiece. It was not an uncomfortable position, but still one he had hoped not to be in for too long.

Once Helena had been satisfied that Ryan could not free himself without assistance, she had turned to leave. Before she did, she had shared a deep, passionate kiss with the waiter right in front of her husband. The man had taken the opportunity to run his big hands over the curves of Helena’s breasts and buttocks, making Ryan wriggle in his bonds, furious with lust and jealousy. And then they were gone, leaving him to ponder whether they would make their way directly back to the party,  or whether they would take a detour so that his wife could sample the obvious charms of the well-endowed stud.

 

That had been, by his estimation, a good hour ago, and now Ryan was tired and frustrated. The thrill of anticipating that someone would soon burst in on him and take advantage of his helpless, naked body had quickly faded, and he was beginning to think that this was all some cruel prank organized by his wife at his expense. His wrists were beginning to ache, his muscles were cramping up a little and he would have given anything for a sip of water. He was slumped miserably in his bonds when he heard footsteps approaching.

Mentally, he prepared himself for whoever might have found him. As a true submissive, he knew that all women were inherently his superiors, regardless of age, class, status or appearance, and he would serve them all with equal vigor and devotion. He raised his head to see Lady Grace standing looking at him, an enigmatic smile on her face.

“Thank you for coming, Mistress,” he croaked. “I was beginning to think no one would ever find me.”

“That’s because they only started looking for you a couple of minutes ago,” Lady Grace replied.

“B-but…” Ryan stuttered, not quite believing what he had just heard. Did she mean that his worst fears had been realized and this really was just a joke?

“You see, I’ve given them plenty of other games to keep them occupied. First off, we blindfolded Emily-Jane and Sarah so they could insert the butt plug in the sub. Oh, you should see your face. Don’t worry, I used lots and lots of lubrication on the butt plug—and the sub. He squealed a bit, but he loved it, really. Then, when Helena rejoined us, we had a wonderful demonstration of cocksucking featuring those two waiters of mine.” Lady  Grace gave a soft laugh. “You wouldn’t believe how embarrassed they looked as my gorgeous tranny maids went down on them—and yet how hard their cocks got. And once all the girls had had lots of excitement and lots of champagne, I decided it was time for the treasure hunt. They’re all somewhere in the maze, but I doubt that any of them will find you for a while yet. Only Helena and I know the direct route here, and she’s back at the house having fun with the waiters. They’re both very good with their tongues, apparently. Which just leaves me…”

This wasn’t a joke, Ryan was beginning to realize. This was something entirely different. Since he had first met her, he had dreamed of serving Lady Grace, if only for a few brief moments. Now, it appeared, he was about to be given that opportunity.

He straightened in his bonds, though he still hardly dared to look her in the eye. He knew he didn’t have a physique to match the two muscle-bound studs who were currently attending to his wife, but he kept himself trim and he had a cock which, when it stood as firm and proud as it did now, was more than enough to satisfy even the most demanding of mistresses—should he be allowed to enter her most sacred place.

Lady Grace came so close to him that he could smell the complex, spicy perfume she wore. With his eyes lowered, he realized he was staring directly at the creamy swell of her breasts where the corset raised and molded them so temptingly. Quickly, he glanced down at the ground, not wishing to disgrace himself any further than he might already have.

“You’re mine, worm,” Lady Grace told him, her voice low and insistent. “Mine to treat however I wish. And these are mine, too…” As she spoke, her long fingers toyed with his balls, gently rolling them in a manner that indicated that she could, at any moment, change the pressure from a sensual caress to a vicious squeeze. The prospect of such sweet, deliberate torment  was almost more than Ryan could bear. Part of him dreaded the thought that she might decide to hurt him, while the rest of him actively longed for it.

“But first you have to prove yourself, worm.” Lady Grace reached behind him and untied the ropes that held him secure. Before he could make any attempt to rub the life back into his aching wrists, she had pushed him to the ground with the toe of her boot.

“These boots are soiled from having to walk all this way to find you. Clean them for me.” Obediently, Ryan got down on all fours, snaked out his tongue and began to lick. In truth, there was very little in the way of dirt on the boot, but he diligently lapped away until the soft leather shone like new.

He glanced up at his mistress, hoping beyond hope that she was pleased with his efforts.

“Very good, worm,” Lady Grace said, the words of praise causing his cock to lurch with pleasure. “But let’s see if your tongue is as proficient at giving pleasure as it is at performing chores.”

As he watched, she began to unfasten the twin ties that held her black panties together, and let the scrap of material flutter to the ground. Still kneeling, Ryan kept his eyes cast down, afraid to look up at the seat of her pleasure without permission. He felt her hand grab hold of his hair, hauling his head upward.

“Worship me,” his mistress commanded, squatting over his face. Without hesitation, he did as she asked. At first, he placed gentle kisses of adoration on the insides of her pale thighs, moving gradually closer to her sex. She was shaved almost clean, only a thin strip of dark hair crowning her mound, and he kissed that, too, before turning his attention to her soft, fleshy lips.

In the still, cool heart of the maze, time seemed almost to stand still. Ryan’s world had shrunk to nothing more than the  woman who towered above him, so feminine, so assured, so deliciously demanding. His nostrils were assaulted by an intoxicating trinity of scents: boot leather, the spiciness of Lady Grace’s perfume and the stronger, more intensely personal aroma of her freely lubricating pussy. With double the care and attention he had lavished on her footwear, Ryan paid homage to his mistress’s sex, his tongue trailing from her clit all the way to her tight rear hole. Every part of every woman was precious, in Ryan’s eyes, but these parts were the most precious of all, and he poured his heart and soul into worshipping them.

His actions were rewarded as he felt Lady Grace’s hands in his hair once more, fingers digging into his scalp as her thighs quivered, and she came with a most unladylike shriek. When she finally released her grip on him, he slumped onto his haunches, the lower portion of his face slick with her juices.

Her composure recovered, she smiled down at him. His cock was sticking up, almost painfully erect, and she teased it with the toe of her boot. “Oh, worm, what are we going to do with that?” she asked.

“Whatever Mistress wishes,” Ryan replied meekly.

“Indeed. And what Mistress wishes is for you to pleasure yourself while she watches.” Lady Grace stood back, an amused expression on her face as Ryan wrapped his fist round his erection and began to stroke along its length. With his other hand, he gently squeezed his balls, then ran a finger down to the sensitive spot just above his arsehole. He knew there was no way he could last more than a couple of minutes, given everything he had seen and done since he and Helena arrived at the party, and all too soon his head fell back and he groaned as his spunk began to jet out powerfully over his rapidly wanking fingers.

Lady Grace ordered him to stand and, on shaky legs, he did so. The prize won, his mistress’s every request carried out to  the best of his abilities, he was expecting her to guide him out of the maze and back to the party. Instead, she reached for the discarded ropes and marched him back over to the post.

As she began securing his wrists to the crosspiece once more, she murmured, “You seem a little surprised, worm. Well, don’t be. I promised my guests a prize in the slave hunt, and I still intend that they should have one. I said it would take them a while to find you, but it won’t be much longer before one of them does.” She grinned as she turned to walk away. “You might want to hope it’s not Emily-Jane. She was awfully taken with the butt plug she was playing with earlier. I do believe she’s carrying it around with her still, looking for a nice virgin bottom to use it on…”

Almost before Lady Grace had finished speaking, Ryan had started to get hard again. And then she was gone, leaving only the echo of a mocking laugh behind her.

In the distance, he was sure he could hear the sound of excited feminine chatter, coming closer and closer. He closed his eyes and prepared to be found.






INSIDE THE PRIDE

Remittance Girl

 

 

 

 

 

I admit it; I wanted her to pay attention to me, like she did with her boys. Someone had actually dubbed them the “Pride of Professor Gordon.” There were six guys in all—young lions in the pride. Anyone from the zoology department might have pointed out that a pride usually consisted of a group of females and a single mature male lion. Anyone from the arts faculty would have countered that Professor Natalya Gordon did things differently. Theories on mammalian behavior aside, I just wanted to be where the sun was shining, and the sun was always shining wherever the professor and her cubs happened to sit themselves down.

Not being much of a natural joiner, I found this newborn need to be on the inside a bit disconcerting. True, her postgraduates took some of the best grants on offer; true, she had a towering reputation in the world of visual arts; true, her students worked on the wildest, most cutting-edge projects. I would have liked to say that those were the reasons I sought proximity, but they  weren’t. It’s going to sound stupid, but there was just something  about Professor Gordon. Something—as if it was indefinable.

This wasn’t strictly true. She was definable; somewhere between forty and fifty, of Russian/Scottish extraction, with an IQ that was rumored to hover around the 160 mark, two PhD’s and a throwaway Masters in anthropology, Professor Gordon was a tenured senior lecturer in visual arts theory. When talking about her writing, people used adjectives like “foundational” and “groundbreaking.” When they talked about her own photography, they used words like “visionary.”

Well, that defined her. It also made her sound like she walked with a middle-aged, introverted shuffle, smelled like stale food and had asthma. And being the hormone-driven pup I was, none of those would have drawn me to her.

No, Professor Gordon was all style and all substance. Five foot eight, shoulders like a swimmer, dark red hair tumbling over her back in a chaos of corkscrew curls, breasts to die for—now we’re getting somewhere. She power-smoked Gitanes and wore stiletto-heeled black leather boots, despite her height. She’d walk into the lecture hall wearing a blood red silk Cheong-sam and yell: “Subtext…where’s the subtext?” I had deconstructed her clothes in more ways than she knew.

She was almost universally adored by both her male and female students; gay guys loved her, lesbians either wanted to fuck her or be her, straight women thought she was the perfect role model and straight guys wanted to get into her pants. All that, and I forgot to mention, they crowded to attend her lectures, too.

It took two semesters of blithe interjections before she even bothered to turn her head and look at me. All it bought me was a wan smile, but I was nothing if not persistent. One afternoon on the patio of the student cafeteria, while I was busy trying to  edge my chair into the tight grouping around her table, she blew a thin stream of noxious smoke in my direction and said, “Did you go to the ‘Photographic Memory’ opening?”

Her lions, hungry-eyed and predatory, turned their heads toward me in unison. That’s how I realized she was speaking to me. Fully cognizant of just how much having my neck torn out was going to hurt, I opened my stupid mouth and said, “Yes.”

“What did you think?” Her gaze sank to the ashtray where she was murdering her cigarette messily. Perhaps she liked triggering the hunt but eschewed the spectacle of the kill.

I had a lot of opinions about “Photographic Memory” and even though I knew she’d set me up as a nice light snack for the young cubs, I couldn’t stop myself. I had to show her I was there.

“I thought it lacked depth.”

They were on me in a second, demanding I justify the statement fifty-six ways from Sunday—on my neck, my back, my flanks, everywhere at once. The air was full of blood and my lack of confidence fed their viciousness. Every challenge I answered was ripped to ribbons before the next one lunged.

“So did I.”

She said it quietly, distantly, denying me eye contact, but she’d saved me from slaughter nonetheless. The boys settled back into their patio chairs, sleek and purring, licking their bloody claws. Then she stood, smoothing her tight, black wool skirt over her hips, and smiled. “Give him the address,” she said to the lion cub on my right. “We’re having dinner. At eight.”

It didn’t matter that it was she who walked away from the table. It was still, incontrovertibly, a dismissal.

The lion’s name was Carlos. He introduced himself in a Hispanic accent and wrote the address on the white interior of her empty cigarette pack.

“What do I wear to this? What’s the deal? Formal? Casual? What?” I pleaded pathetically, fully expecting to be left to blow it on my own by what I’d concluded was a rival.

“Anything, but just don’t wear jeans. She hates jeans.”

“You’re not fucking me up here, are you? Please…”

Carlos clapped me on the shoulder and chuckled. “No, don’t worry, man. You’ll have fun. Just be on time and don’t wear jeans.”

The rest of the afternoon I spent in a fugue state. My mood zigzagged between extremes: pure joy at being invited and disbelief that I had been, confusion at having to choose what to bring and a profound fear of being set up for some colossal humiliation.

 

The address was in the warehouse district. I stopped and panicked awhile outside the black painted sliding door at 54 Grandville Street. Were the peonies too cheesy? Was the port too snob-by? The arrival of one of the other young lions put an end to the agony.

“Hey!” he said pleasantly, paying the cabdriver through the window. “You’re Mark, right?”

I nodded, shifting my gifts nervously from one arm to the other.

“Well, you’re at the right place,” he said, walking toward me. “Just bang on the door, good and loud.”

“What’s your name?” I was dissembling, but there was no way I was going to pound on a steel door for admission.

“Gerry.” The guy strode past me and slammed his open palm on the metal a couple of times and waited.

A small access door, inset into the larger steel one, opened with a screech and golden light spilled out onto the deserted street.

“Hi, Nat. I found the new guy looking lost. “

She was wearing a dark blue silk shift and bare feet. “Mark, you found us. Come in, come in both of you.” She stepped aside and I followed Gerry into the building.

“Oh! Gifties! Wonderful,” she said, taking the brown paper bag that Gerry held out for her. She gave him a friendly hug and pecked him on the cheek.

Then she approached me. I thrust my offerings out to her. “Sorry… I wasn’t sure what to bring.”

“Well,” she murmured, taking the flowers and the wine from me. “You brought yourself and that’s the main thing.” I received an identical peck to Gerry’s. Her hair brushed my face; it smelled of lime and garlic.

The interior was an open-planned riot of color and textures. The walls had been left in their original shape and were covered with poster-sized photographs, and an old crane rail bisected the high ceiling. Hanging from it was a huge, brutal-looking hook the size of a fridge. Suspended from that was a gigantic framed photograph of Stalin, inverted.

The space was paved with carpets in various states of dilapidation. A set of openwork metal steps led up to a loft area. Under it, basking in the light of a dozen mismatched lamps were the living, dining and kitchen areas.

The boys—four of them—were sitting around a huge rectangular dining table. They watched us as we walked through the enormous empty space.

The predator who’d done me the most damage earlier in the day stood up and smiled jovially. “Hey, Gerry, you brought the new guy on the landing party with you.”

“Don’t freak him out, Alan. Remember your first time and be kind.”

I’m sure this was all meant to make me feel better, but it had  the opposite effect. I couldn’t put my finger on what was wrong, but the whole setup felt strange. For one thing, why were there no females other than Professor Gordon?

My eyes followed her around as she shoved my flowers unceremoniously into a large, amorphous vase and tucked both my port and Gerry’s gift—a tub of ice cream—into a retro, 1950s refrigerator.

“Uh…that’s port,” I called out weakly. “You probably don’t want that chilled.”

As she bent over to shove the bottle onto one of the lower shelves, the silk of her dress slid deliciously between the cheeks of her ass. It was a perfect ass—round and firm. “Oh, yes, I do.” She sang out her response with a teasing tune.

“I guess she does…” joked a guy with a shaved head who was seated at the table, grating a mound of parmesan.

Carlos beckoned me over to the chair next to his. “Sit down and I’ll do the introductions.”

I sat and looked around the table. “Look ma, no jeans,” I whispered. Carlos smiled.

“Working clockwise: Garnet, the cheese grater, finishing a Master’s in communication arts. Gerry, who you’ve already met, just starting his—rather late, if I may say—in photography. Mel—unfortunate name—who’s up here from Australia, doing a PhD in lit. Alan, the trekkie puppy; he’s taking an honors in cultural anthropology. And me…I am me, and I do what I do.”

I couldn’t help grinning. “I already know what you do. You do those huge motherfucking installations with photographic negatives on glass. They’re brilliant.”

Carlos colored a little and bowed importantly. “Thank you.”

“Those motherfucking installations…” Professor Gordon echoed, bringing a huge bowl of pasta to the table. “Well put, Mark.”

“Oh…I meant…”

“You meant what you meant. There was absolutely nothing wrong with it,” she said, seating herself at the head of the table next to a stack of plates and the steaming food. “You’re perfectly right. They are motherfuckers. When you help him to hang the next set, you’ll realize just how on the money you were.”

She looked around the table and tapped her empty wineglass. “Who’s in charge of libations?”

Mel jumped up, bottle in hand, and stood beside her chair pouring her a generous glass. She glanced up at him, winked, and to my utter amazement, reached behind and gave his ass a very obvious pat. “Thank you, Mel.”

She held the full glass aloft and cleared her throat. “So…just to keep everyone up to speed: we’ve lost Duncan to an artist-in-residence placement in Zurich. This brought you down to five.” There was a bevy of murmurs around the table. “But, here we have Mark: young but hopeful and, you’ll have to take my word for it, a worthy successor.”

“How do you know?” I asked weakly, watching her finish the toast with a swig of wine.

“Firstly, I read your excellent paper on visual narrative in the electronic medium. And…well…” Leaning back in her chair, she looked at me appraisingly, “I just know.”

There was an eruption of laughter around the table.

“I just know,” she whispered again.

The meal went by without me even tasting it. The topics around the table bloomed and spiraled in on each other. I couldn’t say that she held court, but when she talked, the rest of them listened. I was trying desperately to understand the dynamics of this group, what held them together. How could I possibly fit in otherwise? And I most desperately wanted to fit in. The four bottles of chardonnay we’d polished off over the main course did  nothing to dampen my burgeoning feelings of universal love of mankind either. And obviously I wasn’t the only one feeling that way, because as Alan got up to clear the plates, Mel grabbed him as he passed and kissed him on the mouth.

It didn’t shock me, but I wasn’t expecting it. I quickly glanced around the table to see the reaction. There was none. When I glanced over at the professor, she was already looking at me. She smiled and raised an eyebrow in query.

“Does that bother you?”

“No. Not at all.”

“Do you have a preference?”

It took me a second to understand the question. Some of the guys were in the kitchen area, serving the ice cream up in martini glasses.

“I think I do. But that could change over time, I guess. I don’t believe in limiting my horizons.”

“What a wise head you have on those young shoulders,” she murmured, taking a glass of ice cream from Carlos. Using the tip of her finger, she gathered a dollop of the dessert and tasted it. “Mmm. Vodka sorbet, my favorite! Gerry, you spoil me rotten.”

Gerry walked over to where she sat and crouched down by her side. “Damn it, Natalya. I just hate when I do that!” he teased.

Pushing her chair back from the table, she slid down in her chair and pulled the hem of her silk dress upward, over her bare thighs. For a single moment, it occurred to me to look away, but I couldn’t. Nothing in the world could have persuaded me to miss the unveiling of her long, lean thighs. With the tip of her spoon, she scooped up and then dropped a dollop of ice cream halfway up one bare thigh.

If I could manage no other immediate response, the one in my crotch was reaction enough. My cock stiffened instantaneously. I watched Gerry lower his head and eat, chasing  the rivulets of ice cream down the inside of her leg.

With his hands, he slid her dress up farther, over her hips, exposing a neat thatch of red pubic curls. Deliberately, she took another spoonful of ice cream and let it drop with precision onto the russet triangle. Again, Gerry bent his head and began to feed at it. I heard a low, sexual groan and turned to see Carlos with his hand on the very prominent bulge in Alan’s lap, and Garnet with his lips on Mel’s neck. But they were all watching her, feeding off her pleasure just as Gerry was.

For lack of an outlet, I ate my own ice cream, my eyes pinned on the professor. She didn’t close her eyes, like most women do. They were hooded, but open, as Gerry pushed her legs apart and began to eat her in earnest. She threw a bare leg over his shoulder and moaned, hips undulating. There was a small smile on her face, as she glanced around the table, taking in each of us slowly, in turn. Every so often, a ripple of sensation stronger than the rest would make the corner of her mouth twitch. Stupid as it sounds, I think that was the hottest thing I’d ever seen in my life.

I could hear her breathing as her gaze settled on me, short soft pants. Irrationally, I thought I’d explode if I met her eyes and I quickly looked down at my empty dessert glass.

“Come here…”

I glanced up. She beckoned me with long, spidery fingers. Rising from my chair, I walked the short distance between us and looked down at her. She pressed her palm over my clothed cock and said, “Kiss me.”

I was on her in a flash, pushing her head back and kissing her mouth as if mine was the only sex organ I had. Every tremor Gerry elicited ran through her body and emerged from her mouth in the form of passion. I’ve had intercourse that wasn’t half as raw as that kiss. Her tongue, gentle until her orgasm  built, became a probe, tasting every part of my mouth. In turn, I sucked at her lips with increasing desperation.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw someone’s hand slip down the front of her dress and cup her breast, teasing the nipple. It made her arch her back and throw her head back farther, allowing me to force my own tongue deep into her mouth. I wanted to know her throat from the inside.

Then she was coming. Her body was like a moth trapped on a mounting board, sinews taut, wings beating uselessly as convulsion after convulsion shook her. And she cried out, a sound like something being torn apart. As her orgasm waned, someone else was coming, low and feral and decidedly male.

Then it was over. Everyone was straightening up and giggling at everyone else. It was absurd and heartbreakingly nice, all at the same time.

“What a silly place to do this,” Natalya said, still recovering her breath. “For god’s sake, let’s go upstairs. Somebody grab that bottle of port.”

Her first attempt to stand didn’t go so well. I did what a nice boy does; I picked her up and carried her up the stairs, with Alan and Carlos behind me threatening to kill me if I dropped her. She wasn’t a waif, and it wasn’t easy, but it was worth it. At the top of the stairs, she said, “I don’t think anyone’s ever been brave enough to do that before, young Mark. I want you first,” and kissed the tip of my nose. I almost cracked up and dropped her.

There was no bed, just an area covered in futons. Suddenly everyone was down on it, a snake ball of bodies in various states of undress, and there she lay like a mythical female creature, being tended by suitors who took time to pay her obeisance before moving on to their nearest neighbor. I knelt on the side of the melee, naked and somehow lost. I couldn’t quite fathom how to insert myself into the fray.

“Mark? Come here.”

“Yeah…don’t be a snob, man,” said Carlos. He reached up out of the nest of limbs and caught my wrist and pulled me in.

Down, down, into the warmth of the pride. I felt her smooth arms enfold me and pull me on top of her. Nimble fingers slid a sheath over my raging cock. Her legs wrapped around my hips, viselike, and I pushed into that deep, wet, dark place. Oh, my god, it felt like the source of everything good. I don’t know if it was only me that groaned, or if it was a collective sound of completion, because then we were gone, grinding and pushing and tasting and touching.

Someone pushed us onto our sides and I felt the pressure of another cock inside her ass. Each time I moved, it moved, she moved. Slowly, the sensation and the noises of pleasure built. I felt her come again and opened my eyes to watch Alan’s face contort in pleasure as her muscles squeezed him.

Then he smiled. “Are you close?” he panted.

I nodded my head for fear my tongue wouldn’t work and heard someone mutter words that passed from mouth to mouth. I found Natalya’s and kissed it desperately, feeling my balls tighten.

“Take it now,” someone said, and I felt Natalya push me back, breaking the kiss as I started to come. I heard the click and whine of an electronic shutter, but I didn’t care. I was in ecstasy, jerking, shooting, plunging into her depths.

“Don’t pull out…not yet,” begged Alan as he started to orgasm. I felt his cock swell, pushing against the thin membrane between us, and Natalya moaned. Carlos held up the camera and shot them both as Alan came.

It went on and on, an insanity of sensation. That was a night of firsts; my legs spread, my mouth on Natalya’s breast, and Mel pushed into my ass. She soothed me when it hurt at first and  stroked my cock as I lost myself to it. I tasted every sex fluid in the room and so did everyone else.

As we lay sprawled and exhausted in a tangle of bodies, I thought that perhaps, at the age of twenty-four, I had become a man in all the ways that it was possible to be one, and that no one but Natalya could have taken me there.

 

Week in, week out, we met at the professor’s place to eat and drink and debate and fuck and document every single orgasm. Finally, four months after my first dinner, we opened a joint show. Crepuscular smears and blurs of tantalizingly human shapes, perhaps faces, evidence of ecstasy mounted as negatives on massive panes of glass. It was called “Inside the Pride.”






MODERN MAJOR GENERAL
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I’d never seen her around the office, and it was obvious why: she looked to be all of nineteen. Everyone said she was an expert in the Internet. Even if it was so, which I doubted, it took all my self-control not to blurt, “You’re my new boss? You gotta be kidding me!”

She had straight, fair blonde hair cut short and an overbite that led to a softly receding chin. Her big brown eyes perched over girly rounded cheeks. Round gold-rimmed glasses balanced over a smile some might think infectious.

She stood in front of the group, clad in tan capri pants and a pink tank top that conspicuously outlined a dark bra. Her skinny arms bore a warm, well-maintained tan. Sandals that could only be described as glorified flip-flops clung to her feet, showing her bright red toenails.

I could not restrain a roll of my eyes as she expounded.

“We’ll be merging all functions. We’re going to have a huge project load. There are so many opportunities we haven’t even  considered. Mason’s team will be absorbed.” She flashed those Care Bear eyes and smiled sweetly. “Mason, you’ll continue to be in charge of your functional area, but everything staffing-wise will have to channel through me.”

I had just come from reporting directly to a senior VP, and now I had to clear everything I did through another director? I sneered. She smiled and continued. “I sense you have some problems with our plan.” She’d dialed her smile up to sucrose shock levels.

“I can run my area fine, Ronni.” I stretched the usual kinks in my neck. The smell of double-bubble gum breath underscored the real problem.

“We have to run it matrix style. Assign resources on a needed basis. It’s the only way. Don’t worry, we’ll work it out together.”

I looked around her office. Though large, it was simple and austere. She didn’t have any degrees on the wall, no pictures of family. “What kind of a name is Ronni?”

Her brow lifted. “Short for Veronica. Look, we need to get the most out of our staff. Some of your people have unique skills. They know the mainframe and its processes, but they need to know more about the Web to tie it together.” She tilted her head and patted my hand. She was that touchy-feely sort who always had good things to say. “It’s all about adapting to use the team members’ skills the best we can.”

“Bullshit. You make the members fit the requirement. This isn’t forming clay into pots, it’s forging steel into swords.” I knew how these Web developers were. No old school discipline, throw the code in and sort out the problems on the fly. That would never do.

She tried to soothe. “We’ll work it out, Mason.”
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At least Ronni had the sense to have me lead up the mainframe side of the next project. One of her geniuses, a dumpy gamer who called himself Dax, was placed in charge of the interface between the mainframe and the Web applications. Dax main-lined Jolt Colas and implemented code like a porn star doing come shots, with much the same effect: sloppy and random. Ronni treated Dax like a fat pet cat. But when one of his implementations caused a rift in our order processing system, I showed them both what programming managers did back in the day when a team member fucked up. Dax sat smugly, his pudgy fingers interlaced and his nose curled like he was taking a bad scent.

I figured out that boy’s buttons and I laid into him. He looked like he’d cry and suddenly walked away.

Ronni’s feel-good smile was still present when I came into her office. “Mason, tell me what happened with Dax.”

“We had a lot of cleanup from his screwup. I had to come down hard. Like Patton said in the movie, ‘When I want it to stick, I give it to them loud and dirty.’ Look at what Patton accomplished!”

“I understand, but we can’t afford to lose Dax. The market is starving for people with his skills.”

“Ronni, we’ve got thousands of orders that are majorly fucked up.”

“Dax understands that, and he feels bad.”

“When I talked to him, he grinned like a Cheshire cat.”

“You just have to understand him.”

“No, he needs to fit the team.”

“He’s adapting the best he can. I’ll speak to him and make sure he gets the mainframe people more involved in testing.”

Whatever Ronni said, it wasn’t enough. I let him know about  this second screwup, with even more commitment. The stress deep-rooted in my back pumped from my throat. There were no mixed messages in what I said.

Within the hour I was back in Ronni’s office. Now she paced behind her desk. Her smile was faded like old lipstick.

“You talked to him, Ronni. It didn’t do any good. He fucked up again.”

“You have to be patient.”

I approached her. “I won’t stand up in front of the board and say I can’t control the quality that comes out of my team.”

“Our team, and you won’t have to.” Cinnamon candy breath and banana shampoo filled the chasm between us. “If we have problems, I’m accountable. This wasn’t that big of a deal. You’re making mountains out of molehills.”

I stood even closer. “Mistakes are mistakes. My name is on the project plan.”

“Our names. Mine is on top.”

“I couldn’t care less about your name.”

Her upper lip pinched under her slightly bucked teeth. “Do you ever wonder why you report to me now, Mason?”

I didn’t care why I reported to her now. “This is how I do things. Pure and simple.”

From the look in her eyes, the way they darted around the room, I could see I was finally getting to her. Ronni’s happy poise was truly faltering. I’d known there was no way that she could handle the pressures of this job. I could barely manage them, and I was an experienced leader. Ronni drew a deep breath. “Mason, we really need to find a way to balance this out. I can’t…I can’t have you handle things…people…this way.”

“This is the way I do things. Look, if we’re going to make this work, you’ll have to understand the importance of project control.”

She just shook her head and exhaled hard. “Okay. Fair enough. If that’s the way you want it.”

 

I suppose it was my focus on Dax that allowed me, in my Patton-like drive on the next project, to make a minor miscalculation.

“So, what happened?” Ronni closed her office door behind me.

“A little oversight.”

She walked around to the front of her desk and rested her foot on my chair beside my thigh. “Little? You think so?”

“Well, yeah.”

Those warm brown eyes darkened. “Get up, Mason.”

I stood up. I started to think that sweet smile was really just the shape of her face. “A couple of the screwed-up orders got out to the Web where customers could see them.”

“Yeah, a couple, as in two. Precisely two, Ronni. My team… the mainframe team, got them fixed as soon as we knew.”

“Now you call me Veronica. Yes, I saw the fix.”

“Right.” I forced a smile.

“Who was responsible for that implementation?”

“Me, of course.”

I felt something hot. It took me a second to fathom the sharp sting. Her upper body pumped and I heard two more pops. “Mistakes are mistakes.” It finally registered. She’d swatted my ass!

“Now I got you dead to rights, Ronni!”

“It’s Veronica, and how do you figure?” She combed her bright pink palm through her hair.

Our eyes locked. “You can’t just…you know.”

“Just what?” Now she showed me her palm before she swatted again. I was seeing red. I stood closer. She didn’t back away.

We were practically kissing. “You are responsible for mainframe implementations, Mason.” Pop!

My fingers crushed into my palms.

“Understood?” Pop!

I whispered. “Yes.”

Pop!

“Yes, Veronica!” I nearly shouted it like a soldier on day one of basic training.

“Good boy.”

As I left her office, I looked down the hall toward personnel. She had the reputation of being the most agreeable, positive manager in the department.

I, on the other hand…

Do you ever wonder why you report to me now? Mistakes are mistakes. The words echoed in my head.

When I lay down in bed, ready for my usual struggle to sleep, her smug smile as she’d swatted me like a child filled my head. Sauce for the gander, I suppose some might say. But even I, for all my faults, would not stoop to physical violence. I formulated my plan.

Patton would not allow Field Marshall Montgomery to derail his vision. He certainly had setbacks.

Ronni was my Montgomery, someone who didn’t share my vision, someone who stood in the way. I laughed as the details of my plan came into sharp focus. I fell into a rare, satisfying deep sleep.

 

For the first time in my career, I fucked up something intentionally. It was just a tiny error, nothing the customers would see, easily corrected, no impact: a masterpiece of a mistake.

As I stood before her desk, her upper teeth pinched her pink lower lip as she approached. I had to hold back my excitement,  turned my hips and casually lined my hardness to twelve o’clock high. She was playing into my hands.

I explained that it was simply my oversight. “Don’t worry about it, Ronni.” I gave a fat-cat Dax grin. “It’s under control.”

Pop!

I forced a stunned look of indignation.

“Why did you do that?” Her voice was sweet. Pained.

I opened my mouth.

Pop! Pop! Pop! “Why…why, you can’t do that to me!” Her voice, still sweeter, now was plaintive, almost as if she would cry. She even gave a Shirley Temple pout as she reached inside my jacket and pulled out the tape recorder. She turned it off and shook her head. “Mason, at times like these you call me Veronica. I’m instituting a system of punishments and rewards for you. Merits and demerits, if you will. I think you know you are very deep on the demerit side.” She walked to her door and locked it, then came back to stand beside me at the front of the desk. “Lean forward, brace against the desk.”

I didn’t have to take it. I could go to personnel and take my chances. I could just walk away and pretend it hadn’t happened. I looked at the desk drawer she’d just put my tape recorder in. I imagined the sounds of blows to a body. The sounds of her  protestations.

I was so angry it hurt. I hadn’t cried since I was eleven, but I was on the verge. I looked deep in those brown eyes, and my disgusted cock hardened. This isn’t done yet, Ronni. I slowly leaned against the desk. She hooked her foot to one ankle and spread my legs. “Forearms flat on the desk.” She swatted me for emphasis. My heart felt like it would jump through my jugular. I leaned over as instructed.

The snaps echoed through her office as she delivered alternate fierce swats to my buttcheeks. She was surprisingly  powerful, and my ass started to ache. I didn’t think I could take another swat.

Suddenly she stopped. I started to rise.

“You stay there until I say otherwise. Understood?”

“Yes.” I felt a tear stream down one cheek then the other and wanted to swipe them.

“I didn’t hear you.”

“Yes, Veronica!”

“Good boy.” She went back to the front of her desk, sat down and faced me. She stared into my eyes and got so close I could feel her warmth. I lowered my eyes to the desk. She patted my damp cheek. “Now you can get up. Get back to work.”

I got up and started for the door.

“Mason? The demerits are not off the books yet. You have to redeem yourself.”

All that squeaked out was, “Okay.”

“What?” She looked on me expectantly. For god’s sake, she was grinning!

“Yes, Veronica!”

I guessed it was my anger and the deep soreness of my ass that made me feel so strange. Not how I would have thought I’d feel. Perhaps it was the focus of my rage.

 

It must have been a lighter project load that relieved the usual stress. Fat-cat Dax was not so irritating, and while I still fantasized regularly about how I would take Ronni down, things were going smoothly. I hadn’t figured out how I might corner Ronni; she was certainly exceptionally intelligent and crafty, I had to hand that to her. I fought a mysterious tingling urge to craft another “mistake.”

At the end of a meeting where we celebrated a great implementation with a happy, brightly colored cake that looked like a  piñata, Ronni turned to me. “Stop by my office.”

For the first time I’d ever seen, she was wearing a skirt.

I got that strange feeling and saw an opening. I went back to my desk for a moment.

“Lock the door behind you, Mason.”

I made her nod a little insistence before I did. My cock got hard, but I looked contrite as I stood before the desk. I hoped those acting classes would serve me well.

“Don’t worry, Mason.” She trailed her manicured index finger through the wide V of her shiny pink blouse. “I’m ready to wipe your demerits off the book.”

“Oh?”

“Are you ready for that?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Well, let’s test your resolve.”

“Okay.” I was ready to take it, hard as she could deliver. I even relished it as I leaned forward against her desk.

“No.”

I masked a deep-seated disappointment as I stood back up.

She pointed toward the kneehole of her desk. “You really want those points off?”

“Yes, I do.”

She reached up each side of her skirt and pulled down her pretty pink satin panties with a little bow on the front. She sat in her chair, put one foot on the edge of her desk and patted the inside of her thigh. “Think of it as both a reward and a redemption.”

I enunciated it clearly. “You want me to go down on you?”

“You are very quick, Mason.”

“Yes, Veronica.” I knelt before her chair and she stretched her other leg around my face. She remained as still as a statue as I flicked at her clit, stroked up her with my fingers. I was never  that good at this stuff. After a few minutes of my determined lapping, she spoke clearly. “Your slate is wiped clean.”

By god, I had her this time. “Thank you, Veronica.” I prepared to leave.

“You can call me Ronni now.” She grabbed my jacket. I tried not to widen my eyes too much. She reached in the inside pocket and found my new tape recorder. She switched it off. I lowered my head, did not act like I was rushing to get out. Suddenly, she reached for the front of my pants and patted my pockets. I shrugged. She kicked the sharp toe of her high heel on the sides of my ankles and heard the soft click. She pulled out the backup tape recorder from my sock. My heart sank. She shook her head gently. “You know this means fresh demerits.”

After a moment, I nodded.

She had that sweet, happy smile. “Come back when you’re ready for your punishment.” She opened the door.

I paused. “What was that?”

“You heard me.”

I left.

 

I wondered how long Ronni would hold those demerits. I wondered if this was something she’d simply hold over my head. But really, what could she be holding? Something else loomed as I pondered it while getting my usual Thursday back rub. There was something about the sensation when she spanked me. I hadn’t been spanked since I was eleven, and there was that indignation that there was nothing I could do to stop it.

But there literally was something I could do this time. Something lingered—not the spanking, but how I felt. There was something about the head I gave her in the office, too. Every woman I’d been with since that day had been a challenge. How much could I make her yell out? I was coming to master cunnilingus,  like a crash course in college that didn’t come naturally. Unlike those courses, this new pursuit relaxed me.

It focused me. I felt a special sense of accomplishment when, with a brunette named Annabelle, I discovered by pressing in the front of her pussy, I could cause her to shoot liquid farther than I could fire my load after two weeks abstinence. Her body was reduced to rubble in the offing.

 

When the curtain came down on the dot-com boom, half of our team was decimated in response to diving stock prices. I waited for my number to come up but Ronni said it was all about finding balance. I was stunned that instead of my walking papers, I got a large jump in responsibility. The next project rested firmly on my shoulders.

I’d quit drinking a year before, and smoking three years before that. And yet both of these things were looking tempting. I needed something.

Need.

I felt alone, stretched to capacity. I felt the urge to make a mistake, a really bad mistake. It was stronger than the urge for a drink or a smoke.

One night while I was working late the light underneath Ronni’s door glowed. My heart raced; adrenaline suddenly colored my mouth. I didn’t know what I wanted. I knocked softly.

“Come in.” She sat in a nice gray pantsuit, her round glasses tipped down her nose. She looked over the rims at me. “Mason?”

I closed the door. “Veronica?” It was the first time I’d addressed her as such in ages.

She approached me. We stared deep into each other’s eyes.

I locked the door and lowered my gaze to the floor.

“Are you ready for your punishment, Mason?”

I was a bit dizzy. I smoothed my fingers down the lapel of my jacket. I whispered, “Please.”

She patted my cheek firmly. “Then you better strip. Now.”

“Oh, yes, Veronica.” My heart raced.

She took each garment and carefully hung them on a coatrack by the door. I paused at my underwear. She traced her fingers along the waistband. Her thumb grazed my hard cock, then she swatted my ass. “Everything.”

“Yes, Veronica.” I pulled the underwear down.

“Lean over the desk, chest tight to the surface. Spread your arms wide.”

It was an exquisite, long, torturous anticipation. I almost became worried she would not do it as she gently rubbed my bare ass. She pulled my legs open, and rubbed my balls sweetly, then slid forward to rub my cock. I lay totally prostrate before her.

Pop! Her splayed hand stung me something fierce. She occasionally stroked my hard cock, kneaded my balls, and gently patted my butt. Suddenly, she surprised me with two hard blows. “You’ve been very, very bad, Mason.”

“Yes, Veronica.”

My ass ached as the teasing spanking continued. My dignity washed out like low tide. My cock got harder than I think it had ever been. She grabbed the base like a handle as she spanked until my cheeks must have glowed like siren lights.

She let go of my cock and leaned back. “Go home, Mason. Get some sleep.”

That warm look on her face, sweet but strong, made me dizzy. “I want to…to wipe off the demerits, ma’am.”

“One thing at a time. You’ll know when I’m ready. Go get some sleep.”

Patton had his nemesis Montgomery, but he also had Omar Bradley: the man who was once his underling, who later led him  judiciously. I studied Ronni’s face, canted sweetly to one side, smiling but firm. “Yes, Veronica.”

I did sleep that night. I slept deeper than I had in years. My muscles, despite the fact that layoffs raged in earnest, were as supple as Ronni’s cheeks.

 

A few days later, Ronni wore a rare skirt. I waited until everyone had gone home. Without instruction, I locked her office door and undressed.

“Good boy.” She pulled down her panties and I took my position in the kneehole of the desk and leaned like a praying mantis, plying all my new skills between her legs. She let out a yelp. “Oh, oh!” Fingers, tongue, chin, nose, all engaged. I felt her pussy grip, her stomach tighten. “Oh, yes.” I led her toward an orgasm in soft, patient, ascending waves. Her moans were sweet music until her feet collapsed from the side of the desk and I held her chair leaned back in position. Her neck throbbed with a series of mighty grunts. Her pussy splashed my face like a crashing tide. Her arms drained down the side of her chair and her body twitched wildly. “Oh, my god!” After gulping some deep breaths, she regained control and revived a stern expression. “You’ve been a good boy.”

I patted my face dry with a handkerchief. The juice that dripped down my chest was a nice medal for a particularly well-devised mission. “Ma’am, are the demerits wiped clean?”

“Yes. For now.”

As I dressed, she pulled the tape recorders from her desk. She slipped the recorders in various pockets of my suit. “But if I should ever catch you with one of these again…” She gave a wisp of a wink.

“Oh, I’ve learned my lesson, ma’am.”

She patted my cheek softly. “We’ll see.”
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Mark stared into the last half inch of coffee at the bottom of his cup and wished, not for the first time, that it was a nice, cold double shot of whiskey. Usually it wasn’t a problem that the only place open when he got off the night shift was a Tim Horton’s, but today he was afraid to go home, and he really, really needed a drink. It was funny, he thought, because to anyone looking in from the outside, he had the perfect life.

A Navy reservist of ten years, he was his town’s chief fire-man and, at forty, was still good-looking enough that they’d asked him to pose shirtless for the charity calendar (he was Mr. February!). He had a house, free and clear, in nice quiet suburbia, and two amazing kids who were both on scholarship to Dalhousie. And best of all, today was his twentieth anniversary with Ellie, a gorgeous, brilliant, petite and curvy blonde who was his soul mate and the love of his life. After all these years, she still called him twice a night shift, once when she was going to bed, and once when she got up in the morning, to tell him how much she loved him.

He drained the cold coffee and headed to the counter to buy himself another one and a Danish to go with it. Last one, he told himself, even though he knew that if he drank it too fast, he’d probably get another. Ellie hadn’t called him last night. Not this morning either. For the first time in twenty years, he’d spent an entire night shift without hearing his wife’s voice, and it was all his fault. It was that damn letter; how could he have been that stupid? He could still see it in his mind, every word he’d agonized over writing:Elizabeth, my love,

 

Twenty years ago, you made me the happiest man in the world. I didn’t think it was possible, but every day since then, I love you a little bit more. And for every one of those days, I’ve lied to you. I’m so, so sorry. I’m not cheating on you, if that’s what you’re thinking, but once you’re done this letter, you’ll probably wish I was.

I’m not the man that you thought you were marrying, the one who is self-sufficient, strong and in charge. I tried to be, for you, for twenty years, but with the kids out of the house now…I just can’t do it anymore. See, I’m not a strong man at all. I want (no, I need) to be controlled, commanded, maybe even humiliated. Oh, Ellie, I hate that I have to tell you this. The Internet says that this means that I’m a “submissive.” It even sounds like a disease, doesn’t it?

I spent a lot of sleepless nights thinking that I should just run away and find some professional dominatrix who I could give myself to, spare you the pain of finding out about my secret. You have no idea  how much I wanted to! But I’m not only weak, I’m a coward, too, and I just couldn’t imagine myself without you. So I went to this website that has a “Dear Abby” column for people who think they might be submissive. I told her (anonymously) how I’d been lying to you for so long that I just didn’t know what else to do. And she answered me.

She said that I owed it to you to be honest about who I really was, but that I shouldn’t just give up on us, either. If you’ll let me, I really want to try what she suggested. I want to take a day and show you who I really am. And give you a chance to see if you can live with it.

Today, if you’ll let me, from the time I get home until dawn tomorrow, I will treat you like a queen. I’ll serve you, feed you, kneel at your feet and obey every command you want to give me. If you don’t want to look at me, just say the word, and I’ll leave, for as long as you like. I hope you don’t, though. I hope that maybe, just maybe, there’s enough love in you left for me that you’ll give me this one day, this one chance to see if you can love the real me even a tiny bit as much as you loved the Mark that I let you think I was all these years.

I know that I have no right to ask this, and I’ll understand if you can’t bring yourself to get to know the pathetic wimp I really am. Know that I love you, and I always will, no matter what happens.

 

Yours forever, 
Mark
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How could he have been so stupid? He had it all—all he had to do was hide this one, tiny part of himself, and now he’d gone and messed things up so badly that his wife wouldn’t even call him to tell him it was over. He was still berating himself for his idiocy when his phone started playing “Ode to Joy,” Ellie’s ring. Mark froze, not knowing what to do, and he waited too long to decide. The phone clicked to voice mail. Ten seconds later, it rang again. Afraid that she was just going to keep calling until he picked up, he flicked the cell open. His hands were shaking.

“Hello?” he croaked, a barely audible hoarse whisper.

“Mark, is that you? Speak up, I can’t hear you!”

He swallowed, and forced himself to speak with a confidence he absolutely didn’t feel. “Yeah, it’s me, love. Good morning.”

“Hmph!”

Mark forced himself not to whimper. He braced himself, knowing that he deserved every last bit of her anger.

“Well, it looked like it might be a good morning…until my husband decided not to come home after work.”

Mark was hyperventilating by this point, and his heart was somewhere in the vicinity of his throat. “I…I…” he stammered.

“Here I am, looking forward to being queen for a day, and the man who’s promised to serve me doesn’t even bother to show up. Well, I’m sure as hell not putting up with that!”

Floored didn’t even begin to cover how Mark was feeling right then. Ellie never raised her voice. It didn’t matter how angry she got, it wasn’t in her nature. He hated to admit it but it was really, really turning him on.

“I…I’m sorry, Ellie, I just thought…”

“You should be. I want Mister February at my front door in ten minutes. No discussion.”

She hung up and Mark leapt out of his seat at the same time. If he sped the whole way there, he just might make it. Somehow, he knew that ten minutes wasn’t just a rough guideline. He jumped into his truck and turned the key, ignoring the dinging sound telling him he’d forgotten his seat belt. He only had to run one red light and he was in his driveway with forty-five seconds to spare.

He raced up the steps and tried to push the door open, but it only moved about a half inch. The chain was on. He called for Ellie through the crack, and soon he heard her footsteps coming to the door from the hall.

“I’m sorry, Mark, but you’ll have to leave. I’m expecting Mister February to be here in…thirty-five seconds. I know this is a bit awkward, but that’s the way it is. And he obviously isn’t here yet, because there isn’t anyone on my front step who’s barechested.” She slammed the door closed.

Mark tried to call loudly enough to be heard through the closed door, “Come on, Ellie, please? The neighbors will see!”

“Twenty-five. You mow the lawn shirtless all the time. Twenty.”

Her voice was chilly, and so very, very in control. Mark had to fight his now very stiff cock back into his jeans when he unzipped them to untuck his shirt. As quickly as he could, he tore off his work shirt, and the T-shirt underneath it, and crumpled them into a ball in his hands. Shivering, and not because the morning air was chilly, he knocked on the door. Ellie pulled back the chain and opened the door, shutting it very loudly behind Mark when he stumbled breathlessly in.

“Hm. Two seconds. You’re a very, very lucky boy,” Ellie purred, and Mark was so enthralled by the tone of her voice that it took a few seconds to notice what she was wearing: a very low-cut black evening gown slit all the way up to her hip,  and his favorite strappy black heels. Her hair was pinned up in some elaborate, gravity-defying way that he couldn’t even begin to understand, and she was wearing a delicate silver chain around her neck. She was completely and absolutely stunning, and Mark couldn’t think of any other reaction than to fall with a loud (and painful!) crack to his knees at her feet.

“I’m all yours, ma’am.” How could he have thought for one second that he could do without this glorious, magnificent goddess who was his wife? He looked up at her, and froze. The edges of her mouth were turned up, and her eyes were getting that crinkly look to them, the way they did just before she started to laugh. Oh, if she laughed at him now…he didn’t know what he would do. But she managed to keep it to an amused smile and lovingly brushed her fingers through his hair.

“The kneeling was sweet. We can keep that. But I’m not old enough to be called ma’am yet—not by you, not by anyone. You want to treat me like a queen? ‘My Queen’ is fine, or Ellie. But call me ma’am one more time and I’m calling this off, understand?” She pulled her husband’s head back sharply by the hair, and he groaned like he was about to come.

“Yes, my Queen.” Never, not even in his wildest, most wonderful fantasies, had he imagined that his sweet, kindhearted wife could be so forceful, so demanding. It was as if he’d died and gone to heaven. When she let him go, he fell onto his hands, and stayed there, gasping for a decent, full-sized breath, until she nudged him with her foot.

“Go upstairs and run me a bath with those lavender salts I like so much. While I’m soaking, you can make me breakfast.”

Not trusting his own voice, Mark nodded and went tripping over his own feet in his race to get up the stairs and follow his wife’s orders. Once he’d started the water running at just the perfect temperature, he ducked into the backyard and clipped  a few of the wild white roses off the hedges that served as their backyard fence. He saved one for a vase for Ellie’s breakfast and went to work plucking the petals off the rest to float in her bath. He found a few lavender vanilla candles to set around the edges, too. Finally, he turned the shower radio to the classical station, which was playing something very nice that he didn’t recognize. Ellie probably would have been able to tell him; she’d always been far more cultured than he was. Satisfied, he went downstairs to let her know that her bath was ready.

This time, it was his turn to try not to laugh. He found his wife in the living room, still in her finery save for her shoes, which she’d kicked off so that she could tuck her feet up underneath her. She was curled up on the living room couch, doing her morning Sudoku puzzle, lost in thought and chewing on the back end of her pen (she didn’t believe in doing puzzles in pencil; it made it too easy to cheat).

Hoping like hell that he wasn’t overdoing it, he conjured up a reasonable facsimile of a courtly bow and offered her his arm to lead her upstairs to the bath. When she took it, he realized that he had been holding his breath in anticipation and let it out in a relieved sigh. Upstairs, Ellie was quick to shoo him out of the bathroom to make her breakfast.

“Go on! You haven’t earned the right to see me naked yet today, but…” She raised an eyebrow with a mischievous look on her face, the grin that he was sure had made him fall in love with her all those years ago. “…I think I want to see you naked for the rest of the day. Oh, no. I’m sure I do!”

When you’ve been married to someone for twenty years, they know every inch of your body. Ellie had seen him naked so many times that Mark was sure she could draw him perfectly from memory if she needed to. Still, standing there in the hallway, facing the open door of the bathroom where his wife  was waiting with her arms crossed and an expectant look on her face, Mark was suddenly very, very embarrassed, and only partly because he thought that he and the rest of the male gender looked decidedly silly from the waist down.

“What, here, now?” His question met chilly silence.

Blushing furiously, Mark unzipped his jeans and stepped out of them.

“Those, too.” Ellie pointed impatiently at the red boxers that were conspicuously tented by an erection that was heroically resisting Mark’s humiliation. I can’t believe it, he thought as he slipped down the boxers and kicked them into the open bedroom door with the jeans. That’s my wife in there, leering at me like I was an appetizer at the cannibal buffet!

“Yummy! Okay, you can go now!” With a slam, Mark was standing naked and beet red, staring at the closed bathroom door behind which his wife was, presumably, getting equally naked without his participation. He thought he heard giggling coming from behind the door, and he made the decision to believe that he was just imagining it and rescue what little dignity he had left. His stubbornly erect cock betrayed him by bouncing happily with each step he took down to the kitchen.

Mark wasn’t much of a cook, but waffles and bacon were two things he could manage, so that’s what he made, discovering firsthand the hardships of frying sizzling fat while not wearing chest and groin protection of any kind. He was just putting the finishing touches on a bowl of fresh berries and whipped cream to go with the meal when Ellie called down to him.

“I’m out of the bath and heading into the bedroom. You can bring my breakfast up to me there!”

Mark was caught off guard by the amount of excitement and the amount of trepidation that he felt walking up those stairs with the tray in hand. It was making him clumsy and a little dizzy.  That and his shaking hands had the effect of adding an accompaniment of rattling sounds that followed him up the steps; he just barely managed to navigate them without losing anything.

When he got to the bedroom, Ellie had left the door open and was lounging on the bed. She was propped up against the pillows, wearing a short blue silk robe that was falling off her right thigh and hip. It seemed to be teasing him with the fact that she was obviously not wearing any panties under it. She crooked a finger at him with a smile. She had never looked so gorgeous…or so unattainable.

Mark walked into the room with a nervous shuffle, serenaded by the tinkling of the dishes that had followed him the whole way there. He set the tray down on the bedside table. His still stubbornly erect cock brushed against the tray as he backed away, and he cringed. Ellie giggled, popping a strawberry in her mouth.

“Well, it feels nice to still be able to do that to you after all this time! Oh, no, don’t back away, mister man, I want you right here where I can ogle and fondle you while I eat!”

Mark could feel the flush in his cheeks burning its way down his neck to the top of his chest, and stammered, “I…I… Thank you. I don’t deserve you.” He had never loved her more.

“Oh, don’t thank me yet, buster! I still have more in store for you!” Ellie dipped a piece of waffle into the puddle of syrup on her plate and then into her mouth, making a show of licking the sticky drips off her fingers. Her other hand was trailing down his chest, making Mark shiver with pleasure. She graced him with similar maddeningly light attentions while she finished the rest of her breakfast.

“Well, I think that’s enough teasing for now, don’t you?”

She rolled off the bed and picked up the tray, moving it to the dresser. “Lie down on the bed, on your back.”

Mark heard her opening a drawer, and within seconds she was on top of him on the bed, her knees straddling his chest. She was grinning, and there was a twinkle in her gorgeous blue eyes that he hadn’t seen for a long time. She had an armful of silky fabric that she dropped on his chest. “Be good for me now,” she crooned.

She wrapped one of her scarves around his eyes, tying it tight and adjusting it until he couldn’t see a thing, and he told her so. Then she reached above his head to fasten each of his wrists to the bedposts with two more scarves. Her robe fell open, and one of her impossibly smooth breasts brushed against Mark’s cheek, making him moan in anticipation. Once she’d given his ankles the same treatment, she went back to straddling his chest, leaning forward to whisper in his ear:

“You said earlier that you were all mine, and I intend to make good on that promise. But for now, I only want one part of you, and that’s the part I’m going to take and use for my pleasure. Understood?”

Mark didn’t get a chance to reply because her mouth was on his, and her tongue was darting in and out of his mouth with a hungry intensity. He breathed her in, the delicate scents of lavender and baby powder, and he groaned again, muffled by her kiss. Without breaking the kiss, she slid her hips down, and lowered herself on his painfully stiff cock. God, she was so wet, and warm and close, and he’d wanted her so badly, he had to pull his mouth away from his wife’s kiss and bite down on his lip to keep from coming on the spot.

Ellie whispered a brief “Tsk!” but didn’t seem otherwise upset by his actions. She nested her hands into his thick coat of chest hair and sat up, lifting her hips up and nearly off his cock. Slowly, she lowered herself, burying his cock deep in the cunt that she’d worked hard to keep tight and strong with daily  kegel exercises. Over and over again she glided up and down on him, building up a rhythm that matched her low, delicious-sounding groans.

Oh, how Mark wanted to wrap his hands around her hips, lift her up and bounce her on his cock; she was being so frustratingly slow about it! He struggled against the cloth that held his hands fast, without success. Ellie paused and clucked disapprovingly. When he stopped writhing, she picked her languorous pace up again—if anything, more slowly than before—and ground her hips against the base of his cock, then slowly lifted herself off it, patiently and slowly impaling herself on his upright and wonderfully helpless cock, setting the rhythm that brought her the most pleasure. Fleetingly, he thought of making a note of how she was getting herself off, so that he could please her more efficiently the next time he was able to participate more actively, but then the moment was gone and he was lost in his wife’s moans of delight and the tone of urgency that they’d picked up.

Mark could feel fingers brushing lightly against the shaft of his cock and occasionally bumping against his pubic bone, and he figured that Ellie had brought a hand down to stroke her clit while she fucked him, more insistently now, her moans picking up an almost panicked quality. Knowing that tone well, Mark braced himself, and when she stopped cold, her fingers digging roughly into his chest muscles, the hungry spasms of her inner muscles sent him over the edge, and they orgasmed together, long and hard, and their separate groans seemed to Mark to merge into a single, primal sound of pure release.

Eventually, Ellie collapsed, sated and happy, against his chest, and stayed there for several minutes. The low growl in her throat almost sounded like a cat’s purr, and Mark wished that his hands were free so that he could run them through her hair.

The next thing he knew, Ellie was untying him, and he was  blinking against the sudden light of the bedroom. He wasn’t sure if he’d fallen asleep or not. He knelt up on the bed, and, after taking a long, adoring look into Ellie’s eyes, pressed a soft, gentle kiss on the backs of each of her hands. Not wanting to break the spell, he didn’t say a word as he got up and went into the bathroom, coming back with a towel and a cold glass of water for his beloved wife to sip while he set about cleaning up what turned out to be a heroically sized wet spot.

Later, when they were wrapped in each other’s arms under the blankets, Ellie nestled against Mark’s shoulders and sighed happily.

“We still have a lot to talk about, I know. But I don’t want to do that tonight. You gave me till tomorrow morning, and I want to fall asleep in your arms until then. But first, I have one more thing that I want you to do.”

“Of course, my love, anything,” he murmured sleepily.

Ellie sat up and reached in between the mattress and box springs, and when Mark saw the copy of FemDom Quarterly  that she brought back up with her, all traces of drowsiness vanished.

“How…how long ago did you find them?”

“Oh, about two years ago now. The only thing I didn’t know was whether or not you were looking outside to explore what’s in them.”

“Oh, Ellie. I would never…”

“Shhh, baby. I know that now. And I’m glad that you’re finally willing to share this with me. I’m assuming that there are stories and articles in here, along with the very interesting…pictures?”

Mark nodded, dumbfounded. “Good. Then I want you to read one to me, as a bedtime story. Make it as sexy as you can, and when you’re done, tell me what it is about the story that turns you on so much.”

She smiled and planted a kiss on his forehead. “I’m not sure that I can be one of the super dominatrixes in these things, but I want to explore the possibilities. Together, okay?”

This final and absolute confirmation that Mark was, indeed, the luckiest man on the earth broke his face into a grin from ear to ear. “Nothing would make me happier, my love. Nothing.” He opened up the magazine and started to read.
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She didn’t need to be saved from the mouse, and in the normal course of things, he didn’t care about the chance to be a hero. But the mouse had run under the desk and she stood there with her pretty eyes and held the glass jar out to him.

He took it. She looked relieved.

But that was just a negotiation, a means to an end.

Of course she stared at his ass while he knelt on the floor in pursuit of the elusive rodent, but they didn’t acknowledge that as she handed him a piece of a cardboard box to slide under the mouth of the jar. She had every reason to stare, if he was honest with himself.

“Thanks,” she said, and he turned, still on hands and knees, one hand on the jar, and looked up at her.

“You bet.”

“Pretty sad this is what we have to spend our morning doing, isn’t it?”

She rose above him in heels and dark slacks and a blue shirt  like a picture from a magazine. She was always just so, impeccable, even when she’d been pregnant with her twins. Nearly two years later, the curves of motherhood still clung to her, filling the slacks out in ways that distracted him, made him glad the front of his own pants stayed hidden.

“Really? There’s something you’d rather be doing than catching mice before eight a.m.?” he replied. He glanced down at the jar with its new resident scrabbling at the glass in futile search of escape. “I envy this little guy.”

“But he’s caught,” she said softly.

He looked up at her and said nothing for the heartbeat between that moment and the next when the maintenance guy showed up to collect jar and mouse.

“Just let him go outside,” she said, as the maintenance guy turned to go. The man laughed and shook his head.

“He’ll be right back in the building, ma’am. Too cold out there.”

“That’s all right. It’ll give me something to do tomorrow.” They both turned, she and the maintenance guy, and looked at him where he leaned against the now vermin-free desk. He flashed them a smile, a shrug. “Can’t have them paying me for nothing now, can I?”

The maintenance guy chuckled and walked off, jar in hand. She returned to her office. He walked back to his.

Afterward, all day, she played in his head like a song on the radio.

 

He worked late, because he always worked late. It gave him a reason to go straight home, exhausted, and fall into bed. Otherwise the night beckoned with sultry arms in crowded, smoke-filled rooms, and he’d wake up to a morning of exhausted headaches and loathing. Better to work until he couldn’t think straight anymore.

A sound intruded on his tired concentration, a sound that shouldn’t have been there: children’s voices. He pushed the chair away from the desk and rubbed his eyes.

In the hallway, a hurrying junior analyst ducked into his path and very nearly grimaced at the sight of him.

“Getting out of here?” he asked, polite habit kicking in even when the words meant nothing.

“Yes, sir.” Definitely a grimace this time. “Anything you need my help with before I head out?”

For a second he considered an act of pure evil just to watch the analyst’s face crumple with despair at the thought of staying here on a Friday night to work on some endless spreadsheet. Then he shook his head at the kid, let him scurry down the hallway and disappear with a chime of the elevator.

Down the hallway, perhaps four doors down—and an entire world away, a door opened. A stroller trundled into the hall. He held his breath as women’s voices followed.

The incident with the mouse had long been forgotten, relegated to an inane one-liner of happy hour conversation, distilled down to nothing. Remember the time Brady caught that mouse?

When he saw her, if he saw her at all, her gaze slid over him with polite acknowledgment, nothing more.

Now, as she stepped into the hallway with the woman pushing the stroller, she smiled.

But not for him.

He watched her face soften as she bent over the stroller to ruffle hair and pinch cheeks, then turn wistful as they moved to the elevators. He ought to turn away, seek refuge in his office again, or hurry by and make polite apologies.

He did neither.

She turned and met his gaze along the stretch of nondescript  carpet between them. The elevator chimed once more and silence followed it, uninterrupted by even the drone of a vacuum from the cleaning crew. No doubt they were long gone by now.

Danger, whispered the voice in his head. But too late. His feet had already started carrying him down the hallway, step by step, to where she waited, leaning on the doorframe of her office, one hand tucked casually in her pocket.

As if this was nothing at all.

“Do you ever leave here?” she asked with a smile. “You’re here when I get in and I see your door still open and the light on when I go home.”

It startled him: the idea that she even noticed. He’d become so accustomed now to the notion of invisibility in her eyes, relevant only at a distance unless some grand need of business drew them together for a while, inconsequential eye candy otherwise.

He shrugged, smiled. “As if you’re that much better.”

She laughed, glanced in the direction of the departed stroller before turning to walk back to her desk. “I know. But I’ve gotten a little better. Since the kids.”

Her voice pulled him in after her, left him standing before the picture window, looking out at a world of steel and glass under dark gray skies that drizzled rain and promised sleet. There was heat somewhere in that world, a red-hot molten core if he searched through pain to find it, but after the flash of warmth, then what?

Over the click of the keys he heard her words, interrupting his thoughts, drawing him back.

“…Knew they would be in bed by the time I got home so she brought them by for a visit. Debra’s good like that.”

He turned, found her gaze on him. Her hair fell against the  side of her face, making the lines of cheekbone and chin and lips both sharper and more feminine. He looked away.

“That’s good. She’s…?”

“My nanny.”

“Of course.”

You still know next to nothing, he told himself. Not what she wants, not what she thinks. Certainly not what she desires.

She’d started typing again. Easy to excuse himself, to go back to his own window and contemplate existence and the vagaries of passion from there. Or maybe leave, go into the city and seek out distraction there. Why slaver after something he would never get, that wouldn’t satisfy him even if he had his wish?

But he was trapped under glass, unable to escape until she said the word. He looked around as she pivoted the chair to face him, one elbow propped against the armrest, head pillowed on her fist. A smile danced at the corners of her mouth, and he felt the rush of arousal he’d tried to ignore race through his blood like flame on gasoline.

“Maybe you should close the door,” she said, but it wasn’t a suggestion.

He closed it. Locked it. Wondered if he would regret this, if he had read her all wrong. She hadn’t moved, but her gaze followed him back across the room. By instinct, he knelt in front of the chair and clasped his hands behind his back. He watched her face for the whisper of a frown, but he found only serene stillness, save for the glitter of those eyes. His breath came faster.

She leaned forward and one booted foot came to rest heavily on his thigh. Her hair brushed the side of his face as her mouth rested on his, a suggestion of a kiss that never materialized before she pulled back. Cold fingers slid through his hair, and heat flared deep in his gut somewhere, burning slow.

He waited.

With a sigh, she leaned back again and gripped the arms of her chair. Her boot slid down, between his thighs, and he felt its pressure on his crotch, growing until he winced and she smiled. She pointed her toes, digging the tip of her boot into his cock and he clenched his teeth against the stab of pain. But only his breathing grew louder, harsh in the silent office.

“Take it off,” she said. Her boot flicked the buckle of his belt. “All of it.”

Under her gaze, he undressed and knelt again, naked. The sky had grown darker beyond the glass, and at this hour the heat in the building would be set to the lowest allowable setting. Waves of cold prickled at his flesh, but the heat inside didn’t relent. It burned as he watched her toy with the double strands of her necklace, twisting them around her fingers as she wondered what she dared next. He could read the indecision in her eyes.

She was just a novice. But it didn’t matter.

“Mistress?” he whispered.

“Yes?” she said, voice soft with wonder at the title, and he felt his cock throb with longing at the way her eyes widened, innocent and dangerous all at once.

“May I serve you?”

She nodded, lifted her chin and shook her hair back from her face, an automatic gesture that he’d seen many a time before, when she laid down a challenge.

“Yes,” she replied. “You may.”

She sat up, and he reached for the buttons of her pants, undid them one by one and slid the material down, working it over her boots and off. A triangle of pink silk edged with glittery lace teased him as she spread her legs. So close to her now, he could smell her skin and her sex, see each movement of her stomach and chest as she breathed.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered.

Silent, he watched her unbutton her sweater and push the straps of bra and camisole halfway down her arms. Her nipples puckered at the touch of cold, reddening as she pinched them, and he swallowed hard. The flame was curling in his belly, burning in his ankles and thighs, and he forced himself to relax tense muscles. To breathe.

“You want to touch me,” she said.

“So much, Mistress.”

She dipped a finger between her legs, rubbed it along the silk and bit her lip.

“But it turns me on to tell you no.” Again the sweet wonder in her voice, and he couldn’t help the smile. Couldn’t help the surge of heat in his chest, the longing to hold her and crush her mouth to his, the pleasure that came from being able to do nothing but kneel in frustrated desire at her feet. He let it wash over him, soak into his skin and his brain.

Shivering, he bowed his head. She pulled it back by a handful of his hair.

“Lick me.”

The words sent an icy finger of excitement down his back, made his stomach clench.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She moaned softly as his lips touched her crotch, kissing her through the silk. He tasted her heat, felt it burn through his lips down to his own aching cock. He ran his tongue along the fabric, soaking it with his saliva and her juices as she writhed against his knowing strokes. Her nails gripped the arms of the chair and the rough soles of her boots scraped his bare skin as she squeezed her legs together, trapping his body between them.

“Taste me,” she gasped between gritted teeth.

He forced the material aside with teeth and tongue, twisting his head at impossible angles, and his spine screamed unfair.  But god, the taste of her at last—it made his head spin. And the feeling, so wet and so soft. As hard as he could, he flicked his tongue against her clit until the skin under his tongue hurt. Glancing up, he saw the shape of her body arched above him: tiny waist and full breasts exaggerated from this angle, an abstract portrait on 3D canvas, leather chair and desk and window the background to her curves. The leaf of a potted palm provided stark contrast in one corner.

She gave a strangled cry. Her hand grabbed at his neck, his hair, crushing his face into her. His eyes watered as his nose hit her hard, his back and strained neck nothing but dizzying, sickening pain. She used him without restraint or thought, didn’t give a crap about the scene. She played her role with the unfettered instinct of a natural.

And he felt the heat all through his body, burning and burning, so hot it felt like it could never cool—never fade away.

Trembling, he lifted his head. Breasts still bare, hair tangled, legs still spread, she gasped for breath, and he stared at her with the taste of her on his tongue and all over his face. This, he thought, was what it should feel like to kneel before a goddess.

“Beautiful,” he said, and smiled at the delightful way self-consciousness crept into her expression. She pulled her straps up, tucking fabric back over her breasts, and his tormented cock bobbed helplessly.

Using his shoulder for support, she levered herself shakily to her feet and went to where her pants lay abandoned on the floor. He watched her bite her lower lip as she tugged the panties back into place, wriggled the pants back over her boots. The fabric caught and tangled. She swore.

She turned to face the door and dragged the pants over her perfect ass. Zipped them. Her shoulders moved with each gasped breath as she stood there. He rose.

Her hands still gripped the waist of her pants as if she hung on for dear life, for balance. He stood behind her and covered her hands with his, loosening her fingers. Turned her in his arms and pushed the hair out of her face. Her lip was bitten, red, and he closed his eyes as he tasted the broken skin, running his tongue over it before she opened her lips and pulled him in.

Her hand tangled in the hair behind his head and his hands caressed her ass, her tits. His arms closed around her, holding her.

A single drop of precome quivered on the tip of his erection as their bodies pulled apart. She reached down and swiped a finger across it, put the finger in her mouth and sucked it with a smile. He smiled back.

“The weather’s getting worse. You should go.”

“I know.”

He brought her bag to her and looked at the light from the desk lamp shimmering on her hair while she gathered her things, slung the bag over her shoulder. She looked up at him, and heat flared again at her light touch on his cheek.

“Thank you,” she said.

“You bet.”

He watched her fumble for words, frowning at her confusion, and he put a finger over her lips, shook his head. She flung an arm around his neck, kissed his mouth again, and left the office. The door shut with a click behind her, left him in sudden, profound silence still scented with her.

Any time now, he thought at his cock, you can give up and let me get my pants back on. He sighed and ran a hand through his hair, picked up his clothes from the floor and switched the lamp off. He turned to the window. Warmth glowed inside him like a song.

Naked, he stood watching frozen rain fall.
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Gia patted my leg and I knew I was in trouble. “Come on, it’ll be fun. You never know what you’ll find in these places, Bean.”

Gia calls me Bean but my name is Brian. It all stems back to a drunken night about a week after we met. She was so drunk she kept stumbling in the cobblestone streets down in Fell’s Point. Then she barked, “Take me home, Bean! I mean…Bean! I mean…Bri-an.”

It had been my pet name ever since.

“I’m not much of a shopper.” I try to put some steel in my voice but fail miserably—because despite my protests, my dick is hard. I know what she’s up to and I am filled with a heady mix of dread and kinetic excitement.

“Come on. Trust me, you’ll like it.”

That was Gia’s way of saying I was doing it. Like it or not. Which made my cock harder. “Yes, Gia.”

“Good boy,” she said and patted me again. The whole way  from the truck to the thrift store my feet didn’t want to move. But my cock did and I imagined it pulling me along like the carrot on the stick pulling the horse toward its goal.

She veered off and I went to the men’s section, which was hopeless and pointless but I was a man so that’s where I went. I rushed past multiple suede coats that were severely outdated, a purple suit that would either make me look like a pimp or a prune, it was a toss-up. I shook my head at a cowboy hat and a long leather coat like something from The Matrix.

I did find a nice pair of faded out Levi’s and when my hard-on rubbed accidentally against the silver pole of the clothing rack, my breath caught and my eyes slammed shut. I had passed “horny” ten minutes earlier and had moved swiftly into the arena of “out of my mind.” I slid forward a bit, just enough to get the friction. But then the tiny Korean lady who worked there caught me and made a stern face and I coughed, backed up, fought the urge to flee. “Sorry,” I whispered to the rack of jeans.

“Bean, come see!” Gia’s tiny head was barely visible as she strained to see me over racks and racks of clothes.

I caught sight of myself in the mirror: average-sized, Italian American man; stocky build, maybe a bit burly, short almost black hair and dark brown eyes. My jeans were not too tight and not too loose. My tee hugged me. I had the harsh chin of a possible brawler. But when Gia hissed, “Bean, now!” I scurried and my heartbeat went wild in my chest.

What would she do to me? What would she do?

She nearly threw a bundle of clothes at me, a pile that had almost entirely hidden her face from view. She smiled, little white teeth flashing like a small but deadly predator. “Oh, you are going to love it!” Her smile was wicked, almost malicious. This meant I was most certainly not going to love it. Not at first, at least.

“Yes, Gia…ma’am,” I amended when her big blue eyes grew stormy and flashed with anger. “I’ll get this for you.”

Gia is tiny and she can barely whisper in my ear. But she stood on tiptoe and pressed her pink lips to my ear and said, “They’re for you. I’m going to make you so pretty, baby. And you’re going to make me come. Yeah?”

“Please, Gia,” I sighed. I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to breathe. I could feel the old couple by the used appliances watching me. The Korean woman’s gaze was burning a hole in my back. The black gentleman who would help you to your car was smiling in a half-quizzical, half-concerned way. Gia pinched me under the pile of clothes so no one could see and my cock felt like it would snap right off in my jeans.

“You can beg all you want, but you still have to get your due. And then we’ll see what happens. If you are a good little boy, oops…” Gia giggled. “I mean, if you are a good little girl, we’ll make sure you come out happy in the end. Get it? Come out? Come on, say you get it, baby.”

She pinched me again and I half laughed, half sobbed. I almost tripped over the tail of a hideous long gown and righted myself at the last moment. “I get it, Gia.” And I smiled.

In the dressing room, a claustrophobic box of four by five, she pulled the flimsy slatted door shut. She smacked the pile of clothes from my grasp and her finds drifted around my feet like colorful snow. “Take off your jeans, Bean,” Gia said. Her voice was an acidic hiss. She sounded angry and turned on and desperate all at the same time. My stomach tingled and twisted with nerves. A fine sheen of sweat popped up on my upper lip.

I undid my first button and then tugged so that the row of silver buttons surrendered to my yank. Her small hot hand burrowed in under my jeans, under my boxer briefs. She grabbed my cock almost too hard, ran the tip of her delicate thumb over  the weeping slit of my dick. The precome she spread felt like wet satin on the head. I sucked in air and held it there in my lungs like I was getting high on her.

“If you come too fast, I will march you out there buck naked and spank you in front of that Korean woman so fast she won’t be able to dial nine-one-one.”

That had me on the verge of coming right there. The thought that she could. The fact that she would. The knowledge that I would let her. I would do what she said before I would grab my pants and leave—or say no, or smack her or just get in the car and drive off. She would order me out there for humiliation and I would go like she owned me. Like her dog.

The doors in the dressing rooms are only three quarter length. You can see the last foot or so of a leg if someone stands outside the door, maybe the very tip of the head depending on how tall they are. I wondered about ceiling cameras, I wondered about employees, I wondered about really tall people who might wander by as she dropped and sucked my cock into her mouth so fast and hard the room twirled around me. This was not a kind or loving gesture. This was not to make me feel good, this was to test me and try to make me come so she could punish me.

I pushed my hands flat to the cool mirror glass at my back and tried to think about the air going in and out of my lungs. I focused on counting heartbeats so I didn’t come. Her small warm hand spidered up under my balls and she cupped me there. I shuddered under her touch and tried to focus. I had to start again with the heartbeats. One…two…three…

Gia stood and planted her hands on her tiny hips. She popped the button and the fly of her jeans and shucked them. Underneath, her panties were black and decorated with spider-webs and small spiders. No bra. Her small tits bounced free, her  nipples so innocent and pink: hard to imagine she liked me to bite them so hard I feared one day actually biting one off.

Gia was naked but for the panties and she kissed me, pressed her small tits to my chest so that I could feel her heartbeat. She pushed her pussy to my cock, and her heat pushing through the front of her sheer panties felt like it was engulfing my rigid dick. I imagined pushing into her, fucking her from behind and pulling her short blonde hair so that she cried. But then in my head it all shifted and she turned on me, raking her nails along my chest so the welts stood up on my belly like war paint and my cock shifted all on its own like it would burrow into her cunt if it could only figure out how.

“Someone’s excited,” she cooed and I held my breath. “Let’s find you a frock.”

“Please, Gi,” I said.

“What?” She pinched me again and I yelped. People had to be able to hear that. I pictured the small woman with her pretty brown Asian eyes staring at the door that was barely secreting us.

“Please, ma’am.” I was so fucking terrified that we’d be found and yet, that was the best part of all.

“This one is nice.”

The dreadful thing was 1970s polyester all the way, white and hot pink, screaming lime green and a turquoise that they don’t use anymore. It was hideous. Gia unzipped it and held it out. “Get in, pretty boy.”

I climbed in, my face burning with shame and my cock tenting the horrible fabric as she worked it over my hairy arms and legs. Gia zipped me, singing some stupid song while she worked. She pushed a clip into my hair and dipped her fingers into her giant purse. The lipstick she smeared on me was the same color as bubble gum. I looked in the mirror and cringed. But part of  me was proud—proud of my big brown eyes, my thick hair, my hard cut frame that fit into a woman’s evening dress, my full lips. “Kiss yourself, big boy, you know you want to.”

Gia laughed as she pushed my lips to the mirror, imprinting it with a cartoon lip print. “Say it.”

“I’m a pretty girl.” I said it to her. I said it to myself. Gia slid her small hand up under the horrid gown, bunching it over her lithe forearms as she went. Cock in hand, she started to stroke. She ground her pelvis to my ass, bringing to mind all the times she’d strapped on her cock and done me. Would she do that tonight? What was in store when we got home? Her small even teeth sank into my shoulder and pain blazed up my neck, down my arm. All the while she jacked me off, her arm swishing the gown around my thighs.

“You are. You are a pretty girl. And you know that if pretty girls, little whores, slutty little babies want to come they have to beg. Can you beg, Bean? Can you beg?”

“Please, Gia.”

She stopped. I had forgotten and she had stopped. “Ma’am. Please, ma’am. Please!” Sometimes it was Momma. Sometimes it was Madame. Sometimes it was just mindless begging that she liked.

Gia let me go, backed away, pointed to the makeshift dressing room’s one chair and said, “Sit. Down.”

I dropped like a rock from a bridge. She draped the skirt of the gown around my lap so my cock stood up like a broomstick. Gia pushed her finger to my lips. “Do not speak. Not a word. Do you understand?”

I wasn’t falling for that. I nodded. No words passed my lips.

Gia smiled. It was a smile that set the hair on the back of my neck on end and my stomach fluttering. “Good boy. Here we  go.” She pushed her panties aside and lowered herself onto my lap like she was just going to sit. But my dick slipped between her sweet little thighs and into her wet, hot cunt as she sat. Her eyes, bright and fervent, never left the image of us in the mirror. She watched, transfixed, looking slightly insane as she fucked me. Up, down, up, down, the hard muscles in her thighs flexing with each squat.

Her hands never stopped. She pulled at my skin, plucked at it. She smacked and slapped and did god knows how many unladylike curtsies on my hard dick. I bit my tongue to keep from coming. Because every time Gia’s pussy took me in, she flexed. She grinned at me in the mirror as sweat beaded my forehead and my chest rose and fell with a mix of pleasure and anxiety.

Someone knocked on the door and Gia froze. But only for a beat of three. Then she kept fucking me, only it was faster now and she was so fucking wet my thighs were soaked. Her fingers burrowed in the black panties to rub her clit. “Yes?” Her voice was sweet and high, her eyes were dark and shining in the mirror.

“We need the dressing room!”

I saw the old-fashioned red ladies’ Nikes with the white swoosh. My heart kicked into overdrive and Gia held a finger up in front of her lips. Her reflection grinned at me from the old mirror, shushing me.

“We’ll be out in a minute.”

“I know what you do in there,” the Korean lady hissed. Those were her shoes beneath the cheap louvered door. “You should be ashamed.”

“For shopping?” Gia asked. Her reflection batted its long eyelashes.

“Whore!” The lady must’ve had her face pressed right to the  crack in the cheap doorjamb because the word was like an echo in the tiny room.

“That’s you,” Gia whispered, “my thrift store whore.” I watched her in the mirror like a mirage, my garish face hanging over her shoulder like a giant moon. Gia’s big eyes flashed and she said, “Now, pretty girl, and make it loud.”

She clamped around me once more and then her pussy was liquid fire, sucking at me, making my mind go white and my heart damn near stop. I was loud, louder than I think I’ve ever been in public. And the tennis shoes retreated after a huge, audible gasp.

I was lost in it and all I could feel was my orgasm, Gia spasming around me and her fingernails biting into my thighs over and over and over again. For days I would have purple crescent moons on my skin.

At the register, Gia paid for the dress. She stood behind me, her bony pelvis bumping my ass as she reached around me and got her change. I knew what that meant. And my mind filled with the image of the big black strap-on lubed for action that would appear at home. I had to count heartbeats to keep my cock down. I love her. I love how well she knows me. I love the way she makes me feel, even when it isn’t good.

“Thank you…come again,” the red Nike lady said. You could tell she had to spit the words out. The same way someone would spit out coins from the metallic taste. You could tell she had to say it.

“Oh, don’t worry about that,” Gia said. “We will as soon as we get home.”






PORCH SWING
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Whenever my wife says she wants sex in public, I happily find a way to deliver—no matter what. The tricky part comes with what kind of sex will be delivered. On our honeymoon, Kaylee bought a pair of kinky dice, which she carries in her purse at all times. Whenever she takes them out and rolls, it’s game on—to orgasm, no matter where we are or who’s watching or how deliciously embarrassing the situation turns out to be.

Kaylee only rolls one die, though. As it drops, she announces which of us will be giving and who will be receiving. My mouth goes dry and my cock gets hard every time I watch that little white cube land. The hand symbol means masturbating: my hands under her bra or panties, her fingers inside my zipper and fly. The lips mean oral sex, however the giver wants to interpret it. The penis means fucking—specifically, my cock in her warm, wet pussy. The buttocks mean it’s my ass getting fucked, however Kaylee decides to do it. The toy means she’ll be pulling  some wicked plaything from her purse. She’s always well supplied. The question mark is a wild card, which, with Kaylee’s devious mind, gets me trembling with anticipation before she’s even put the dice away.

Six possibilities, and every time, I’m certain the die will land the way I want it to! Last week, Kaylee once again found that hilarious.

We were sitting on the front porch swing, watching for shooting stars. I was so hungry for a blow job I’d brought a blanket out with us. My mind raced with visions of her ducking underneath. I could almost see her already, pretending she was napping with her head in my lap while she sucked me off in clear view of the street and any neighbors strolling that late at night. I was feeling so lucky, I teased her until she brought out the dice. I grinned when she rolled.

Kaylee’s laugh was pure mischief as she held the cube out to me.

“Look at that—a bare bottom!”

I choked on my iced tea. Kaylee patted my back until I could breathe again. I tried to lean back in the seat, but she kept her hand on my shoulder, rubbing in slow firm circles as she pressed her breast into my upper arm.

“Good thing I left the suntan lotion on the porch,” she purred into my ear. I jumped as she nipped. “Pass me the bottle, sweetie.”

“Uh, Kaylee…” I looked frantically around at the shadows on the sidewalks. No one was there—now. But that didn’t mean someone wouldn’t be. “Maybe this isn’t such a good idea.”

Kaylee’s hand was moving relentlessly down.

“You know the rules, baby.” She trailed her tongue along my jawline. “I’ll stop if you ask me to. But then you’ll owe me a wild card, and you know how wicked that can be.” She kissed lightly  back up to my ear. “Unless you don’t want to play exhibitionist peekaboo anymore.” She blew softly. I shivered at the cool tickle of her breath on my wet skin. Her lips stilled. “Yes or no, love. You have to the count of three to decide.”

A car turned slowly onto the tree-lined street, the headlights throwing shadows into the hedges. A pizza delivery sign blinked gaily on top of a little white Nissan.

“One.” Her finger stroked lightly along my waist, moving down over my belt. The headlights came closer, the engine louder. The car slowed even more, like the driver was checking addresses.

“Two.” Her fingers slid over my hip, moving into my crack, caressing slowly down. The car pulled into the driveway next door. A blonde woman with a ponytail and a State University T-shirt got out of the car, carefully balancing two huge pizza boxes on her very impressive chest. My sudden raging boner stabbed painfully into my cargo shorts.

“Somebody could see us!” I gasped, shivering as Kaylee’s finger stroked lower, down over the edge of the porch swing. She pressed up through the bottom slats, right onto my anus.

“That’s the point,” she said quietly. “Somebody just might see us. Th—”

I yanked the blanket onto my lap. “Yes!” My face was so hot I was glad the porch light was so dim.

Oh, god. “The porch l-light.” I shivered as Kaylee kissed me again.

Her finger was still moving. “What about the porch light?”

“It’s on,” I blurted, my face burning as I frantically looked around us. We were at the edge of the soft golden circle cast by the light. The light was dim enough and far enough up that the few bugs it drew didn’t bother us. The porch was partially shielded by the hedges and a large oak tree. But we were nowhere  near hidden. Kaylee could reach the switch, if she wanted to. But if she didn’t, I was in deep trouble. Our new neighbors, and certainly the pizza delivery girl, would have a clear line of sight to us—if they happened to look.

Just like I could see them on the porch next door. Mike and Valerie had moved in two weeks ago. Mike was an engineer who seemed like an okay guy. Valerie was cute with short dark hair, a pretty smile and small, firm breasts. I liked the way her short skirts hugged her curvy ass. Kaylee’d had me bring them over a pot of chili to welcome them to the neighborhood, but we hadn’t really gotten to know them yet. They’d come out to meet the pizza girl. Valerie was wearing a halter top and a really short skirt tonight.

“The porch light’s always on when we’re sitting out here.” Kaylee’s other hand slid under the blanket. Damn! She was going to leave the light on! I jumped as she unsnapped the front of my shorts. My zipper slid down.

“Lift up—now!”

With my face flaming, I braced my feet on the floor, balancing my back against the swing, trying to keep it from moving as I carefully lifted my hips. With one sharp tug, Kaylee yanked my shorts and boxers down to my thighs. I settled back on the well-spaced wooden slats, pulling the blanket tightly over my lap.

“Scoot your bottom all the way back.”

I obeyed without thinking, my face heating at the feel of cool air in my crack. I hadn’t realized how wide the gap was between the swing’s seat and back.

The pizza girl was still next door, talking to the neighbors. When Mike drunkenly laughed and touched his beer bottle to her nipple, she giggled and thrust her chest forward. She rotated her torso in a circle as Mike said, “Damn, I like perky nipples!”

Pizza Girl’s nipples would have won best of show at any wet  T-shirt contest around. And apparently, she wasn’t going to be leaving anytime soon.

“Sh!” Valerie’s stage whisper reached our porch clear as a bell. Three sets of eyes turned to Kaylee and me. “Oops!” Valerie giggled, just as Kaylee lifted her arm and draped it over the back of the swing. Holy fuck! The muscles in her upper arm flexed as she stroked my ass through the open back of the seat.

“No problem,” Kaylee said, smiling at the people on the other porch as her fingers moved purposefully into my crack. “It’s a beautiful night.”

She stroked all the way down and back up again, then down and up again, and again as the four of them discussed how bright the stars were and what a gorgeous full moon it was. I jumped as Kaylee rested the tip of one finger right on my sphincter.

“Give me the lotion,” she said quietly as Pizza Girl commented on how the weather was the perfect temperature for sitting outside.

“You can’t—!” I hissed, just as Mike tugged Valerie’s halter to the side and touched his bottle to her nipple. All eyes shot to her as the three of them laughed loudly again. Kaylee snapped her fingers in back of me. I slapped the bottle into her other hand.

“Oops!” Valerie laughed, glancing at us just as Kaylee lifted her arm back over the porch swing. Kaylee squeezed a thick stream of creamy white lotion onto her fingers. Then she set the bottle onto my blanket-covered lap, right on top of the raging tent of my hard-on.

“No problem,” Kaylee smiled. “It is perfect weather for touching bare skin.” Without so much as blinking, she moved her arm over the back of the swing. Her cool, slick, lotion-covered fingers slid down into my crack. “Spread your legs,” she said quietly, “and push your bottom out, so your crack opens wide.”

“Kaylee!” I pleaded, my face so hot I was sure it was smoking. I obediently moved my feet shoulder width apart, then farther still, shuddering as I pushed my bottom out to give her totally unimpeded access. Her fingers tickled deep into my crack, warm and slick as the cooler night air teased my anus. My hard-on stabbed up into my belly.

Mike and Valerie had gone back to talking, but Pizza Girl was still looking at us, a quizzical expression on her face. Her head tipped slightly, like she was looking toward the back of the swing. Kaylee was stroking my anus, the pad of one finger pressing firmly in.

“Bear down,” Kaylee murmured. I did, my eyes closing as her finger moved through my hypersensitive anus. It stretched and it burned, and fuck, it felt good! So good I almost forgot we were outside, where somebody might see us.

I opened my eyes to see Pizza Girl staring right at us—and she was smiling. Her hands rose up to cup her large, firm breasts with their decidedly perky tips. She pressed her hands together, rubbing her index fingers over her nipples until they jutted out in thick, stiff tips.

“She sees us!” I gasped, clenching my buttcheeks together. Too late. Pizza Girl’s erect nipples were the stuff of wet dreams! And Kaylee’s slick, determined finger was sliding into me, going deep in one long, slow glide. I shuddered, my cock leaking as she massaged unerringly over the blissfully magic spot of my prostate.

“Do you like that?” Kaylee asked quietly.

I was unable to look anywhere but at Pizza Girl, who was now milking her glorious nipples.

“Yes,” I said, not knowing which thing I was talking about, then realizing I didn’t care. Kaylee was looking at Pizza Girl, too. My wife knew exactly what was going on. She worked a  second finger into me. I bore down without her asking, groaning as both fingers slid deep.

Everybody next door was now watching us intently. The three of them tipped their heads together, clearly having a private conversation. Moonlight streamed onto the porch next door as Mike set down his beer and knelt in front of Valerie. He lifted her skirt, holding the hem to her waist as she spread her legs. She wasn’t wearing panties. She grabbed his hair, pulling his face to the creamy white skin of her bare, shaved pussy.

Streams of precome ran from my cockhead, my whole body trembling as Kaylee’s fingers fucked my asshole. Without having to be told, I reached beneath the blanket and grabbed my cock.

“That’s better!” Kaylee laughed softly, leaning into my shoulder so she could press three and then four fingers into me. I moaned as she spread her fingers, stretching my asshole even wider.

“Feels good,” I whispered, my gaze locked on the faces staring intently at us from the porch next door. Valerie was shivering at what her husband was doing, but her eyes were on mine.

Kaylee twisted her hand, her thumb sliding toward the back of my balls. She stopped just before my sac, pressing deep as she rhythmically stroked the fingers inside me. I frantically jerked my cock, groaning out loud at the ecstasy of having my prostate massaged from both sides at once.

“They see us!” I panted, not caring if they heard us, not caring that I wanted them to as Kaylee rocked her hand against me.

In one smooth striptease, Pizza Girl shucked her shorts and T-shirt and stretched out on the long, wide porch railing in front of her. Her naked, natural breasts rested gloriously on her chest, her huge dark nipples jutting up into long, stiff tips. She arched her eyebrow at me, smiling as she rolled the tips between her  long, talented fingers—fingers that no doubt felt as good on her nipples as Kaylee’s did fucking my asshole.

Valerie stepped away from her husband and bent over Pizza Girl, spreading Pizza Girl’s thighs as she buried her face in her newfound friend’s crotch. Mike dragged himself to his feet and yanked Valerie’s dress up again. Her creamy, rounded ass glistened in the glow of the porch light.

That fucker didn’t even take down his pants. He just unzipped his fly, grabbed his wife’s hips and thrust forward. She squealed and bucked back against him, arching up to meet him. She lifted her dripping face just long enough to demand that he fuck her.

“Harder, dammit!”

Mike laughed and complied, grinding his hips against his wife’s as Pizza Girl grabbed her friend’s face and pulled it back to her cunt. Then Pizza Girl’s eyes were locked on mine. Her fingers once more milked her huge, gorgeous nipples. I stroked my cock as Kaylee’s fingers fucked my desperately hungry hole.

Kaylee’s rules said I had to come while she was doing what her dice had said. A huge come was building, deep in my balls. My whole body stiffened as I frantically jerked my cock. I was watching my neighbors have sex, and I no longer cared that they were watching my beautiful Kaylee’s awesome, talented fingers press a mind-blowing orgasm out from deep inside my ass. I was so turned on, even my embarrassment was hot!

“You’re going to come for us now, sweetie.” Kaylee’s voice was loud enough for all of us to hear. She pressed her thumb toward her fingers, massaging deeply and rhythmically, dragging the orgasm from my balls as I pulled it up through my cock. I cried out into the night, semen surging from my cock in long, slow, pulsing streams that went on forever.

Mike yanked Valerie’s ass hard up to him, groaning as he  shuddered and she shook and squealed beneath him. Pizza Girl was yelling, her body twitching and bucking as she milked her nipples and arched against Valerie’s mouth.

Pizza Girl licked her lips and smiled at me. She was watching my come run down my cock. I had no idea when I’d dropped the blanket. I didn’t care. I sat there panting with my come-covered cock in my hand, trembling as eventually all three of them turned to watch me.

With the blanket down, I had no doubt they could see Kaylee’s arm moving in back of me. She still had her fingers in my ass. She was stretching me open, rocking her hand as I shuddered over and over again. There was no way the others could have missed that my wife was finger-fucking my ass. It was so fucking hot I would have come again if I hadn’t already shot my balls dry.

“Would you please leave your fingers in my ass a bit longer, honey?” I tilted my head to tenderly kiss Kaylee’s lips. She nodded, moaning as I brushed my hand over the crotch of her shorts. I slid my fingers under the edge of the sopping fabric, burying them in her cunt as I thumbed her clit. In less than a dozen heartbeats, she was squealing and her cunt was squirting.

Lights were coming on at several houses across the street. A private security car was slowly turning the corner. Kaylee reached over with her free hand and turned off the porch light. Valerie quickly turned off their light as well. The five of us waited quietly in the darkness, Kaylee’s fingers still petting my anus. The car slowly passed by, spotlight shining into the hedges until we were once more alone. When the neighbor’s porch light went back on, Pizza Girl was dressed again and was striding back to her car with a huge grin on her face. She blew her newfound friends kisses, then blew kisses to Kaylee and me, got in her car and drove away.

I blew a kiss at her retreating taillights. Kaylee took her hand from my butt. Grinning like a fool, I waved good night to Mike and Valerie. Then I picked up my Kaylee and carried her off to bed. I had the sneaking suspicion that with the fantasy fodder from tonight’s activities, there was a pretty good chance it was going to be a long time before we went to sleep. I was looking forward to it.






PAYPIG

Michael Hemmingson




I 

I give my Goddess my money, all my money and whatever she demands, whatever she wishes, because I am hers and she is mine and it took me a long time and many false tries to find her, so that we could both be happy; it does not matter if I have never seen her in the real world, that her flesh has never touched mine either gently or in anger—our love does not need the mundane aspects of the body; it is the connection of our minds and the exchange of energy—money—that forms the basis of our relationship.




II 

Let me explain how it started with me, this need to give women money. First, it’s something I always fantasized about, a certain scenario, and when I encountered Suzy online, I had the opportunity to act out my fantasy. Her profile at OurSpace popped up when I typed in the search term “money slave.” On her profile: “Interested in meeting money slaves of all kinds. I can be your  mistress!” She lived in Los Angeles, as I did. I liked her profile photos: she had dark hair, wore her makeup goth style; she had pale skin, large breasts, a devious glint in her dark blue eyes. If she had been there in the flesh, I would have opened my wallet and given her everything I had: $250 and three credit cards, each with a $3,000 limit.

I wrote Suzy and told her I was a money slave and would love to give her $50 if she was interested in meeting and acting out a scenario. She wrote back that she would indeed. I was floored. Here is our correspondence:From: Me

To: Suzy

Whoa! Yikes, that is. You replied. Um, non-irately. Sorry. Seriously. It was an irrepressible impulse. I am completely, utterly profile-smitten. Um, would you, honestly, seriously, Ms. Suzy? That is so gratuitously cool and kind and generous and open of you! I’m not sure what to say or ask next. Sorry. I’m feeling a bit flushed and fevery-like suddenly. Something about your profile photo hovering above your bewitchingly brief and to-the-chase reply is making me all nervous and babbly. I hope this actually happens. I suppose I could say that I live in Santa Monica… but that wouldn’t be to imply that I wouldn’t travel to Kirkuk to meet you, if those were your terms. Thanks for your reply in any event. That was really kind. And sort of an enormous thrill, actually.

 

From: Suzy

To: Me

Somewhere public for sure, since you could be a  psycho killer or something. You really have a fetish for this kind of thing? That is so very interesting. I wrote that I wanted to meet money slaves as a joke, sort of, but didn’t think it’d ever happen.

 

From: Me

To: Suzy

Hooray! I’m dizzy with my good luck. I’m so glad I finally plucked up the audacity to add you! And, yes, it is an actual fetish. But, I hasten to add, one that I find as hilarious and ridiculous as you surely must. Unfortunately, one I also happen to find intensely erotic. When are you available to try this, Suzy? I will turn my life upside down to accommodate you. You really need only to tell me to give you $50, take it and walk away. I’ll meet you anywhere you prefer. Somewhere coffee-ish, somewhere boozeish, or just a corner with an ATM.

Thank you over and over infinitely for this!

 

From: Suzy

To: Me

Awesome. Well, there’s some birthday thing that’s happening either Friday or Saturday. Hmm. I could meet Friday, and if the birthday thing happens, I could just go to that afterward. Wow, I feel almost bad about taking money and walking away; you seem like a nice guy—but hey, if that’s what gets you off, cool. I don’t mind having a beer and chatting, though, unless that’s weird for you.

 

From: Me

To: Suzy

Having an actual conversation (however humiliated and tongue-tied) with someone so absurdly, impossibly WOW!!! would be my life’s crowning moment, Suzy. But I’m not sure I can rely on that much courage. It took me an hour of nerve-rallying just to click your ADD FRIEND button from the safety of my own home. But it will be a gigantic honor to meet you Friday. And it will be a gigantic thrill to give you $50 for, well, being absurdly, impossibly WOW!!! And, hopefully, hopefully, it will be the first of several decreasingly terrifying similar meetings. Thanks inexpressibly. I know I keep saying that, but I keep meaning it.

 

From: Suzy

To: Me

Okay, whatever you’re most comfortable with. I don’t want to freak you out, although I’m not a scary or intimidating person at all. What time is good for you? I usually get home by 6, so I could get ready and be there by 8.

 

From: Me

To: Suzy

This sounds perfectly perfect! I’ll actually have to do a wee bit of plan rearranging (which I couldn’t be more thrilled and elated to do.) If by some unlikely miracle of fortune you still exist when I wake up tomorrow and I haven’t dreamed this entire exchange, I will make calls and write you to confirm. And then stumble about in a blissful daze until 8 on Friday.
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Yes, that’s what I wanted, what I desired: for a woman, a stranger, a beautiful or cute woman—maybe any woman—to come up to me in a public space and demand $50 from me. She might say, “I’m pretty, so give me fifty dollars,” because her good looks demand monetary compensation. Or just, “Give me fifty dollars.” I will do as she commands; if she asks for more, I will give her more, I will give her everything; I might even walk to an ATM and take out my daily limit. I am not a wealthy man. I cannot give a demanding goddess hundreds of dollars, or thousands, as much as I wish I could. I am on a budget and $50 seems about right to break the ice; we could up the ante if the relationship continued.

I was terrified, if that doesn’t come across. I do not do well in the real world with women and was horrified of any woman knowing about my secret need. It was hard enough to express this online—and now it was going to happen? Was it really going to happen?




III 

We agreed upon a restaurant in West Hollywood, a trendy place where good-looking people converged, where there were lots of people to witness. You see, part of the scenario in my mind is that a few people would witness this interaction, would observe me humiliated, would gaze on me and say to themselves, “Look at that poor pussy-whipped sap, he just caves in and gives that demanding bitch the money.” Yes! I want them to pity me, to see me as dirt, a man who allows women to walk all over him, abuse him, make him poor.

I waited in the bar area of the restaurant, sipping a beer. I was very nervous. I didn’t know if she would show up or not. She was only one minute late. I recognized her from her  online picture: that hair, that skin. She wore a tight yellow leather miniskirt and a white blouse. She looked magnificent and I was excited by the fact that other men had taken notice of her, but she was here for me.

I did not have an online photo but I told her I would be at the bar wearing jeans, a blue shirt, and a black blazer, and that I wore dark-rimmed glasses and my hair was shoulder-length and blond.

She spotted me. I made like I did not know she was there: I casually sipped my beer and looked the other way.

A tap on my shoulder. “Hey.”

I turned.

She glared. “Give me fifty bucks, you.”

I was trembling, slightly. I reached for my wallet. I took two twenty-dollar bills and two five-dollar bills and handed them to her.

She said nothing else, per script. She took the money with a little nod and walked away. I watched her rear end sway back and forth with haughty triumph and I think I fell in love. She left the restaurant and that was that.

Three people at the bar had witnessed and taken notice of the exchange. They gave me quick funny looks, then went back to their business.




IV 

I was so shaken and delirious that I could not drive back home. I took a taxi. The taxi could not get there fast enough. Once in, I pulled my pants down and jerked off, thinking about her. It happened fast. The second time, I looked at her image online, imagining that I was handing over hundred dollar bills.




V 

Our second encounter was at a small bar on Sunset Boulevard and Highland Avenue. Another trendy spot with trendy people to see it happen. This time she said, “I’m pretty, so give me fifty dollars.” Yes, she was pretty, wearing a black dress that clung nicely to her form.

Our third encounter was at a small coffee shop on Melrose, one known to be a favorite among TV actors. “I’m hot and I deserve fifty dollars,” she demanded. I had a crisp fifty dollar with Benjamin Franklin’s smiling visage for her.




VI 

I didn’t have a name for what I was, not at first, but others did: paypigs, money pigs, financial pigs, payrobots, money sluts, cashcows, human ATM machines. These words sent tingles up my spine and caused a stirring in my loins.

I did my initial research online. Financial domination has two essential elements: the “financial slave” interested in having a Money Dom or Money Mistress (sometimes Queen or Princess or Goddess) abuse and “ruin” his bank account, savings and paycheck, and the Money Mistress who receives “tributes” in the form of bank wire transfers, money sent via PayPal or another online system, cash in the mail or in person, the payment of bills, and expensive gifts such as jewelry or clothing. On one website, Goddess M. stated the following under the category You: You might still be asking yourself what does Goddess M. expect from her money slaves, paypigs, and cash cows.

Since you have already read the rules, you understand that honesty is a major issue.

As a submissive worshipping male you, Mr.  Paypig, eagerly accept My Greatness, and your role as my slave.

I expect my slave to be loyal, educated, financially successful, witty, open minded and intellectual. I would prefer not to be embarrassed while seen with you. Even though I will be… Presentation does mean everything. You must know how to represent yourself.





She provided a link, Apply to be my money slave. She wrote on her website:Serving is about making ME happy, not about your kinky fantasies or YOUR needs! I am seeking a serious sub to spoil me. Financial control empowers me and puts you in your place…at my feet. I also offer keyholder service. So many approach this Mistress, a gift or tribute makes one stand out in the crowd.





Another money mistress with a vicious bent when it comes to her slave:I am a beautiful 23-year-old college student who loves to humiliate men, and they worship me and drain their bank accounts in my honor. I have expensive tastes, and there is no limit to the amount of money I might demand. Whether you are a millionaire or a regular joe, rest assured that I could reduce you to poverty.





Some mistresses offered items of clothing for tributes, such as underwear, socks and stockings. One wrote: I have already mailed 5 pairs of stockings to different slaves. Those filthy animals are probably enjoying my feminine scent right now. Feeling the texture of them. Wearing them on their own legs and wishing they were really my legs.

I told one slave he should wear them under his pants and feel what it’s like to have them clinging to his legs. The tight feeling of his balls being chafed when he goes to sit down. I told him to imagine that feeling was me squeezing his sack. He’ll be sending pictures to me soon. I can’t wait to see the filthy little worm in my stockings. It will be quite enjoyable.





In another blog, she posted a photo of herself holding a new mini-laptop with the caption: I am now your net book Mistress, thanks to my wonderful Voiceslave who helped pay tribute to my new HP 2133 mini-computer!




VII 

All this new information was titillating beyond belief. I did not feel so alone in the world; I had no idea there were other men like me, with the same needs and fantasies. I told Suzy this in an email and she replied, Didn’t you know? Wow, you do have much to learn.

Teach me, teach me, I wanted to write back, but was too afraid. For our next exchange, she made a bold move, one that I approved, telling me I would have to pay her $100 now, because of inflation and the shaky economy: $50 isn’t worth $50 anymore.  So that’s what happened. For our fifth encounter, however, she had a surprise for me, one that I was not prepared for, as it went off-script.




VIII 

Suzy chose the place: the Hustler Club. She said it was one of her favorite stores. Two days later, I was in the Hustler Club, shy and embarrassed to be in a place that sold videos and fetish items. But I was aroused as well.

There were a couple of customers in the store, and in an adjacent room, a dozen or so people sat in chairs and listened to a woman in a pink dress read some kind of erotic story: “He took out the whip and I knew I was going to get the beating of my life, the beating that would finally bring me happiness,” she said in a soft voice.

I was not prepared for Suzy’s attire this time: she entered the store in leather pants and a leather halter, high heeled boots, her hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. Her makeup was dark and extra-gothy. Her heels clacked as she walked toward me. My mouth was dry. I readied myself.

“You,” she said. “It’s time for a change. Things are going to be different now.”

I was shocked.

“It will cost you more from now on,” she said, “because I’m your Goddess, and I deserve everything you have.”

“Y-yes,” I stuttered, “y-you d-d-do.”

“How much money do you have on you, walletworm?”

“O-one hundred,” I said. I took the five twenty-dollar bills out and handed them to her.

“Not enough, you worthless little piggy.”

“I-I’m s-s-sorry.”

She grabbed me by the shirt. “First, let’s get out of here, now.”

She pushed me out the door.

“That way.”

She pushed me down the street. We stopped at an ATM machine.

“Whip it out, now.”

I asked, “H-h-how mu-much?”

“What’s your limit?”

“Three hundred.”

“Get to it, paypig.”

Shaking, I put my ATM card into the machine. I only had $500 in my account, set aside for bills. Her taking the $300 would cause me to go in the hole. I could feel myself getting hard thinking about that.

I took the money out and turned to her.

“On your knees.”

I got on my knees, slowly.

“Your tribute,” she said, “to your Goddess.”

I held out the money. My voice was steady now: “Please take it, my Goddess, my love, as a token of my devotion to your beauty.”

The words were alien in my mouth, but they were the words I yearned all my life to say to a woman.

Suzy—Goddess Suzy, I should say—smiled. She took the money. She was $400 richer.

“Get up, now.”

I stood on my feet, slowly.

She grabbed my shirt again. “Let’s go.”

“Where?” I asked.

“Home,” she said.






THE CRACK OF THE BAT

Heidi Champa

 

 

 

 

 

 

I rolled over, my head bleary and cloudy. Next to me, a brunette stirred quietly, her breasts slipping out from under the white hotel sheets. I kept blinking, trying to focus my gaze, but I didn’t recognize her. She was hot, though. It really didn’t matter how I picked her up, the result was always the same. Rolling gently out of the bed, I collected my clothes in silence. The clock on the night table told me what I already knew. I was really, really late. Mark should know better than to schedule our meetings so early in the morning, especially after a party like that. As I slid on my left shoe, my pocket started buzzing.

The heavy hotel door clicked shut, and I flipped open my cell phone. The angry blue screen revealed all I had missed during my slumber. I pressed the cold plastic to my ear and listened to Mark’s angry voice.

“Listen, dickhead. You’re in serious trouble. I don’t care what you’re doing. Get your ass to my office now.”

I couldn’t help but smile. That guy was going to give himself a heart attack by the time he hit forty with that kind of stress. The girl behind the counter at the hotel stopped me; her shirt was unbuttoned one extra button. She traced her fingers over the silky fabric while she told me how much she loved me and what a big fan she was. It was something I never tired of hearing, especially from all the beautiful women in town. A single red fingernail slid over her tanned skin as a card came sliding across the fake marble counter.

“Call me sometime, if you ever need a place to stay.”

Walking out into the bright morning sun, I drove all the way to Mark’s with a smile dancing on my face. I ignored the constant drone of my cell phone ring, knowing it was more admonishment from my dear agent. I sang along to the radio, feeling better than I had in days. My knee had finally calmed down, my rehab assignment was finally over. I was back. Mark and I were sitting down to devise my plan for world domination. I had spent last night schmoozing with the new sponsor, convincing them that their outlay of millions of dollars was worth it. Of course, events like that had their perks: free booze and even freer chicks. Turning off the engine of my Porsche, I braced myself for Mark’s wrath.

“Well, it’s about time you showed up. Do you have any idea how much trouble you’re in?”

Sitting down in the puffy black leather chair, I laughed at Mark’s red face and sweaty brow.

“Dude, you need to relax. I went to that party, just like you told me. I’m not a moron.”

“You don’t remember what happened last night?”

“Well, I don’t remember her name, but it doesn’t much matter to you, does it? Why? Who was she?”

“I’m not talking about your latest bimbo, you asshole. I’m  talking about that little stunt you pulled in front of the sponsors. They are fuming. They want to drop you. I can’t believe you did this, Bryan.”

“Mark, slow down.”

“I don’t have time to slow down. I told you not to get drunk. I told you not to embarrass yourself. You managed to do both in the span of an evening. This is really bad. I mean, monumentally bad. This could cost you other sponsors, too.”

“Mark, I have absolutely no idea what you are talking about.”

“Really? Not a clue, huh? Well, genius. Let me refresh your memory. Luckily, the hotel got it all on tape.”

Mark slumped into his Italian leather chair and picked up his remote control. The screen came to life, and there I was. The image was grainy, but the video didn’t lie. I was peeing into the giant fountain in front of the hotel; a brunette stood next to me, cheering me on. When I was done, I threw the beer bottle I was holding into a window, shattering it into a million pieces. My jaw fell open as I watched; my memory was completely blank. As I staggered out of frame, Mark stopped the tape.

“Well, what do you have to say for yourself?”

“Mark, I don’t remember doing any of that. Did they call the cops?”

“No, thank god. I bought off the hotel. But the press has gotten ahold of this, and it is not looking good for you. The sponsor wanted the All-American hero, not the drunk bad boy. They want you to fix this.”

“How the hell am I supposed to do that?”

“You have a meeting with the head of marketing today. You’re going to grovel and make promises that you damn well better keep. From now on, no more crap out of you. Next stop is rehab, Bryan. Suspension by the league. Do you want that?”

“No.”

“Well, you better turn on the charm, and quick. This is your last chance. If you can convince this woman to keep you on, we can fix this. It will blow over. But, if this sponsor walks, it is going to be a shitstorm. Got it?”

“I got it. I won’t let you down.”

I drove off with a huge knot in my stomach. Sure, I had been in trouble before. Stupid stunts had become something of a calling card, but I had never done anything truly terrible. In fact, most of the press seemed to find my behavior charming. But charming this sponsor was going to be a tall order. Public urination was a universal turnoff, not charming or cute to anyone past the age of two. Mark wanted me to dance, so I’d have to dance. I just hoped it would be enough.

The office was right across town, but I took my time driving over. Even though I was trying to get myself out of trouble, I couldn’t have this woman thinking she was in control. A few minutes late should do the trick, just to prove a point. Walking into the offices, I could feel the flurry of activity going on around me. I spotted the beautiful blonde behind the reception desk immediately. Equipped with my best smile, I sauntered up to the huge desk in the center of the atrium. But instead of being met with the usual coy smile in return, I got a hard scowl. Clearly, the blonde recognized me.

“I’m here to see Ms. Thomas.”

The blonde smirked, punching numbers into her phone without saying a word to me. She flicked her hand in my direction, motioning me to a seat by the wall. I heard her shrill voice echo off the glass that surrounded us.

“Mr. Brenner is here to see you.”

I watched people run in and out of offices, papers flying around, phones ringing off the hook. All this trouble over little  old me. I put my head in my hands; the headache I had staved off all morning suddenly bloomed at the base of my skull. The clack of high heels brought my head back up. A tall, gorgeous redhead walked toward me, her demeanor all business. I stood up instinctively, knowing that this was the woman with my fate in her hands.

“Mr. Brenner, I’m Ms. Thomas. Follow me.”

I trailed behind her quick pace, trying to dodge the throngs of people that lined each hallway. Each set of eyes I met had the same look: anger mixed with frustration. I had caused them all so much grief. I realized I was in way over my head. But Ms. Thomas was still a beautiful woman. Maybe I could work my magic with her, too.

“Have a seat, Mr. Brenner. I trust you know why you’re here.”

“Yes, I do. And, first things first, let me say how sorry I am that you all have to go through all of this on my account. I didn’t mean to…”

She held up a well-manicured hand to stop me from talking. I waited as she sipped from a chiseled crystal glass. Her glasses slid down her nose just a bit, but she didn’t push them back. Her eyes bore into mine, not even a blink passing between us.

“Mr. Brenner, let me assure you that my staff are doing everything they can to try and minimize the situation that you caused with your careless and horrific behavior. We are professionals. We know what we are doing.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but again her hand prevented me from continuing. Never had a woman intimidated me with such a small gesture. I was used to running the show, but she managed to put me in my place with a flick of the wrist.

“Also, I’d like to say on a personal note, that I’m disgusted by your behavior and if it were up to me, you’d be gone from this campaign and this building.”

“I’m sure we can work this all out, if we put our heads together. I know most people think I’m just a dumb ballplayer, but I am pretty smart.”

I decided to push the charm up a little, using the one weapon I had in my arsenal. She put a hand to her mouth, trying to cover up a laugh that was just below the surface. Sitting back in my chair, I could tell that my winning smile wasn’t going to be enough here.

“You really think you’re cute, don’t you?”

“I guess so.”

“It’s not going to be that easy, Mr. Brenner. Not with me. But, shockingly enough, some of the boys upstairs still seem to think that you are a good bet. I’m not inclined to agree. I’ve always believed that once a fool, always a fool. But your agent has told me you are prepared to do whatever it takes to make this partnership work.”

“That is true, Ms. Thomas. I am committed to making this a success. I want you to know that I’m here to do whatever it takes.”

She smiled for the first time since I’d sat down. I didn’t know whether to be worried or happy. There was something in her eyes, a familiar twinkle I saw from women all the time. She came around to the front of her desk, sitting on the edge right in front of me. My breath was labored, but I tried to hide it from her. I watched intently as she shrugged off her black blazer and threw it onto her chair.

“That is a great attitude, Mr. Brenner. I’m glad to hear it. I have to say, it’s going to take a lot of work from you to fix this mess.”

“Sure. So what do we do first? Press conference, public apology, what?”

She laughed. Not a cute, sweet little laugh like I was used  to. Hers was a mocking laugh, custom-made to cut me down to size.

“Brenner, it’s going to take something a little more involved than just walking up to a microphone with your tail between your legs. Do you have any idea who you were with last night?”

“No, I actually don’t.”

“Her name is Teresa. She’s the daughter of our CEO.”

I swallowed hard, realizing the full depth of my troubles. Not only had I humiliated myself in public, but I had nailed the wrong woman. I expected the worst at that moment, but surprisingly, she just sat there looking at me.

“I’m afraid under the circumstances, Mr. Brenner, I’m going to have to do something a little different with you.”

“Look, I don’t know what you think is going to happen here, but…”

“Shut up.”

I sat back in my chair, unable to speak with her blue eyes ripping into me. She leaned forward, her knee slipping in between my thighs on the chair. Her hands pinned my wrists to the leather-covered wood, her grip surprisingly strong. I strained, but fighting her didn’t seem to do much good.

“You’re an arrogant son of a bitch who needs to be taught a lesson. But let’s face it. You’re also hot. Punishing you is going to be fun. It’s not going to be some easy way out for you, Mr. Brenner. I believe you said you’d do anything.”

She leaned into me farther, her face so close to mine I could smell her perfume.

Her knee pushed against my crotch, my cock stirring against her stocking-covered leg.

“Yes. I did.”

Another smile spread across her painted red lips. Her fingers  squeezed my arms, just enough to hurt a little. She released my hands, but I didn’t move them. Her fingers slipped the knot of my tie loose, yanking the silk free from my collar.

“Get up.”

I pushed myself out of the chair, but before I could fully stand up, she pulled me forward, throwing me onto the mess covering her desk. She moved behind me, her feet kicking mine apart.

“Give me your hands. Now.”

I did it, for the first time in my life not minding being told what to do. I felt the soft fabric of my tie pulling my wrists together.

“You’re just a pampered little rich boy who needs to be taught a lesson. And, I think it’s high time I do that. I bet you’ll love it, too. Something different from your usual routine of bedding sluts.”

She grabbed a handful of my hair, pulling me up to standing. I cried out once into the silence, and then again when she bit my neck.

“God, I love that sound. Not such a big man now, are you, Mr. Brenner?”

I took a few deep breaths, trying to calm myself down. But I couldn’t ignore the hard-on in my pants. She pulled my hair harder, forcing my head back until I was staring at the ceiling.

“Answer me, damn it.”

“No. No, I’m not a big man now.”

“That’s better.”

She pushed me back down onto the desk, my chest flat against the wood. I felt her palm run over my ass, teasingly.

“Have you ever been spanked, Bryan?”

“No. Well, not for real.”

Another mocking laugh sprang from her throat. I felt her  eyes running all over me, even though I couldn’t see her. Without warning, I felt the hard smack of her palm hit me solidly on my ass. I was surprised by the pain radiating from one single hit of her hand. I didn’t mean to moan, but I did. After the shock wore off, I felt the heat traveling up my spine. As I settled onto the desk, two more hard blows hit me, her hand striking at full force.

“God, you’ve got such a sweet ass. I’m sure you’ve heard that before, haven’t you?”

“Yes.”

“For an ass like that, I think I’m going to need a little help.”

I picked my head up and watched as she went behind her desk, pulling open the bottom drawer. My eyes widened as she pulled out a wooden paddle, a smaller version of a cricket bat.

“Ms. Thomas, please. Don’t. I’m sure we can work something else out.”

“Did I tell you that you could speak?”

“No. I’m sorry.”

“You don’t know the meaning of the word. But you will soon enough. How many whacks do you think it’s going to take to make you sorry? Five?”

I couldn’t stop the shudder that ran through me, my knees a little weak as I waited. She let out another clipped laugh, clearly enjoying my plight.

“Don’t tell me you’re scared?”

I didn’t answer her, my mouth desiccated by fear. As she moved behind me, I felt her hands reach under and undo my belt. Her fingers brushed my hard cock, straining against my zipper.

“Well, you little devil. You’re more excited than I thought. I should have known you’d be into it.”

My pants were around my ankles, my ass completely exposed  to her. I jumped when I felt her hand hit my hot skin, the soft touch stinging like fire.

“Now, Mr. Brenner. Are we going to have any more trouble during this media campaign?”

Before I could answer her, the wooden paddle struck my ass hard. I damn near screamed as the pain shot through me, my whole body pushed forward by the blow. I had barely recovered when another swat hit me square. God, she could’ve been a great hitter. My cock twitched in response, my body reacting without my head getting involved.

“I asked you a question, Mr. Brenner.”

“No. There won’t be any more problems.”

I didn’t recognize my own voice, the pain cracking my usually deep timbre. My sweaty palms rubbed together, the tie digging roughly into my wrists. I could hear her pacing behind me, her heels muffled by the carpet. My balls ached and my cock was desperate to be touched.

“Are you sure? Because we can’t have you peeing anywhere you feel like. And, don’t get me started on that window. I hope fucking that bimbo was worth it.”

“I’m sure. I’ll be good, I swear.”

This time, the paddle struck twice, quickly. Sweat was pouring off me, my screams getting lost in the sound of the smacks ringing off the walls. Suddenly, she stopped. We were both breathing heavily, for different reasons.

“Good. I’m glad we understand each other. By the way, Mr. Brenner, how many was that? I’m afraid I’ve lost count.”

“Three.” I could barely whisper, my voice saved for screaming.

“That leaves two more. Do you think you can handle it?”

My body was tense, but the pain was giving way to deep, throbbing waves of pleasure. Nothing I had ever done before  had felt this good and bad at the same time.

“Yes. I can handle it.”

The paddle struck me twice more, a burst of heat and tingle radiating through my whole body. I could feel my cock weeping, a fresh wash of sweat erupting on my forehead.

She pulled me back from her desk, my hot and sensitive ass forced into the leather chair. I winced at first, but the cool surface actually soothed my battered flesh.

Her hands again rested on the arms of the chair, my cock bobbing between us, anxious for attention. She placed a single finger to the tip, smearing the drop of fluid that had collected there. Instinctively, I pushed my hips up toward her, but I knew my actions were futile.

She pulled up her skirt, exposing the fact that she didn’t have any panties on. I could smell her from my seat, my hands still bound and useless. She grabbed my head, yanking me toward her wet, exposed pussy.

“Now, why don’t we get down to some real business? What do you say, Mr. Brenner?”






DRESSING FOR DINNER
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Wednesday evenings, I dress for dinner.

Shay and I have reached a point where our lives pretty much revolve around the Wednesday routine. I don’t think I could get through the first three days of the workweek without the sheer anticipation it generates. Then, of course, I coast through Thursday and Friday on the wings of blissful recollection.

Usually, my wife and I take turns cooking. Not on Wednesdays. There’s a wonderful service called Restaurants-To-Go—the call girl of food delivery, as Shay refers to it—where you can place a dinner order from any number of fine restaurants in the city and have it brought right to your door. It costs a little more than ordering a pizza, but sometimes you just have to treat yourself.

Dressing for dinner is a ritualistic activity for me. Shay knows I need to do this part alone. From under the bed, I pull out the huge suitcase I keep locked on the off chance the kids or Shay’s dad get nosy when they come to visit. Not that it would seem strange to find a makeup case, some panties, hose, heels and the  like in our bedroom; they could just as easily be Shay’s. I guess it’s a little irrational, but I keep it locked nonetheless.

Foundation, powder, blush, shadow, mascara, liners—lip and eye—and lipstick all get arranged like toy soldiers in front of the mirror. What have I forgotten? Oh, of course! I still need to shave—can’t do that after I’ve started with the makeup. I always use a new razor on Wednesdays, for a close, attentive shave, and my skin is soft as a baby’s bottom.

Every Wednesday is prom night for me. As I toss my work clothes in the corner, my heart skips in my flat chest. It’s incredible how the excitement of dressing never wears off. Sometimes I feel like a child, with this inexorable love of repetition, but perhaps childishness is simply underappreciated.

Shay loves me in the eggplant-colored gown, not that she’d ever say so explicitly. I’ll wear that tonight. It’s a very classy piece. I’d love to be able to wear a thong and not worry about panty lines, but thongs just aren’t practical in concealing what I need to conceal. At any rate, my snug-fitting hip-hugging panties are really quite slimming.

I prefer a pair of classic silk stockings with a stay-up elastic-lace trim, not particularly practical, but they don’t need to be. They look great, feel great, and let my thighs breathe. And the shoes: must have a nice pair of heels! It’s the only time I wear shoes in the house, but the black open-toed heels are a must with this outfit.

Here I am putting on my heels before I even choose a bra! Breast-forms were another little treat: pricey but worth it, at least for the look. If I’m being honest, they feel more like silicon implants than the real thing, but I love the perky nipples. They show right through my tops.

The doorbell rings and I freeze, clutching my breasts to my chest. It couldn’t be Shay’s father; he’s not due until Saturday.  No, of course it isn’t. It’s the food. Every week I have that same moment of panic. You’d think I’d have learned to anticipate it by now. I giggle until I catch sight of myself in the mirror. It irks me, how ridiculous I look halfway through the process.

Time to start on my face. I won’t bore you with the details, as it’s quite an intensive undertaking. Time consuming, too, but I’m hurrying along, knowing that dinner’s here. Shay will be rightly peeved if she has to eat a cold meal because I can’t get my makeup on fast enough. My lovely Shay…I don’t know anyone with a wife so special as mine. I’m very lucky to have her. Who else would put up with all this?

Oh, and she’s calling me now. Can you hear her? “Get down here, Little Miss! Dinner’s on the table.” I’ll just finish up my lipstick and toss on the blond wig…perfect! This is one of the rare moments when I actually like what I see in the mirror. Stepping into this dress, I must say, I look quite nice. All ready to venture down.

“Well, well, well,” Shay sighs as I descend the staircase, one foot in front of the other like a runway model. “Get a load of the little slut in her purple dress.”

My heart flutters. I love how I’m always her “little” something. I don’t feel little.

Shay pulls out my dining chair and slides it in as I take a seat. Her chivalry makes me weak in the knees. Good thing I’m sitting down. “It’s eggplant,” I clarify as she sits to my left.

Considering her plate with a confused expression, she replies, “It’s Pad Thai.”

I chuckle, “No, my gown, silly. This isn’t purple, it’s eggplant.”

A hint of a smile crosses her lips, but she buries it in a scowl. “Hurry up and eat. I’m horny as hell, and I’m not paying you to talk.”

She’s not paying me at all, but I don’t say that. All nerves, I pick at my Pad Thai. “I spent good money on your meal,” Shay scolds. “Clear your plate or there’s no dessert.”

Giggling, I push my voice into its most dulcet register. “Yes, Mother.”

“Don’t get smart with me,” she continues as I trap noodles between chopsticks and make every attempt to get them in my mouth without destroying my lipstick. “Messy beast. This is why I can’t take you out for dinner. You’re an embarrassment.”

“But a pretty embarrassment,” I chime, patting my lips with a cloth napkin.

“If you say so,” Shay shrugs, which is as good as a yes. I can see her struggling not to glance up at me as she wolfs down shrimp and fried tofu. On Wednesdays, she tries very hard to keep from giving any indication that she might actually love me.

I hadn’t noticed until now that there’s music playing. Haydn, I believe. “Is this Karina Gauvin singing?” I ask.

Shay looks up in amazement. She must be impressed by the astute observation, because it takes her a good four seconds to hide her smile. Rising from her chair, she pushes it backward, then stands waiting, her arms crossed against her chest. I know better than to dawdle. Dropping my chopsticks on my plate, I clear the table quick as a bunny.

Beneath Shay’s suit jacket, she wears a black corset with angry-looking Asian birds embroidered in gold floss. She tosses her jacket and trousers over the back of the dining chair. They slip to the floor when she hops up to sit on the table.

“Bring me my boots, little slut,” she commands. I waste no time, hustling to the closet as fast as my high-heeled feet will carry me.

Seating myself in Shay’s dining chair, I slip a leather knee-high boot onto her right foot. She presses its heel into my thigh,  applying painful pressure against my carefully shaven leg. When I put her left boot on her left foot, she opens her legs to let me do them up both at once. The scintillating sound of their zippers rouses goose bumps all over my skin.

Shay does not wear panties on Wednesdays. I watch her pussy lips open like rose petals to soak the perfectly polished mahogany table. The sight of her juices gets me so aroused; there’s a tingling sensation between my legs. With my male parts all tucked out of sight, I pretend it’s my cunt itching to be fucked.

“You have the loveliest pussy I’ve ever seen,” I gurgle.

“So eat me already,” she replies with a distant expression as she stares into oblivion. “Quit wasting my time.”

“Certainly,” I respond, bowing between her thighs. “Anything you desire.”

Sliding toward me, Shay leans her elbows behind her on the table and sets her feet on my chair’s arms. Her face is stone cold, but her pussy lips quiver. They run with clear nectar, betraying her remote demeanor. She can pretend all she likes, but I can plainly see how turned on she’s getting as she waits for my lips to greet hers.

The aroma of her beautiful pussy is barely perceptible over the bouquet of my posh perfume, but that subtle combination of fragrances has me drooling for my wife’s sweet cunt. I lean forward to kiss Shay’s lower lips and she sucks air in through her teeth.

I’ll admit—unsexy as it sounds—it takes conscious effort at first not to worry about messing up my makeup. When I flick Shay’s clit with my tongue, I can taste my lipstick on her tender bud. That aroma of fruity wax sends me soaring to new heights of arousal. My lipstick on my wife’s clit is heaven. Hell, if my makeup wears off, that’s just one more excuse to put on more!

“Suck my clit,” Shay commands, but I’m already halfway  there. Diving between her legs, I wrap my hands around her calves garbed in smooth leather.

“Suck it, little whore,” Shay hisses.

I take her clit in my mouth and suck it like a cock. She keeps her lips shut tight, but I can tell by the little squeaking noises she’s making that she’s massively getting off on the head I’m giving her. Shoving her wet pussy in my face, she tries to hold back her exhilarated cries. Her futile attempt to suppress and conceal that crazy pleasure sounds a lot like a kettle on the boil, which makes me chuckle. I could write a book: My Wife, the Kettle.

“What do you find so vastly amusing?” Shay roars.

“Nothing at all,” I lie, flashing my lashes to prove my darling innocence.

“That’s what I thought,” she answers, never satisfied by my responses. I’m sure my makeup is a disaster, because she’s half smirking at my lips. Or perhaps it’s the pussy juice coating my chin that’s got her so pleased with herself. Her demeanor hardens a touch. “I didn’t say stop.”

Diving back in, I devour Shay’s sweet pussy. She leans her elbows against the table and tosses back her head. Bucking her cunt against my hungry lips, she impedes an explosion of pleasure-cries as I ravage her clit. Finally, she can’t take it anymore. Her body writhes and jumps against the sleek mahogany. She bites her lip until it bleeds just to contain the sound of her delight.

A woman knows what a woman wants.

“Time for your humiliation, little slut,” she advises, still supine on our dining room table. “Get me my cock.”

If I had a pussy it would surely be drooling. In my lovely heels, I hop to the bedroom to retrieve my wonderful wife’s strap-on harness and the big dildo she loves to fuck me with. I grab the lube as well, knowing we’ll need it. As much as I would  enjoy our Wednesday dinners even without getting screwed up the ass, it certainly adds an exciting dimension to the evening.

When I arrive back at her side, Shay is still reclined on the table. “Took you long enough.”

“My humble apologies,” I reply, offering up the strap-on like a sacrificial knife. A thrill tingles up and down my spine as I make the presentation. “I brought your cock.”

“A lot of good it’ll do in your worthless hands,” Shay mocks. “Unless you plan on fucking yourself.”

“Goodness, no,” I giggle, my voice escaping into the upper limits of its register. Setting the lube down on the table, I continue, “That’s a right reserved only for you.”

Shay eyes the dildo and harness, tendering no response.

“If you’ll do me the honor…” I plead, trying not to sound too whiny. If I seem desperate, will she deny me pleasure out of spite?

“Suit me up,” she instructs. “Come on, little bitch. Make me hard.”

I do as I’m told, stumbling with excitement as I buckle her into the harness. Her dildo sticks straight up in the air as she lies on the table, and I can’t wait for my wife to plow me with it.

The look in Shay’s eyes is one of malice. Her teeth gleam, frightfully white. As her hand wanders the length of my inner thigh, my heart palpitates and I can hardly breathe.

“Hike up your skirt,” she instructs.

I hesitate. My panties serve the function of keeping my boy parts in check, but they aren’t meant to be seen.

“Do it.”

So I do. I collect the satin fabric of my long gown in my arms and hold it up against my chest while Shay eyes my bare legs. Good thing I shaved.

“Now take those off,” Shay demands. It occurs to me what  a wonder it is that I’ll follow instructions shouted at me by a woman reclining leisurely on our dining table. What power does she hold over me?

“Do it.”

As I shift and shimmy out of my tight undergarment, my boy parts become untucked. They hang between my thighs like meat in a butcher shop window, and I feel my cheeks glowing crimson with embarrassment. I let my panties fall to the floor, feeling very vulnerable in my state of partial nudity.

“What is this?” Shay surprises me by grabbing hold of my soft cock. “This useless mass of flesh here, what is this supposed to be?”

I try to speak, but the words stick like a fish bone at the back of my throat.

Without letting me go, she slides to the edge of the table and sits up straight. “Answer me when I ask you a question.”

With a deep sense of shame, I admit, “That’s my cock.”

The malice slips out of Shay’s bold expression. Of all the ways she could possibly react, she surprises me by laughing.

“This isn’t a cock,” she derides, tugging it in her little fist. “Cocks get hard. See this here?” I fight not to respond as she wags her strap-on in my direction. “See it?”

“Yes, I see.”

“This is what a real cock looks like,” she coos, stroking her monster dong. “I’d have thought a little slut like you could identify real meat by now.”

“I apologize,” I reply. That’s all I have to offer.

“This,” she says scathingly, placing the emphasis back on my reprehensible little penis. “This is nothing. It’s worse than nothing. A pussy, I could fuck. This is just useless. Get rid of it.”

I would if I could. I don’t want to look at it either, but without my panties it’s nearly impossible to tuck so it stays out of  the way. Now I’m taking too long fiddling with my balls. Shay’s breathing down my neck, so to speak. She makes me nervous; I fumble.

Running her fingers along my shoulder, she grabs hold of me by the scruff of the neck. “Get rid of those things or I’ll get rid of them for you,” she growls, smacking my head forward.

Tucking my cock and balls up into my pelvis, I manage to get everything held in place so Shay won’t have to look at my male parts. I can see why she hates them: they’re ugly and crude. That’s why I try to keep them hidden. Shay deserves the best. She shouldn’t have to look at my hideous body.

Shay must be able to see how compliant I’ve become, because her voice softens a touch as she commands me, “Taste it.”

Grinning, I gaze at Shay’s fingers gripping the base of her tempting dildo.

“You want to taste my big cock, don’t you?” she coos.

“Yes,” I cry, my mouth watering. “May I, please?”

“You’d better,” Shay growls. “If your pretty little lips aren’t planted around my cockhead in the next five seconds, you don’t want to know what’ll happen next.”

It’s an empty threat, of course, because I would never dream of resisting her. Shay holds the dong steady as I lunge for it. This is what I sit at my desk fantasizing about all week: the moment the tip of my tongue meets her cold, hard cock. I don’t taste anything at first, not until Shay lets go of the dildo to grab both my ears. She squeezes my clip-on earrings and the pressure on my tender lobes makes me shriek in pain. The sting convinces me I’m tasting sweet precome, and her strap-on is an engorged slab of male meat.

“You like that, do you, little cocksucker?”

I nod my head as I work it with my tongue, but too soon she pushes my shoulders up and away. Her dong bounces as she  slides from the table. The heels and toes of her big boots tap when she lands against the hardwood.

“Assume the position,” she commands, her voice calm but firm. She slaps my bare ass as I bend over, still holding my privates in place with one hand and hiking my dress up with the other.

Running her fingernails across my bum, she gives it a firm squeeze. Shay has a habit of setting her cockhead against my ass and then splattering a load of lube in the small of my back. She pokes at my dry asshole, applying just enough pressure to keep us both tempted until the lube melts a pathway between my asscheeks.

When the lube meets the bulbous head of her dildo, Shay wastes no time in pressing it into me. She enters my asshole like a stampede, her shaft charging through my tight assring. I won’t lie: it burns like hell for the first couple of thrusts, but I know in a moment or two I’ll begin to relax.

“You like getting fucked up the ass, don’t you?” Shay breathes in my ear. “Don’t you? You’re just an anal-obsessed little whore, aren’t you?”

“Oh, yes,” I hiss. The initial sting has subsided, and now my ass wants to devour her slick dildo. I can’t keep my boy parts bundled up in my palm anymore; my cock grows bigger every time Shay plows me. I release it, gripping the table instead. Sure, my cock is throbbing to be played with, but god only knows what my wife would do if she caught me fiddling with myself.

Shay grips my hips as she reams my asshole, and it feels so dirty and good that I push back against her to pump up the intensity. She’s plowing me so deep I want to scream. The urge to at least fondle my balls becomes impossible to resist, so I reach down and give them a squeeze. The pressure on those fuzzy spheres feels so incredible that I want to give myself more.

“You’re just a little come dumpster, aren’t you?” Shay continues. As she leans in to whisper, her corseted tits brush my back and I have to squeeze my cock tip to keep from coming. “You want me to fill your ass with jizz, don’t you?”

“Yes!” I reply. “Yes, please pump me full of come.”

Growling deep inside her throat, Shay plants her boots firmly on the floor. When she straightens up to pump me from behind, I can’t resist the call of my engorged cock. Wrapping layers of my satin skirt around my hard shaft, I give it a soft stroke. My knees go weak. Thank goodness for the mahogany table keeping me upright!

“I’m just too huge for you, am I?” Shay mocks, slowing her pace. “You can’t take my massive rod?”

“I can take it,” I assure her, afraid she’ll pull out if I don’t. “I love it when you fuck me hard. Please, it feels so good…”

She pauses for a moment that feels like hours before saying, “Very well, little tramp.”

As she works her way back to full speed, I grip my cock firmly between the satin layers of my gown. When I pump it in time with Shay’s thrusting, it feels like her dildo is reaming straight through me, and I’m yanking it off on the flip side. That’s the only way I can do this: pretend this cock wrapped in satin isn’t mine at all. It’s Shay’s, and I’m jerking on it for her pleasure.

Plunging into my ass, Shay launches every abusive epithet she can come up with at me. My thighs tremble and I know I won’t last much longer. When I collapse on the table, my breast forms pressing into my chest, she tells me it’s time to come. Tugging fast as my hand will let me, I encourage my resistant body to release its tension. I visualize the come shooting from Shay’s loins, running clear through my ass and out my cock on the other side.

Pulling out of me, Shay breathes a sigh of satisfaction and  collapses on a dining chair. Warm cream pools in the satin surrounding my spent cock, wetting the tip as it settles into the fabric. This gown is heading straight for the cleaners.

“What’s so funny?” I inquire, noticing the smirk bleeding across my wife’s lips.

“Oh, nothing,” Shay sighs, toying with the everlasting monster between her legs. “I was just considering what it might be like if we went out for dinner one Wednesday.”

“I’ve thought about that, too,” I admit, circling my fingers around the base of her proud dildo. “But there isn’t a restaurant in town that serves my favorite dessert.”
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The backpack turned out to be a thing of wonder, capable of holding sixty pounds without undue stress (though Mitch wondered what the makers considered due stress to be), with padded straps and many zipper pouches outside the cavernous main compartment. Straps at the bottom of the pack would secure a bedroll and a thin nylon sheath ran the length of the part that rested against his back and would fit a standard-sized pillow, providing both more padding and something to sleep on.

It was almost as if the makers of the backpack had in mind the needs and wants of a fully grown man who planned on running away from home.

Running away from home now served as a polite euphemism because it sounded so much better than the truth: that the backpack was meant to serve a man out of options and making the conscious choice to transition into homelessness.

“Nice weather for it,” he said aloud to no one in particular as he carried the pack through the door into the house considered his for at least a few more hours. Wendi had won it in the  divorce, as if divorce meant a giant insane raffle in which a complete stranger wearing a black dress and wielding a mallet began parceling out the belongings of their nine-year-old marriage.

Theirs was theoretically a no-fault divorce, in more than name only. Mitch had never hurt Wendi or cheated on her or even so much as threatened the number of insanely stupid cats she’d dragged into their marriage. No abuse, no disgrace, just two people growing apart and finding after nine years of marriage they had nothing in common anymore.

Maybe they never had. Mitch fell in love with Wendi because he thought she could be everything he was looking for. That he had never quite admitted to himself what he was looking for might have gone some distance in explaining why Wendi had been so alarmed when he finally told her the reasons for his fading attentions.

Yes, nice day for hitting the road. The judge had claimed Mitch wasn’t being punished and that no fault meant no fault, but truth was Mitch had lost his job when the economy tanked and even before that he couldn’t have made all the payments without Wendi.

But their bank account, even before being split, was modest. Even with his half of the money and taking the dividend on the life insurance, without finding work, he wouldn’t be able to stay anywhere after about three months. With the Western states so overbuilt in the past feeding frenzy of homes, no one was hiring carpenters. His money would last longer in his pocket than in a landlord’s. So he’d hit the road, try to make it halfway across the country before summer ended or the truck gave out and reunite with his family in Kansas. Something had to break. But asking for money seemed even more like giving up than giving up did. He’d walk if the truck gave out.

He packed and repacked despite the list he’d made ever since  the judge slammed the gavel on Mitch’s life. There was the phone, paid up by Wendi for several months, her one concession. “I don’t want you in an emergency with no recourse,” she’d said, and they both knew he wouldn’t be able to afford the gas for the old Ford for long and that it might make Utah before it died. So phone, toothbrush, comb. Deodorant. A massive amount of protein bars he’d charged to Wendi’s account before she’d had him taken off the account. Dehydrated food. Water bottles. One good coat he could tie around his waist. Even in July, nights could get cold, especially when you suddenly found yourself alone with no anchor and who would have known his request would upset Wendi so badly? He’d thought he’d started slow.

When he was ready to go he still made half a dozen or so trips back in the house. He took one of the photo albums. He took a travel mug. He used a private bathroom again. He remembered his sunglasses. He left Wendi a note. He lay on the bed, spread-eagled and staring up at the ceiling, remembering again what he’d wanted. He slid halfway off the bed so that he lay bent over it and pretended she stood stern and unrelenting behind him. He knelt in the closet beside her shoes, trying valiantly not to suck the heels into his mouth, not to lick the glossy pointed-toed leather.

He stole her shoes.

He locked the door behind him.

He took his keys.

 

The truck made it as far as Salt Lake City before something ground to a halt in a fury of blue smoke and severely agitated noises. He called for a tow truck and the driver told him his credit card was frozen and so was most of the engine, though if he wanted to sell, the driver would give him one thousand dollars for it. Mitch agreed. He could buy something cheap for  a thousand dollars, make it the rest of the way to Kansas.

He called Linda and told her he was coming. She didn’t say no but she didn’t sound thrilled. That night he slept in a park, surrounded by strange noises he thought for certain were queers getting blow jobs or drug dealers doing business. But every time he got desperate and went and looked all he found was garbage blowing in foliage and once, a rather sleepy owl.

 

She found him the next day. It was hot all over that day, no clouds, no wind, just heat and regret and fear creeping into his journey. He’d gone looking for a car but found the saleswoman instead.

Everything he’d wanted Wendi to be, she embodied: tall and commanding, with long dark hair and a figure like Jayne Russell in Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. She waited until he’d chosen a ramshackle old car, something small and compact and so beat to shit it seemed hard to believe it had ever seen better days. He indicated he’d take it and wondered if he could get her down to five hundred or so, when she turned to him and said, “I don’t think you need a car, Mr. Reynolds. I’ll give you a ride. I believe I know where you belong.”

He swallowed and looked into her eyes and in that moment he thought she probably did know everything he needed, but he forced himself to meet her eyes and said, “Perhaps we should negotiate.”

She gave him a deadly smile then. “All right,” she said in a voice as threatening as her smile. “Let’s negotiate. My name is Darling, but only because my parents were apparently as sadistic as I am, only with a different bent. You may call me Mistress and Ma’am. If you come with me now and stop dicking around and wasting my time, I’ll wait until your second infraction to use the chastity belt.”

His dick hardened instantly, rigid and eager and almost  painful. “Look,” he said, “How do you even know…”

“You’re wasting my time,” she said and whirled about on her very high heels and stalked away from him. Mitch almost ran to catch up.

“One more question,” he said, and she didn’t say yes, but she did slow down and look at him. “How do you know that I—how do you know?”

With that, she softened for an instant and gave him an actual smile. “Oh, come on,” she said and led him to her car, where Mitch instantly forgot he meant not to ask more questions.

“You’re just going to walk off the job?” he asked and she gave him a very amused look.

“I never said I worked here.”

Her car stood at the edge of the lot, pristine and slick black, a low, lean Jaguar. Mitch breathed out in pleasure and stored the backpack in the deep foot well before he started to climb into the passenger’s seat.

“Not so fast,” Darling said. “I don’t know where you’ve been or how long you’ve lived rough.”

He caught himself before he could argue, and waited.

“Strip.”

“What?”

She tapped the key fob on her palm. “You’re new. I’m going to try to be lenient with you. I won’t hold that one against you. Now. Take off all your clothes before you get into my car.”

The tone of her voice sent shivers through his body. His dick got harder still. He forced himself not to look around or at anything but to comply, and all the while his voice chattered in his head: You have no choice. You have to. You’re being forced,  just in case the next instant the fantasy was taken away.

The car seats were very hot under his naked ass. Mitch squirmed.

“Sit still,” she said firmly. “Put your hands by your sides.” And she drew the seat belt over his chest and lap, trapping his cock hard against his belly and his hands at his sides. The hot seats bit at him. “I’ll take the long way home, I think,” she said and slid behind the wheel.

Downtown Salt Lake City seemed full of white buildings glistening in harsh sunlight. A city like any other, though downtown in Utah consisted of businesses and city buildings rather than Reno’s strip.

Three trucks stopped next to them at stoplights. She put his window down each time. Two of the drivers noticed him. One spat with contempt. The other cheered and looked jealous.

 

Her house was nothing surprising from the outside: one story, older, old enough to have a full basement. He could just see the windows peeking from dips in the grass. She pulled into the garage and shut the door before unstrapping him.

“Follow me,” she said and led him out a door into the backyard. “Just stand and spread your arms and legs.” She grabbed the hose and a nozzle attachment and at first the water from the sun-warmed hose burned and then, as she sprayed his face and hair and arms and legs, and made him bend and spread his asscheeks wide, the water cooled, and cooled, until she showered him with very cold water and he shivered but didn’t wither. He’d waited so very long.

“I’ll give you a tour,” she said and he followed, meek and naked and horny, watching the way her buttocks shifted under the clinging skirt, the way her calves tightened and released with every step in her stilettos. She didn’t fumble the way Wendi sometimes did, no missteps or stumbling. Mistress pinned down each step deliberately and with confidence. She would be a stern, strong mistress.

Am I going to stay here? Mitch wanted to ask. What do you have in mind for me? Are there others? Have you done this before? Because I haven’t. But I’ve wanted.

She took him through the ground floor: the master bedroom in the back where he would service her and stay at her whim, or mercy; the pallet at the food of the bed. She showed him her office across the hall and he caught his breath.

“Mistress.”

She waited.

“Will I—can I—?”

She sighed, impatient, and tapped one of her shiny black shoes. “They are, of course, for whoever I choose to entertain me.” She strode across the office and indicated a spanking horse. Taller than the sawhorse-induced visions from his dreams, this would lift its rider considerably away from the floor, bent and spread wide, ass pointed up, feet locked into stirrups, hands cuffed at the front of the thing.

Next to it a tall wooden X, tall as an average-sized man, dripped with hooks and ties, straps and buckles, handcuffs and spreader bars.

Her desk, across the room, faced both.

The kitchen interested him very little, even when she asked if he could cook and suggested dire consequences should he let her down.

The living room very simply looked unlived in.

Surprisingly, before they went downstairs, they went up. Mistress pulled a ladder down from the attic crawlspace and led him up. It was breathlessly hot there, cloying and cramped and impossible to stand upright in. On the floor she’d fastened cuffs on an adjustable rack so she could slide them to the desired length and lock them into place. Across the room she’d attached a collar and chain to the wall. In that location there  was at least a bottle of water and a bucket. Nothing else.

“I expect,” she said, “to be obeyed.”

Mitch’s eyes roved the attic. It was awful, and alluring. He couldn’t imagine she’d ever put anyone up here, no matter what they did, but at the same time—

“Mistress, may I ask some questions?”

She turned and gazed at him, considering. “Today.”

“Am I to stay here?” His speech sounded formal and stilted. He felt formal and stilted, as if he’d dropped back in time to courtly servitude. He didn’t know what he wanted. He wanted everything. He didn’t know what he wanted to know. He wanted surprises. He wanted to submit. Only the delicious trembling in his belly and the ache in his balls wanted coming attractions of what he’d submit to.

“You’ll stay. At first, as a guest. If it doesn’t work, I’ll give you some money. You can buy that car or another similar. And no harm, no foul. Or are you expected somewhere specific?”

“My sister’s,” he said. “I should let her know I won’t be there just yet.”

She nodded, as if this were a consideration she cared nothing about. They exited the attic, Mistress going down the ladder first so she could watch him descend from below.

She took him, then, to the basement.

It was starker than what his imagination had fed him. Two cages stood side by side, one tall and thin enough there’d be nothing to do but stand. The other would allow him to do nothing more than kneel. A whipping post stood nearby, neatly dotted with a variety of manacles at various heights. There was a padded spanking bench, a massage table neatly fitted with cuffs and collars. And along the walls—Mitch sucked in a breath—crops and slappers, paddles and whips, shelves with hairbrushes and smaller items he couldn’t make out but could  imagine: Cock rings. Chastity belts. Butt plugs. Dildos. Strapons. All neat and orderly and waiting, and when he turned, she seemed to be waiting for something. He didn’t give himself time to think or fear. He dropped to one knee and lowered his head. “How may I serve you?”

She laughed, but it sounded pleased, and when he dared to look up she had extended one leg toward him. Oh, yes, Mistress.  His hands cradled. His tongue loved. He bathed the shoe, kissed it, licked it, sucked it deep into his mouth and she stood above him, leaning against the back of an armchair that faced the cages. Finally she moved her foot to his chest and pushed until he toppled over onto his back, helpless and sprawled. She lowered her foot then, allowed the heel into his mouth, sharp and hard and long. He gagged on it, pressed himself forward, sucked it until she told him to stop and moved to sit, lanky and lazy, slumped far down in the easy chair, legs spread wide.

And Mitch moved, hesitantly, but she didn’t stop him, ran her dress up her thighs with the flats of his hands. She wore no underwear and her pussy glistened, wet and shaved smooth, bare, open. He breathed deep and she pressed his head hard against her, uninterested in his pleasures, and his cock throbbed as he leaned into her, tongue going deep into her cunt, licking, sucking, nibbling, back to her cunt and up to her clit. When she came hard, bucking against him, she held his head hard in place.

She came down slowly, letting him lick her softly, slowly, her own fingers playing idly with her clit. He knelt, head down, un-moving when she stopped him, and waited until she addressed him again. She nudged him with her bare foot. Her shoes had come off somewhere during the process. She pushed his head up, then his chest, until he knelt before her and she rubbed roughly at his cock with her foot.

“How long have you wanted this?”

“Years.” He met her eyes. She didn’t tell him not to.

“And your wife?”

He frowned. “How did you know?”

She laughed. “You still have a pale band where your wedding ring was.”

He nodded. “I told her. We’re now divorced.” He didn’t look away. That was private. If she insisted he tell her, their idyll was done.

“Fair enough. What is it you’ve been wanting?”

That was the question. Everything. Everything and anything. He wanted to submit. He wanted to lose all power. He wanted whatever anyone wanted to do, without being able to stop if he became embarrassed or afraid or if it hurt.

“I don’t want to know. I want,” he swallowed. It was hard to say aloud. “I want to submit. I want to have no voice. I want to serve and be a toy, be ordered to do and be done to. I want to be a sub. A slave.”

She laughed. “With no warning?”

“Not even to time or place. Not to method. Nothing.”

She considered. “All right. Go to the spanking bench and kneel. Turn back and place your feet in the cuffs of the fixed spreader bar and buckle them in. Then lean over the bench and put your wrists into the manacles in the middle. You should be able to fasten them yourself.”

He kissed her feet, and even that seemed daring, then he crawled the pitted concrete floor and strapped his feet into the spreader bar, leaned over the bench, driving his rock-hard cock into his belly. He restrained a sigh. His wrists slipped into the cuffs and he fastened them.

His heart pounded. His dick hardened to pain. He heard her get up and get something and come to stand beside him. “Open your mouth,” she said and shoved the ball gag in and strapped  it behind his head. His voice went away. She dropped a soft padded mask over his eyes and his sense of sight went away.

Helpless, aching, thrilled, he waited. The sharp pain came at the base of his spine, resolved itself into something blunt that shoved its way inside his asshole and lodged there. He groaned with the pain of spreading and then the pleasure of the pain. Moments later, he felt the sting of what he guessed was a hairbrush against his legs and ass. She started slow and built in intensity, beating him with no rhythm he could adjust to, harder, lighter, faster, slower, until Mitch groaned deep into his gag and felt his cock twitch hard.

She felt it too, or guessed, and she stopped at once, removed the cuffs and hood and pulled him to his feet. Dazed, Mitch stared, delighted, horrified, aching and horny. Then he grinned.

His new mistress smirked back. “Come on,” she said. “You can cook me dinner.”

He needed to call his sister, let her know he’d been delayed. He needed to go out to the car and collect his backpack, his wonderful, miraculously freeing backpack that had allowed him to change his life.

He followed Mistress up the stairs.
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They were on every corner. For the last several years they’d been cropping up like Korean delis in the nineties. Nail salons: they were the ubiquitous block markers of the city.

A couple of years ago, it was all I could do to make myself keep walking and not stop and stare into the window of each shop I passed. Often, the ladies would look up and see me and I’d feel vaguely creepy, like I was doing something bad or wrong. Occasionally there would be one who flashed a knowing, hard-edged smile and I’d quickly lower my eyes—but I’d feel myself start to get hard. It was embarrassing, but I couldn’t stop.

As a web designer, I never seemed to lack for work. I had a great reputation and got a lot of jobs thrown my way by satisfied customers. Finally, even though my Vietnamese parents accused me of trying to kill them, I left my Bensonhurst home for my own tiny studio in Chinatown. It was small, but close to all the stuff it used to take me an hour and a half to get to.

That summer in Chinatown, I thought I’d go crazy over all  the perfectly pedicured toes. They were everywhere; it wasn’t just Chinatown. It seemed that ladies all over the city stopped wearing the high-heeled pumps and boots I loved, and instead went naked—or almost naked. I took to wearing baggy jeans and long, untucked shirts and wandered the city with an almost constant erection.

One day, passing by yet another nail place on my way to meet a client, I looked in and saw a man sitting on the stool, where the pedicurist usually sat, massaging a lady’s feet. I watched as he finished her massage and showed her a bottle of red nail polish. She nodded her head and he began brushing on the clear, bottom coat. In all my years of peering into nail salons, this was a new one on me. Oh, my god, I thought, that could be me. I could be that guy.

The thought woke up my cock and because I couldn’t stop thinking about it, I made my way to my client’s office building with a hard-on. Dashing into the men’s room as soon as I got there, I quickly beat off to the images in my head: naked feet in water; hands that began at the ball of the foot, passed the arch and heel, worked their way over the delicate ankle and squeezed up the calf; a tiny brush applying a coat of shiny, wet, red polish to a perfectly shaped toenail. I felt the electrical charge in my dick and then it spread through my body to my head until my semen shot out into the bowl, accompanied by a groan much louder than I would have liked.

I had no idea! I’d never dared to think a job like that was possible, a job in the sanctum sanctorum where I’d actually get  paid to touch ladies’ feet. I could hone my skills; become the best pedicurist any woman could imagine. Then—then I could ply my trade at the best fetish parties in the city. I would catch the attention of the most beautiful and severe domme in New York City and she’d want me. She’d want me to come home with  her and kneel at her feet, her exquisite feet, and serve her.

My hand had already strayed to my cock again when I began to dream about massaging her delicate ankles, filing and shaping the nails to the perfect length, anointing each toe with a chaste kiss before beginning to apply the clear base coat of polish.

 

“Thao, not many men want to work in nail salon. You can’t get better job?” the salon owner asked.

“No, Ma’am. I mean, I can, but I want to work here.”

“I don’t pay you while you learn. You get tips. You stay out of my way and you do what I say.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” The other two women who worked at the Happy Nail Spa stared at me and giggled behind their hands, exchanging looks with each other.

“Why you want to work here? I don’t think this very good idea.”

“No, Ma’am, really. I’ll work hard for you. I’ll learn. You won’t be sorry. My girlfriend wants me to learn so I can give her professional pedicures,” I lied. But maybe when I learned how to give the perfect pedicure, I’d get a girlfriend. Or better yet, a girlfriend would get me.

“I don’t know…”

“I’ll treat your customers like queens, you’ll see.” I smiled my best “good son” smile.

“I don’t care about queens. You come Saturday. Eight a.m.”

 

There are all kinds of ladies with all kinds of feet. Just being able to sit there on my little stool, so close to their dainty toes, to pamper them and shape them and caress and massage them before painting the bright colors on, what more could I ask? But, as I said, there are ladies and there are ladies.

My heart stopped when she walked in. Tall and stately with the most beautiful, long, straight toes, she had deep auburn hair that cascaded down her back in waves.

My Chinese wasn’t great but I could pick up enough of the other manicurists’ conversation to know they didn’t like this lady. They thought she was too haughty. She never tipped or didn’t tip well—I couldn’t be sure. They gossiped about her clothes and her hair and speculated about her husband’s masculinity.

“Thao, you take,” the boss barked. I hurried over to the lady, thrilled at my good fortune while the girls giggled.

“Would you like to pick a color, Ma’am?” I asked.

She scrutinized me. “And you are…?”

“Thao, Ma’am. I’d be most pleased if you’d allow me to do your pedicure.” I pointed to the chair. She stared at me, confused at first, and then the corner of her mouth slowly began to turn up. I gestured to the wall of nail polish and said, “Please, pick a color.”

She went right to the red section, as I knew she would, and I was never so grateful for the full-length apron I had to wear at the salon. She chose a lovely, deep red, not too dark and not too bright, and returned to my pedicure chair. From the drawing of the water for her foot bath to the delivery of her foot and leg massage, all the way to the last stroke of top coat, I must have spent an hour on her feet. We weren’t supposed to take that long with our customers, but I couldn’t help myself. I was just lucky I didn’t come in my pants. And the girls were wrong; she tipped with abandon. I thanked her and bowed and asked her to come again to another chorus of giggles from the girls.

She asked for me when she came two weeks later and again two weeks after that. It was during the third time she sat in my chair that she began to talk to me. “Thao, you do a very nice  job,” she said. “I can see you take pride in your work.” She smiled that little, “I know your secret” smile.

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“What I’d really like is a boy who could provide a quality pedicure in my home. I would require that boy to be available at least once a week, more often, if I felt it necessary.” She held my attention with a piercing gaze. “I wonder if you might be that boy?”

I studied her. She seemed to be looking into my soul. I desperately wanted to take her up on her offer. My id was saying “Go for it” in no uncertain terms and my ego was not far behind, but wondering what might happen if she found out who I really was. My id countered with, “She knows, dude, just do it!”

“Um…” I said.

She handed me a card with her name and email address. “Think about it and let me know your decision. I’ll expect to hear from you tonight.” She handed me her usual exorbitant tip and swept out of the salon.

“I’ll expect to hear from you tonight.” The sentence echoed in my head. Oh, god. She was so commanding. I watched her leave and then removed my apron. “I’m not feeling well. I have to leave,” I said to the boss.

“You come in early tomorrow,” she replied.

I raced home to beat off. And then I composed an email to Ms. Benson telling her that I’d be happy to provide her with in-home pedicures and sat down to await her reply.

Two weeks later, I rang the bell to 16G in an apartment building in Murray Hill. The place was beautifully decorated and much larger than any other Manhattan apartment I’d ever visited. When she ushered me into “the studio” I was stunned; it was my recurring wet dream come true.

“I thought you might be more comfortable serving me here,  rather than at the salon,” she said. She gestured to a professional pedicure chair nestled in a corner of the bright room, amidst various other accoutrements. A St. Andrew’s cross dominated the middle of the large room. There were whips, paddles and other implements adorning one wall, as well as other pieces of leather-covered furniture. A wrought iron cage hung from the ceiling.

This time, I did come in my pants.

“Perhaps you’d be more comfortable if you took those off,” she said as the wet stain began to spread on the front of my jeans.

The following week found me wearing a chastity device and nothing else, kneeling at the feet of my beautiful goddess. Oh, she had my number, all right. When I arrived at her apartment for the second time, she immediately hustled me into the studio and ordered me to remove my clothes.

“I think that you are a very naughty boy and need to be punished before we proceed with the reason for your presence.” This statement frightened me, especially since I was standing naked in front of her. But she continued. “A boy who peeps at ladies’ feet through the windows of salons is bad enough, but one who deliberately passes himself off as a simple salon worker just so he can get his jollies with hands-on experience must learn his lesson.”

“But I wasn’t trying…”

“No! No question there. I didn’t ask for any comments.”

“But…”

She placed her fingers over my mouth, and then lightly slapped my cheek with them. “There’s no need for you to talk. And besides, it won’t matter, anyway.” She took hold of my upper arm and led me to one of the leather-covered pieces of furniture and bent me over it. “Comfy?” she asked. But before I could answer I felt her bare hand land on my ass. I suppose it  was just a reflex action, but after the first spank, I stood up. I knew, even before she said anything, I’d made a mistake.

“Sorry, Ma’am.”

“You will be. This was going to be a simple little spanking but now I can see you need more attention that that.” She bent me back over the bench and said, “Stay!” I heard the click of her high heels as she walked across the room but I thought better of looking around to see what she was doing. Almost immediately, I heard her return and then felt my ass catch on fire as her paddle collided with it. She gave me the spanking of a lifetime, and that’s saying something.

When she was satisfied that I’d been chastised enough, she stood me up and let me rub my sore bottom. She couldn’t miss my hard-on. “You’re really incorrigible, aren’t you? I can see you’re going to need some special treatment,” she said, as she opened a drawer and took out several plastic items. “You’re going to need to make yourself come now.”

“What?” I said. “I don’t think I can do that. Not in front of you.” The next thing I knew, she’d taken her shoe off. It was a black alligator pump with a four-inch spike heel. It had the most amazing bright red sole. All I could do was stare at it. That is, until she passed it under my nose. Oh, god. My hand grabbed my balls and kneaded them as my cock bobbed up and down. When she inserted the tip of the heel into my mouth, I came like a rocket.

“That’s better,” she said, removing the heel from my mouth and putting her shoe back on. She immediately forced the frame behind my balls, applied the chastity device to my quickly deflating penis and locked it on.

“There now, this will make life much simpler for you, don’t you think? Now you can be out in public without being so embarrassed all the time. You’ll come over here every week and  give me a pedicure and then, if you ask very nicely, I may allow you to come.

“Now, come along over here and get busy on my feet,” she said as she led me to the salon chair. She required a much longer foot and leg massage this time, which I was more than willing to provide. Soon enough I could feel my cock knocking up against its hard plastic cage. By the time I’d completed Ms. Benson’s pedicure, I was in quite a state again.

“Now you can get dressed,” she said.

“What?”

“I said, you can get dressed,” she repeated.

“But,” I said, “what about this?” pointing to the shell locked onto my cock.

“What about it?”

“Well, aren’t you going to take it off?”

“Haven’t you been listening to me?” She looked at me. “I told you, you’ll come over every week and if you ask very nicely, I’ll let you come.”

“But I’ve never gone a whole week before. I can’t do it!”

“If things get really rough, you can call me on Thursday. Of course, I won’t need a pedicure again, so we’ll have to think of some other little job you can do.”

“But Thursday’s three days away.”

“Yes, and if you don’t put your clothes on like a good boy and run along home, you’ll have to wait until next Monday.”

“Okay, but could I just come once before I go? Please?”






HOUSEBOY

Rachel Kramer Bussel

 

 

 

 

 

As soon as I saw the photos of her house, which, to put it mildly, looked like a tornado or burglar had torn through it, I knew I wanted to get inside. I wanted to take what looked like a disaster site and turn it into a pristine home, the kind whose floor you could eat off of, something I’d have been honored to do. I wanted to show her how perfect of a houseboy I could be, how I delighted in taking charge of this aspect of her life, much as I wanted her to take charge of me. I jerked off to the image of her messy home, the dishes piled in the sink, her sitting on her couch surrounded by clothes, her cluttered bathroom with all its perfume bottles and creams and lotions. I came while staring at her lingerie-strewn bedroom, all photos of which I found on her personal website.

She was a domme offering a sneak peak into her life via webcam and blog, and I ate it up. It was a few months before I worked up the courage to email her. How do you suggest that you want to help a woman who lives to exert control over  others clean up her act without sounding like the worst kind of upstart? I decided to take photos of friends’ apartments I’d cleaned, since I am always the one in the kitchen after a dinner party doing the dishes or taking out the trash. I’m an amateur housekeeper, and my foodie friends know they can have my services as long as they offer up a home-cooked meal in return. But my submissive tendencies, my pleasure in the eroticism of the act, had thus far been thwarted. Getting a woman to agree to let you clean her home takes a lot of good timing. She has to trust you enough to give out her address. She has to want to let someone into her inner sanctum. I wanted to prove to her that I had what it takes. Thankfully, I’m pretty buff; I get out in the sun a lot so I have a good tan, and I am as strong physically as I am submissive by nature. I could be the perfect dom if I wanted to be, but that’s never been something I’ve aspired to.

Women who walk like they own the world, who look goth like her, who see men as, at best, their servants, and at worst, scum, are the ones who make me hard. I like having to earn my keep, and while I’ve always cooked for lovers and done laundry and errands for exes, I’d never realized my dream of being someone’s houseboy. So I approached her very delicately, drawing up a detailed resume, one that would impress her with my seriousness and my knowledge of organizational tools and cleaning products. I showed her meticulously organized closets that were my pro bono, spare time handiwork. I knew that women like her probably got dozens of pointless come-ons, so I crafted mine to make sure she knew I was earnest, dedicated, and usable—in all senses of the word. I didn’t want to boast, but I do have a nine-inch cock that I’ve been told curves in just such a way as to make a woman come.

I’m not going to lie—I love fucking beautiful, dominant  women—but I love even more when I can help them improve their lives. A good fuck they’ll remember for a few days, maybe, but helping them get organized, doing something for them most people have to pay someone else to do, and doing it with a smile on my face and a hard-on? That’s something else entirely.

Dear Mistress Raven,

 

I’m writing because I can provide a unique service to you, at no cost. I want to help you become the best woman you can be. Well, you are already the most beautiful goddess I have ever seen, but I am ready and able to be your houseboy, available at any time of day or night to scrub your floors, wash your dishes, clean and fold your laundry, scour your bathroom, dust and vacuum, anything you ask. I can do this naked or clothed, and you can be present or absent. It would be the highest honor for me to serve you in this way and I can guarantee that you will not be disappointed. I do not in any way mean to imply that you are not a perfect woman; my only aim is to further you in your goals of taking over the world.

 

Sincerely,  
slave steven



I didn’t want to brag about my previous success, so simply attached my cleaning resume. I sent the letter, then immediately saw five different ways I could have improved upon it, but instead of focusing on those, I did what my creative visualization book had instructed me to and simply thought about getting into the thick of Mistress Raven’s mess. My fingers itched, as  did my cock, but I resisted stroking it. That would only be my reward if my mistress granted me my deepest wish.

To prepare, I began scrubbing my sink, then went about polishing my already-glistening bathroom tiles, with a cock ring in place around the base of my penis to remind me that I was allowed to look at it but not touch. I was sure that would be the rule if she granted me the honor of cleaning her house. It had always been a struggle for me to so much as make my bed without popping a hard-on.

After an hour, everything in my home was sparkling clean, so I went back online and was thrilled to have a message from Mistress Raven, who insisted I call her immediately. Trembling, I picked up my cell phone and dialed her number. “Slave steven?” she asked immediately.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, hoping I sounded confident and assured.

“Your message came at a most opportune time; I am being photographed for an international S/M magazine and they are insisting on doing the shoot in my apartment. Can you get here tonight?”

It was already ten, and I’d been planning to jerk off to some of my favorite videos, then call it a night. But for her, I’d gladly get dressed and stay up all night if that was what it took. Anyway, I was happy for an excuse to ditch work tomorrow.

“Yes, just give me twenty minutes. What exactly do you require?”

“I will need you to turn my home into one that can be shown publicly. The photographer is coming at eight a.m. and may want to take some photos of you, too, so please make sure you look your best; I have some underwear you can put on for the shoot. And please keep in mind that this is an unpaid gig and I will expect you to be one hundred percent professional. If you’re  not, I won’t hesitate to immediately kick you out even in the middle of the night.”

Her voice was brisk and officious, which only made my dick harder. I hadn’t gotten to jerk off and the tension was almost painful. I kept the cock ring on so I wouldn’t accidentally explode while I was in the presence of such a glorious mess. Actually, judging by the online photos, her mess looked mostly like empty food containers, papers, magazines, clothing and other assorted detritus of daily life. There wasn’t anything truly filthy, the kind of long-standing mess I craved; not caked-on mud to scrub out of a piece of clothing, no lipstick on a collar, no food splattering the ceiling. Those challenges were ones where I could truly show my worth.

Yet even with ten hours, I’d have my work cut out for me to make her place look presentable. The fact that she’d be there to oversee things only compounded my nerves. Of course I wanted to get near her, but I didn’t feel worthy of that honor just yet.

I picked up my always-ready bag of cleaning supplies, gloves and garbage bags and practically ran to her house. It was only a fifteen-minute walk but I made it there in ten. The slight ache in my side wasn’t a problem, but my erection was; even what I’d thought were baggy jeans weren’t doing much to hide it. There was nothing I could do if I wanted to be on time, so I just rang the bell.

She answered the door, which stuck a little before she got it open, and to my surprise she was also wearing jeans, albeit skin-tight black ones, with a white tank top that showed her nipples. “Hello, Mistress Raven,” I said. “I’m here to serve you.”

“I should hope so,” she said, and the surprise of her clipped British accent had me practically swooning.

“Leave your shoes outside,” she said, then walked away. I struggled to get them off as quickly as possible, then came inside.  The place, which would have horrified most people, looked like something out of a hoarding reality show; my own little slice of heaven. There was dust and dirt and dishes piled high in the sink. Yet none of the mess clung to the goddess before me. She looked like a glamorous model, tall and slim, with sleek, shiny, gorgeous hair, about to take a walk.

“I want you to start with the kitchen and living room. I expect you to wear this,” she said, handing me a pink thong. I will be working in the other room but may come and inspect what you’re doing. You have four hours to do your best work and make this presentable for the shoot. If you have not made this camera-ready by then, I will have to call in an emergency replacement, and you will never hear from me again. Do you understand?”

The suggestion that I might fail in this attempt galled me, but I didn’t want to sound uppity, so I simply said, “Yes, Mistress.”

I was sort of relieved when she walked away, letting me get undressed and slip on the thong—one I imagined to be hers—in privacy. My houseboy fantasies involved being praised for my work, but not necessarily ogled while I did it. I knew that would make me nervous and therefore trip me up, and I might wind up using bleach on a surface that it wasn’t meant for, or spraying Windex on the dishes or something. I looked down, admiring how my cock fit neatly within the front of the thong, and how the back of it rode the crack of my ass. I’d never cleaned my home in anything other than boring boxers.

I was tempted to sit and pore over all her belongings, each of them a clue to what made such a beautiful, powerful woman tick. There were magazines—everything from Working Woman  to US Weekly—as well as books, from kinky tomes like SM 101 to The Secret. There were papers and then pairs of panties  and all manner of fascinating objects all around me. I began by sorting them, glad I’d brought some cardboard boxes I could unfold and use for storage. After two hours, her living room and kitchen floors were clean enough to mop. I was just getting started when she stalked in—well, if one can stalk in bunny slippers. I know some men might find that jarring, but I liked it; the whole point of my wanting to clean her home wasn’t so that she could simply beat me, but so that I could both serve her and get to know her. I can think of no more intimate act outside the realm of sex than being in a gorgeous woman’s home and being responsible for it.

There was no time to fantasize, but I did anyway, imagining waking up, making her breakfast, drawing her bath, and spending my days cleaning, organizing and arranging her life, even her visits with other slaves. They’d be secondary compared to me; I’d be like a househusband but without the status and equality of that role. That wasn’t what I was after. I smiled up at her, my cock stiffening against the pink fabric. “Hello, Mistress Raven. I’m just getting started mopping.”

“Well,” she said, pausing and surveying the room. The boxes were discreetly stacked in a corner and her couch looked like it could be in a home décor magazine, its rich, deep purple fabric seeming to invite sitting. She looked for something to criticize but couldn’t find anything. “I have to do my makeup now,” she said, stepping around me to go to the bathroom. I stopped short of telling her that in addition to housecleaning services, I was excellent with eye shadow. I didn’t want her to think me too big of a suck-up. I whistled as I mopped, getting into the Zen of it, almost forgetting that I was wearing a thong and being auditioned as a potential slave. That’s how much I enjoy cleaning.

By the time she emerged in full makeup, the kitchen and living room were in good shape; all that remained were the dishes  and some tidying. She looked amazing, having transformed from girl next door to Glamazon in what seemed to me like a short time.

“I think my viewers would like to see you in your little maid’s uniform,” she said, reaching for my cock. I felt her nails dance along my balls through the fabric.

“But—Mistress—I’m not done yet!” I said, hoping I didn’t sound whiny.

“You’d best learn soon that the way to please me is to do as I say, not what you think you should be doing or what you think I should be telling you to do. I’ll grant you more time to finish up in here later.” This time, her bunny slippers thudded across the floor, her annoyance loud and clear with every step.

I had no choice: I followed her, with one last lingering glance at the dishes remaining to be scrubbed. I hadn’t planned to be on camera and I had never worn a thong before. I’d pictured myself toiling away while she occasionally chimed in or beat my bottom while I captured dust bunnies. Maybe there’d be a Swiffer involved. This was different. I was going to help her, yes, but in an unexpected way. “The role of houseboy means many things,” she said to me as she got her camera ready. “Part of it is being a handyman, and part of it is simply being here and available when I expect you. And yes, as you can tell, I’m a bit of a slob. That’s what I need you for.”

“But right now, I need to show you off.” I was out of my comfort zone, but isn’t that what being a sub is really all about? Not just ticking off the boxes that affirm my kinks, but about going into new, uncharted territory, guided by a woman with a strong hand who I trusted to lead me safely back to familiar ground?

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, then caught myself on the screen.

“Everyone, this is steven. He wrote to me the other day and  begged to come here and help clean up. I admired his daring, but I also was just a wee bit annoyed that he assumed I was in such terrible shape that I needed his help.” As she spoke, Mistress Raven fondled my cock through my panties; that’s when she noticed the ring. She pulled the panties aside and then gave me a harsh look before slapping my chest, right on my nipple. “Did I say you could wear a cock ring? I know I didn’t, and you should have asked. I want a man who can control himself, and if he wears a cock ring, it’ll be at my behest. She eased it off and then tossed it amidst the clutter; there was little chance I’d find it again.

“I’m sorry,” I said. I’d been looking at her but made the mistake of turning toward the screen. I blushed, then watched everything I did transmitted back to me.

“It’s okay this one time. Make sure it doesn’t happen again!” Then she turned and gave a megawatt smile to the masses. “My naughty little slaveboy—I mean, potential slaveboy,” she corrected herself with a deep laugh, “came here today to get my living room organized for a photo shoot and so far has done a wonderful job. But I think I should leave this up to you. I’m going to set up a poll and over the next week, you will vote on whether you think steven should become my new houseboy. What do you think, steven?”

My first thought, of course, was that I was horrified. I didn’t want men who were probably jealous to be able to have a say in whether I got to serve Mistress Raven. Then I chastised myself. You can’t start out questioning your mistress! So what I said was, “I’m honored to be in your home and appear on your site. I know that I have the organizational skill and true devotion to keep your home in tip-top shape and running smoothly.” I paused, not sure if she wanted me to go on.

“What about the pussy-eating skills?” she asked, then  laughed at my stricken expression. It wasn’t that I was bad at going down on women—quite the opposite, in fact. But again, this wasn’t what I had expected; I guessed it was some sort of test. Could the houseboy be trained—and tamed—for the masses?

I took a deep breath and said, “Spread your legs and I’ll show you.” It was a gusty move, but I had a feeling it just might work. She was getting me worked up, and she knew it. My submissive tendencies were warring with my horniness and my need to be the best.

“Not so fast, houseboy,” she said. I had apparently lost the privilege of being called by my name. Even dressed in her tank top and jeans—the slippers had gotten kicked off somewhere along the way—Mistress Raven was still a stunningly hot goddess. My anger only served to make me more excited, so when she tugged the thong upward, I let out a small whimper, but loud enough that I hoped the viewers might hear.

“We’ll see about that,” she said, and she wasn’t looking at the camera. She pushed me down to the ground, my knees rubbing against papers and pens and who knows what. I didn’t care. “Put your hands behind your back,” she ordered. I did, and she stood, brushing her knee along my chest as she shimmied out of her jeans. Her pubic hair had been shaped into the pussy equivalent of a Mohawk, one strip down the front, dyed bright red, an unusual touch that my former punk rock roots appreciated.

She tossed the jeans aside, probably for me to launder later, and spread her legs. But when I leaned forward to taste her, she pushed me aside. “Wait your turn,” she said, and I stared, focused on staying in place, while she stroked herself for the eye of the camera. When she finally ordered me to eat her, I resisted going full force and slowly worked my way along her creamy slit. She was salty, tangy and eager. I found myself going into a  Zen mode once again as I merged my mouth with her sex. This, too, was utterly unexpected. Her website had led me to believe that she didn’t get intimate with clients, though maybe to her this didn’t count as intimacy.

For me, it did, in a major way. The feel of my lips and tongue against her slippery sex, having my face surrounded by her pussy, getting myself messy with her juices when I’d planned to be cleaning, was a high point of my life. I’d been with dominant women before, but never without some kind of script. She was treating me like I was hers to do with as she pleased, and the more she did, the more that’s who I became. Mistress Raven occasionally picked up my face and showed me off. She kept me down there for a good half hour, so she must have liked it. When she was done, my cock was practically ready to spurt, but she sent me off and told me time was ticking to get her place ready for the shoot.

I debated jerking off, which she hadn’t explicitly banned, but still, it was my first day, and still, technically, my audition—though from the way Mistress Raven had come—three times, no less—I had a feeling I was going to pass. I washed off my face and then, like I was on some drug, sped through the rest of the chores. I stacked more papers in boxes, dusted, mopped, vacuumed, and emptied the sink. By the time she emerged, this time in a little black dress and five-inch black heels, I was prepared…save for the precome that had inevitably leaked onto her thong.

“Well, steven, I think you are going to need to wash that thong before you return it to me. I will need you here tomorrow night at the same time, and after that, you will be on call. I will be having you work on various cleaning and organizing tasks. Naked. And you will be filmed so I can observe you even when I’m not here. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. I knew I’d have my work cut out for me, and that in all likelihood my tasks would be equal parts scouring and sex, but I didn’t mind. I’d finally found a woman who challenged me, who would keep me on my toes, and who, if I were lucky, would let her houseboy turn into a permanent fixture.






THE UNHAPPY TABLE

Lee Ash

 

 

 

 

 

I’m not happy being a table.

Kneeling on the floor with my bare arse held high in the air, my naked back is as straight as I can make it. My genitals hang beneath me, unseen and forgotten. The muscle of my anus is exposed, available and ignored. I keep my head down with my long, dark hair covering my face like the fringe of a tablecloth.

But I’m not happy being a table.

Especially not today.

I can see that my mistress has brought a colleague home, although from this position I can see nothing more than their ankles. Her elegantly booted feet walk blithely past me, stepping dangerously close to my knuckles where they are buried deep in the carpet pile. Her colleague is female, and judging by the style of her stiletto ankle boots, she is as fetishistic as my mistress. The black leather is ornately laced with fine chains of silver link. They tinkle musically with each step.

“Who’s this?” the colleague asks. Her voice shows no  intrigue, no trace of shock or revulsion. My mistress has either prepared her, or the pair of them are on the same depraved wavelength. Studying the colleague’s ankle boots, I strongly suspect the latter.

“That’s just the table,” Mistress says.

I feel as though I have been dismissed and diminished by the hateful epithet. As I said, I’m unhappy being a table.

“Wine?”

“If that’s what you’re having.”

Their banal conversation travels over my head. From the corner of my eye I see the colleague rest heavily in the leather chesterfield that sits alongside me. I notice that the woman is wearing dark stockings and a short skirt. My position on the floor affords me a view of the tops of her legs and I can feel the familiar pulse of a dark excitement touching me. My unnoticed erection begins to stiffen.

“Do you mind if I smoke?”

“I don’t care if you burst into flames,” Mistress replies. Then she laughs at her own timeworn line. Her voice is distant as she asks, “Are you hungry?”

From the way the colleague’s body is moving, I guess she is shaking her head. The length of a menthol cheroot drips from the overmanicured fingers of one hand. “Only for you,” she replies. “Why? Are you having something?”

“No,” Mistress tells her. Her voice is coming nearer and I can hear the icy chime of glasses tinkling together as she approaches. “I’m planning a sexual marathon tonight and I don’t want to attempt it on a full stomach.”

Their sultry laughter thickens the air’s electric atmosphere. Mistress flops onto the chesterfield beside her colleague and drapes a casual arm around the woman. Reaching toward me, she places a cool, long-stemmed wineglass on each of my  shoulder blades. I hold myself rigid, not wanting to cause embarrassment by allowing them to fall. I’m also bracing myself because I know exactly what is going to happen next.

It is impossible to remain silent when she places the frigid base of the chilled wine bottle on my back. The intense cold is like a slap. Frosty tendrils scream in every direction along my naked flesh. Drawing a ragged breath around my guttural cry, I try not to hold myself too still, aware that such exertion is likely to make me tremble.

Glancing sideways, I see that Mistress’s hand is resting on the colleague’s stocking-clad thigh. Her fingers inch slowly upward as she talks about the journey, and the weather, and a thousand and one other banal things that detract from her sexual intentions.

Bitterly, I realize that my Herculean efforts have gone unnoticed. Naked, available and vulnerable, I am struggling to impress and being ignored by both women. The thought increases my hardness.

“Do you have an ashtray?”

Mistress’s hand moves away from the colleague’s leg and she reaches to the arm of the chesterfield. I stiffen, already one step ahead of what will happen. It comes as no surprise when I feel the cool porcelain being placed on my naked buttock. But still, an ever-so-slight tremor shivers through my body. My nipples are rock hard and throbbing with the need to be touched. My erection is a straining length of solid flesh; my balls are a tight sac of unsated agony. And all of this sexual heat is a stark contrast to the frosted flesh of my back.

“Are we drinking that wine? Or is it just an ornament for your table?”

Mistress laughs softly and eases herself away from the colleague. Taking the bottle from my back, I hear her tug the cork  away with effortless strength. The soft popping sound is close to my ear and again I struggle to remain rigid and perform my duties as a table.

She fills the glasses with a careless hand, pouring the wine haphazardly. Splashes spill against my body, threatening to entice shivers from my chilled flesh. Mistress returns the bottle to the small of my back and lifts the two glasses in one hand.

I hear the pair toast each other, and the expected satisfaction of their evening together. And, all the time, I fight my body’s furious urge to rebel. The clinking of glasses, and the intimacy of their shared laughter, alludes to a furious passion bubbling between the pair of them.

“Where was I?” Mistress asks, placing her hand against the colleague’s inner thigh.

“A couple of inches farther up, as I recall,” the colleague laughs.

From the corner of my eye, I can see that the brazen visitor has hoisted her skirt higher. The tops of her stockings are clearly visible. The milky-smooth expanse of her inner thigh is being pressed by Mistress’s inquisitive fingertips. Their bodies are intimately close and, although I can’t see their faces, I know they are kissing. I can imagine Mistress’s tongue hungrily exploring her colleague’s mouth and I can picture the colleague responding eagerly to my Mistress’s divine embrace. The mental image is too stimulating and I am grateful for the ice-cold bottle that nestles on my back. It manages to cool the rising heat of my arousal.

“Let me get rid of this and make myself comfy,” the colleague declares. Easing herself out of my mistress’s arms, she pushes her cigarette toward my back and squashes the end into the pottery.

For an instant I am stung by the poignant heat radiating through the ashtray’s thin base. It is almost impossible not to  squeal under such duress, but somehow I accomplish this amazing feat. Sweat speckles my brow. My muscles tremble through the exertion of remaining motionless. And, once again, they ignore my attempts to please. This hurts more than the smoldering heat against my buttock.

I hear the colleague drain her glass of wine and drop it carelessly to the floor. “Now I have both hands free for you,” she tells my mistress, nestling back into her embrace.

“That’s not how I usually like my women,” Mistress chuckles softly.

“It’s the only way you’re having me,” the colleague says. Her sultry tone is suddenly as hard as tempered steel. The fact that she has taken umbrage at Mistress’s comment is clear in the sudden decisive shift of her ankle boots. “Remember, I’m not one of your submissives. I’m your equal. I’m not one of your pieces of furniture, to be kept trodden underfoot.” As if to emphasize her words, I hear the soft murmur of the silver chains as she raises her legs. With no regard for my feelings, the heels of her boots press harshly against my bare back.

It is forbidden for me to make any sound or protest but this sudden, unexpected punishment brings me close. Whilst her boots appear polished and well cared for, I can feel the abrasive scratch of the weathered heels as they scour me mercilessly. My breath is snatched in dry, shivering gasps. My excitement heightens inexorably. My erection strains with poignant urgency.

“That sounds like fighting talk,” Mistress murmurs. Anything she says after this is lost beneath the wet squelch of kissing lips. From the corner of my eye I see Mistress’s fingers inch higher up her colleague’s leg.

“I am in no mood to fight,” the colleague announces. “But if you want to punish someone, take it out on your table. I’m here to enjoy myself, exactly the same as you.”

It is becoming more of a struggle to remain still. The weight of her feet is punishing, intolerable. More than that, an excited need is rising inside my loins as I realize what the evening may hold. The colleague has already suggested that Mistress should punish me. Suddenly I can picture my involvement in this evening taking on a much more animated role. Mental images of their hands, delivering slap after slap to my arse, spark the embers of my arousal. My vivid imagination allows me to feel each punishing blow as they strike again and again. I can almost picture the tips of their fingers landing dangerously close to the puckered ring of my anus and the sensitive bulge of my sac.

The prospects are intoxicating.

My mistress usually prefers her companions to be submissive but occasionally, very occasionally, she spends some time with an equal. I have only witnessed one of these evenings before and that night left me weary with voyeuristic excitement. The pair had gone at one another in a furious frenzy of ferocious fucking. Their lovemaking had been a harsh, barbaric battlefield, brutal and unrelenting. After their titanic clash, they had collapsed, spent and weary. The thought of witnessing such vehement passion once again leaves me scared and thrilled in the same moment.

And inexorably hard.

Mistress drains her glass and throws it somewhere near my ankles. She pushes the fingers of one hand beneath her colleague’s skirt, the other fondles the woman’s breasts through her skimpy top.

The colleague writhes excitedly beneath Mistress’s touch. Her heels dig harder into my flesh as she presses, shifts, turns and urges my mistress to continue.

For an instant I am touched by a spark of envy as I see how much pleasure the colleague is enduring. Mistress has torn the woman’s top open, spilling her breasts into the cups of her  waiting hands. The tips of my mistress’s fingers squeeze and roll the fat nubs of her colleague’s taut nipples. She pushes her mouth over one stiff nipple and the colleague gasps, then shrieks.

I empathize with her startled cry, having felt Mistress’s bite against my own bare chest on many previous occasions. Mistress has a punishing way of using her incisors and I had quickly learnt to avoid enduring it, unless it was necessary.

“Bitch!” the colleague gasps.

Mistress laughs against the woman’s flesh and slides from the chesterfield. With some relief, I feel her snatch one of the colleague’s ankles away from my side as she positions herself between the woman’s legs.

“Maybe I am a bitch,” my mistress growls. “But I’m the bitch you want tonight, aren’t I?”

“Maybe,” the colleague sneers. Her tone gives no brook to any real concession. “But I only want you on my terms.”

I dare to glance sideways and watch the woman grab a fistful of Mistress’s hair. The woman pushes my mistress’s face down between her legs. I know that my mistress’s mouth is pressed against the sodden gusset of this woman’s panties. Mistress’s protests are muted by the colleague’s thighs and crotch but her outrage is as clear as the crystal wineglasses the couple have discarded. The tip of the remaining stiletto heel on my back stabs sharply into my flesh.

Without thinking, I cry out.

Neither of them hears me. Their attentions are elsewhere.

Mistress tugs at the woman. Her fingers grasp at the soft flesh of the colleague as she tries to pull herself free. The woman holds my mistress firmly, gripping her hair and squeezing remonstrative grunts between the wet slurps.

Knowing my mistress too well, I can imagine she is preparing to bite the sensitive flesh of the woman’s inner thigh.

The colleague releases Mistress with a furious roar. She pushes her head back and thrusts my mistress away and into me.

I almost tumble beneath the sudden, unexpected weight of Mistress falling heavily into my side. The wine bottle topples, rolling frostily against my warm flesh and soaking me with cool Chianti. It is easier to control the shocked cry this time, but not much.

The pair continues to ignore me. They are staring at each other, their eyes ablaze with furious passion. The colleague steps from the chesterfield, defiantly meeting the challenge of Mistress’s cool gray eyes. I lower my gaze, aware that I am the table and should not be watching with such lurid and prurient interest.

They kiss again, this time taking the battle to their mouths. Their tongues entwine and, at the same time, I realize they are busily wrenching the clothes off each other. Cries of protest and bitter words of rebuke fire their exchange as each tries to reinforce her superiority. From my position on the floor, I watch Mistress’s jeans join the colleague’s rent blouse in a discarded heap. As bras are removed and discarded, I dare to risk another glance upward and watch the two women slide their near-naked bodies together.

Mistress squeezes her colleague’s arms as the colleague buries scarlet fingernails into my mistress’s bare buttocks. The pair continue kissing; their lips locked together in furious and passionate exploration. Now the colleague is only wearing stockings and panties, and I have to concede that she looks infuriatingly desirable. Not for the first time, I silently congratulate my mistress on her sensible choice of partners. Mistress is already wearing her strap-on and the rigidity of her length reminds me of my own unbearable hardness.

“We can fuck together,” the colleague hisses. “But I won’t let you use me.”

“You’d use me if I gave you half a chance,” Mistress observes shrewdly.

The colleague sniffs. “That’s my prerogative.”

Mistress moves quickly. She already has one leg between the colleague’s, teasing the woman with the rounded end of her strap-on cock. It’s a simple matter for Mistress to topple the colleague. The pair cling together as they fall to the floor. I watch as they roll over and over, both struggling to take the dominant position on top. Their furious curses echo from the walls of the room. The mounting passion that fuels their cries fills the air with an electric charge that tickles hairs on the back of my neck.

And my erection has never been harder.

As I watch them roll back and forth I realize I have missed the moment when it happened. Instead of writhing in a futile struggle for control, they are now fucking. Mistress’s length has slipped easily into the gaping wetness of the colleague’s pussy. As they continue to roll, they slide eagerly and hungrily together. Their cries have become less combative and more indulgent. The battle for dominance seems to have lost its importance as the need for satisfaction sweeps over them.

The pulse of my excitement beats like a hailstorm. I watch them vent their passion on each other in a jubilant, frenetic splendor. They are pumping and pushing with a rabid abandon that leaves me breathless with envy.

I’m unhappy being a table. If I was not a table I could touch myself. I could place a cool fist around the burning heat of my erection. It would take little more than two swift strokes to bring myself to climax. The lightest caress would be enough to send my body into paroxysms and I could share Mistress’s joy from my solitary, submissive position. But I am a table and because of that simple fact I can’t touch myself.

I can only watch and hold myself steady, should they need to use me.

The intensity of their battle has not abated. I watch Mistress tug the colleague’s hair so that their mouths are pressed together. The colleague rakes her fingernails against my mistress’s chest.

Mistress retaliates by biting into the woman’s kiss until she screams.

All the time, they are sliding their bodies together, celebrating their bitter union in an exultant display of carnal savagery.

They roll closer to my head, allowing me a more detailed view of their intimacy. With the pair of them only inches from my face, I can see every nuance of their coupling. Mistress’s long, thick strap-on—the one she has used on me so many times—glistens wetly with the copious spoils of her colleague’s moist pussy. The colleague’s labia are stretched and flushed with glorious, wet arousal. She raises and lowers herself repeatedly onto the strap-on’s shaft. I see that the colleague has snaked a hand around to cup my mistress’s buttocks and is gripping her cruelly hard. In an act of self-defense, Mistress squeezes the colleague’s breast with torturous determination.

“I’m coming,” the colleague hisses. She spits the words as though they are a testament to some failure.

Mistress’s features are etched into a delighted grimace. “So am I.”

They scream at one another as mutual pleasures tear through them. Mistress’s eyes seem to lose their focus for an instant as she gazes warmly at me. It is a touching moment that makes my service seem worthwhile. Then she is lying on the floor in a spent heap. The colleague collapses alongside, a grateful sigh shaping her breath.

I try not to stare at them, wishing I could have enjoyed more  of their glorious passion but not daring to let them see that much in my expression. It’s bad enough that my erection will be giving away the truth of my excitement.

“Should we continue this upstairs?” Mistress asks.

The colleague smiles lazily up from the floor. “That sounds like a good idea.” She rolls away and, together, the two women drag themselves to their feet. My mistress turns the light off as they leave the room.

Alone in the darkness, I listen to the sounds of boots as they climb up the wooden steps to my mistress’s bedroom.

I’m not happy being a table.

I’d much rather be a footstool.

Sometimes, Mistress takes a footstool upstairs to her bedroom.






I’LL DO IT. FOR HER.
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They don’t realize it’s a part of me, because to them, I’m the big bad dominant. I’m the one with the savage whip, the tight leather, the chains, the one who teaches how to hurt without damaging, how to demand without asking. I’m the one they gather around at the dungeon parties, watching me torment and stroke and spank and whisper and shout some pretty little demo model into an orgasmic puddle before they go off to their own fantasies.

My woman is proud to be with me. I see her smile at the people when they talk to her at my classes, at my performances, because they don’t know, even the ones that think they do. Nobody would recognize me when I’m with her, under her.

When I’m there, something changes.

There’s nothing formal about it—no collar, no kneeling, no safewords or “Mistress” this or “Goddess” that. There are words, later, but it starts in the dark, in the gray light from the streetlamp that turns our skin from brown and peach to silver  and ivory, simply lying and cuddling, like any couple, skin to skin, our hands idly tracing and caressing the soft dips and rise of flesh.

There is a minor bit of negotiation, there. A simple curl of her finger, so that instead of a soft fingertip it is the hard sharpness of her nail that is dragging down my back. That’s all; in that one short test of pain on skin, I have a choice.

Sometimes that choice is to grab her wrist and stop the pain. To take her roughly, asserting my dominance. She loves that, my hands pulling her hair back hard as my cock slams into her cunt from behind. I love the way her voice screams my name, hoarse and begging, Harder, harder…

Yeah, sometimes that’s the way it is, and it’s good.

More often, though, that nail dragging down my flesh is answered by a hissing breath I draw in, and my body tenses, curls, but not away, no, I curl toward the pain she wields. My eyes shut, because I am, even now, a little embarrassed at how much I want this, but that’s all okay, because at that moment I will do it. For her.

A particularly low and evil chuckle of satisfaction comes from her throat, and she begins to make me dance for her with nothing but her fingernail. Run it along my inner thigh, and my legs part for her; draw it across my chest, my torso lifts, spine arching up, a small cry offered as she flicks my hard little pebble of a nipple. Down my stomach, I know where it’s going, and even as my breath hollows it out, trying to escape, I am also lifting up, questing. Sometimes she gives me what I want. She digs in right next to my balls, in that little hollow where my legs meet my groin, and gives me the pleasure of that hidden spot. Other times she stops just short, and if I peek, I see her smile at the expression of frustrated lust on my face.

She loves making me want her to hurt me more.

I crave this pain she gives me, but it’s more than that—I crave the person she becomes. As she lifts on her elbow, over me, her heavy breast pressing against my chest, she lets out the growling laugh I love, and it trails into a satisfied hum as she watches me drink in the pain.

Or maybe what I crave is the person I become. I don’t know; we never really talk about it, it just happens, there in the dark with my cock harder than it ever gets in other sex play. What I know is that when she pushes my hands over my head, there’s no rope necessary to hold them there. There are no leather straps holding back my muscles. There’s not even the need to whisper a command; I know what she wants, and it is her will that keeps my arms up there, her will that I struggle against, my biceps shaking with the effort of not drawing my arms down to protect my vulnerable body.

The body I spread for her.

She takes big handfuls of it—gripping my chest, hard, digging in like claws, and I take it. She rests each fingertip, one by one, low on my thigh, and rakes them upward. My leg jerks up, spasming, the desire for self-preservation battling with the desire for pain, the desire to do it all for her. I keep it open—it hurts, but that’s just a warm-up; it takes a lot more pain for me to actually close my legs—but I know she loves that twisting, writhing dance.

She’s wet, no, her pussy is sopping, and she takes my scratched and sensitized thigh and forces it between hers, letting me feel that hot slickness, and I give her more—I push, grind my knee against her clit, and it’s so fucking good I could almost come right then along with her. Sometimes she just grabs my leg and rides it, using my body for her pleasure, forcing her tit over my face, letting me find and suck her nipple, eager and hard. I can’t breathe, and I love that, too, as she takes my  body and my air, and I’m feeling her shudder as she comes.

It’s a mixed blessing for me—I love to make her orgasm, whatever way I can, but afterward, it hits her like a shot of adrenalin. Some women climax and then get all sleepy and cuddly. Not my woman; when that wet cunt gets going she wants more. She grabs me by the back of my thick black hair and yanks my head up. “Suck my clit now!” she hisses, and I move for her, my beautiful pain-filled body moves, coming up on elbows and knees, ass high up in the air, face down between her legs like a starving dog with a bone. The minute my mouth wraps around her clit and sucks, I feel it shoot through her like a lightning bolt. Oh, god, yes.

I suck. I lap, I flick, I nibble, I gnaw. Occasionally I assert a little—my tongue comes out for a long lick from the top of her clit to the bottom of her pussy. I know that makes her hot, but it’s a maddening, teasing stroke, and she growls at me to “Suck my clit, goddamnit, make me come!” One hand in my hair forces my face deeper, again taking away my breath, grinding her clit against my chin or the bridge of my nose, while my tongue works furiously, desperate to please her. Her other hand grabs my sac, cupping it and digging the nails in again, squeezing the soft roundness, so different than her hand on my cock.

She used to be gentle. Most men she’s known are squeamish about their balls, like they are soap bubbles that will burst if you so much as bump them. But my balls are hers, now, and so she twists and pulls down, then up, hard, like she was using them as the handle to lift my ass, and her nipples are like razors as I—oh, Jesus—feel her come again. Her orgasm translates into a vise grip yanking down, harder as the waves pass through her.

I take the pain for her—no matter how much, how hard—but I’m not a young man, and sometimes in the face of it my spirit is thrilling but my flesh is meek. “Get on your back,” she orders  in that dusky alto voice I love, and I twist around and down even as she comes up, my curly beard brushing the insides of her knees. I know she’s looking down at my cock, not as hard, my hips lifting, asking, pleading for more. My eyes are open now. I love the smooth curve of her ass over me, seeing the folding layers of her pussy, dark with the soft hair and shadowed lips.

I know she’s going to make me hard again. She’s going to suck my cock, but I’ll get hard in spite of, not because of it. She circles the base with her fingers, scooping up under the balls, her hand turning into a tight little cock ring with thorns where her nails meet, pinching hard. Her ass lowers, slightly, and I utter my first actual word since we started: Yes…

Now it’s the time for her words. “Oh, you want it, slut?” I don’t respond, but my cock pulses in her hand. “You do, don’t you…my little manwhore, want to put that tongue in my ass, don’t you?” I’m writhing now, and my shaft thickens in her grip, as she lowers her hips, slowly. My neck strains as I try to lift my mouth to meet her, but she has my arms pinned and writhing under her knees like electric cables searching for ground.

She’d never had a man rim her before me—never thought to ask, never realized how insanely intimate and overwhelming the feeling of my warm mouth across her anus could be. I introduced her to it bit by bit, nibbling along either side of her asscheeks, coming closer and closer with every nip to that forbidden center line…and then I had jabbed my tongue down, quickly, delicately, and touched her there, and she was hooked.

There is no delicacy here, no subtle foreplay in this night air where she is queen. She grinds her ass down over my face and lets me struggle to lick her fast enough, her hips grinding, ass and pussy and clit and back again, sometimes pausing at one or the other to let my tongue devote some extra attention. This isn’t about coming for her, not anymore—this is the sheer joy of  domination, of taking exactly what pleasure she wants from my body, from her man.

I love the way she sucks my cock. I’ve heard women say they do it just to please the man, but I’m a lucky one, because she loves to suck cock. She loves everything about it, the thickness between her lips, the musky salt of precome, the way the veins tense and pulse under her tongue. She loves it when my hands are in her long wiry hair, pushing deep in her throat, choking her, fucking her mouth until she’s so overcome with it that I’m no longer driving the long glistening inches into her, she’s pumping her mouth on me, faster and faster, trying to bury her nose in the soft curls at the base. It’s not a submissive act then, not at all. She is a gourmand of hot succulent cock, and she feasts on my pleasure.

When I’m hers, though, when I’m doing it for her with my tongue back there and my hips twisting under her grip, there is no concern for my pleasure. My cock is hers, and as she grinds on my face it leaps in her hand, back to rigid attention. I hear her chuckle at the helplessly eager little soldier before her teeth close over it.

Pain. The pain of her teeth closing just under the ridge of the head, her tongue lapping at the crown. Some men can’t stand to have that area consistently stimulated. I was surprised the first time I found out I was one of them, when I heard myself cry out “Stop!” There’s a reason those “how to give a hand job” classes tell students to stroke it lightly.

When she doesn’t, you find out how it feels to be a domly dom screaming into her pussy, before your tongue tries desperately to distract her into doing something, anything else.

She’s not distracted easily—but that’s the way this game is played between her and me, with the interplay of unyielding pain, unbearable pleasure and unquestionable dominance. She  lifts her mouth from me. “That’s it, whore, lick that ass like a good little slut while I suck your cock. Be a good little toy for me, baby, that’s the way.” I growl my frustration, because I hate the words, I hate how much I want to give myself, I hate to surrender.

But I do it, for her. And when her mouth closes again over my cock, I feel her teeth scrape along my glans. She plants little nips down the side or draws one of my balls into her mouth and presses it hard against the roof of her mouth. Her fingernails claw new red trails across my thighs and my growls turn into moans and shrieks buried in the crevice of her pussy and ass.

She grinds out a few more orgasms against my face, coating it with the wet juices of her pussy, until my beard shines obsidian in the dim light from the window. I am her man now, her slut, her whore, and it is her choice which way we go from here.

There’s a nice purple harness with a big black cock attached to it in the drawer next to my bed, a thick black silicone-veined dildo that I can barely fit my mouth around, much less my ass. I never understood her so well as the first time she was standing behind me, grinding her hips into my ass. She reached down and pushed, forcing my face into the blankets, my arms outstretched. It is a heady, helpless place to be, prostrate before your lover and offering everything, anything, to her cock. Such a joy it was when she learned not to be gentle, to just grab my hips and fuck me hard. Sometimes she fucks me straight, just filling me, and sometimes she gives that little lift in her feet to push the thick head of the dildo across my prostate. If she’s letting me jack off then, it sends me over the edge, thick white come shooting over the sheets.

Most of the time, though, she wants my cock in her. She wants it deep in her cunt, wants me to explode inside her. So she grinds down harder on my face, her nipples sliding along  my torso, moving back and forth, across lips and tongue. Her hand still holds my cock, her head rests next to it as it grows and pulses, her other hand playing an occasional arpeggio of scratches, pinches, strokes. She’s focused on her cunt, though, on that sweet spot on my face where she can press down, her clit mashed up between my mouth and her pubis. When she finds it, her movements get smaller, more finessed, building. She pulls my cock brutally even as she pushes down harder on my face, letting herself get closer and closer before she can’t stand it anymore and shouts, “Fuck me now!”

I do. I roar up from under her like an earthquake. My hands flip her over and pull her hips down like she is made of cotton candy fluff. Our eyes shine in the dark, predatory and fierce, mad with the want of each other. Her legs lift gladly under my arms, but I push them even farther, leaning over her and grabbing her breasts with both hands, pulling her down onto my cock even as I thrust up, filling her. Her eyes are closed in sensation, and I slam beautifully down into her, pounding her cunt like a hammer on an anvil, every thud of our bodies pushing that orgasm deeper into spine, muscles, blood. She is a gorgeous rag doll now as we fuck, and I am the raging animal of lust she’s created out of pain and pleasure. Beautifully incoherent, she screams, “Yes, fuck me, fuck me!” and my growling roar builds, my cock growing, thrumming, impossibly deep inside her, and we are lost for a moment of forever.

When the breaths are calmer, she draws me up to her, a dark queen and a dominant man of many loves and stories. My breath is shuddering still, and she whispers softly, as I shake in her arms.

It’s okay, hon. I’m here. I’m here for you.

I need to hear that, need to know that this part of me that I can’t give anyone else is safe with her. When we’re at the club  next, or teaching a class of new kinksters how to tie each other up, there won’t be a glimmer of this man she holds trembling in her arms. I will be confident, direct, a master of my craft in black leather and silk. That is the secret we hold between us, the thing that no one, not even those who know, can really understand.

I’ll do it. For her.
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