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She couldn't see, the blindfold made sure of that.  The sound was like her fear.  Building one drop at a time, each drip falling into a pool of despair from which she saw no escape.  The July night air was warm and damp on her naked skin, but it didn't stop the involuntary shiver from rattling the chains binding her wrists up over her head fastened to something too high to reach.  Whatever was dripping was all over the floor giving her no choice but to stand tip toe in it, to try and ignore her situation.

She half laughed in panic.  Why did she accept his invitation to go for drinks after work?  She knew he was trouble, she knew his sort, and she knew she was playing with fire.  What was she thinking!?

It's not like she wasn't a strong confident woman who didn't know herself.  She exuded that quiet self-assured confidence that comes from having worked hard to get where you are in business while trying to raise a family at the same time.  She was no-nonsense at work, polite but aloof.  She had the striking beauty of a mature woman in her 40s who had taken care of herself over the years.  Her daily workouts had kept her lean and shapely.  Life had been kind to her in the looks department but she didn't dwell on it.  She wore her long dark brown hair tied up in a tight bun, but at home she would let it cascade down her back in luxurious waves.  Not that her husband seemed to notice anymore.

Her brown eyes danced under lush natural lashes, and if you looked beyond the beauty of her youthful face and full lips, you would see the quick mind behind them.  She kept herself in sensible business suits or high wasted pencil skirts and silk blouses.  On days like today when she had actually planned on meeting her friends after work, she wore a sensible knee length dress with strappy shoulders that were hidden while at work with a small sweater.  High heel boots were the rage, and she liked how they hugged her calves and gave her lift, it wasn’t about how they looked.

She most certainly did not flirt or act inappropriately at work.  So if she was so sensible, so had her shit together, what the hell had she been thinking when she blew off her friends and agreed to meet him?

If she was honest with herself, perhaps it was those dark brooding eyes, the way they bore into her, it was like they peeled away her clothes and left her standing there naked before him, all her insecurities and unfulfilled desires laid bare for his perusal.  His chiseled good looks and hard fit body gave him an air of confidence that reduced her to a puddle of conflicting emotions whenever he spoke to her.  She didn’t understand it, hated herself for it and tried to ignore them, she was after all married.  She tried to hide her emotions, her thoughts, but the one thing she could not hide were her pheromones, and like any natural born hunter, once he smelled his prey, he was relentless in his pursuit of the kill.

She knew on some level it was only a matter of time before he would attempt to lay claim to her.  Just the way he looked at her, god she wanted to smack that self-assured look off his face, but she wouldn't.  He never said or did anything inappropriate so what could she do?  Instead she would look away, blushing at words and intent unspoken.  She knew what he wanted, oh yes, but had not yet admitted it to herself. 

Things at home were stale at best.  Comfortable is perhaps the word.  Comfortable and routine and safe and mind numbingly oh God just slap me so I know I'm still alive boring.  The kids had grown up and moved on and her husband had settled into a comfortable life of securing the couch cushion with his behind every night.  His idea of a good time was a six pack and a good game of pro golf on the TV, leaving her alone with her thoughts and those thoughts she would not even allow herself to have.      

That is why when he pressed up against her from behind ever so gently this morning in the coffee room to reach for the sugar, she didn't move.  Actually, she couldn't move!  Her heart skipped, fluttered, and then came to a complete stop.  The smell of his cologne, subtle yet so masculine enveloped her.  He murmured a 'pardon me' as he pushed against her a little harder before pulling away, his voice like the black velvet of night drawn across the white silken landscape of a moonlit night.

He walked away and she didn't turn to look, frozen in place, breathing tiny little breaths to steady herself.  How dare he be so bold!  How dare he!  As she gathered herself, she felt her checks burn with embarrassment, or was it something else?  She was angry, but also...she liked it maybe a little, maybe more than a little…

A quick phone call home to say she was going out with the girls after work telling hubby to help himself to leftovers, and she was off.  She couldn't believe she was doing this but she felt reckless, wild, and alive with the risqué excitement he had awakened in her with one simple touch.  She felt the fool for drinking too much at the bar and when he offered to give her a ride she readily accepted.

His car was dark, sleek, and looked powerful, like him.  The leather seat felt so good on her skin flushed with the alcohol, her dress riding up under her allowing her bare thighs and bottom to make full contact.  She had left her panties in her purse earlier, feeling more than a little bit naughty doing so.  She had certainly never done such a thing when out with her husband.  Sitting down low in that car seat exposed a generous amount of leg, and she had left the conservative sweater at the office to expose the feminine beauty of her delicate shoulders.

She started to protest when he drove away from the direction of her house but he silenced her with a slight caress of his hand over her knee.  She was speechless.  They drove without speaking the entire way, Def Leppard's Hysteria playing quietly in the background.  The house was dark, by itself at the end of a quiet maple tree lined street with a large brick wall around it and a wrought iron gated entrance.  Old money. 

The car pulled in front of the house, hidden from the street and he shut off the engine.  Immediately he exited without a word and came to her side of the car.  It was so quiet, what a secluded neighborhood she thought as the car door opened and he extended his hand for her to take.   She was unsure, sitting there, feeling so very vulnerable as he looked down at her, like a mountain lion on a branch looking down at a helpless doe below.

Then she was out and into his arms, his lips pressed against hers, his tongue probing hers, forceful and sure of itself.  She swooned in his arms, oh God it had been years, so many damn years since a man had made her feel this way.  Had her husband ever made her feel this way?  His hands wrapped around hers and he lowered her arms to her sides, so gentle, so kind.  He stepped back away from her slightly; releasing her then slowly ran his hands up her arms to the top of her dress. 

Quick as a cat he grabbed the shoulder straps and yanked them outwards and down, the sound of fabric tearing mixed with her exclamation of shock as she felt the material settle at her feet.  She stood there naked, breasts quivering, nipples instantly hard, embarrassed and in disbelief as the night air moved over her skin, all of her skin.  More than a little afraid, she tried to cover herself, to move away, to just do something, she didn't know what.  She was reacting, not thinking, desperate to do anything to not be standing in this man’s driveway naked and exposed for the world to see. 

He grabbed her wrist, twisting her around and bent her arm behind her then the other one followed, grasping her wrists together behind her in a firm unyielding grip.  He pushed her up against the car hood and then stretched her over it, up onto her toes.  Slap, slap, slap! The crisp sound of his hand on her bottom reverberated loudly in the courtyard. 

“Ohhhhhh”, she cried out, “What are you do...Ohhhh”, Slap, Slap, Slap his hand was everywhere, turning her ass raw. She squirmed and squealed, trying to escape but all she could do was dance on the balls of her feet, face pressed into the car.  She choked out a ragged scream but he just continued, slower now, more methodical, one cheek then the other.  The initial frenzy was over, he had her helpless and he had her attention, and now the lesson would begin and it would be a very long lesson tonight indeed.

She sobbed helplessly not so much in pain as in shocked humiliation as his hand slowly but surely marked every inch of each buttock, each blow a crisp loud smack, her flesh jiggling and dancing to the beat of his hand.  He gradually slowed down, pausing each time to gently caress her bum cheek before slapping it again, extracting yet another whimper from her with each stroke. 

Ever so gradually he increased the duration between slaps until finally he stopped and just held her down.  The wind whispered over the lawn and tickled her exposed bum, sending shivers of fire over her skin as her body fought to sooth the tortured flesh of her behind.  She had no fight left in her and she lay quietly crying, but not from the stinging pain.  It was angry frustration at having this done to her mixed with burning shame at being punished and reduced to tears like an errant little school girl.

She felt his rock hard cock press into her bum through the rough material of his pants as he leaned over her, keeping his hand securely on her wrists.  He almost growled as he told her the night was just beginning; there was no escape, no one around to hear her, to just give in to what she knew she really wanted.  Pulling off her he stood back and allowed her to stand up.  She turned around and tried to defiantly look him in the eye but her bum still hurt god dammit and she couldn’t help but rub it!  She lowered her eyes feeling the wide world of the night all around her standing there buck naked, arms crossed over her chest and cunt, subdued, and unsure.

“Lower your arms”, he said.  She hesitated then lowered them, palms at her sides.  What must he think of me, no panties, no bra, I was just being secretly naughty for myself, and now look at me! Look her up and down he did, slowly, a little smile on his face feeling her shame and insecurity coming off her in waves.

He stepped to her and produced a black silk scarf from his pocket.  She felt so exposed, naked and on display while he remained fully clothed, it was making her feel so vulnerable.  Why was she feeling this way, she was normally a strong-willed woman, yet this man had in a few excruciating long minutes turned her into a thoroughly chastised submissive girl!  She simply just closed her eyes as the scarf was wrapped around her head and firmly tied into place.  It was almost like a safe place for her, where she could hide in the darkness and pretend this wasn't happening.  Gently she felt him take her hand in his. 

“Come”. 

That's it?  One word?  This self-assured son of a bitch, she thought, he can't possibly think he can get away with this, but she followed, she didn't know what else to do.  It wasn't like she could run.  He was to strong, she didn't even know where she was, and no one seemed be around to help her.  She was confused yes, angry yes, scared yes, but on some level she couldn’t admit, perhaps she didn’t want to run.  It was better not to think and just obey him for now.  Jesus Christ her bum was so sore!  Carefully she followed his lead, step after step, her high heels clicking loudly on the cement walkway she couldn't see.  The clicking sound of her heels changed, softened and she knew she was in some sort of enclosed area.

She heard the clink and rattle of the chains before she felt them as he carefully wrapped them around her wrists, binding them together in front of her.  The sound of the lock clicking shut was like a bullet in the stillness of the night.  He slowly pulled on the chains stretching her up until her heels were just about to lift off the ground, legs and buttocks taught, the dark red cheeks of her firm ass seeming to glow in the moonlight.  Two children later and a life lived had not yet robbed her of her youthful beauty and she looked nothing short of magnificent stretched out, back arched slightly, breasts pushing outwards against the warm night air.

“I’m going to leave you here to think about what you really want while I go get comfortable” he whispered in her ear, sending goosebumps down her spine.  And then he was gone.  Only silence, only the sound of her heart threatening to beat itself right out of her chest.
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She jumped, letting out a small squeak, the chains rattling to remind her of her helplessness as his breath caressed the back of her neck.  She hadn't heard him come back, how long had she been tied up here?  Minutes?  Hours?  She didn't know.  She was lost in a sea of confusing emotions and was simply trying to stay calm.  She thought he was a decent guy if not a scoundrel, but she had never suspected she would end up naked and chained. 

She lost her train of thought as his voice whispered in her ear "I am going to make you let yourself go", his tongue flicked her ear lobe and he continued, "you will give in to your needs you have denied yourself for far too long, and you will beg me for more".  He nibbled on her ear and chuckled as she shook the chains, shaking her head in denial.

What the hell did this guy think?  I don't need to be shown anything, Oh god I just want to go home!  His body pressed into her back, Oh my God is he naked? Oh my, he is!  She felt the heat of him as he pushed against her, his hands wrapping around her body, rubbing her stomach, one hand drifting down towards her mound and the other roughly grabbing her left breast and pinching the nipple.  She let out an involuntary moan as he pinched it and then shuddered as his fingers found the wetness between her legs.

Oh my, I'm wet! What is the matter with me?  What am I doing? she thought as her legs parted of their own volition to accept his hand now roughly pulling up inside her, spreading her, probing her.

Suddenly he pulled away and she hung limp, breathless, chains digging into her skin, chest heaving, she felt the sheen of sweat over her back and chest, and worst of all she felt the evident wetness between her legs.  There was no denying it was there.  Silence, just the sound of the dripping, and her breathing, gradually slowing down.  Then the pressure was released from the chains and she was allowed to lower herself down onto the floor, onto her knees, weak with standing like that and weak from whatever was happening inside her.

She felt him in front of her and then so very gently he removed the blind fold.  She blinked and then looked into his eyes as he knelt before her.  Those dark eyes, pools of animal lust and cold calculated passion, they made her heart skip but she couldn't look away, she was mesmerized by him.  The lock clicked softly as it was unlocked and the chains dropped to the floor.  She rubbed her wrists, glancing at them, and then stole a quick look around her.

She was in a beautiful outdoor garden bathed in the moonlight.  A sunken hot tub lay off to the side, deep blue light shimmering from within its depths, surrounded by slate flooring and marble benches nestled within shrubs.  The sound of the dripping became clear as she spied a luxurious outdoor shower, large blocks of stone forming the back wall, and candles lit within sconces along the sides, the shallow puddle of water pooling at the base and outwards towards them.  The chains hung from a solid post and beam trellis wrapped in lush ivy with a large but innocuous hook screwed into the top arch.  If the chains and pulleys were not attached to it, you would never even notice it in the light of day.  She self-consciously hugged herself then nervously looked back into his eyes.

"You are not yet free of your inhibitions and so you shall not yet have freedom of choice" he said to her, his voice rough with barely contained emotion.  He showed her a coil of thin white cotton rope in his hand. 

She whispered “No, please”, but he ignored her, their eyes never breaking contact as he gently but firmly bound her wrists together in front of her.  As he snugged the knot tight she felt herself giving in.  She knew he was going to do whatever he wanted with her and she just could no longer, would no longer fight it.

She felt something stir inside her as she looked at him, as she felt her bindings, as she felt his manly dominance over her.  No she would not fight this.   She had agreed to drinks, she knew she was being naughty even doing that.  Why had she done that, why had she felt the need to remove her panties, what had she been looking for?  Was he right?  Was she yearning for something more than just harmless flirtatious fun over drinks to relieve the monotony of just getting through the daily struggle of life?

Her head was telling her to be afraid, she was after all naked and bound in the middle of this man’s garden, but her body seemed to be responding to him, her body was telling her that this felt... right?

He moved towards her and then wrapped his arms around her, under her, and then she was up, in his arms, oh his strong arms, and she felt herself let go.  Her mouth found his, and their lips came together, fervent, hungry, and desperate for the promise of pleasure and release.  He carried her over to a chaise lounge and lowered her onto it, climbing on top of her as he did so.  He kissed her fingers as he guided her bound hands up and over her head, accentuating the swell of her full breasts.

His mouth left a burning trail of fire on her skin as he traced an imaginary route down her neck, over her collar bone, circling her nipples before continuing on to her stomach.  Her breath caught as he pushed his face down between her legs and tasted her golden nectar, his tongue darting in and sending waves of pleasure through her.

She clenched her legs around his head as the orgasms first wave swept over her, making her cry out in desperation for more.  He rose up over her and placed his hands over her bound wrists and looked into her eyes as he pushed his manhood deep into her with one steady thrust.  Deeper still he went, and her body accepted him, welcomed him, begged him to come further, an animal passion unleashed inside her she did not know existed.

Her legs went up and locked around his waist and she bucked against him, shouting out for him to do more, harder, she was desperate to fill the need, the yearning that had gone unfulfilled all these long years.  Damn you she screamed, damn you for doing this she panted as wave after wave of her orgasm brought her to the very brink of sanity, her unbridled passion making her angry at what life had denied her and insatiable for more all at the same time.  

His cock filled her, the relentless pounding hard, fast, and steady, it went on for an eternity until she thought she couldn't take anymore.  One hand held her down, the other wrapped around her throat and he growled, cursing as he came deep inside her, pushing as far into her as he could and held it there.  His tongue danced with hers as his cock throbbed inside her, filling her with his hot seed.

Eventually he released his grip on her and held her tenderly.  They lay still, listening to the night; she could feel his heart pounding in cadence to her own as their breathing gradually subsided back to normal.  Reaching over her head she felt his hands over her wrists and the rope bindings slipped away as he gently caressed her face and then roughly kissed her one more time.  His mouth demanding and hers yielding.  He held the kiss a moment longer before moving his body away, pulling out and causing her to let out an involuntary moan at the sensation, his eyes locking with her own as he stood up.

He backed away from her to a tall decorative little table with a solitary stool a few feet away and stood there, never breaking eye contact with her.  "Now you are free, now only You can decide". 

With one hand he dropped something on the ground at his feet and then placed his other hand on top of the table.

Silence.

He waited, unmoving.  The sound of dripping water came back to her, sounding like a waterfall in the deathly silence around her.

What did he mean, what does he want from me?  She hesitantly rose to her feet, a little unsteady although for her, strangely unabashed at her own nakedness now.  She peered thru the moonlit night and saw a dress on the table top, very similar to the one left shredded on the driveway but obviously a new one and a set of car keys.  She then looked down and saw the white cotton rope coiled on the ground at his feet.  Back to the dress and keys then back to the rope, her eyes darted as her mind fought to clear the euphoric fog of recent pleasure to solve the question being asked of her. 

Then it hit her, the realization of the choice in front of her washed over her in a wave of both anger and embarrassment at being treated like this.    She could be the woman she was a few short hours ago, walk over proudly, stand tall, head held high and take her clothes and leave, pretending she didn't just get the fucking of her life.

Or...

She could embrace the passion this man had unleashed inside her, give in to her primal needs, throwing the confines of decorum dictated by society to the wind and accept the pleasure he would offer her served up on a bed of her submission.
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Arrogant bastard, she thought as she got down on all fours and crawled over to him to gather up the rope.  She knelt before him, held the rope up to him cupped in both hands and slowly raised her eyes to meet his...

The End.
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The Good Wife

By B.R. Saiph

Excerpt from the chapter: Needs

With spring came a new wardrobe for Marsha.  Only worn inside the house, and fleetingly on the little back patio behind the house, away from prying eyes and busy mouths, but that was fine by her.  These last months had made her feel sexy and in tune with her inner desires.  They’d emboldened her to embrace her true inner strength and all that it meant to be a strong, confident woman on a whole new level and she loved it.  Loved every bit of it.  The strength of John’s focus on her was intoxicating, the power of it almost had a dark allure to it and dressing in provocative clothing only heightened her sense of power and control as a woman in a world too long overshadowed by the whims of men.  She loved it, and she loved him for showing her how things could be.

Holding the hot mug of tea in one hand, inhaling in its deep rich aroma, her other hand pressed into and slid down the rough cotton of her black pleated skirt, rubbing it against the smoky grey tights she’d worn with it.  The ones with the thick embroidered patterns, running up and down her smooth legs, drawing his eyes from her feet to the hem of her skirt, hinting at the whispered possibilities hidden under it.  Her hand didn’t have to slide very far before leaving the pleated folds behind and carrying on down her taught thighs, the tights caressing her pale white sun starved skin with all it’s perfections and flaws (none), in a loving embrace.

She sat down with one leg crossed over the other above the knee, the one following the lines of the other perfectly, two slender limbs weaving his eyes into a tangled web of lust and yearning.  He walked over, bent to kiss her navel, pulling her white blouse up to get to it.  When his nose pressed into her soft milky skin he lost himself in her.  He ran his nose back and forth breathing in her scent, wiping his face side to side, kissing and dragging his tongue over her, little goose bumps dancing over her perfection, teasing him back.

He was ready to lose his mind.  In his wildest dreams, nightmares or anywhere in between, he could not have ever imagined that it was possible for a man to go this long without relief.  It was unnatural, immoral, ungodly, un-everything that was sane and civilised and following the rules of what was expected, anticipated, and even taken for granted as a natural order of things.  So yes, even knowing the possible consequences, he just couldn’t do it anymore.  That pleated skirt and tights and those pert little Mary Jane shoes had put him over the edge.

“Baby,” he said imploring her with one word, it had been so long, he was at his wits end.  He looked down, his voice trembling, barely containing his raging frustration as he said it, unable to meet her gaze with the intensity of his need.  Afraid to acknowledge it for fear of denial.

“OK,” she said.

He blinked. He blinked again. “What?”

“You have needs,” she said, “but you do realize, so do I?”

“Uh, yeah, of course I do, yes!” he was all in, whatever man, he just wanted to cum.

Breathing out slowly Marsha placed her cup down and once again smoothed her skirt out across her thighs, well aware of the affect it was having on him.

She paused, watching his eyes following her hands now resting on her knee, waiting until his gaze finally broke free, flitting over her arms, her breasts, finally coming to rest and locking into her own.

“I know you’re going crazy and think that you’ve been locked up for a long time, but you still don’t know yet what it is to truly put my needs above your own.” Marsha smiled coyly at him, loving the confused look on his face.

“But…” John moved his palms out and upwards in a questioning gesture. “I’ve been locked so long Marsha, and I’ve been so attentive to you, I don’t really know what you mean?”

“How convenient for you to not mention what an ass you became after the last time I allowed you to cum,” Marsha shot back at him, raising her eyebrow at him.

“Ah baby, you know that was just a misunderstanding.”

“No. No I don’t know that at all actually. However, I’m willing to give you some small measure of relief as a reward for trying so hard to be a better man for me.”

John wasn’t sure where this was going but he wasn’t going to mess with a good thing so he kept quiet.

“I noticed you haven’t been able to keep your randy eyes off my skirt and tights. Why don’t we see how desperate you truly are to cum, shall we?” Marsha paused expectantly.

“Yes, my God, anything!” John said unable to contain himself.

“Hmphh, we’ll see about that.” Marsha leaned back into her chair and looked him up and down. “Get naked.”

John took a half second to process then quickly tore his clothes off in eager anticipation.  Down to his birthday suit and cage he stood in front of her like a good soldier, his caged member bobbing against its confines in eagerness.

Marsha looked to the floor at her feet for a solid moment then back at him pointedly.

Even in his heightened state of arousal John was able to process her meaning and dropped to his knees in front of her, looking up at her with hunger and yearning.

“Oh crap, I need the key!” Marsha exclaimed covering her mouth at her outburst. “Hold on a minute, don’t move!” she giggled as she bounced up from the chair.

John didn’t dare, but he couldn’t help but turn his head to watch the pleats of her skirt bouncing up and down over her ass, giving fleeting glimpses of her upper thighs with every step.  A minute later Marsha sat back in her chair and crossed her legs, once again her stocking legs inches away from him.

All business like, she handed him the key. “Here, take it off.”

John took the key and fumbled with it in the lock, his hands shaking with excitement.  Pulling the cage off and placing it on the floor beside him, he looked up at her, ready to pounce.  He didn’t have to look down, he could feel his erection growing into a solid shaft of quivering expectation.

“Put you hands behind your back and hold them there,” Marsha said.  Noting the confused look on his face she continued. “You can rub yourself on my tights that you seem to like so much. If you are truly as desperate to cum as you proclaim to be, then I will expect a dirty mess on my legs rather shortly.”

“Ah babe come on,” John implored.

Marsha cut in, “Like I said, you still haven’t learned to truly put my needs above your own but if you insist on giving in to your carnal instincts and rutting like an animal then you can ruin yourself on my tights, or you can lock back up right now, your choice. Either way you have 60 seconds before I lock you back up.”

“But…” John said not quite able to focus with his cock raging towards the heavens in glorious freedom.

“59.”

“Baby, please!”

“58.”

John looked down at the thick wool tights covering her legs, moaning in frustration and panic he pushed his hips forward to rub the head of his cock onto their rough scratchy surface.

He could feel the tiny woolen hairs tickling and poking at him, individual points of irritation but together their myriad touch turning into a cacophony of minute pleasures, every one a story of need meeting harsh reality.  He needed to press his cock hard against her.  He needed to feel that tactile firm all enveloping pushback against his quivering head.  The reality was the opposite.

His hands behind him, there was no way of controlling all but the most basic movements of his shaft as it bobbed and skipped like a feather over her leg.  He felt like a half-drunk zombie as his hips pushed too and fro in a clumsy attempt to maneuver his swollen head into a position where it could jam itself against her and squeeze a desperate measure of release from the contact

Marsha for her part simply sat there, looking down at him with a smirk, savouring the heat within her that pulsed like an ember kissed by a breeze when he looked up from his floundering cock into her eyes.  His red face revealed his burning humiliation for his compulsion to dance to her tune like a mad dog for a scrap of meat.   Both aware of how he pathetic he looked, both fully aware that it was utterly and completely obvious that regardless of how he felt about it, he could not stop his own desperation from propelling him forward into his own personal pit of depravity.

“Come on lover, show me how badly you need this,” she purred.

“Baby, please, I can’t, it’s not…” he stammered.

“Mmmm, but I thought you liked my tights,” she teased.

He tried, he gave it his all, throwing himself into each and every stroke, like he was a stud pounding a movie star in a porno.  He tried.  In brief moments he almost pictured it, but he couldn’t escape the unaltered vision of what he was doing being seared into his mind directly from his own eyes.

He wanted to retain a measure of dignity, but she started tapping her foot against his balls, lightly but the shock of her touch was an electric jolt straight to his brain, snapping his focus instantly to her.

“3.”

“No, no, no!” he frantically murmured.

“2.”

“Nooooo.” His glazed eyes clearing as they darted madly around the room, as if looking for an alternate reality, an alternate ending to what was undeniably coming to an end.

“1.”

He whimpered, looking like a starving man who just had a thick juicy steak pulled from his hands, the blood and juices dripping from it to leave a trail back to the hand of the cruel bitch that just took it away.

“That’s enough.” Marsha’s foot stopped tapping and she fixed him with a no-nonsense stare.

“Ughhhh,” he growled at her, his rabid eyes shooting up to lock onto hers, saying a whole lot more than he would ever dare to.  He held himself still a moment, then slowly pulled his despondent cock away from her, the end dribbling the tiniest drop of precum.

They remained there in their respective positions, not moving, just staring at each other, her eyes pools of calm determination, his a swirling chaos of madness flickering in and out with each beat of his heart.

“Unsatisfying?” Marsha asked, then without waiting she said, “Maybe now you can imagine how I must feel, not having been properly fucked in so long, yes?”

“Shhh!” she pressed her finger to his lips as he was about to protest. “Sit still, and when you’re soft, lock it back up.”  She pushed his forehead back with her finger and sat back to look down on him imperiously.

He took a moment, remembering to close his mouth so he didn’t look like a slack jawed idiot, and then sat back further onto his haunches, realizing that he wasn’t going to cum today and that she had no intention of unlocking him for anything remotely resembling a reward.  It had all been a ploy by her to get him to reveal how desperate he was and now she knew.  He could act nonchalant all he wanted, he had just rutted like a mindless animal on her stocking clad leg at her bidding, and she bore witness to it all.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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