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Story One

Bryan In The Box


I saw Bryan in the box for the first time two months ago.

It had never occurred to me that there would be a place in this modern world where I could see a man tossed into a Plexiglas cage against his will. And then only to be forced to sit and watch his friends get pummeled while he stared helplessly.

Mind you, I had never been to a hockey game until last November.

**

The first time I saw Bryan in the box he was sitting with his elbows on his knees, staring forward with this sort of frustrated scowl. Of course, my ideas immediately went down darker, more erotic paths. I sat there imagining that the 6'2 man had been locked in an air-tight chamber, and every time he glanced up at the LED lights high above, he was looking at how much time he had left to breathe.

Hockey was far too stimulating. At least for this lifestyle dominatrix-vixen.

I won't deny that I knew virtually nothing about the sport. It baffled me. I just did not get the fascination, especially here in warm Southern California. In my line of work I do a lot of entertaining, and sports venues tend to be quite popular with clients. I had been to my fair share of baseball, basketball and even football games, but this was nothing like what I had expected.

They put Bryan back in the box two more times that night. The third time, I caught his glance just for a brief moment. He was oblivious obviously, but for reasons I imagined on my own. Far more interesting reasons.

Such as: the realization that for every minute he would spend in that box, he would be in the clutches of a dark, sadistic lover who watched him from the stadium. And he knew it.

That he went home on those nights; his eyes would be shut tight, body still sore, and he’d wait to accept punishment again for the penalty or crime he’d committed. She'd tie him down expertly and blindfold him, and then torture his already-bruised and beaten body. The adrenaline, still pulsing through his veins, would keep him alert enough to endure whatever she had in store for him.

He had bravery; the ability to endure brute physical torture, in some cases. Probably because he was an athlete; probably because deep down, all hockey players must be masochists. This I knew already.

A unique creature - the intense combination of masochist and performer. The desire for pain, battling with the desire to prove himself in front of thousands of strangers.

I remember that night well. I remember thinking, "Must. Date. Hockey. Player."

**

Of course, by the second game, my little penalty box fantasies were more complex. Bryan only ended up there one time, and he did it with quite a tantrum.  He nearly was thrown from the entire game. The whole time I kept thinking, "But put him in the box, put him in the BOX, at least!"

He was breathing so hard that I could see it, even through the massive padding they make them wear. I could see his chest heaving and the beads of sweat covering his face. He searched for water and could not find any, and then he pounded the glass. The referee or his teammates -- at what, I do not know. The poor penalty box “attendant” looked bewildered.

He stood, shifting on one foot, then to the next, hand on the glass. Waiting. Just watching the clock and waiting for the time to run down.

Oh, my fantasies grew much darker then.

I wondered why they didn't make the penalty box actually THAT - a penalty box. After all, if these men were to be punished for their digressions, wouldn't it be more interesting to do it in a way that made them weaker when they finally emerged to rejoin their teammates, rather than filling them with pent-up rage and fury?

Yes, that was my idea. A penalty box where they were actually punished. Shoved into the box for all to see, then strapped to a chair before a mere three seconds of the time clicked away. Not knowing what he had earned. Some weird, bizarre formula.

Instead of the stiff man in the suit in the box tending to him would be a latex-clad vixen, her hard nipples pressing through the black fabric (thanks to the freezing cold temperatures) and her hands covered with gloves.

She'd take Bryan and first remove his mouth guard, replacing it with a large, uncomfortable gag while he would strain to still watch what was going on out on the ice. After all, he needed to be alert and up to speed when the two minutes were up.

A quick removal of selected pieces of uniform, the application of a painful, burning gel to his genitals. A lap dance - of all things - where the ice queen straddles him and he cannot move, cannot see past her, can see nothing but her tight body in his face, her taunting smile. Feel her warm, inviting crotch teasing his body.

The erection would be painful and distracting. His eyes would again search for the clock, wanting it to end, desperately wishing it would never end. The gag making it nearly impossible to breathe, the feel of her breath on his face making it nearly impossible to think.

His body straining against tight leather straps made extra durable to handle the strength of the athletes, locked into timed slots that give way and free the victim just as there are two seconds left on the clock.

The penalty box would be a truly terrifying place. And sometimes, on those really brutal nights, two women would work it. They would work over the players until they were barely able to re-enter the game, left clumsy, disoriented, terribly frustrated and oh-so vulnerable.

Which, I suppose, is the true fascination for me. Submission to me is about surrender. About helplessness. About vulnerability. The first time I saw Bryan in the box, he was a caged animal. Restless. Powerful. Restrained, but not defeated. Infuriated, yes. The bondage essentially gave him more strength.

My fascination is with taking away all of that strength, leaving him vulnerable, and then dropping him back into that fierce, insanely cruel reality that is an ice rink.

And seeing how soon the poor boy could recover.

**

I knew there was no way I could make that fantasy a reality, of course. But in my evil, twisted femdom mind, I at least wanted to make some part of it a reality. So I thought, and thought, and thought. And I spent many sleepless nights thinking not only of the box, and what torture devices could be installed into it. It was like my own Batman episode, where I was Catwoman of the ice rink.

The compromise was probably far too simple. I phoned up Sarah, the woman who submits to me, my beautiful little slave girl. I phoned her up and dragged her away from her studies and told her she was going to a hockey game with me.

The season tickets my company owns are just a few seats away from the penalty box - that's how this all came to be. I should have told Sarah to dress warm, but in my femdom fury, it slipped my mind. Maybe unintentionally, who knows?

She was in a very short skirt and high heels, with a tight top that was low-cut. Her hair was down and slightly curled, her lips were painted red and she looked absolutely stunning. We operated in toned down dominant/submissive behavior, with me directing her by the wrist and her keeping her eyes down unless she was told to look at me. This, of course, just made me wetter. And the game had not even started yet.

Sarah had no idea what any of this was about. She sat politely, her knees together, with my arm draped around her shoulder casually. A few people looked our way, but I doubt many sensed any of the bisexual or power undertones. Most were just eager for the game to start.

I twirled locks of her hair in my fingers, nervous, as the first period came and went. Much to my dismay, everyone was well-behaved, including my bad boy Bryan. I was worried. What if the night came and went and no one was in the dreaded box? What if no one was to endure my torture?

I found myself willing them to get nasty with one another, urging them to stop slouching around and actually do something. Mind you, I was still learning the basic logistics of the game and the strategy of it all, so for the life of me I could not understand why everyone was so calm and collected.

Then, finally, it happened. And to my delight, it was Bryan. Slashing and roughing it up. I don't know what the penalties are called or what they mean. Hell, I actually used to think there was a penalty called "SITTING". After all, that's what it looked like to me when an opposing player plopped down onto a prone opponent.

For whatever reason, they were escorting my boy Bryan to the box. A referee on either side of him. And he looked pissed.

I was soaking wet.

**

They put Bryan in the box and he spit. He went for the water and drank it, and as much as I gazed at him and psychically sent him messages to just turn his head slightly and look my way, his eyes were fixed in front of him. The clock read 1:52 already.

Sarah was oblivious, watching the action on the ice. I put a hand on her knee and slowly, cautiously started to move it up, easing up her skirt. I felt her body tense, but she held on, so still because I was gripping her shoulder with my other hand in a way that told her not to move a single inch.

Even her breathing had already started to quicken. She knew she was in the middle of something now. I watched Bryan a bit, but watched her thigh as well, as more and more of her tender flesh was revealed. I was not even concerned about the men that flanked us on either side. Oblivious or not, they were not my concern. Should they see - so what?

My lips were close to Sarah's cheek, as I gazed at Bryan. The clock was at 1:31 and he had never once even broken his stare. It occurred to me that these men were probably trained to never even look at people - after all, a few hecklers could set them off, or a bunch of embarrassing fanatics could ruin their train of thought.

But I was the master (or Mistress) at getting men to look my way when they were unaware they should be looking. I had done it enough in clubs, at parties and in work meetings to know how to do it. Whatever it is, whether it is supernatural or not, whether it is just dumb luck, I gazed at him, at his eyes, and I said to him in my head, "Bryan. Look this way."

His head turned (he was watching his teammates chase the puck down the other way on the ice) and glanced past me just for a brief second, then his eyes traveled back to me, not following the men as they hustled back the opposite way.

The eye contact was brief. A fraction of a fraction of a second. But it was there. And I knew I had him.

My hand on Sarah's thigh massaged her gently, just once, to reassure her and calm her breathing. Then in it went under her skirt and between her legs, nudging them open every so subtly. Her legs were more than inappropriately open, the tops of her stockings starting to show, her garters visible. That is, to anyone who was looking, and not watching the home team suffering on the ice due to the loss of Bryan.

At 1:02 his eyes came back to me, and at that moment my lips were barely parted at her lips as I was leaning in toward her. He saw that, looked at my mouth, then when I glanced down, his eyes followed. A momentary glance from him was it, then he quickly turned his head the other way, back to the ice. And I saw his breath quicken.

Oh, I was in heaven. He was blinking a little, looking this way and that, obviously trying to re-assess what was going on out on the ice. Then his eyes to the clock. There was 0:52 to go. He licked his lips, but I kept on doing what I was doing, smiling though, eyes right on him. My hand was under Sarah's skirt. In fact, I was almost two fingers deep inside her and she was squirming, literally holding tightly onto the seat with both hands not to come unglued, make a sound, or start writhing in the chair.

I saw him trying not to look. Oh, I could see it quite clearly. His eyes, shooting around, looking but not looking. Knowing he was being watched. Eyes back to the clock, then wiping the sweat from his brow with his arm, then to the clock again.

At 0:41 he looked over again, this time at me, then slowly back down. I mean, what man could resist that? I was fingering my girlfriend there, and no one really knew. He knew, of course. More importantly, he knew that I was watching him watch me, and he knew, somehow, this was directed at him.

He was distracted. Confused. Bewildered. In shock. Aroused. All of these things, and each of them sucked a little of the energy out of what he had previously felt: cold hard fury. Intent. Aggression. Determination.

Weaker. He looked at me, confused. I think at first he tried to register perhaps if he knew me. An ex-girlfriend? A stripper hired by a teammate? A psycho fan? But of course he did not recognize me at all.

The clock was at 0:12 when he got up and took one last look over at me, this time, visibly shaking my head at me, as if to say, "Now I have seen it all."

Of course, by then, Sarah had her eyes closed and was really just trying not to pull a ‘Meg Ryan’ right in the middle of the grandstands. She was on Pluto at that point, and I almost felt bad for not finishing her off.

I removed my fingers, gently, carefully smoothed out her skirt and ignored her begging eyes. My attention returned to the game at hand and to the slightly less focused, slightly bewildered Bryan, as he struggled to regain focus.

I had some momentary guilt over what I had done, perhaps. After all, I did not intend to ruin his game in any way - just to make it more challenging. And to turn me on.

Ironically, though, after about three minutes, he seemed to snap out of it and played the best I had ever seen. In fact, even his teammates seemed blown away. He scored twice and basically won the game for them.

But I don't give myself credit.

And I don't, for a minute, think his penalty in the next game, putting him in the box a mere 1:02 into it, had anything to do with that night. Even though he looked my way as soon as he sat down.


Story Two

Cross Checking Chad


It was about six weeks ago when I wrote Bryan in the Box, my first erotic hockey story and basically my announcement to the world that it was my true quest, as a femdom, to get one of those men in my clutches.

Amateur or pro, who cares? Hell, at one point I'd even settle for someone who could roleplay it. How sad is that? A Southern California girl, truly tortured, forced to settle for someone who could just talk about hockey, because God knows they don't all play it out here.

My girlfriend suggested we just go to Canada. "They all play hockey there," she said. "It would be like shooting fish in a barrel. All the bars are full of young guys that play hockey."

We sat with our calendars and penciled in dates. Perfect. A week in Canada in May. From one end to the other.

Must. Find. Hockey. Player.

But that didn't do anything for my short term needs. Seeing a professional game once a week didn't help. Seats behind the goal. Seats next to the penalty box. Seats next to the bench, where we could watch the coaches do their thing and see the players shuffle up and down the bench. Again, like puppies. Panting. Sweating. Swearing. Spitting.

I leaned over, whispering to her one night just after one particular player that appealed to me took a nose dive right into the boards and was pinned in clear view, "I don't think I can last until May."

That night, I prayed to the femdom gods. Give me a damned hockey player. I need one. I want one to tie up, to torture, to push to the limits. I need to know just how much these men can take, I want to put my energy right up against his and see how he comes out.

I want to see just how much pain he can take.

I want to go to a game and know that he knows when it is over, that he'll be dealing with my own version of sadism and brutality. But far more nasty, and far more erotic.

I want him to wear nasty things under his uniform for me, shuffling around to hide from his teammates who would surely give him hell beyond belief if they knew.

I want to rummage through his bag of gear and find erotic things to do with each and every piece of damned equipment he owns.

I want to tie him down, spread eagle on my bed, and tease him with my body until he makes pathetic noises that no one would believe are even humanly possible for a man of his strength, speed and dignity.

And by God, they delivered. The femdom gods gave me that man.

And he's the biggest pain in the ass in the world.

**

Don't get me wrong - Chad's amazing. He's bright, energetic, passionate, and every bit the stunning athlete I had prayed for. On the ice he's magical; I can't even believe some of the things he pulls off, and he's got energy that astounds me, even though I see it again and again. Men twice his size are afraid of him, and even though he's relatively soft spoken and quiet, he can pummel someone for looking at him the wrong way, if need be.

But off the ice, Chad's moody, narcissistic, arrogant and totally insecure.

Just like a normal man.

Granted, I didn't think hockey players were not human beings. After all, we all have issues. But his personality off the ice is so completely different from when he is playing, I often just tell him to be quiet, take the pain, use his tongue and not get under my skin.

It never fails, anyway. I just need to sit there, watch him play and by the end of the night I've either masturbated twice in the ladies room or have soaked right through my panties. All in anticipation of my night with Chad.

My night with him - after he wraps it up with the team, showers, unwinds with one beer and then surrenders, of course. Sometimes with a bit of a fuss, sometimes wincing here and there depending on what he had to take in the game that night.

Undoubtedly, though, he's ready to endure for me. He's brave, and intense, and he endures most of it with a look of cold, steel determination. If I could change one thing about Chad it would be his range of emotion - or his ability to convey them.

While he has the most amazing eyes, his stock look is a cold, distant gaze that just says, "Don't fuck with me.” Sure, that look got me totally hot the first time I strapped him down and showed him the gag I was about to force into his mouth.

Just these two steel eyes, staring at me. Not at the gag, not at his bonds. No struggling. Just breathing, and that look. As if to say, "Are you going to even THINK about trying that?"

I think he took that look from the game. The same look he gives when someone tries to square off with him (I've seen it), the same look he gives in a face off if someone is giving him shit or a ref tosses him out of the circle.

It's the same look he shoots back at a referee when they point him to the penalty box.

That look, for me, is priceless.

But there are other looks, too.

Those are much harder to get.

**

Sometimes I control when Chad is able to cum.

It was starting to get fairly common, one ritual we had, when he was playing in a late game that night. We'd spend the afternoon together - usually shopping or renting a movie or going out to a nice lunch. I used to think it was a joke when he told me what he had to eat to get ready for a game. But now I'm used to it.

We'd then cuddle a bit in the later afternoon and into the early evening, when I'd start settling into my dominatrix mode and want to play. He'd agree – usually - with the pretense that I couldn't use any of my severe pain instruments because he didn't want to be hurt going into a game (hurt as in, well, a little sore.)

So instead, I really started getting into teasing and denial. I'd tie him down, sometimes in his hockey jersey (I'll admit it, the thing turns me on) minus all the pads, and I'd blindfold him. Then I'd slowly, painfully, deliberately bring him to the brink of cumming three or four times.

First with my mouth. Going down on him luxuriously, savoring ever last bit of him, not content until he was literally writhing in frustration, breathing just as hard as he did after a game.

Then I'd massage him with my hand, or both hands, while licking, sucking and teasing his nipples. Holding the jersey up so he had to clench the bottom of it between his teeth to keep it out of the way. So then I'd have the sheer joy of hearing him breathe through clenched teeth, hissing my name when I commanded it and leaving little teeth marks in the fabric.

Finally, I'd mount him. By then I would be soaking wet, so turned on, and he'd slide into me with ease. Arms wrapped around his neck, I'd control the depth of penetration and tempo until I was on the edge, then I'd clench my fist in his too-short hair and say, "Don't cum."

I'd see a look of determination in his face, much like what I'd been so drawn to while watching the game. Sheer, undeniable intent. Concentration combined with pain, and determination.

He never fucked up. He never slipped and he never made a mistake.

Each time, I came gloriously and he did not, then I dismounted and let him lick my fingers clean after showing him just how wet I was. He'd lick every last drop.

Then I'd look at my watch and say, "Oops, we don't have much time, you need to get to your game."

Then I'd masturbate with his mouth guard, just because he was a lazy shit about wearing it (and I don't want him to lose his teeth), and make him beg me to give it back to him.

And sure enough, he'd be a good boy and wear it that night.

**

Of course, after the game, I'd let him cum.

That is, if he got a goal or an assist.

This kept him motivated, to be sure. I used to want to tell him he could cum if he went into the penalty box because that turned me on so much, but that led to all kinds of conflicts. After all, he wanted to win the game - sometimes, even more than he wanted to cum (which shows his passion for the sport).

So if he performed well on the ice, he'd be rewarded at home.

Sometimes, as a reminder (in addition to the nice, familiar taste on his mouth guard), I'd make him wear a cock ring under his jock or order him to masturbate between periods (which he found incredibly difficult, he admitted, not because he was horny, but because he was in a totally different mindset).

Sometimes I'd pass a note to the team coach in a sealed red envelope, and during the intermission he'd have to read something I put together for him. Usually a few words of encouragement, along with a description of how I masturbated with his other team jersey after he left the game. Describing in painful details just what position I was in, how long it took, how many fingers I used and what I did with the vibrator.

Sometimes, I included pictures.

He'd have to fumble, shove the letter and photos back into his bag and put it in his locker. All the other guys would give him shit about the love letters, as they called it, yet they had no idea what was in the note.

I even told him one time in one of those letters, about how I wanted to have a threesome with him and his teammate. I described in detail how I wanted to tie them both up and they could both have me, but only, only, after they kissed each other.

That didn't go over too well.

In fact, he fell apart in the game after that and on the way home, he yelled at me, telling me that just was not right.

Ok, so I learned. Hockey players don't even touch the guy on guy thing. Fine.

**

Our ritual ended up working very well. The pent up energy was enough to drive him over the edge in games, and he'd play with such an intense fury that I was coming unglued in my seat, watching, recognizing, seeing the same passionate looks I had come to love.

Meanwhile, he'd be a frustrated little shit, beating the hell out of anyone that looked at him the wrong way and re-channeling all his angst into his slap shot. One night, after I'd kept him on the edge for two hours without letting him cum, he scored four times.

That night, after the game, I didn't even have a chance to dominate him. In fact, I didn't even get a word in edgewise. As soon as the door to his place closed, he had me pinned to the wall and was ripping off my clothes.

We were fucking against the wall in a matter of about 90 seconds, and I thanked god he still had the energy to not let me fall into a heap when he switched to the bathroom floor, the hall, and on the stair well. He fucked me standing, he fucked me from behind and then he fucked me missionary. It took an hour.

When he came, he did so with a string of obscenities, many of which seemed to be flashbacks to the game (they had referee numbers attached to them somewhere), and then he proceeded to pass out before even rolling over.

Even hockey players pass out after sex sometimes.

**

Usually, though, after the game I'd drag it out even more. If he played poorly, he'd try (miserably) to do the lost puppy thing, but with his steel gaze he couldn't pull off the begging eyes well (we are still working on that). He'd nuzzle and caress and pamper me, hoping maybe I'd reconsider the rule.

No dice. The rule was simple - no goal, no assist. No cum. No question.

That didn't mean I wouldn't make him go down on me. God no. After watching three hours of hockey, you'd better believe he'd be spending some serious time on his knees with his face between my legs. I'd make him get into his jersey again, "Don't you EVER get tired of this, Akashi, Jesus. Do I have to?" he'd groan. Well, the CLEAN jersey, I should clarify - and then I'd point to his duffel bag and he'd slouch over to it. I'd watch how he walked gingerly, depending on what he had to take that night.

Grumbling, fussing, he'd fish out the essentials. Tape (the black and the white. I don't know the difference, I just know the colors), the mouth guard (he hated it, but he knew it was better than any of the gags I made him wear - in fact, when I was drunk one night, I made him give me a whole dialog, on his knees, begging, talking about why he wanted that mouth guard so bad just so I wouldn't shove a ball gag into his mouth), and his hockey stick.

Don't laugh, but I do, I admit, have a fetish for making him stand up against the wall, back to it, and pin him with the stick across his chest. Giving him menacing looks, even though he'd just smirk sometimes and look down at me and say, "If you weighed about 230 and I didn't have to look down to see you, it might work."

So Chad would have to go through all the paces. The mouth guard, the tape (I think I have heard him wail more from having hair ripped off his body than he ever did on the ice), putting on the jersey. Kneeling, massaging my legs, kissing my thighs, sometimes doing ridiculous things on command like scooping me up and carrying me from one side of the house to the other.

(I know, it sounds odd, but I like to be reminded of his physical strength).

And, sadly, on the nights that he did not score or get an assist, Chad would do all of that without even being allowed to cum.

And if you think hockey players don't whine, you haven't seen Chad at two in the morning on one of those nights.

**

So, our relationship, as odd as it is, fulfills me in a great many ways. We don't see each other all that much - usually on days he has games, and we pull it together at the last minute. We don't really date (except for the occasional lazy weekend afternoons before his games) and we don't do much romantic stuff. We have great sex and he allows me to beat the hell out of him (I guess I never really got into how much pain he could take, and how he would react to it, and how that made me cum, once, just from looking at him).

But, I did get my hockey player. And as much as I thought having one would change my level of fascination for the game, it has done nothing more than increase it.

Bondage and hockey do mix. And they do wonderfully.

And Chad admitted to me last night, that this is the best season he had ever played.

So maybe it works well for the players, too.


Story Three

Peter in the Pen


When I wrote Bryan in the Box last week, I had no idea that hockey players would actually write to me because of it. In fact, I had no idea that many men actually enjoyed playing hockey as a hobby. That's the curse of growing up in Southern California.I guess I touched a nerve. And as a writer, that always thrills me.

But a couple of days ago, I received probably one of the most mysterious, unpredictable emails I have ever received thanks to Bryan in the Box. And what it led to was unimaginable. Even as I sit here, typing this, I don't believe it myself.

I cannot reprint the email itself, but it was from an anonymous email account and he signed his name simply, "P."

He said he enjoyed Bryan in the Box, and that he was a hockey player. But unlike the others, he was the real thing -- NHL. Granted, a team I probably knew nothing about (as I mentioned, this whole hockey thing is new to me), but a team nonetheless.

And he was coming to town and he made sure there were tickets in my name waiting at the box office.

**

I found this all a bit ridiculous, if not absurd. After all, he could be any guy - just sending wacky emails, offering up hockey tickets, only to show up at the game and stalk me because he knew where the seats were.

So I wrote back, and I asked all the right questions. The tone totally disbelieving and my position clear. I wanted proof.

But "P" would give me no proof. He only said that it was real and he did not have time to write or that he was not able to write because he was afraid he would sound stupid. Yes, his email had a lot of typos in it. His writing skills were not the best. But who am I to judge, right? He wrote like English was not his first language.

The tickets would be under the name "Akasha" he said. Funny, I never heard of a box office leaving tickets for someone under one name - usually they require a full name, ID, and proof of citizenship, practically. He said I would like the seats and that if I stayed after the game, if I waited in the arena, in this specific section, he'd come say hello to me and shake my hand.

I said, simply, "Bullshit."

And his one line response was, "Believe. P."

**

So, what the hell? I am a woman of adventure, I told myself. And I had one whole day to think about it, anyway. That's not a lot of time. I had decided to not do it in a million years.

Until around 6 P.M., when I changed my mind. Typical female.

A torturous day at work led me to want release. What the hell, I said to myself. It's at least a free hockey game. And watching men beat the crap out of each other would make me feel better. A few men shoved into the penalty box for being bad boys, a few penalties to make my night.

And if he was a freaky, crazed stalker, I would deal with him. I fully suspected that as soon as I took my seat, some stranger would walk up to me, take the seat next to me and say "Ok, I'm not really a hockey player. My name is Alfred." And he'd offer to buy me a hotdog, then ask if I would consider letting him lick my shoes.

What the hell, I said to myself. I've been through worse.

**

The tickets were waiting, which was surprise number one. Two tickets under the single name, "Akasha.” The bitter looking older woman didn't ask me for my ID, which was good, because I don't have one piece of identification with the name "Akasha" on it. I searched the little envelope for a note – anything to give me some clue of who left those tickets.

Nothing.

I've been to enough professional events with tickets left by the athletes to know they usually have the athlete's name on the envelope. But this was a plain, white envelope.

I had gone alone; who could I ask at the last minute to go to an anonymous hockey game to meet an anonymous stranger who read a story about erotic torture in the penalty box? I thought it best to go alone.

As I took my seat, third row from the glass right down the middle, I pondered one last interesting fact.

I did not even know who the visiting team was. Or if was really even on that team; what if he was on the home team?

**

So, the first period I spent analyzing names and seeing who had a first or last name with a "P" in it. And I tried to see if anyone of them were looking my way - to see if Akasha really showed up.

No one looked. Even slamming right into the glass in front of me, not one of them turned my way. Two penalties, then three, and none peered over from the penalty box as they sat scowling. I discounted them one at a time. No, no, no.

It occurred to me that "P" could be a low-on-the-totem-pole player who spent all night on the bench. Hell, he could be a referee for all I knew! He could be a coach, or a photographer, or the goofy guy in the mascot outfit.

I wondered what the hell I was doing there.

The game itself was good, however. I got to see a lot of firsts (for me). A player dragged by his skates by another player who wedged his stick between the blades. A brawl that resulted in two simultaneous penalties (much to my glee), only to result in, I guess, the two canceling each other out so neither had to go into the box (much to my dismay).

Still, by the end of the game, I really wondered what I was doing there,

**

My femdom passion makes me stick things out, though. So I waited. I lurked, watched the arena empty out. Watched the home team fans sulk away. Still, I had no idea who "P" was or which team he was on. Or if he was on a team at all.

Hell, he could be a janitor.

As I sat in my seat, a few seats down from the penalty box, I slouched down to hide myself as I watched the janitor come closer and closer, swishing peanut bags and plastic beer cups into his sweeper. Oh god, I thought to myself. It's the janitor. Here he comes.

I was mortified.

Not that I have anything against janitors, mind you. I just had been thinking all night in my head, that the man who sent the emails and left me those tickets was a hockey player. And I wanted a hockey player, dammit.

The sweeper came up to me, still sweeping, and asked how I was doing.

"Fine," I said, and waited for him to drop the bomb. I wonder if he had a cleaning fetish and was going to ask to be dressed in a maid outfit and clean my place in exchange for the free tickets.

But he didn't ask anything. He just scooped up the candy wrappers at my feet and was on his way. Then the lights shut down and I sat there wondering if it was going to end up like a bad B-movie, where I was trapped in the hockey arena all night, with the lights off, until morning when someone let me out.

How would I explain THAT to my boss?

I was about to leave actually, when I saw a figure on the other side of the arena. Out next to where the players sit (I still don't know what they call that. A dugout? Who knows? All I know is that it's where all the player sit during the game, leaning over like little puppy dogs, watching their teammates skate back and forth.)

He was in a uniform, he was still in skates. I wondered if he was a player that forgot to get his water bottle or something.

But he was coming toward me. Gliding ever too casually across the length of the ice, from his side to mine. I recognized the uniform, so I finally knew the team. Figures, I thought. And then I saw the number, and the name, and I got this cool chill all over my body.

Peter. It was Peter.

Un-fucking believable. A real hockey player.

He said to me, "Hey,” just as he slid to a stop down below where the ice met the glass, going kind of side ways the way they do to stop (show off).

I had to blink. I wondered if it was delirium from the cold. To make sure I wasn't dreaming, I slow stood up and made my way down to where he was.

**

Peter was standing next to the glass at the bottom, right by the penalty box. He was still in full uniform and had his stick with him. Still covered in sweat from the game. I wondered how he managed to stay dressed; I figured these guys got out of all of that gear as soon as possible and right into the shower. But I wasn't complaining.

"Akasha," he said. "Good to meet you."

He had an accent. I had no idea what kind of an accent it was.

He made his way into the penalty box, of all places (the tease), and gestured for me to come around to the right side. I did, and found there was a door there. Convenient.

Opening the door, I found myself standing next to this strange man. Not strange in a bad way - but strange, as in, a stranger.

It was surreal seeing him there. I recalled, clearly, seeing him knee deep in a nasty brawl just a few feet away from me (the one resulting in two penalties that left no one in the box). He was the real thing.

Ironically, he looked terribly shy. His bangs peeked out from under the helmet, and I could not get over how large this man appeared. Not because of his size; but because of all the crap he had to wear. It just had not seemed like so much from up above.

He was holding his stick, almost for balance. He had it planted into the floor like he was a shepherd and it was his staff. "Hello," he said again. He was smiling. I think he was more enamored with the idea of meeting me than I was with the idea that I was standing with a professional hockey player inside of the penalty box only a week after writing Bryan in the Box.

I made a mental note: more stories about sports.

I did the only thing that felt natural to me. I put out my hand to shake his. He looked at my hand and slipped off his right glove, reached out, and shook my hand. 

And I realized that I wanted him.

**

"Meeting me like this is dangerous," I said matter-of-factly to Peter. I gestured around the inside of the penalty box. "This place…you know, it has meaning for me."

"So I read," he chuckled, not taking his eyes of me. "It has meaning for me, too, but not quite the same I suspect."

Suddenly it all shifted. My infatuation slid quickly. I knew I had the upper hand. It was so obvious. In fact, he wanted me to have the upper hand. He was giving me the upper hand. After all, he met me in the penalty box, in full hockey gear.

"Sit down," I gestured. "I want to see what you do in here."

**

Peter slid around me and lowered himself into the seat, opening his legs a little and placing the hockey stick upright between his knees. I stood there, looking at him, regarding him for a minute.

"Do you like being in here?" I asked him.

"Sure," he smiled, trying to be charming.

"No. I mean during a game."

Peter laughed. He let the stick rest against his inner thigh for balance and reached up with both hands, under his chin, to unbuckle the helmet. "Actually, no, I do not like it in here."

I was still unable to place the accent. European?

He took his helmet off and leaned down, placing it on the floor next to him. His hair was shortish, spiky now from the sweat. He took his right hand and rubbed it back and forth quickly over his head, making his hair stick up even more.

He shifted his weight from one foot to the other, looking around. "It is unavoidable sometimes though. Your story was quite interesting I must say - about the penalty box. I never thought of it in that way."

I was staring at him and at the hockey stick in his hands. I had never seen one up close. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around it, just curious about the feel and weight of it. When I lifted, he let go.

"Do you skate?" he asked, politely.

I laughed. "No. Not like you, at least." I was fascinated with the stick. With the end of it, that is. I saw tape wrapped around it, around and around, lots of tape. I had never noticed that before.

"What's the tape for?" I asked him.

"Friction," he said.

I pressed my fingers on the tape. Sticky, indeed. But I was already five miles ahead.

In a very, very dangerous area.

**

I started to pick at the tape. "So you are aware, I guess, of what this whole penalty box thing does to me." I commented.

He was still sitting, looking up at me. "Yes," he said, watching me start to peel the tape from the end of the hockey stick.

"Put your hands behind your back," I ordered. "First, take off your jersey."

All the chips on the table. All or nothing, I thought. Let's see what this man is made of. How old was he? Twenty-two or twenty-three I figured. Was he all talk? Was it just bullshit, hoping to get laid perhaps?

Peter looked at me for a minute, and then at the tape I was unraveling. After quickly, deftly removing his jersey, he stood up, put a hand on the wall of the box and then turned around, placing his hands behind his back, wrists crossed.

As I wrapped tape around his wrists, slowly and carefully, I noticed his feet, of all things. Wearing ice skates, he was shifting them back and forth. Digging them into the surface. Fidgeting nervously.

"Are you scared?" I asked.

"No," he said. Too quickly. So quickly that I knew it was a lie.

And I was delighted.

**

So there was Peter. Sitting back down, his wrists taped behind his back. I had removed his other glove and our fingers lingered together just a brief moment before I finished with the bonds.

He looked up at me curiously. He was breathing a little harder now, and the sight of him there, still in bits of that uniform, just set me off.

I fumbled with his hockey stick, removing more tape. "Where's your mouth guard?" I asked him.

Without looking away from me, he said, "Probably still in the glove."

Not hesitating, I located both of his gloves and rummaged through them. Odd place to store something, I noted, but I found it quick enough.

It fascinated me. I was infatuated with that little piece of plastic that he'd stick into his mouth to prevent his teeth from being knocked out.

I found it, pulled it out, and then looked at it for a second. It had teeth marks in it. This fascinated me. I imagined that he must bite down so hard on this thing during intense moments that the teeth marks were from persecution, torture and torment. (Later I found out it was molded that way, which led me into a whole different passionate tirade about dentists, and how he was probably strapped down while the plastic poured into his mouth for molding, and what a horrible thing to go through for his sport. He just shrugged).

"Open," I ordered, holding it up.

He parted his lips without hesitation, opening his mouth and looking up at me. I had expected some smooth comment along the lines of, "But then how will we get to know each other?"

Peter opened wide and took it. I placed it in his mouth and he made the most preciously little movement with his lips to put it in place, then looked at me expectantly. I had a strip of tape in my other hand.

This is where it started to get edgy for me.

One strip of tape, right over his lips. He did not move, did not back away. He looked at it, noticed it coming, and knew what it was for. But he sat still and let me do it. Closing his eyes, for a brief second, until I had placed it over his lips and pressed it down. It was sticky on both sides, so the task was a little tricky.

Then I knew I had him. His wrists taped behind his back, his mouth taped shut, plastic filling him up and covering his teeth.

I took him by the shoulders, urging him to stand.

Then I slammed him up against the wall without warning. The entire interior of the penalty box shook and rattled and he flinched the most amazing, passionate flinch.

Two bright eyes, suddenly squeezed shut, and a sharp intake of breath from his nose.

He was in a lot of pain.

***

I guess I forgot to take into consideration that he'd been slammed up against the glass all night, cut with the edges of ice skates, slugged three times in the jaw and kneed in the thigh. His body was sore, bruised and exhausted.

Still, it did not stop me. Having him helpless like that just drove me more. I pinned him up against the wall and starting moving my hands down his body. Frustrated with the lack of feeling anything warm, feeling anything but protection or padding, I started fumbling with various gear.

Kneepads, shin pads, all kinds of pads. With each one I had to fumble to find how they were fastened on, and the first time he made the mistake of trying to reach down and assist me, fumbling with his wrists behind his back to twist his body just so and sort of gesture. That infuriated me. 

How in the hell was I supposed to get into the mind space of someone taking advantage of me if he was helping me figure out how to undress him? I shoved his bound wrists out of the way and hissed, "No. Let me figure it out," and he nodded.

A very distinct, deliberate nod. I liked it.

"I'm going to slap you," I told him. "So look at me. Look at me. I want to know you can take it."

Peter opened his eyes and looked at me, breathing hard. He was pressed up against the glass, my knee between his legs.

Without hesitation, I slapped him. I slapped him hard across the face, harder that I had ever slapped a man. I felt it was acceptable - for one, because he was used to being totally slugged. Secondly, because he was actually wearing a mouth guard, so there was no worry about damaging his teeth.

Holding him by the shirt with both hands, pinning him to the back of the wall of the penalty box, I breathed hard for a few moments and just stared at him. He was wincing, only slightly, kind of peering at me through one eye.

This, the man, I had clearly heard tell a referee a few feet before me, "What the FUCK are you talking about, ASSHOLE?"

Somehow, he seemed so much more….tranquil. Perhaps it was because of the way I held him up against the glass. Perhaps it was because of that unmistakable look I get in my eyes. Perhaps it was because I was kneeing him, suggestively, right where his protective gear once was. And while he was used to being kicked, slugged and beaten on a regular basis, he was in no way used to this.

**

I had Peter in the pen for all of about eighteen minutes. Probably the longest penalty he ever served and perhaps the most painful. In a matter of moments I had him down on the ground, straddling his chest, hiking up my skirt and taunting him with my body.

His mouth taped shut, his wet hair now sticking all in one direction (it looked almost planned), he winced as he struggled with his shoulders, trying to get into a comfortable position, with his wrists taped as they were, and trying to keep his eyes focused forward.

"Too bad," I hissed, “You can't taste."

I slid up on top of him and rested my wet panties right over his nose. I wanted to feel him breathe; I wanted to tease him with my scent. My hands were resting on the bench where the players would usually sit in the box and through my half opened eyes I spied a bottle of water to the far side of the bench.

I could just reach it. And to my glee, it still had water in it. I lifted it high above my head, feeling my smothered hockey player wiggling beneath me, his skates now kind of kicking into the ground near the door of the penalty box.

I squeezed the bottle so cold water fell down my front, over my chest, soaking my blouse. Easing back a little, listening to Peter inhale deeply, I eased up a little on one knee and showed him the water. "Thirsty?"

His chest was heaving and his eyes were on fire. He looked - he looked boyish, alive. That was the look I was used to seeing earlier, the one that drove me to want one (gosh, I talk about them like they are toys to be purchased).

Peter shook his head. A quick, definite shake of the head as he looked at the bottle in my hand.

Purring a little, I eased down closer so our faces were just a few inches a part. "Ohh, but aren't you THIRSTY?"

I have a thing about water. I have a thing about wet hair, wet skin, and wet lips. In this case, thanks to the tape over his mouth, the wet lips were out of the question. But still, I took great pleasure in spraying the water all over his face, just to watch him squirm and try to turn away from it.

Then I grabbed him hard by the chin and dropped the bottle. It bounced loudly on the floor behind his head. I placed my hand over the tape that covered his lips and placed my tongue on his cheek. I licked, slowly, up his face, barely touching his skin. There was a bruise under his left eye, and when I placed my lips there and pressed, he whimpered through the tape.

Of course, this set me off. These men, I remember thinking, they get beaten senseless night after night. They get their body literally pummeled and slammed for hours. It's easy for them to take brute, physical pain from other men.

But delicate, precise, directed, almost sensual pain, makes them whimper.

Because it's so unexpected. It's so unforgiving.

I pressed a little harder, and his shoulders twitched and twisted beneath me. It was obvious the bruise was even more tender than I had thought. I wondered if it came from the brawl I had witnessed. I wondered who slugged him, and how that person should be made to pay.

"Does that hurt?" I whispered.

He nodded, and he said, "Mmm-hmm" between ragged breaths.

I was sprawled out on top of him, top buttons of my blouse all undone, my skirt wrapped up around my thighs and my wet panties pressed down somewhere near his middle. Holding his forehead down, I watched his eyes, felt his hair as I whispered, "I like to see you in pain."

My voice was distinctly dripping with arousal, pun definitely intended. My other hand was sliding down my panties at that point, and I let out my breath as I felt just how soaked I was.

Massaging myself gently, I felt him getting hard beneath me, probably because he knew damn well what I was doing.

Once again, I kissed him under his eye, and he arched his back a little and turned away. "You should really get that looked at," I whispered. When I moved my hand from his forehead down his face I could feel his jaw totally tense.

What happened next is still quite unlike me. And I am not sure what came over me at the moment - if it was pure lust, or my own temporary insanity. Because I am not the type to just randomly fuck a total stranger, even if he IS a hockey player and it is in the penalty box.

But something came over me. I found myself easing out of my panties and carefully positioning myself above him, checking his eyes for any sign of resistance, any last minute doubts, or perhaps snapping out of the delirium that came from a concussion he sustained earlier that evening.

He didn't resist, though. He was hard - rock hard - and he slid into me with ease, thanks to just how wet I was by then. I reached down and gripped a hand around his neck. Possessive, animal, raw fucking. I fucked him hard, holding him down, placing my palm over his face to feel his breathing against my skin.

I put my other hand up against the inside wall of the box, my palm open and fingers spread. Riding Peter was quite easy - he held relatively still until he couldn't resist but try to raise his hips to meet my thrusts, and with each move he winced more, probably thanks to the injury on his thigh.

Still, even after a night like that, he had incredibly energy and strength. So I taunted him, supporting myself with a hand against the wall and the other on the bench, easing myself up and just out of reach, insisting that he make all the effort, despite him being pinned down on the floor on his back and unable to even use his hands. Using the strength in his body he managed to do quite well, actually penetrating me deep enough to push me over the edge, which, in that position, took a tremendous amount of skill.

Talented, he was. He fucked me notably, eyes shut tight, wincing and grimacing with nearly every thrust, but with such an intense look of concentration on his face that I knew he was trying to sort the pain from the pleasure in his head - just well enough so that he could actually climax.

I came before he did, making all too much of a fuss about it, but he was still concentrating on perhaps not passing out from exhaustion and pain. Smiling, I put a hand under his chin, as he was taking a brief break from his thrusts to try to ease his body just a little to one side, probably to offset some aching muscles.

"Peter," I said. "You have thirty seconds to cum."

He opened his eyes and looked at me pleadingly.

"Come on. I am sure you've had to accomplish more in thirty seconds."

Peter shut his eyes and turned his head a way. He inhaled deeply through his nose and pulled together his last reserve. The stamina impressed me, I will admit. And even though there was no clock to watch, I knew he had made it, with just 3 seconds left to spare.

***

Fumbling wearily with my clothing to put myself together, I watched Peter ease up into a sitting position, leaning slightly against the bench with a little flinch that made me believe perhaps his shoulder was injured as well.

I was buttoning my blouse. "Here," I said, smiling softly, "I guess I can let you loose now." I peeled the tape carefully from his lips and was about to reach behind him to release his wrists, but he just twisted his shoulders, shut his eyes tight for a second and with a SNAP, his hands came free.

Disappointed, I looked at him. He reached up, tape still falling off his right wrist, and removed the mouth guard from between his teeth. "It's not strong tape," he said to me, matter-of-factly, wiping his mouth with his arm a bit then wetting his lips.

"Oh, great!" I laughed. "Now I feel like it wasn't real."

"It was real, Akasha," Peter said. That accent again. "It was very real."

I must say, he was right.


Story Four:

In the Net


When I heard that the local NHL team was having a charity event that consisted of the players serving dinner all night to a select group of local business people, I couldn't resist.

"Look, it's a chance to order them around and make them feel totally objectified, but in a good way," I told my auburn-haired girlfriend as we browsed the makeup counter at Nordstrom. "If anything, it will satisfy that itch of mine. It's driving me crazy."

Julia just shook her head at me.

The itch I spoke of was the desire to see one of those guys really in a compromising position. Helpless. Surrendering, out of control. The penalty box - well, that was good enough to satisfy me for a year. A year of watching my favorites get tucked away in there, fussing and steaming, was certainly enough to inspire many masturbatory fantasies and give me plenty to think about while having sex with my boyfriend. Or Julia (but that's another story, she'd die if she knew I thought of hockey players when she was going down on me).

Surely, I needed just a little more. It wasn't enough to revel in the sight of a star player pinned with his back to the ice, gloves up like little paws looking helplessly to a linesman hoping for at least some sort of penalty call. "Pussy," I remember thinking (and no, not the good kind.). "Get up and defend yourself."

Hockey players are complex creatures. I learned that over the last two seasons. I learned that they are as temperamental as women, as high maintenance, and often as pouty. But I like women, so that's ok. Still, I have yet to meet a hockey player that can go down as well as Julia - but, again, I digress.

"We're going to this event," I told her point blank. "And I'm going to get at least six of them on their knees by the end of the night."

"Akasha," Julia said to me as we made our way through the store. "They are going to be standing around in tuxedos pretending to have something to do. They are going to be distracted, and bored, and want nothing to do with you or your fetishes."

I just smiled at her, and said, "Think of it as a date then. I'll buy. You just have to take care of me after a night of getting all worked up."

Of course, she knew what that meant.

**

So, we went. And for the most part, she was right. A lot of youngish European guys standing around in tuxedos, looking somewhat disinterested and out of place, and then the token motivated guys who obviously somehow got some real satisfaction out of doing something for charity.

Most of them, though, obviously wanted to go home.

Julia looked stunning. She wore a very tight glimmering silver dress that really showed off her legs. She's got plenty of legs, too - in heels, she's about 6 foot, and I kept encouraging her to stand up and have conversations with some of these smaller hockey players, because they never know what to make of her.

Even better, her dress was slit up the side, to thigh high, and it kept falling open to reveal her stockings and garters. She was sitting to my right, and it was a constant pleasurable distraction. I even caught the team's TV announcer guy ogling her. He kept coming over asking if we were having a good time. Typical.

I wanted to waste no time though. The entire reason I went to that event (well, besides being charitable) was to scratch the itch - and I saw the perfect opportunity when Danny Shauntelle, a shy-ish European offensive player who looked not a day over 12, paid a visit to our table.

I leaned over to shake his hand, without standing up of course, and purposely let the napkin from my lap fall right to the floor at my feet.

**

Granted, I had no idea going into this if these guys had any manners at all. I mean, did they know they were supposed to pick something up if a woman dropped it? Especially at a formal cocktail party? I decided to find out.

"Oh, oops," I said, looking down at it. The nicely folded napkin was right next to my black patent leather high heeled pump. I had to wear heels even higher than Julia's to even come close to her towering figure. They were five inch spikes, and they were shining next to the opaque napkin.

Danny looked down and saw, and immediately crouched down with a soft spoken, "Let me get that for you." Ahh, good boy, I thought. Well trained.

But when he was down there, I guess that's when it started to get interesting. Because I was wearing what would be considered a skirt probably a little too short for a formal dinner party - and not much of anything else. I had turned myself toward the napkin carefully enough to know that it was near to impossible for him to miss seeing a fairly clear view between my legs. Poor, poor Danny.

And in that tux, I knew that he'd have a hard time hiding his reaction.

He bumped his head on the table on the way up, fumbled getting the napkin back to me and started to actually place it on my lap then hesitated and handed it to me instead. His cheeks were a beautiful flushed shade of pink. In fact, he looked like he'd just finished his shift, as a few of those young Europeans would turn a pretty red when winded.

Needless to say, I was pleased with myself. And he had no idea what to say or do and nearly tripped when he excused himself.

**

Julia was shaking her head at me. Sipping her wine, she just gave me a glance to say, "You're incorrigible."

I was beaming with pride and beside myself with arousal already. There certainly was something satisfying about seeing a fairly well-put-together athlete come apart at the seams, and I was ready to drop my napkin at least six or seven times over the course of the night.

"You can't keep doing that," Julia whispered when she leaned over to me. "They are going to start catching on. Look, Danny's already over there telling Rich and Pierre about what's going on down there."

For the moment, I was caught up entirely in the beauty of Julia - even though I had more than a dozen professional hockey players wandering around, looking for things to do, I had a stunning woman at my side, and it had been nearly a week since we were intimate. I was glad I decided to get the hotel room at the event. I knew it would be needed later.

I leaned in to kiss her, but she backed off, giving me a glance to say she didn't want public displays of affection.

I cleared my throat, backed into my chair, and suddenly the team's leading defenseman was right there. "Ladies, can I get you anything?" he asked.

This time, when I dropped my napkin (I could see Julia through the corner of my eye almost stifling a laugh - she couldn't believe I did it again), I waited until the 6’2, 210 pound bruiser was half way under the table between my chair and Julia's, then I went for her thigh.

**

He didn't bump his head on the way up. No, that's not Chase's style - but he did take his time getting up, and obviously was a bit interested in the way I moved my hand up the slit of Julia's dress, fingered the top of her stockings, and then traced her garters.

In fact, having a sense of humor and playfulness, Chase actually stood up, his hair now all disheveled, and with a heavy intake of air took my napkin and patted his brow as if to remove the sweat. He then handed it back to me with a Cheshire grin and said, "You ladies have a nice night."

Then he was off. Julia and I both had a nice giggle, then she leaned over and whispered, "Now you have ME going too. Thanks."

At that point, I was not sure I wanted the night to keep going, or end right there so I could be alone with her.

Then I saw him. The world's-most-flexible-man - or so he was called. Our leading goaltender, Shaun Tallon. And boy, was he hot.

**

The thing about Shaun Tallon is that he's a man. I think he's about 32 or 33, and he looks so much more mature and together than many of his young counterparts, many of who are young European kids who often come across as boys goofing around with sticks and pucks. Tallon is the real deal, and even the way he walked carried that confidence and subtle sense of control.

And oh, how I love to unravel that control.

Shaun came over, his hands in his pockets. He looked mighty fine in the tux - unlike many of his blonde counterparts, he's got dark hair and more traditional good looks, with very broad shoulders. In sizing him up, I had to think back at some of the things I have seen him do on the ice, and marvel myself at how flexible this man must be.

I was so caught up in gawking at Shaun Tallon, I nearly forgot to drop my napkin.

In my haste, as he was about to saunter off (after just an aloof hello, of all the nerve!), Julia did it for me. She reached up to catch him and ask a question, and knocked her own napkin off her lap.

Whether or not she did that on purpose, I will never know. But it changed the course of the night for good.

**

What offended me first was that Shaun didn't pick it up. He actually glanced down and saw it (I saw his eyes come in contact with the napkin in question, rested nicely at Julia's pretty feet in her $200 strappy shoes).

What offended me next is that he kind of smirked. In fact, I wondered if he'd been told by the boys what was up at our table and was just playing a game with us. To me, that didn't matter. The league's most flexible goaltender can certainly take the time to bend over and pick up a damn napkin, that's what I was thinking. What? Was his back too stiff this night to bend in any direction?

Julia picked it up, finished her sentence to him (Something about congratulating him on a shutout the week before - just what he needed - more ego stroking), and then turned back around to dine.

"That bastard," I whispered to her. "What a snob, he didn't even pick it up." I looked at him as he was walking - well, gliding - toward the pack of boy toys. Indeed, they must have told him and he was playing a game with us. The "oh you can't get me down there," game. Why any man would want to play that game is beyond me, but I guess I just like the female body.

I could see Danny though. Danny, with his cheeks still all red and puffy, he was saying something to Shaun and I could imagine it was something barely audible in a thick Czech accent, "But why don't you go get the napkin, they probably are both not wearing the panties."

But Shaun was past sophomoric games, apparently. And that got to me. Because it was like a challenge. In fact, he and I were looking at each other for a second, and he had this half smirk and was sipping a glass of water with one hand in his pocket and I was suddenly more worked up than ever.

"I'm going to my car. I need something from my trunk," I told Julia as I got up. She looked up at me helplessly.

"What? Why?" she said. She knew it was bad news when I went to my trunk. She knew what was in my trunk. She was nervous.

"I have something for Shaun," I said. "I'll be right back."

**

If I know anything, I know goaltenders.

My girlfriend and I, we sit right behind the goal on the glass. In fact, I'd venture to guess that a lot of goaltenders know us just as well as we know them, because on particularly cold nights on the glass we go ahead and cozy right up. I've unraveled plenty of goal tenders in my time.

I want to tell the hecklers in the crowd, "Listen guys, rather than chant "BEL-FOUR! BEL-FOUR! BEL - FOUR - YOU SUCK!" all night, let me just put a deep kiss on my girlfriend's mouth right when he's adjusting his gloves or taking a drink of water. It's a lot easier, a lot quicker, and it never fails to put them off their game.

I know every ritual of every goaltender in the league - from Storr's splash face-drink-spit-drink-spit-adjust glove-adjust-glove-take stick-turn around scheme, to Vernon's odd nasal habits.

The one thing I know about Shaun is that he's solid. Solid, nearly impossible to distract or take off his game. He's amazing on the ice, incredibly flexible for a man his size and plays with a confidence that seems to do more for him than his puck handling.

That's why my plan was a perfect one. If Shaun would not play my napkin game and was going to be cocky and smug about it, I was going to find a way to make him squirm a little.

Literally.

**

I keep a near arsenal of bondage equipment in the trunk of my car. It used to be that way because I'd forget to unpack things after a weekend visit or interlude, then I started to realize it was convenient to keep it in the car. After all, you never know when you might need a pair of handcuffs or bondage swing.

In this case, it was a straitjacket.

A fine leather one. The highest quality, bought at a boutique in Germany. It was designed just like a traditional one, but it was so amazing in the way it looked and felt. By far, it is one of my prized possessions. I put it in my black duffle back and carried it back into the hotel, straight through to the ballroom, and sat down next to Julia just in time for the live auction. Perfect.

Julia leaned over and whispered, "What are you doing!?"

I grabbed a donation card on the table, took a pen, and started writing quickly on it. "Trust me. This will be good. Just trust me, and go along with it. I can't explain it right now."

The live auction was fairly animated. Because the event was all for charity, this obviously was the time when the organization could raise the most money quickly. The hostess of the event, a real firecracker with an amazing sense of humor and fire engine red hair that stuck straight up, was obviously a woman on a mission. I could tell she was all about making money for her cause. The bids were hovering around $200 an item, with exclusives, like golfing with the players, for a grand.

I scribbled down my message on the donation card, and waved over a waiter and asked him to bring it to her, right in the middle of the auction.

**

"Two THOUSAND DOLLARS!" she hollered when she read the card that was handed to her. She obviously had not read the rest of the card, only the dollar amount. I was flushed a little bit, nervous, but pleased she blurted out the amount before getting to the punch line - now she was in a bind, because everyone heard it.

And the players, they were all lined up like puppies, standing politely in their tuxedos watching the live auction. I could still see some whispering going on, and eyes on our table. Apparently the whole team now knew. Boys will be boys, I thought to myself.

She went off mic for a second and whispered to someone else, who pointed to my table, and then she asked the audience to hold on for a second and she hustled over to us. Apparently she had read the rest of the card.

Julia, meanwhile, was looking at me as if to say, "What have you done now?"

I, on the other hand, was completely turned on. Because I gave Shaun a smile, and he was looking at me, and he wasn't smirking anymore. He had that look I have seen many times on the ice, after a breakaway he blocked, or a scrum in front of his crease. It's the "You aren't trying to fuck with me, are you?" look.

"Yes, I am," I wanted to say. And I knew I had him.

**

"I don't understand," the red-headed frenzied charity lady whispered to me, careful to make sure the mic was turned off and also under her arm, just in case. Adjusting her glasses, she re-read the card. "Straitjacket, Shaun? Two thousand dollars?"

Julia put her hand over her face and turned away, mortified. But I had it under control. I went right into my prepared speech that I'd created in my head on the way back from the car. I whispered, though, to be polite.

"You know the media have pegged him as the most flexible net minder in the NHL," I whispered, making sure I used enough jargon to impress her. "My husband is a magician. This is a straitjacket from his act. The media here, they'd be all over this event if for two thousand dollars the most flexible goal tender agreed to give it a try. And the kids would love it."

Oh, I could see her wheels turning. The woman, she was completely conflicted. Two grand. Great media. Just a fun little stunt. Meanwhile, all eyes were on us. She waved over an assistant coach, and I saw the team's media whore hustle over, too. That sealed it - I knew that once the team's media person got wind of it, he'd be all over it - good press is good press. In fact, he was already hustling the local sports reporter over and whispering, probably trying to shape the story.

Meanwhile, Shaun was staring. Just looking right over toward us. How did he know he was my victim? Do goaltenders have some sixth sense?

Sure enough, our red-headed MC lifted her arm with my card in her hand, turned the microphone on and said, "Shaun Tallon, how would you like to help us make two thousand dollars!?"

Julia gasped under her breath, having heard enough of my conversation with the lady to know I was setting him up. "Oh shit," she said, "Now he's fucked."

I called the waiter over immediately, beaming. "More wine, please," I said. I intended to savor every last moment of this. Even Julia was brimming with excitement over this stunt, I could tell.

**

The MC hustled Shaun up on stage, and he was clearly uncomfortable. Meanwhile, her helpers were carrying my black bag toward the front.

She was again trying to read the card, but had to hold it at arm's length and sounded way too excited. "Shaun isn't it true that you have been dubbed 'the world's most flexible goaltender' since last season?"

The crowd got excited about that, and after the applause died down, Shaun just kind of shrugged, and leaned to her microphone and said, "Well, I've heard that, yeah," and his eyes were glued to that bag as it made its way to the stage. I could just imagine what he must be thinking. His eyes moved from the bag, to his teammates, who were all chuckling and elbowing each other and then to me and Julia, who were sipping wine and watching with a knowing smile.

"For a donation of two thousand dollars - " she continued, then paused to get the entire room totally worked up into cheers and applause and general mayhem, "-a fine lady here has proposed that you take a shot at showing off -" she paused to squint and read the card. Shaun leaned over to read over her shoulder, probably in shock over what had transpired. "- to show how flexible you are."

That got his teammates all in an uproar. They were laughing, clapping, and slapping each other on the shoulders and backs. You'd think they just won the Stanley Cup. They were in hysterics over it, so I knew that sealed it. Between peer pressure, the media, and the fact that it meant two grand for charity, he could not chicken out.

Then he saw them pull the straitjacket out of the duffle bag, and he put a hand over his face and half turned around and the entire ball room was cheering. His teammates were chanting his name, and the lady said again, "TWO THOUSAND DOLLARS!"

**

The guys - I think they were waiters - were fumbling with the straps on the straitjacket. I'm sure they had no idea how the thing worked and Shaun was standing there, just staring at it, half looking at his mocking, taunting teammates who were in stitches, barely listening to our hostess who was completely fired up now, but not very good at ad lib.

"So are you up for it?" she asked him.

"GO BABY!" said Denis Chambourgh, the back up goalie, who I am sure was just thanking god he was not up there.

"It looks like I don't have much of a choice," Shaun said, somber, and he gave a glance toward me, with that same solid expression, as if to say, "You haven't won yet."

Our MC fumbled with small talk while the waiters struggled to figure out the buckles on the straitjacket, and Shaun half-listened to her and half stared at the thing, as if trying to already plan what he would do. As if he had a chance, I smirked to myself - knowing that no matter how flexible he was, he couldn't get out of it.

Meanwhile, I was getting totally wet. In fact, I didn't even realize it, but my hand was half way up Julia's dress and she was holding my fingers, and I was nearly into her panties. We looked at each other for a second. I wasn't too worried; I knew everyone in that room was staring at the stage because they could not believe what was going on. I was thinking about Julia's tongue inside of me, and how it was just a matter of an hour or two before we got there.

They apparently needed help figuring out the straitjacket, so the MC hustled back to me with the microphone (which was nice, I wasn't about to get up from my table and leave my wine. I was content to watch from where I was.) and asked me about the longer strap in the back, and how it was supposed to go on.

Shaun was taking off the jacket of his tuxedo. He handed it to someone who hustled off with it, and then he was bending over, again looking at the leather straitjacket, then he shook his head and turned to his teammates, who were still ranting and raving, and he smirked and made some comments with a pointed finger then undid the buttons at his wrists and rolled up his sleeves.

Then, I had to explain, on microphone, how the jacket went on and where the straps went. Of course, I didn't mind this too much; Shaun was looking at me when he let them slide it over his arms in front and then move around to back, and I could tell he was still doubting how he got into that situation in the first place. He still didn't look shaken though; if anything, he looked determined. That got me even more turned on, and I'm sure Julia could tell. She knew she'd have a lot to take care of later with me, because I would be in quite a mood.

In Shaun went into the straitjacket - arms wrapped around his chest, his frame secured tightly in place, one strap under the legs (his teammates got a kick out of that and there were some remarks made which got a half laughing, "Fuck you" from Shaun, which I didn't hear but could tell easily by reading his lips).

I must say, he looked good in it. The tuxedo hadn't nearly done his body justice; with broad shoulders and a nice chest, he filled out the leather gem just beautifully. He just stood there for a second once the straps were all buckled and everyone backed away, and then the room got kind of quiet and it was suddenly uncomfortable for everyone - and even a little for me. Shaun was looking down at his chest sort of, not really doing much of anything, maybe trying to decide if it was worth it, or if he'd just give up.

"C'mon, Shawnie," came a shout from the little group of his teammates. I think it was the forward that was reportedly close friends with.

The MC took the microphone again, headed up to the stage, and said, "So how long do we give him for this? Is that how we should do this?"

**

I was half hoping, half worrying that she'd try to interview him while he stood up there, miserably, in the straitjacket. He seemed to get an itch on his cheek that he brushed off with a tilt to his shoulder, then gave his body just a couple of subtle twists to get a feel for the thing.

Meanwhile, photographers were snapping photos, and his teammates were half heckling him, half encouraging him. I heard one guy say, "We should put him in net like this!"

I was wrapped up in watching what he did (which, to be honest, was very little for the first minute, other than stand there and try to get a sense of what he was wearing), but Julia leaned over to me and whispered, "This is really getting you wet, isn't it?"

I nodded. She knew. Her hand was on my thigh, working up toward my crotch. She was turned on as well and had just finished her third glass of wine and was feeling risky. So she slid her chair closer to me, and blocked most of the view that anyone could have, and she started fingering me while I watched this display unfold.

Shaun apparently decided to give it a try, but oddly he began by taking off his shoes. He used one foot to do the other, then vice versa, then nudged them out of the way and kneeled down carefully, probably for better leverage. He never moved suddenly, or even jerked his shoulders. Oddly, I thought all of a sudden that his trainers must be freaking out, hoping he doesn't dislocate a shoulder if he gets over zealous, or even pull a muscle.

I couldn't think much about that, though, as Julia's fingers were quite talented, and she knew what she was doing. She was well inside me and I could feel her warm breath on the back of my neck, and then she rested her chin on my shoulder from behind, and her lips were on me. I was nearly going to cum right then, but wanted to keep my senses together to watch the gorgeous goal tender, to see how he would handle this.

I knew, obviously, that he could not get out of it. No one could. They were made that way, and it was authentic. But that's not to say he did not try - and try he did. Beautifully, passionately, and without humiliation. The struggling goaltender maintained his dignity, even while on his knees, by concentrating and not surrendering to frustration, by keeping focus and breathing deep, looking for weaknesses then pausing for reflection.

As far as crowd-pleasing goes, I probably would have been better off putting the back up goalie in the jacket; he'd have been flopping around like a fish, creating a spectacle and blindly thinking he could do it - just like the other rookie mistakes he was known for making.

But Shaun - he fought it, but did not lose focus, control or concentration. And at one point, I gasped, thinking he might just do it (or, maybe it was just when Julia brought her second finger into me) - he had one shoulder pulled back far enough that I thought he was going to wiggle an arm free, but instead he succumbed.

It had been about seven minutes. The MC approached him, leaned down as he was kneeling with his head down in concentration. "So what do you think?"

He lifted his head, and he was covered in sweat - his hair, his face. He looked beautiful, I must say, as I never got to see much of his face from behind goal with the mask on all the time. He exhaled and said, "I'm beat."

Surrender. He half smiled, and a few of his teammates kind of hustled up, giving him a round of applause that was joined by the crowd, and a few of his friends actually went behind him to undo the straps. Meanwhile, the hostess announced to the crowd, who were trickling into a standing ovation, "You weren't beat though - two thousand dollars for a good cause, and we thank you for that, and we thank our guest for that generous donation."

Julia and I had to stand as well, so our intimacy was interrupted, and Shaun turned toward our table as the jacket came off and his shirt was soaked a bit with perspiration, and he gladly took a glass of water that was handed to him by a friend.

Things broke up rather quickly, and when I was trying to pull myself together enough to complete the forms for the actual $2,000 donation I saw Julia look up behind me as someone approached.

Shaun was there, and he leaned over and said, "Is it a trick?"

I turned, startled, and looked up at him. He still looked a little flushed. But composed. I thought he might be angry, or about to yell at me, or call me malicious and manipulative.

"What?" I asked, looking for clarification.

He leaned down a little, reached out (startling me again) and took the glass of water on my table that had been recently filled, bringing it to his lips. "A trick. Is it a trick, is there a way to get out?"

Julia put her hand on my knee. I think she realized I was a little thrown off by his questions.

"No, actually, it's a real straitjacket. You can't get out of it without dislocating your shoulder," I told him honestly.

He chewed on a piece of ice, nodded to me and half smiled, and said, "That's what I figured. Maybe next time, then." As he left he touched my shoulder, grinned, and then turned to meet his group of peers that were still in half hysterics over what they had witnessed.

I turned to Julia, leaning over and whispering, "Bring the straitjacket to the room tonight, we may need it."

Of course, I knew he was just being sly about a second chance. But it didn't matter; as we collected our purses and belongings, I knew Julia and I would be fine on our own. If we even made it out of the elevator before attacking each other.


Story Five:

Sweet Charity


I recently took my girlfriend to a charity event hosted by professional hockey players. To be honest up front, I am not sure yet if I was more excited about the prospect of being surrounded by these mysterious men without their protective clothing, or if I was honing in on the possibility of closing the deal on my tall, auburn-haired girlfriend.

Becky, you see, has been flirting with me incessantly for the past three months. I knew she was interested, but I was not quite sure if she was bi-sexual or just curious. She'd been going to enough hockey games and sitting between me and the penalty box to know just how I felt about this sport. She also caught me masturbating when Derek Tely took a 4-minute misconduct in the box beside me. Unfortunately, Derek didn't catch me. The man was oblivious. A story for another time.

Anyway, Becky and I were sharing a suite at the posh ocean hotel, and we pulled out all the stops to make sure our night would be memorable. Our donation allowed us to participate in the closed event as a couple - after all, no one said it had to be a male/female couple.

Becky looked stunning in her tight black dress, her hair pulled up into a tight clip, just a few strands hanging down. In her heels she towered over me, and actually looked more menacing than I felt.

We got ready, together, in the room before the event was to start in one of the lower level ballrooms. We were already drinking (ok, I admit, I was trying to get her drunk). Finlandia, actually, which ended up not agreeing with me at all. I'm a Stoli girl at heart.

I wore a simpler, elegant dress, not quite as revealing but enough on the low cut side to attract attention.

In the hotel, on the way down to the ballroom just shy of the start of the event, we were alone, giggling slightly, our fingers touching, almost holding hands. She has this great smile, Becky, the kind that makes you wonder if she is married to a dentist.The elevator took a pit stop, much to our dismay (we were in a hurry) on the twelfth floor. In walked this stunning creature, a man that I dare say lit up the elevator more than even Becky.

We immediately stopped giggling and looked at him. He gave us a courtesy smile, more of a cheerful little smirk, and turned around so his back was to us as the elevator doors closed.

Immediately I leaned over to her and said, "Maybe we find out where HE is going instead of doing the hockey thing."

She snickered and dug her fingers into my hand. He turned his head slightly, almost looking over his shoulder, but not.

That's when I saw the bruise that was just shy of his jawline.

***

I guess I was a little embarrassed. How was I supposed to recognize him, though? Certainly I had been to over fifteen games in the last few months, but unless a man has a number and a name plastered on his back, I'm hopeless.

The bruise was what gave it away, because our man Brady was a fighter. I'd watched with glee about a half dozen times that Brady was shoved into the box, sometimes I'd even heard the insults he chose to hurl at the refs.

Brady was passionate and angry and pissed off most of the time, he had a permanent scowl on his face when he was on the ice, and he was dangerous.

He sauntered past us and into the ballroom of the hotel, then Becky and I stayed back to strategize. "I should have brought flash cards," I whispered to her. "Because I have no idea who any of these people are."

It was a formal affair, so the men who brought dates were as equally dressed up as the hockey players that had donated their time in the name of charity. Certainly, I had not been prepared for the number of groupies or autograph seekers.

In fact, I was a bit surprised they allowed that sort of thing. In almost everyone's hands I saw a hockey stick, a puck, a neck brace (go figure) and a game program. All scribbled on in black signature ink, all immediately being shoved in front of the next spied victim.

And then, there was the flashing.

No, I'm not talking about the kind of flashing I usually refer to in hockey - that is, the desire to press my naked body up against the glass when someone like Brady is pinned from behind by an opponent, stuck and wriggling to get free right in front of my eyes, his face down with a grimace as he kicks and fidgets to get the puck out from under him because some goon has his arm and stick neutralized above his head. Hey, at least it would give him something to look at while getting the hell pounded out of him from behind.

The flashing, unfortunately, was the flashing of cameras. Again, a surprise to me. For the amount of money people paid to attend this event, I thought the mood would be very low key, very intimate, and very non-fanatical. Certainly there'd be a few weirdos like me who have a penalty box fetish lurking around, but not a full line of people, even middle aged, having hockey trading cards signed.

Becky and I got our drinks at the bar, tried to sort out who was who, and commented that everyone seemed to have really nice teeth. We figured it out, at that point. The guys with the great teeth are the hockey players. Of course.

By the time we had our drinks in hand (back to the Stoli for me, fortunately), the crowd had indeed settled in. Most of the attention was focused on the team's two star players, which left us a good handful of men to torment.

Mind you, I didn't go to that thing with any intent of doing anything to anyone (well, except Becky, but she doesn't count). I went there for one thing.

Conversation.

***

I'll be honest, ever since the Bryan in the Box story - which set this all off - I have been fascinated with the mind frame of these hockey players. What kinds of things do they think about? Are they that intense in normal conversation? Are they generally educated, or are they stereotypical athletes? And what's the deal with the teeth?

Brady sauntered past Becky and I again, and this time, I just figured he'd be as good a victim as any to start with. He actually looked bored. No one was talking to him, and he was striking up conversation with the hired help.

I took Becky by the hand and we sifted through a little mini mob that had gathered around one of the players who looked like he was ready to shoot himself. I saw a distinct line of people, all hanging onto gear to be signed that I was sure was just hours away from being on EBAY. And then picture after picture after picture - he must have felt like Santa Claus, only he was the one ready to cry, not the kids forced to sit on his lap.

(No, no one was sitting on his lap. Although I saw a few girls that looked like they wanted to).

Becky and I found our way to Brady, and he turned to me, with a black sharpie in his hand (for you non-Americans, a sharpie is a permanent pen that you can actually get high off of if you smell it), fingers ready to grab whatever it was we were going to ask him to sign.

When he saw we had nothing in our hands, he opened up his arms, thinking we were going to ask him for a picture. One on each side. Predictable.

Neither of us moved.

"I don't want an autograph," I said simply. "I don't want a picture," I added. "I just want to know about the penalty box."

***

Granted, his response was not what I had hoped for. Not in a million years.

"You wanna know about the what?" he asked, leaning over to hear me. It was quite loud in the room. I was a little mortified - what if he didn't speak English? Did I pick a fighter, but one from Russia who didn't know any English? I was scrambling in my head, trying to pull up my hockey trivia, trying to remember, who was that young kid that didn't speak any English? Was this HIM?

Becky stepped in for the save. "Penalty Box," she said flatly. Staring right at him, holding her glass confidently. She stared right through him, actually. I am sure he felt interrogated. Neither of us were laughing or smiling about it, we had just asked the question and were waiting for the answer.

Right then, a spotty twenty-something kid shoved a program under Brady's nose. The hockey player just looked at us as he spun the black pen around in big, dramatic circles on the glossy surface of the paper. Ironically, I noticed that he signed right over the two existing signatures of his teammates. And he took up half of the page. If that didn't say anything about his personality, I don't know what did.

"The penalty box?" he confirmed as the kid went away (I was worried the kid might start asking him about what he thought his chances were of getting into the playoffs, god forbid).

Becky and I stood firm, watching him for an answer. He looked pretty serious as he put the cap back on the sharpie, his eyes switching back and forth on both of us, as if waiting for one of us to say "Just kidding".

Finally I couldn't take it anymore. "Is it classified? You can't talk about it?"

Brady laughed. He threw his head back just a little, was shuffling his feet back and forth (lots of energy). I noted to myself that he seemed extremely pleasant. Almost too calm. Not the Brady I was used to seeing beat the shit out of people.

"It's not classified," he said. "What is it that you wanted to know?"

Oh, the horror. He threw the damn question right back at me. I was almost wishing the spotty kid would come back and ask about the playoffs. At least I'd have a good shot at seeing Brady lose his temper and hurl the twerp over the appetizer table (if his temper was anything like it was on the ice that is).

"She wants to know what it feels like to be trapped inside of there," Becky volunteered.

I was mortified. I grabbed her hand and dug my nails into her palm, nonverbally telling her that I felt maybe, perhaps, she was coming on a little too strong with my whole penalty box infatuation.

Brady raised his eyebrows and turned his attention to me. "You want to know about that?"

Again, hurling the question back at me. It occurred to me, right then, that he was shy and intimidated. Two re-directed questions in a row. The man was actually shy. He was a shy little boy underneath it all, and he was swaying a little on both feet, using a distracting smile to keep us at bay. I assumed he'd mastered that skill. Just smile, smile, smile and the world will go away.

It was just a second or two, but I could tell he was hoping someone would come up and ask him to sign something, rather than be the center of attention of two young women (granted, we still had a few years on him, the young pup).

He laughed and said, as he signed something for someone (I think he actually stopped the older woman as she went by, as if to make sure she didn't forget him on her hockey stick that would be on eBay in the morning), "It's not the funnest place."

Neither of us said anything. I wanted more of an answer than that. I wasn't going to leave until I got one. I was also not aware that I was still holding Becky's hand. So at that point, we probably looked like lesbians, because we were well past the age of young girls that held hands because they were giggling and being coy.

"I'm usually upset about being there, and screaming at whoever put me there," he added, looking at me as the old woman made her way off, thanking him by name but using the wrong name. ("Thanks Doug.")

I nodded. I nodded at Brady because indeed, I had heard him scream insults at people from inside the box. He definitely was a yeller. I wondered if that meant he was loud in bed.

"Does that answer your question?" he asked, raising his eyebrows at me, then looking at Becky. I squeezed her hand when she went to speak, making sure she knew to keep a lid on it.

"Yes," I said. "It does. Thank you for your time," I nodded.

"Sure, no problem," he said, smiling politely, then turning to pose for a picture with twins.

I led Becky away from the golden boy, whispering, "Let's go back to the room for a minute."

***

We escaped the party for a short while, mostly because I wanted to deal with my hair and makeup in the privacy of our suite, not in a public restroom. I also wanted to chastise Becky for announcing to Brady that I was a kinky weirdo, essentially.

"I think he liked it," Becky giggled as we entered the room. I went into the bathroom immediately, grumbling about how my hair was already falling down out of its plastic clip. I let it all down and tried to re-adjust it, but it was useless.

I put a little water in it, touching it up with my fingers, listening to Becky pacing around slowly in the main part of our suite, explaining to me how many times she witnessed some of those players being propositioned just in the short time we were out there.

Then I turned around to dry my hands on the towel that was on the rack of the shower door on the outside.

And I saw it.

***

"Becky, get in here," I said urgently, frozen in my spot. I could not believe I didn't notice it before.

She peered inside, looking at what I was looking at, probably wondering if there was a dead body in the shower or something based on the look on my face.

"It's a shower," she said matter-of-factly.

"It's a penalty box," I corrected her.

She burst out laughing, put both hands to her mouth, and stared at it. "You are crazy, Akasha."

But, I am not exaggerating. This shower was huge - I guess because we were in a suite. The doors were all glass, so it was completely see-through, just like the penalty box. And it had a place to sit on the inside, facing out, right in the middle. It had two shower heads, one on each side (a shower for two? I guess we had the honey moon suite!).

"It's perfect!" I hissed, grabbing her hand.

Of course, my wheels were turning like mad.

He must go in the box.

Brady must go into the box.

***

From that point on, I was a woman with a mission.

Becky and I had a few more drinks and now and then I would spy Brady across the room. I did catch him looking our way two times. I knew he was curious. I think Becky and I were the only two people in that whole place who did not have cameras and did not want anything signed.

About a dozen people were milling around Brady at one point (what was it, a church group? They were all teenagers), chattering to him. That's when I saw him really staring at us - and that's when I made my move.

A double move, I should say. I made a move on Becky - and I made sure Brady saw.

Her lips were soft. She was startled that I suddenly had leaned in to kiss her and I knew it had to be quick. Public displays of affection, especially between two women, would surely be frowned upon. Although, based on the number of men there, they could have charged admission to see it, and raised even more money for charity.

When we parted lips I glanced over, and sure enough he was watching. He actually waved a warning finger at us and shook his head, then went back to signing things.

At that point, I knew it was just a matter of time before he took a double minor in our hotel room.

***

Becky and I spent some time small talking with one of the more popular players. He had a pretty thick accent, so without leaning in close to hear over the noise, I knew it was useless trying to understand him. I let Becky talk to him for a few minutes as I just sort of scoped out the rest of the affairs, watching the slightly tipsier crowd continue with the flashing and signing. In a bit of an alcohol haze I wondered, logically, how people could still have stuff to sign. Did they have boxes of crap in their car, and they'd go get more and more and come back? EBay would be busy the next day, I noted.

Then I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned around and peered up a bit, and there he was. That smile again. He nodded to his teammate, who had just said hello to him. "You're talking to the wrong guy if you are still doing your penalty box survey."

True, I noted. Becky's new foreign friend rarely was in any trouble, at least when I had seen him play.

"What do you mean?" came the thick accent, laughing a little and looking at Brady. Oh no, I thought. How are we going to explain this to him? Now it's going to be a whole production.

Becky leaned over and started whispering to the curious player. I heard his distinct laugh, and thick accent when he said, "Really? You're kidding me?"

I could only imagine what she was saying. "Hey, my friend writes erotic hockey stories on the internet. She has a fetish for the penalty box. She is trying to get Brady up into her room so she can put him in the shower and pretend it's a penalty box."

Then I heard the accent again, and this time, he said, pointing at Brady, "Then he is the guy for her."

I made a mental note to find out what the hell that was all about.

Brady looked at me curiously (I think I was blushing) and I snapped out of it enough to gather my wits and get the ball rolling. Or, puck moving. Whatever.

"There is a penalty box in my room." I said quite clearly.

"Really?" he laughed. "Did you have to pay extra for that, or..?" he chuckled at his own joke, not taking his eyes off me. Oh, I could sense it. He was thinking, clearly - threesome, threesome, threesome. End of the night, gotta make the score. Third period, tie game, gotta get the biscuit in the goal.

"I think I just got lucky," I laughed. I took a sip from my drink, hoping, praying, he would not come back with some cheesy predictable line.

But he didn't. In fact, he seemed to get shy again. He had his hands in his pockets. We both seemed to momentarily not have anything to say, both kind of listening to the conversation between Becky and the star player.

Then the opportunity just fell into my lap, so to speak. It could not have been easier.

Brady overheard his teammate say something that he didn't agree with, he leaned over to counter it, shaking a finger at him, and managed to spill a glass of wine right down the front of my dress.

"Oh shit," he said, grabbing a napkin and nervously trying to hand it to me, almost trying not to laugh, but obviously horrified at what he had done, as people turned to look.

"Clumsy fool!" came his friend's harassment, as Becky was dabbing her napkin down my front as I just stood there.

I looked up slowly and said, with just a tin bit of a smirk, "That's two minutes, Brady."

He laughed. "Two minutes for spilling. I deserve it. I do. Shit. You can send me the dry cleaning bill, please."

Becky turned back to her new European friend, who was already ignoring Brady, discarding him with a wave of the hand. "He is always spilling everything."

Brady reached down and squeezed my hand. I looked at him,

"I'm really sorry," he said.

I leaned up to his ear, and he leaned down a little.

I whispered clearly, "I meant what I said about the box. It's the least you could do. 697." The number, of course, was our room number.

He laughed. It was one of those laughs of no-commitment, of no-comment. I leaned over and took Becky's hand, whispering to her, "Let's go."

Becky begrudgingly said goodbye to her new friend, and as we made our way past the towering golden boy, I heard him say to his friend, "Shit."

***

Of course, I knew he wouldn't show up. Yeah, right. I knew the man wasn't married, but inviting him up to the room sounded like a proposition, to be sure and he didn't seem like the type to sleep around. He had been flirting with the idea, but it wasn't the type to actually do it; he just wanted to know he COULD do it if he wanted to. He didn't want to actually come up and do us any favors.

Even if he DID ruin my dress.

Becky and I dealt with my dress in the bathroom. I stood there in just my lingerie as she ran cold water over the dress. I looked longingly at the shower. My penalty box. My very own penalty box.

"Maybe we could come back some time," I said. "Just to put a guy in the box."

Becky laughed, continuing to wring and twist at the material. "Let's hang this up. It might be saved." She hung it up on the other side of the door into the bathroom, then took my hand and pulled me into the main room.

Chilled champagne was waiting for us, which I found odd. "Where did this come from?" I asked. Ok, for a minute, I thought he'd done it - to apologize. After all, it was the least he could do. But that quick? Not a chance. It had been there for at least a few hours.

Becky picked up the card next to it. "It comes with the room. Sweetheart special. Does that mean you're my sweetheart?"

"Yes, I am." I said.

And finally, I got my mind off of that damned hockey player. I was about to score with Becky. I could tell, simply, by the way she was smiling at me, and the way she was looking at me standing there in stockings, garters and bra.

***

A half hour later, just past midnight, we were making out on the bed. We'd been drinking the champagne and had put MYSTERY, ALASKA on the TV because it was on the hotel pay-per-view and I insisted it would turn me on more than anything on the adult channels.

"Isn't that a hockey movie?" I'd said, looking at the menu on the screen. Becky was undressing, shrugging.

We were mid-kiss, nuzzled closely together with the TV blaring in the background, when there was a quick knock on the door.

"Shit," I said, grabbing a towel to cover my half naked body, rushing to the door as Becky rolled over on the bed to grab her champagne glass. I heard her almost purring. It was lovely.

Stupidly, I did not peek out the peep hole. Stupidly, I opened the door just a crack, peering out from behind to see him standing there.

He was smiling. "I have to see this so called penalty box."

***

"Becky," I said, not moving. "We have some company."

She crawled over on the bed, eased down onto her stomach and rested her chin in her hands. "Who is it?"

Letting him in, wrapping myself up more carefully in my towel, I stepped back so he could enter. Of course, he went into the bathroom, not into the main room, and Becky only saw his shadow.

"Who IS it?" she asked, getting up and walking over. She was also just in her panties and bra at this point, but she wasn't even in a towel. She stood with me at the entrance of the bathroom, looking in.

Brady was standing there, hands in his pockets, shaking his head at the shower. "I'll never be able to see a shower like this in the same way again."

***

Becky was breathing into my ear right behind me, distracting me. Brady was kind of scoping out all angles of the shower, looking around from the outside of it.

"Get in," I said.

He turned and laughed at me, then saw Becky and gave her a nod of hello before he said to me, in response. "Do I need a shower?"

"Get in," I said. I had that tone. The one that said I was serious. Becky heard it, actually. She leaned over me, pointing at the shower with the glass in her hand.

"You should just get in there and get it over with, Brady," Becky said seriously.

He laughed. He sounded a little nervous, but more amused. He was wearing a black jacket and a white dress shirt, and he started to take off his jacket. My heart was pounding - was he going to get totally naked? What was THIS about?

I could hear Becky Mmmming as she sipped her champagne, watching him, and I felt her hand wrapped around me, under the towel I was holding against my body. She was sliding her hand down the front of my panties.

Brady folded his jacket and placed it on the sink, opened the door of the shower and peered inside before stepping forward into it. He was laughing out loud at that point. I guess he wasn't getting naked, I thought to myself, disappointed.

"Would you look at that?" Becky said, in a little bit of a surprised tone. "You've got a hockey player in a shower."

Brady took inventory and then looked over expectantly. "What do you want me to do?"

Becky was about to start launching into a list, but I spoke over her. "Just do whatever you do in the box, you have to stay there two minutes. We'll be right back."

As I ushered Becky out of the bathroom, Brady sat down on the white ledge that was inside the shower. He didn't scream obscenities, though.

***

"What are we going to do?" Becky whispered.

"What do you want to do?" I whispered back. She was grabbing more champagne. She reached over, at once, and yanked the towel away from me, so I was standing in lingerie again, just like her.

"First of all, lose the towel," she said. "Second of all..." she smiled, pulling me to her and kissing me. "Give him a misconduct."

***

When Becky and I returned to the bathroom, about thirty seconds later, we both were just in black lingerie. Brady was looking the other way until he heard us enter, then he turned toward us.

Oddly, he did finally look like the same guy I had seen on the ice. He was sitting, leaning forward, his elbows on his knees, his hands clasped in front of him. He went to stand, but I said, "Stay there. You aren't done yet."

He sat back down. He looked serious now. Serious, intense. Curious.

And Becky and I both could see evidence of arousal in his trousers.

She and I started kissing, against the sink a few feet in front of the shower, in plain view of our captured hockey player.

It all unfolded quite smoothly. Becky and I continued to make out, undress each other more, exploring each other's bodies, while poor Brady remained trapped inside, so close, yet unable to do anything. I was loving that.

As I sat on the sink, leaning back against the mirror, legs open and my hands in Becky's hair while she went down on me, I though, oddly, that this was just what it must be like for him in the box. Sheer frustration. Total helplessness. The desire to be involved, but being trapped and removed. That, coupled with Becky's soft lips and capable tongue, was enough to put me nearly over the edge.

I opened my eyes, finally, holding the back of Becky's head as she licked and sucked, dazedly looking at my trapped hockey player. He was watching - oh, he was watching indeed. I could recognize that look in his eyes at once. The horrible torture of arousal, but not being able to do anything. He wanted to masturbate. He was shy, so he was not about to do that.

"You want out, don't you," I smiled.

He stood at once, reaching for the door, as if that was his cue to come out.

"NO!" I snapped, and Becky took a break from going down on me to turn her head and look at him from over her shoulder. Naked, down on her knees, I am sure she looked lovely to him.

Brady placed both hands up on the glass. "Come on. Two minutes is up."

I directed Becky's head, using both of my hands, to go back to work on me. I was aching with desire, so close to cumming, and now I was seeing two desperate eyes staring at me from the other side of the glass.

"Take off your clothes," I ordered. "Slowly. Make it entertaining."

Becky stopped again and looked over her shoulder.

"Hey," I tightened my grip in her hair. She looked up at me.

"Don't I get to watch, too?" she asked, pouting at me.

"No," I said. "Not until you finish me off."

Becky took once last glance at Brady, who had his shirt half way unbuttoned, standing there, before she went back to lapping at me hungrily.

I must say, this might have been the single most pleasurable moment of my life. Brady looked tortured and shy, undressing slowly as I watched him like an object. Becky was masterful at licking pussy, and it was obvious she knew what she was doing. And she loved every minute of it.

Brady sat down and took off his shoes and socks, placing them at the corner of the inside of the shower, his little cage of sorts. He stood up and unfastened his belt, pulled it from the loops and dropped it to the floor, then unzipped his trousers and stepped out of them.

He was standing there in white briefs. When he slid his thumbs under the waistband, I said, "Stop. Not yet."

He froze.

"You can't come out," I said to him. "Until you make me cum."

"Isn't that her job?" he said, his eyes moving to the back of Becky, who was quite busy at pleasuring me.

I bit my lip. At this point, I was delirious with it all, but I knew what I wanted. I knew it in my head, but I couldn't just go right out and say it. I wanted to capture the next moments forever, provided they met my expectations.

"Sit back down," I ordered between breaths. "And do exactly what you do. Exactly what you do. When you are in that box."

He sighed and looked around. He looked impatient. I could tell he was tiring of the whole penalty box make believe. He just wanted to get on with it.

"Brady," I hissed.

He looked at me.

"Every. Last. Detail." I breathed.

He nodded, ran both hands through his hair, looked around, and was obviously thinking. "Give me one second."

***

I think that's when I found him most endearing. Brady was actually thinking about it before he did it. He wasn't just blowing it off, he was working on it in his head. He was going to make it good. He was going to be serious. He wasn't just doing it to get it over with, he was actually trying to get into the right frame of mind.

It was hard to focus on all of this, of course, while Becky was teasing my pussy, stopping now and then to lightly blow, lick delicately, carefully and cautiously using her lips.

Brady said, "Ok, I'm ready," (not to anyone in particular) and then reached over, turned on the shower, just a tad, so that water came out in a dribble. He caught it in his hands, then ran it all through his hair. Once, then twice, then three times. Then he filled his palms with water and splashed it over his face, shuddering a little at the cold.

Then he turned, sat down on the small bench again, elbows on knees, now dripping wet. He stared straight forward, jaw clenched, and breathed deeply, furiously through clenched teeth.

Unfortunately, I couldn't endure much more than that. I came, and I came so hard, it was one of those times I nearly blacked out.

Damn, I thought, right in the middle of it, I should have at least enjoyed the show a few more minutes before cumming. But I couldn't help it. Not in a million years.

***

Of course, that was just sort of the beginning of what would be a long, erotic night. No one actually had sex with anyone else (at least, the penetration kind). Becky and I ended up using his belt to tie him to the shower head and tease him, his wrists above his head, while hot water flowed down his body (which, while I did not mention it at all in this piece, was amazing).

We finished off the champagne. We took turns with each other while the third watched. Becky and I shared him quite effectively. Kissing Brady was the most surreal thing, I will admit, and I guess mostly because I was so hyper conscious about his teeth (I mean, are they REAL??). Fortunately, he was such a great kisser, his tongue made me forget about everything.

Around five in the morning, the three of us were sprawled out in the bed. Becky was asleep, her head in my lap, and Brady and I were just talking about something ridiculous. Airports, I think.

His hair was a spikey mess, having dried in an odd pattern after our multiple sessions in the shower. I found him to be remarkably eloquent, uniquely soft spoken. Actually, when I listened to him talk, I had a hard time reconciling that he was the guy I saw beat the living hell out of an opposing player just a few weeks ago.

When the sun started coming up he groaned and rubbed his eyes, said he had to go, had practice in a few hours. He kissed me once on the lips, leaned down and kissed Becky on the forehead (she was still basically unconscious).

By then, I was so exhausted, I was almost happy to see him go; I was over stimulated and needed to digest everything.

He collected his things, got dressed, fixed his hair in the bathroom and then came back to tell me again to send him the dry cleaning bill for the dress.

I laughed. "Don't worry about it."

He smiled and was half way to the door when I stopped him.

"Wait," I said, not getting up, because I didn't want to disturb the sleeping Becky. "Just do this for me. Next time you are in the box, think of tonight. Ok?"

He laughed out loud. "Oh great. How can I not, now? You got it."

Then he was gone. I sat there silent, thinking. Thinking that maybe I should order MYSTERY, ALASKA on pay per view again, because I wasn't about to go to sleep after that. What the hell? Another twelve bucks.

Granted, since then, I haven't seen him in the box, so I am not sure he even remembers.

But the next time he is, I'll surely be looking for that look in his eyes.

And I'll know.

cover.jpeg
REOFNEFRK¥A"Y

AKASHA

DSy e

e
e





