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Dedication


Kitten for the Night –  To my faithful fan. It’s been almost a year since the last pet play book, and I felt you deserved another one.  
Glory for the Night – This one goes out to all the doms who help their subs explore their dirtiest fantasies and keep them safe.  
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Chapter 1 – Kitten for the Night


The room has a warm glow from the soft candlelight as I walk in. I’d been waiting downstairs, like my Master instructed, for the past 15 minutes. Not able to sit still, I kept rechecking my long, chestnut brown hair in the mirror. I wanted to look perfect tonight for my Master. I’d worn his favorite light blue cotton summer dress with nothing else but a pair of panties, knowing as I selected my outfit that I wouldn’t keep it on long. 
Tonight is a special night for us, and when the alarm on my cell phone chirps that it’s time to meet up with Master, the butterflies swirl gently in my stomach while my entire body tingles in anticipation on the short walk down the hallway. The hardwood is cool on my bare feet. There is no point in wearing shoes, and Master prefers me barefoot because he loves admiring the latest color of polish on my toenails. 
Master has a huge house, more space than he needs, and he directed me to come to the room he uses for training sessions. It doesn’t have much furniture, and I usually kneel, naked, in the middle of the room on the wooden panels and wait for him. But tonight, I know he’s there waiting for me.
When we’re not in playtime, my Master’s name is Gabe, and I smile softly at him as I step through the doorway. He’s standing next to a square wooden table with a small ornate metal box on it. I know what’s in it, and I want to skip up to him with happiness and throw my arms around him, but I keep my pace steady. The way he’s positioned next to it, the table beside him reminds me of an altar, and I can’t help but giggle at the vision. That really isn’t far off from what is happening, and the entire room has the aura of an intimate wedding.
Gliding up to him, I stand right in front of him and practically vibrate with the need to reach for his hand to reassure myself that this is real. I’ve been his submissive for exactly a year and we’ve been planning this night for a couple of months. We started with meeting up twice per week for a few hours and that has grown to me spending every weekend at his house. It’s beginning to feel like my home as well, and he’s joked a few times that I should just move in, so I know we’re heading in that direction. The longer we’re together, the more my heart knows that it’s not about the house–Gabe is what makes it my home. So tonight is an important step for our relationship.
My heart catches in my throat at the tender smile in his green eyes. The desire to kneel is intense, but when I start naturally lowering myself underneath his gaze, he stops me with a gentle touch under my chin. 
“Stand. No kneeling yet.” 
His simple command thrills me, and I sigh when he brushes his lips against mine. 
“Are you sure?” he murmurs against my mouth and a shiver runs down my spine as I breathe out, “Yes.” 
I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life. 
He smiles at me again and commands lightly, “Remove your clothes.”
I whisper, “Yes, Master,” and use both arms to pull my dress over my head and let it drop to the floor next to the table. As I hook my fingers into the waist of my white panties and slide them down my legs, I’m shaking and unsteady. Master must have noticed because he grips my upper arm firmly while I step out of the lace fabric and lay them on top of my dress.
I’ve been naked often enough that I’m comfortable under his gaze, but I’m still nervous because I don’t know exactly what to expect. We’ve been through so much together in the last year while we navigated a relationship that neither of us expected to be all-consuming. The intensity of our connection might have taken us by surprise, but there was never any doubt in either of our minds that we belonged together once we found one another. Standing before him, all the growing pains of him training me as a brand new submissive don’t matter. I just know I want to please him forever.
He trails his hand down my upper arm, over the curve of my hips, and slips it between my legs, rubbing my slick folds for a few seconds. I’m always wet when I’m near him or thinking about him, but I’ve been desperate and turned on all day so I’m more wet than usual. I lean into his hand as tiny spikes of pleasure ripple through me as he brushes his fingers against my clit. 
When he removes his hand, I sigh in disappointment, but I can tell he only did it to calm my nerves. He’s done that in the past and it works well. He only has to make my brain a little fuzzy and I forget what I’m worrying about, or I’m able to relax and let go of my stressful day. 
He picks up the box from the table and my heart rate speeds up as joy threatens to bubble over. I hold in a giggle, not wanting to ruin this solemn moment. His eyes twinkle in the candlelight and he holds the box out to me, as if presenting me with a gift.
“Open it up, Kitten.”
Lifting the latch to open the box, I try to hide the shaking of my hands. Nestled inside on a piece of blue velvet is the collar I picked out. The one I’m choosing to wear for him and submit with. I wanted something dainty that I could wear daily, and it’s a thin strip of black leather with a hollow silver heart in the front. He purchased another thicker, sturdier one for play, but the one I plan to wear as often as possible is more appropriate for the ceremony tonight.
His voice is gruff when he says, “Lift it out,” and I can tell that he’s holding in emotions - nervousness, excitement, all the things I’ve been feeling all day too. 
As I take the collar out of the box, I think about how lucky I am to have found him. Knowing that he’s as affected by the ceremony as I am tells me he’s the perfect dom for me. He’s amazing and worthy of the trust I’ve given him. 
He sets the metal box back on the table and removes the collar from my hands. Awareness prickles my skin… the moment has finally come. 
“You know what this means, Kitten? If you put this on, you’re mine.”
My heart flutters while I nod, knowing I was already his long before this moment, but we both wanted the formality of the ceremony. 
He continues, “You give me your body, your mind, your orgasms… your control.”
My head spins a little, but I’m able to nod again.
“Turn around and lift your hair.”
I turn and gather my long hair in my hand, bunching it together and lifting it to expose the curve of my neck. I’m not able to see what he’s doing, but I hear him fiddling with the collar. Sensing movement, I shiver when his hands brush against my shoulders and neck as he slips the collar on me.
As the leather settles, I release the last of the tension I was holding, and a warm contentment spreads throughout my body. As he clasps it in place, the realization of what this means settles over me. I’m accepting his control over me for as long as I wear this collar. My head is swimming, but it feels right.
He’s solemn as he speaks. “I claim you now, Angie. You’re mine. No matter what you’re doing, no matter what you’re thinking, your body will always know it belongs to me.”
A little tug on my collar makes me turn around. Naked except for the collar, I feel gloriously sexy.
“Tonight is just for us, Kitten, but tomorrow I’ve planned a dinner party in your honor.”
I gasp and stare at him, daring to hope he means what I think he does. Imagining him leading me, leashed, down the hall to the dining room to a table of guys causes a brief flash of yearning to stab me in the gut. I told him my slutty dinner table fantasy months ago, and he told me that someday he would give me my wish. 
His next question breaks me out of my daydream. “How do you feel?” 
I take a moment to consider my response, and I smile at the first thought that pops into my head.
“I feel… owned.” I don’t need to explain further. This is exactly what he wanted.
He says, “Good girl. I will always protect you, look after you, and love you, as long as you choose to serve.”
He’s right—I am choosing this, and knowing that there is love behind everything he does makes it even more special. I can’t help but lean forward and kiss him, despite not having asked for permission. He doesn’t stop me, so I know he likes my spontaneous response.
When the kiss ends, he commands, “Now Kitten, kneel for me.”
I sink to the ground, happy to serve, and the collar makes me want to please him even more. His hand brushes against my collar, pressing it into my skin. My eyes flutter and acceptance washes over me. He really does own me, and this is exactly where I want to be.
“Now how do you feel, Kitten?”
I love that he’s continually checking up with me. I’m shaken to my core from this entire experience, but I know exactly what I want to say.
“I wouldn’t be any other place than here on my knees, Master.”
He tips my chin up and gazes down at me lovingly. “You make me happy, Kitten. I hope your party tomorrow is everything you wished for.”
I murmur, “I’m sure it will be.” I don’t tell him that even if the party doesn’t go as planned, just the fact that he organized it and is willing to let me play out my fantasy is all that really matters. 
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Chapter 2


“Now, Kitten, don’t you look pretty?” 
Master turns me towards the vanity mirror and I marvel at myself, wide eyed. I’m wearing a black cat mask with adorable little ears. It covers the top half of my face and a faint pink blush stains the visible part of my cheeks. My blue eyes are shining, and my mouth is slightly open. I’m practically vibrating with excitement and I can see my chest rising and falling rapidly in the mirror. Bringing my hand up, I brush my cheek lightly before trailing it down the column of my neck to finger the recent addition around it.
I stroke the thick, supple black leather and admire the glint of the sterling silver loop. 
Last night after he collared me, he made love to me for hours while I wore my new collar. It was sweet and the perfect ending to the ceremony. But today is the dinner party in my honor, and if the night goes as I hope, it will not be gentle. 
I removed the collar before I fell asleep last night, and this morning he told me not to put it back on and to spend my time thinking about the party. Tonight I’ll wear the play collar, and it has a much different feel from the everyday one. The thickness of the black leather makes it so there is no way I will forget I’m wearing it, and the silver ring attached to the front is perfect for a leash or putting a finger through it to guide me to do what he wants. When he clasps it, the weight of it settles over me and I immediately feel completely under his control. Stretching my neck, I make sure it’s comfortable since I’ll be wearing it for hours.
The cat mask is new, as well as the black lace lingerie that leaves nothing to the imagination. It’s barely a wisp of material and leaves most of my ass bare, which is good because Master gave me a new butt plug tail for the party. I turn to the side to admire the tail, give my hips an experimental wiggle, and laugh as the fur swishes and tickles my legs.
I’m too busy admiring how the lingerie accentuates my shapely figure while Master checks my collar to make sure it’s secure. When he hooks his finger through the small silver loop on it and tugs, I gasp in surprise.
“Kitten, now pay attention. Tonight is very important.”
I nod at him, knowing that he invited his closest friends in my honor, and I’ve only met a couple of them before. I want to be on my best kitten behavior and Master said if I was good, then later I would get a special treat.
When he tugs on the silver loop again and raises his other hand to reveal the hook end of a leash, he questions me. “Are you ready for this, Kitten?”
A zing of electricity shoots through me straight to my pussy. Fuck, yes. I’ve been ready for this all day—no, for months—but I temper my excitement.
“Yes, Master,” I whisper, and he hooks the leash to my collar. As soon as I’m leashed, I feel completely under his control, and I’m ready to do whatever he asks of me tonight.
“Then come meet our dinner guests.”
He pulls on the leash and I bounce forward, eager for the party to start. My lingerie set includes a garter belt with black silk stockings and I opted not to wear shoes tonight, so I pad silently behind Master as he leads me to the dining room.
When we enter the room, I count five men sitting around the long rectangular dining table; two per side, with one at the end of the table opposite my Master’s empty chair. They’re all casually dressed in jeans or trousers and T-shirts, as if this was a gathering of friends and nothing special. I chose the menu for tonight and opted for takeout from my favorite Chinese restaurant so that no one had to spend much time in the kitchen prepping for tonight. Several takeout containers sit in the center of the table and it looks like more food than five men could eat. 
All eyes turn towards me and I can feel my blush burn brighter. I want to dip my head so I don’t have to look them straight in the face, but earlier today Master told me he wanted me to be proud of the slut I am and he expected me to embrace it tonight. So one by one I search all five faces, meeting their gaze straight on with my own. The last guy isn’t looking at my face, and instead focuses on my generous breasts. Knowing someone is admiring me sends a shift of delight down my spine, causing my nipples to harden.
Everyone is quiet for a minute and staring at me with varying degrees of lust. The attention is an aphrodisiac and neediness radiates through me the longer I feel the weight of their gazes. I’m ready to be the sluttiest kitten ever by the time Master finally speaks to his friends. “Everyone, I’d like you to meet my Kitten, Angie.”
The five men all smile and a few say hello, and I speak softly. “Hello everyone. Thank you for coming.”
Master leads me over to his chair at the table, and as he takes a seat, I kneel on the floor next to him. He spoke to me at length this morning about what he wanted tonight, and I’m more than willing to be his pet for this party. Everything that happens tonight is something I agreed to in advance.
Master unclips the leash and coils it on the table right in front of me. Not having the leash on gives me a small sense of freedom, but I only need to look at the table to know he can hook it back on at any moment. Being under his control and paraded in front of his friends like his possession is so fucking hot. 
He pulls out his phone and presses some buttons until jazz music flows from hidden speakers in the walls, loud enough to make the room seem lively without hindering conversation.
“Let’s eat,” he announces, and conversation starts up as people reach for food in the center of the table. My stomach grumbles softly as I smell the cartons of Chinese food opening. People load up their plates and pass the containers around. Master said he would make sure I got fed and I just needed to be patient. I rest my ass on my feet and when I shift positions slightly, the buttplug pulls and I gasp from the pleasure.
I glance up at Master to see if he noticed, and he’s smiling down at me. When he uses a hand to stroke my hair and rub my cheek, I lean into his hand, wishing I could purr for real.
“Kitten, are you hungry?”
I nod eagerly. “Yes, Master.”
“OK, then you are allowed to have your meal… like we talked about.”
A thrill runs through me at his words. I was expecting to have to sit here for a lot longer, so the unexpected timing creates an inferno in my core. I shift onto my hands and knees, but before I can do anything, Master stops me.
“Oh, and Kitten?”
“Yes, Master?”
He gives me another tender glance and love for him washes over me when he says, “Have fun with this. OK?”
I grin at him, knowing I will. “Yes, Master.”
As I crawl under the table he smacks my ass hard. I jump, give a tiny squeal, and then giggle. The guy sitting immediately to Master’s left has his trousers already unzipped for me and his knees spread wide. They all knew why they were here tonight, so I’m not surprised to find his cock is already hard as I move between his knees. His legs twitch as I extract his cock from his boxers, and I stroke it slowly, watching it stiffen even more.
The guy is not as thick as Master, but he’s longer, so I know he will still fill my throat nicely. I give the tip of his cock an experimental lick and I’m rewarded with a twitch of his thighs. Wanting to see how much I can make him squirm, I engulf his cock with my warm, wet mouth, pressing down slowly so he slides into my throat.
I was right that he would fill me, but it’s comfortable since I’m used to a thicker cock. I bob my head up and down the length of him, and when he flexes his buttocks to jerk against me, I can tell I’m going to get my fill of him sooner rather than later.
Knowing his release is imminent, I reach a hand between my own legs to brush against my clit. I’m already soaking wet, and my fingers glide through my folds easily and I sigh around his cock when I hit the perfect spot. The added vibration against his cock tips him over the edge, and I hear a faint groan as spurts of hot cum coats the back of my throat.
“Charles, are you OK?” Master calls out with a laugh.
A harsh voice replies. “I’m fine. Just had something stuck in my throat.”
I release his cock, swallow the rest of his cum, and smirk to myself. No, Charles, I’m the one who had something stuck in their throat. His cum is more bitter than Master’s, but still tasty, and I’m pleased with the first taste of my dinner.
Removing my hand from between my legs, I crawl over to the next guest. This guy already has his cock out of his jeans and he’s massive—bigger than Master. My eyes widen while I contemplate this monster. I’m not even sure of the best way to go about sucking his cock, but my pussy buzzes and I wish he was going to fuck me instead. I bet he’d feel amazing sliding inside me.
I nestle between his legs, tentatively stroking him, prolonging the moment before I have to swallow the beast. But Master’s requirements were very clear: I had to suck on each cock until they came. I take a deep breath and hope he’s like the first guy and comes quickly.
Grasping his shaft with both hands, I run my tongue up and down the length of him, focusing on the sensitive spot just below the head. When he reaches a hand underneath the table to hold his cock steady and points it towards me, I take it as a hint that he’s ready for me to take him into my mouth.
I open my lips to circle his girth, stretching as wide as I can while he slips between them. Immediately I know it’s going to be a tight fit, so I relax as best as I can. I want the guests to leave tonight thinking how lucky my Master is, and I’m determined to give this guy a fabulous orgasm.
My best is only about 3/4 of the way down the length of his shaft, but when he moves his hand to pet my hair, I know that is enough for him. The tenderness of his touch makes me want to give him the best blowjob I can, and I create a hard suction and swirl my tongue up as I move my head rhythmically.
Reaching my hand between my legs again, I slip two fingers inside me and imagine it’s his thick cock thrusting in and out. God, this is so slutty and fabulous. Knowing that Master is watching the men at the table makes this better. He told me he wanted me to do whatever I could to get a reaction from them so that he could tell who I was playing with.
This guy seems to be a cool cucumber though, and hasn’t even twitched a muscle yet, so I speed up my sucking. After a minute of him still not reacting, I pull my hand from my pussy and use it to stroke him manually while I’m sucking. My fingers are slick with my wetness and I rub it along the base of his shaft.
Movement out of the corner of my eye has me glancing over at the next guy. He already has his cock out and he’s stroking furiously. If my mouth wasn’t so full, I would have smiled. This next guy won’t take long at all. That is, if I ever get to him. I need to figure out what will make this guy come.
When my hand accidentally brushes against his balls, the quiver in his thigh tells me what to do. Oh, yeah… gotcha. I keep one hand firmly gripped around the base of his shaft, but use the other to fondle his enormous balls. Immediately, his leg muscles flex and a warmth floods my core.
I continue to work my mouth around his shaft, taking him in as deep as I can, but now I focus heavily on his balls. I cup them and roll them gently between my fingers. His hand in my hair becomes a firm grip, making it so I can’t move my head while he pistons his groin as much as he can from a seated position.
His cock pulses in my mouth, and I suck as hard as I can. When I give a small tug on his balls, he explodes, groaning loudly as ropes of sticky liquid fill my mouth and overflow, running down my chin. His response momentarily stops the conversation at the table, but it quickly resumes as I continue to suck and rub his balls. I milk every last drop until the twitching of his legs tells me he’s too sensitive.
Releasing him from my mouth, I sit back for a moment to swallow his cum all down and attempt to wipe my face. I use my fingers to scoop up the extra drops and then lick them clean. This guy was slightly sweet, and I could happily drink his cum every day. The volume of his load also pleases me, so he’d be a tasty treat whenever he wanted to give it to me.
But there are still three guests left, so I need to move on. As I turn to the next guy, he’s still jerking furiously and if I was a betting woman, I’d put money on him coming as soon as he’s in my mouth.
Crawling over to him, I have to push his legs wider so I can get close enough to his cock. He’s average size, so I know this will be easy for me. He shifts in his seat to help me, and I grab hold of the base of his cock, swatting his hand away and forcing him to stop stroking himself. When I fit my lips around him, I immediately plunge his entire length fully into my throat, moving as far down his shaft as I can. He groans out as his body spasm, and he bucks and blows his load, just like I thought he would.
Of the three, this guy was the least tasty, so I’m glad when he doesn’t have a large amount of cum. I still swallow it all, like Master instructed me, and lick the guy clean. I didn’t do as much cleaning up on the rest of them, but I feel a little bad that this guy didn’t get to enjoy my mouth longer, so I spend a generous amount of time licking him.
When he’s decently clean, I plod towards the next guy on my hands and knees. This guy is unzipping his jeans, and I hesitate long enough for him to pull his cock out for me. I snicker to myself… Master has such eager friends. This cock is average size again, and I spend a minute stroking him lightly before moving my mouth towards him.
My pussy is begging to be fucked, but there is nothing I can do about it other than finger myself, so as I engulf the tip of this cock, I also rub my clit. Getting a little too into my pleasure, I stop moving my mouth as I focus on rubbing circles around my swollen bean. I moan against his cock, but I’m not giving him the attention I should.
He must have thought that as well, because he moves both his hands underneath the table so he can hold on to my head and face fuck me as well as one can while sitting. I let him take control of my movements and don’t fight it, and he creates a steady rhythm against his cock. This allows me to finger myself roughly, and the pleasure mounts in my core as I edge close to my orgasm.
When the guy presses my head all the way down his shaft and holds me still while his cock pulses in my throat, I can tell he’s about to come and I gurgle happily around him. I’m rewarded with a throat full of his cum, and thankfully he’s another sweet-tasting load. I furiously rub my clit while he continues to press my head against his cock for a few moments longer.
I can tell I’m about to come, but when he releases me and pulls out of my mouth, I’m distracted and the moment passes. Fuuuuck, I need to come. I whimper a little as I crawl towards the fifth guy, the one who was admiring my tits earlier. Master was very firm that I could only touch myself while sucking on the cocks of the dinner guests, so I know if I don’t come with this last guy, it might be hours before I get an orgasm.
This guy hasn’t opened his trousers himself, but he spread his knees wide enough for me to get between them. I can tell from just looking at the bulge that he’s bigger than average and my pussy clenches in anticipation. She obviously hasn’t gotten the memo that none of these cocks are for her, but a momentary daydream of being fucked by them all runs through my head. God, that would be awesome.
I rub this last guy through his trousers with one hand and run the other one back underneath my skimpy wisp of lingerie. Technically this might not be exactly what Master wanted since the guy’s cock isn’t in my mouth, but I am playing with him, so maybe it’s OK. A little zing of naughtiness runs through me and I know that even if it’s not OK, that will just mean I get a nice spanking later when I admit to it.
The guy finally gets impatient with me and unzips his own trousers and pulls out his cock. I was right, and he is larger than average, but not overly so. He’s already wet with pre-cum, and when I lick him, he tastes the best out of all of them.
“Mmmmm.”
Moaning my approval, I waste no time sucking his cock all the way down. I grip the base and bob my head enthusiastically, while fingering myself hard and fast with my other hand. I have to come before this guy does or else I’m fucked in a very-not-good way.
Luckily, I can tell that will not be a problem because almost immediately I’m right back at the point of orgasm. I spear my fingers in and out of my wet hole while sucking as hard as I can, wishing he’d release his tasty cum.
Spikes of pleasure ripple through me, and I groan around this guy’s shaft. I do everything in my power to get him to come because I know it will tip me over the edge and I’ll come with him. I grip the base of his shaft firmly, and when he throbs and quivers, I grip tighter. When I feel a pulse against my hand, I know I found the key to getting this guy to come. 
I flutter my grip, tightening and releasing the shaft right at the base and within a few moments, I moan when I’m rewarded with a spurt against my tongue. As soon as I get the first taste, it tips me over the brink and I give a cock-muffled cry as waves of pleasure wash over me.
He and I ride out our orgasm together, and I finger fuck myself as the rapture continues to rush through my body. I suck on him until he has no more cum to give and my climax subsides. I release his cock and sit back as best I can. The tug on my butt plug makes me smile a little, but my pussy is so sensitive, the pleasure from the plug is almost too much.
When I turn towards Master, he’s stroking himself through his jeans, but he told me I wasn’t allowed to service him. He is saving himself for later so that he can make sure I’m fully satisfied before he comes.
I crawl out from under the table and kneel in my spot next to him again. When I peek up at him, he’s smiling down at me.
“Kitten, did you enjoy your dinner?”
I nod and my pussy throbs to remind me I am very satisfied. “Yes, Master. It was delicious.”
He chuckles and rubs wetness off my chin with his thumb. “Angie, you know I love you, right?”
When he calls me by my real name, a surge of happiness wells up inside of me. I love playing with him, but I also love the moment when I get to be myself again.
“Yes, Gabe, and you know I love you too, right?”
He doesn’t answer, but leans over and gives me a deep kiss. When he breaks it off, he straightens my mask and grins at me.
“Now Kitten, let’s enjoy the rest of your party. We still have dessert for you later.”
My pussy sputters to life at his words and I know he’s my dessert.
“Yes, Master. I’m looking forward to it.”
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Chapter 3


After everyone ate, we moved to the living room and the guys raided the liquor cabinet and relaxed on the couches while I kneeled beside Master’s legs like a good pet. He hooked the leash back on and occasionally gave it a tug, I’m assuming to let me know he was paying attention to me. He didn’t tell me exactly what dessert was going to be, but after I crawled out from under the table, throughout the rest of the party he kept glancing at my mouth and brushing his thumb over my bottom lip. I think my slutty dinner table antics made him want to use my mouth. 
While Master says goodbye to the last of the guests, I grab leftover Chinese food from the fridge. Since it’s been a couple of hours, I need food. A diet of cum is fun, but it won’t sustain me all night if Master has big plans.
I’m more hungry than I realized and I’m shoveling a forkful of cold pork fried rice in my mouth when Master walks into the kitchen. He pauses when he sees I’m eating.
“Good girl. I was going to tell you to eat something before I take you downstairs.”
My pussy clenches at the mention of downstairs. His entire basement is a sex dungeon, and it was something that made me originally consider not accepting him as my dom. He owns a wide variety of painful devices that we’ve yet to explore together. When he first gave me the tour I was a mix of frightened and turned on when I saw the Saint Andrew’s Cross, a high bench of some sort, and a wall display of various spanking instruments. The only normal piece of furniture was a king-sized bed in the corner. At that point, I didn’t realize I was the one who decided how we would play and I thought he was going to just do whatever the hell he wanted to me. When he could tell I was about to freak out, he patiently explained he’d never use anything on me without discussing it first.
Over the months I’ve been slowly expanding my boundaries of what toys we use. I ask for more when I’m ready for it, and he’s gentle whenever we test something new. If I like it, it goes on the approved list and he can use it freely in the future. But now there are so many choices when we play in the dungeon, I never know what is going to happen.
Master kisses my nose and tells me to meet him downstairs when I’m done eating. He disappears down the hallway and I hear the basement door creak open and then latch shut. I assumed we were going to continue with the kitten play upstairs. Now that I know he plans to take me into the dungeon, my appetite fades and I put the container of fried rice back in the fridge. The butt plug tail has kept me in a constant state of arousal and I’m ready for dessert.
He’s always been a delightful mix of soft dom and harsh master, and I can’t tell which I’m going to get tonight. So far I’ve only seen the softer side tonight as he indulgently watched over me while I played during dinner, but he can flip easily and make my head spin when he’s loving one moment and rough the next.
My pussy buzzes as I open the basement door and descend the steps, pausing when I reach the bottom. I hope he fucks me and doesn’t just use my mouth. But even if he edges me all night long and never lets me come, I’ll still love it and beg for more. The overhead lights are off and the room is lit by floor lamps with red light bulbs. He’s naked and sitting in his red velvet high-backed throne chair with his thick, veiny cock in one hand, stroking slowly.
I’m mesmerized as I watch his fingers move up and down his shaft, and at first I don’t hear the Celtic music playing. My heart rate speeds up when I realize what is coming from the speakers—hard dom it is. This is his favorite music to listen to when he’s using me roughly, and after many sessions, it conditioned my body to respond. We don’t even need to be at home, even hearing Celtic music in a store turns me on.
My nipples harden while wetness coats my inner thighs, and I’m reminded again that I really hope I get his cock inside my pussy before the night is over.
“Kitten, get on your hands and knees and crawl to me.”
I don’t hesitate and sink to my knees, obedient. “Yes, Master.”
Keeping my eyes trained on his, I crawl on the hardwood floor towards him. He doesn’t blink and continues to rub himself, clearly enjoying my submission. I stop a foot away from him and sit back on my knees, resting my hands on my thighs with the palms down. I’m ready for more instructions. He shifts, spreading his legs wider apart, and I get a thrill from knowing he’s about to tell me to use my mouth.
“Do you want your dessert, Kitten?”
I nod at him eagerly. “Yes, Master.”
He stops stroking his cock and holds it steady at the base. “Then suck my cock and get it.”
As I crawl the last foot to reach him, I smile on the inside. Yep, I called it. He wants his turn with my mouth. This isn’t the first time I’ve been a kitten for him, so I know he doesn’t want me to use my hands. He lets go of his cock and when I try to put my mouth around his cock, he flexes his groin muscles so it wags a bit and I have to catch it. I giggle at his playfulness and mentally cheer when I finally latch on to the tip. He groans as I suck and swirl my tongue around him, bobbing my head to force his shaft down my throat.
“Rub your clit,” he demands between moans.
I sigh around his cock as I slip a hand underneath my lingerie and brush a finger against my swollen pearl. My pussy aches for more and I’m not gentle with myself. The pressure of the butt plug, along with the circles I’m rubbing around my clit, drives me to a frenzy and I suck on him harder, determined to make him cum.
My long hair falls around my face when I pick up my tempo and I can’t brush it aside. I assume it’s tickling his thighs because he gathers it with his hands and moves it to one side of my neck and then grips my head, forcing me down further on his shaft.
God, I love it when he takes control of my movement. After a year together, he knows exactly how far down my throat I can take him and he holds my head steady at the brink of my tolerance while my throat works around his shaft. I feel him pulse before he eases up and lets me bob enthusiastically on my own for a few strokes before holding me down again.
When he gives a tiny thrust of his hips and his cock pulses again, I assume he’s about to come. I frantically flick my bean faster, afraid he’ll make me stop touching myself. Instead, he surprises me by pushing my head up and off his cock. Saliva drips out of my mouth onto his thigh and I’m breathing heavily, partly from having his cock down my throat and partly from desire. I’m tingling and desperately want to be fucked, but he doesn’t tell me to stop touching myself.
“Keep your mouth open, and stick out your tongue,” he commands gruffly.
Oooh, he wants to aim when he comes. I can get down with this plan. I keep my mouth open and stick out my tongue while he strokes himself a few inches from my face. He’s not stroking his cock as fast as I expected, and his unhurried attitude confuses me.
“Good Kitten,” he moans out as strings of saliva drip down my chin.
When he wipes some of the moisture off with his hand and uses it as lubrication for his stroking,  the vulgarity of what we’re doing almost makes me orgasm. I remove my hand quickly as my body shivers from being so close to coming.
I want to swear, but I must keep my mouth open. Even though tonight is for me, I don’t think he would allow me to slack on my training. I’ve learned that when I don’t do as he commands, I don’t get an orgasm. I can’t risk missing out tonight, so I keep my mouth open as I drool all over myself and watch him continue to rub.
When he pulls his shaft towards his stomach, exposing his neatly-groomed full balls, I squirm while a spear of lust shoots through me from the pulling of the buttplug. I stop staring at his cock and shift my gaze upwards, pleading with my eyes for him to give me some release.
He takes pity on me. “Come lick them, Kitten, and if you do a good job, I’ll give you a treat.”
Oh, shit. He’s about to get the best ball sucking of his life. I’m not sure what the treat is, and it could just be a face covered in cum, but if there’s a chance it’s his cock inside me, I’m going to take it.
I dip my head down, dribbling drool on his balls and then lick it off. I’m gentle as I suck on them, using suction to pull one into my mouth and swirl my tongue around it. When I give the other one the same treatment, I hum a little because I know he enjoys the sensation. I’m rewarded with a groan and I continue alternating between each one, sucking it in, humming, and then releasing it to play with the other side.
He continues to stroke himself, and I’m so turned on, I’m past the point of thought. Sliding my hand between my legs again, I make tiny circles around my clit and add in moans along with the humming on his balls. The scent of his sex fills my nostrils and turns me on even more, and I imagine a fountain of cum spurting all over me. Getting fully involved in the fantasy of him coming on my face, I spiral towards my orgasm. I’m not sure how much longer I can last, and my thigh muscles tense as I get closer and closer to the peak.
“That’s enough,” he announces and gently pushes me away once I release a ball from my mouth.
I pout at him, feeling cheated that I didn’t get my cum fountain.
He laughs at me, “Pouty kittens don’t get orgasms,” and I quickly grin instead.
Hell yes, he just said I get to come. I quiver with anticipation and have to stop rubbing myself and scoot back as he stands up. I accidentally put a leg on my tail and groan when I almost pull the butt plug out. A spike of pleasure runs through me and I almost come again. Fuck, this tail is dangerous. I’m panting as I try to calm down.
He walks over to the sex bench and pats it. “Come here, Kitten. Time to get fucked.”
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Chapter 4


My pussy clenches in excitement and since he didn’t tell me whether to crawl or walk, I decide to stay on my hands and knees. The hardwood floor is getting painful and when I approach the bench, he bends down and hooks his finger through the metal loop of my collar and pulls on it while I stand. 
“Get up on the bench.”
Careful not to get my tail caught on anything, I quickly scramble onto the flat, backless bench. It resembles a short, narrow massage table with a headrest and lower leg and arm pads with restraint straps. When I’m on the bench it’s like I’m almost doggy style, but raised in the air. The headrest has an opening for my face, so it’s comfortable and I can breathe freely. As soon as I’m settled in, he straps me down by my arms, legs, and torso. It’s not tight enough to hurt, but I’m secured firmly and not able to move. My breath catches and my brain buzzes when he says, “Good girl,” and runs his fingertips along the lace covering my spine before moving away from me.
I can’t see what he’s doing, and the Celtic music is still playing, so it drowns out any shuffling around he’s doing. His bare skin brushes against mine as he steps between my legs. Ooooh, maybe now he’ll fuck me. When he tugs on the tail firmly and pulls it out slowly, a zing of pleasure makes me groan. With it out, I’m even more hopeful he’s going to fuck me.
When he presses up against my ass and rubs his cock between my cheeks, not making any move to shove it in my pussy or my asshole, I moan. He keeps humping against me, making me more needy with every passing second.
When he pulls back from me, my frustrated moan turns to pleasure when he starts massaging my ass. As he glides his hands over my butt, he grips the globes and gives them a shake before applying pressure and kneading them again. This feels wonderful and on any other night he could do this for as long as he wanted, but my entire body is on fire and I need to come.
I finally can’t handle it anymore and whimper, “Master, please fuck me.”
His voice is firm. “Not yet, Kitten.”
He stops the ministrations with his hands and a firm thud on my ass from a paddle surprises me and makes me gasp. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt badly, but a few seconds later, the light sting tells me it will be painful with more smacks. This is how Master always starts my spankings, lightly to warm me up and then harder as my pain tolerance increases. But he usually only spanks me for punishment, so I’m confused. When the paddle connects again, I mewl at the sharper sting.
I try to keep my voice soothing. “Master, what did I do wrong?”
He doesn’t answer me and gives me another warm-up smack. Fuuuck, the pain is worse this time and I wiggle against the binds.
He finally answers me. “You sucked five cocks tonight that weren’t mine, and now you’re going to be punished for it.”
Oh… my… god. Suddenly, I remember the night when I was teasing him about sucking off his friends under the table and he said he’d like to see it just so he could spank me for enjoying it afterwards. I laughed at him and said, “Deal,” and he smacked my ass with his hand a few times before fucking me hard and calling me a cocksucking whore. That night stuck out in my mind because the sex was amazing and I knew it was the reason he planned this dinner party. I just didn’t realize he was serious about the spanking part. The room spins as the paddle connects harder with my ass.
He whacks me in a steady rhythm and a growing acceptance washes over me. I did enjoy sucking all those cocks, and he normally doesn’t share me, but was willing to tonight because he knew this was my fantasy. All that delicious cum was worth a spanking.
I focus on my breathing between each smack and the sting builds in intensity. Right before the paddle connects with my ass, I tense, but allow myself to relax and breathe into the pain before the next spank. I don’t have a high pain tolerance and he knows this, so he never hits me harder than I can endure. He keeps the pace steady, and it’s enough to make me groan and wish it would end.
Since spanking me turns him on, I’m positive he’s going to fuck me when he’s done. He never said he wanted me to apologize, but maybe it will get his cock inside me sooner.
After a sharper whack of the paddle, I wail, “I’m sorry for sucking all those cocks, Master. I’ll never do it again.”
“Don’t make promises you can’t keep,” he responds and spanks my ass forcefully.
Ooooh, fuck. The pain makes it hard to think, but he’s right. I loved the party and I’d do it again.
Another thud on my ass and I shudder at the impact and spit out, “Oh god, I hated every moment and only thought of your cock the entire time!”
That makes him laugh. “Kitten, you know that’s a lie. You’re a dirty little slut and loved it.”
He applies more pressure with the next hit and the sting of my ass is constant now. I don’t know what he wants.
“Kitten, say it… say you’re a dirty little slut and you loved it.”
Oooh. My brain whirls, and I yelp after the next hit, “I’m a dirty little slut and I loved it!”
“And you’re a cocksucking whore who’s addicted to cum.”
“Yes,” I gasp with the next swing. “I’m a cocksucking whore and addicted to cum.”
I’m at the point where each new spank almost doesn’t matter. I’m mentally floating and totally surrender to the pain.
“Now tell me, Kitten. Whose cock is the best?”
I groan, “Yours… yours is always the best.”
He increases the tempo of the spanks, punctuating each one with a question.
“Who owns you?”
“You,” I pant.
“Who is the only one you call Master?”
I can’t answer fast enough. “You… you’re my only Master.”
My body doesn’t have time to release between each hit and I continue to tense up.
“Who is the one who takes care of you?”
“Oh god, you… you take care of me.”
I start to shake and I’m not sure I can take much more of this.
“Who is the one who loves you?”
He gives one final whack, and I yowl, “Yooooou!”
The paddle clatters to the floor as he shoves the thin fabric of my lingerie to the side. He thrusts his cock into my pussy, straight to my core, and bottoms out.
“Ohhhh, my god,” I groan from the intense pleasure and relief of finally getting his cock inside of me.
He grabs my hips and hammers into me. The bench squeaks with each hard jolt and I’m immediately spiraling towards my orgasm.
“Kitten, you better not come unless you ask,” he pants out as he plows into me.
I can barely form a sentence and the energy is building in my core, ready to release.
“Ask,” he demands and bangs against me, almost tipping me over the edge from the sharp pings of pleasure.
“Master,” I groan, pausing to collect my thoughts while he fucks me hard. “May I please come?”
He thrusts hard twice before he answers, and I moan loudly.
“Kitten, say one thing and then you can come.”
What is he talking about? Everything that has gone on tonight addled my brain, and I can’t quite comprehend his sentence.
He doesn’t wait for me to ask what, and continues. “Say you love me and then come for me.”
It’s almost as if I’m struck by lightning at his words. I cry out, “I love you,” as the rapture overtakes me. I moan with delight as my body arches against the restraints and I spasm. Master groans and comes with me, as he shudders and paints my cave walls with all the cum he’d been saving up for me tonight.
My orgasm feels like it’s never going to end as euphoria washes over me in continuous waves. He continues to fuck me gently after he comes while my pussy milks his cock with my long orgasm. When I finally come down from the peak, Master is undoing the restraints.
I’m like a limp noodle when he lifts me up and carries me over to the king-sized bed. He lays me down, disappearing for a few moments, and comes back with a bottle of water and a snack pack of my favorite peanut butter and crackers. He sets them on the nightstand next to the bottle of lotion I know he’ll soon be using on my sore ass, and climbs on the bed behind me, cuddling close. I consider taking a sip of the water, but decide to let myself relax for a few more minutes.
He removes my mask and the cool air on my face refreshes me slightly. I shift backwards to snuggle closer, but wince when I press my butt against him. I ease away until the pain recedes and sigh happily.
I mentally drift in contentment while he strokes my head and arm, kissing my shoulders and murmuring how wonderful I am.
“Angie, I love you so much.”
I smile and turn my head for a kiss. “I love you too, Gabe.”
Wincing again when he presses against my backside, I chuckle. “I don’t think you have to worry about me asking for another dinner party soon.”
He laughs softly with me. “No. No, I don’t.”
He’s quiet for a moment while he uses a finger to caress my neck in tiny circles, knowing that always relaxes me.
I’m about to tell him I love him again, when he kisses my ear and growls in it. “But we both know you’ll ask again.”
My pussy tingles at the thought. I capture his hand on my neck and bring it to my mouth, kissing each pad of his fingers. “Yes, Gabe. I will.”
The End
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Chapter 5 – Shared for the Night


I don’t think my roommate knows I fantasize every day about fucking him. It started about a year ago when I unexpectedly walked in on him taking a shower… 
[image: image-placeholder]That morning, I accidentally slept through my alarm and now I’m running late for work. As I’m rushing around to get ready, I put my earbuds in and I’m rocking out to a tune I don’t even know the name of but is horribly catchy despite being an awful song. If this thing gets stuck in my brain for days I’m going to be pissed, but I can’t stop listening to it. I share an apartment with a guy named Dylan, and it only has one shower. We have a second bathroom, but it’s a half bath with just enough room for a toilet and sink. I have the master bedroom and the bathroom with the shower has two doors, one that connects directly to my room and the other to the hallway. 
I always keep the door to my room shut for obvious reasons, and the loud music thumping in my ears hides the sound of the shower running. Grabbing a towel, I open the door and pause after one step inside the bathroom. The cloudy mirror and moisture in the air clue me in that the shower is in use, and I automatically glance towards it. Dylan’s closed eyes make it so he doesn’t notice he has an audience. My lips part and I almost gasp because, although the glass door is foggy from the steam, he’s clearly stroking his cock. I freeze from the shock of seeing him masturbating while my brain processes what’s happening. 
Holy fuck. Look at the size of that monster. My pussy clenches and a thrill runs straight to my core. I’m mesmerized by his hands slowly gliding up and down his cock… that thick and beautiful, enormous cock. My heart pounds and lust flutters in my gut. I need to get the fuck out of the bathroom before he opens his eyes.
Stepping back gingerly, I try my best to close the door so the click of the latch doesn’t alert him that I was there. I compose myself for a moment outside the bathroom while my brain whirs. I’ve had several boyfriends in the past and even did a threesome with two guys once, and I’ve never seen a cock that large. Dylan is an average guy and there’s no way I could have guessed he hid that anaconda in his trousers. Shit, I better not picture his cock every time I see him now. 
I’m in a daze and perch on the edge of my bed while I wait for Dylan to finish. I’m usually out of the house by this time of morning, so this could be when he’s usually in there and I wouldn’t know. Does he masturbate in the shower often? When he comes, where does it land—his chest, or does he let it spurt onto the wall and then wash it off? 
A daydream of him jerking a fountain of cum all over his chest plays through my mind. My legs fall open and my hand rubs my pussy through my panties. 
Wait, what the fuck am I doing? I pull my hand back and snap my knees closed. Ugh, shit. I need to focus on anything but his cock.
By the time the bathroom is free, I’m horny and extremely late. I rush through the bare minimum of scrubbing I need to be clean and I’m frazzled by the time I get to work. 
I’m a loan processor at a bank and it’s not likely my absence would go unnoticed since the title companies are usually all over me as soon as we open, but I still have a sliver of hope as I slink to the break room to get some caffeine. It’s possible the manager didn’t realize I wasn’t at my desk. 
No such luck. As I’m pouring myself a cup of coffee from the carafe, my boss walks in.
Her voice holds a teasing tone. “Hey Sofia, nice of you to join us.”
I’m rarely late, and my boss is pretty chill about people occasionally slipping up, but today I lost almost a full hour. A flush creeps up my face and I feel the need to apologize. 
“Yeah, shit. I’m really sorry. I slept through my alarm.”
And caught my roommate stroking his massive cock and wasted time fantasizing about fucking him. But we won’t go there. 
She grins at me as she fills up her water bottle. “You missed a riveting department meeting.”
The way she stresses the word ‘riveting’ tells me it was boring as all fuck. “Oh no, I’m heartbroken.”
We both laugh and she heads out of the break room and I hurry through my coffee ritual. Whoever gets to work first is the one who adds the grounds to the industrial coffee maker, so it’s never consistent. I always make sure it’s palatable before going to my desk. I take a sip and stir in another creamer, testing it again and nodding in satisfaction. This will do. 
Once I’m back at my desk, I’ve barely taken two sips before I’m thinking about Dylan’s cum again and wondering how much he ejaculates. I’m sure his size has nothing to do with the amount, but I’m still curious. Besides, it’s the size of the balls that affects the amount instead of the shaft, right? My sex education in school suddenly seems woefully inadequate. Shouldn’t I know this stuff? 
I spend the entire day obsessing about his cock and imagining his thickness sliding inside me and stretching me out more than any cock ever has before. I keep asking myself over and over how I didn’t know what he was packing, but the rational side of my brain understands there was no way I could have known unless I saw it. It’s almost like a comedy routine in my mind, going round and round, wondering how I didn’t know, and then reminding myself I couldn’t have; like a sexual version of Who’s On First, as I fantasize about Dylan. 
[image: image-placeholder]The next two days are like a repeat, and all I can think about is that thick, meaty shaft while my pussy grumbles about the lack of cock inside her. I want to run my fingers up and down his length and see if it takes two hands to encircle his girth and have my fingers touch while wrapped around him. My hands are small. I bet it would.
By the third night, I’m wet and needy from fantasizing about him. I’m desperate for his cock and can’t sleep. After tossing and turning for an hour, I give up and slide a hand underneath my panties, rubbing my clit in gentle circles. This better give me some relief. Pleasure radiates through me as I slip two fingers inside my pussy, imagining it’s his thick shaft. Fuck, two isn’t enough. I add in a third digit and wetness coats my hand. I daydream about Dylan, moaning and arching my back, trying to get my fingers in deeper—as deep as his cock would go.
Pings of rapture spiral through me, and my toes curl as I come so hard, I cry out his name. I buck against my hand, fucking myself roughly while I ride out my orgasm to thoughts of Dylan’s cock inside me. I’m still reeling several minutes later and trying to catch my breath. Our apartment walls aren’t soundproof, but thankfully, Dylan has a rotating shift and works late tonight. I don’t need him hearing me crying out his name in ecstasy.
Climaxing did the trick. I fall asleep quickly, only to dream about him fucking me from behind.
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Chapter 6


Once I orgasmed to thoughts of his cock, it was like the floodgates opened up in my mind and I couldn’t stop thinking about him every time I touched myself. I was a total perv obsessing about my roommate. Dylan and I don’t even have a close relationship, definitely not one where I should pine over his cock as much as I was. 
He and I met a couple years ago through a website for people needing roommates and we’ve been living together ever since. He’s pleasant to talk to and we don’t get on each other’s nerves. If we see each other in the morning, we say hello. Sometimes in the evening we bitch together briefly if we have a bad workday, or say goodnight if we see each other right before bed. We both very much have our own lives that the other person doesn’t know about, and I assume he dates since sometimes he’s gone all night. But he’s never brought anyone home with him, so I don’t know what he’s doing when he’s gone. 
After two months of his cock consuming my thoughts and many orgasms while I imagined riding it, I’d had enough. He’d shown no interest in me in the two years we’d lived together, and I didn’t want to ruin our happy home by throwing myself at him. The problem was that every time I orgasmed to daydreams of Dylan, I got more desperate to have the real thing. I needed to get him out of my head before I did something stupid, like offering him a blowjob in the hopes it would lead to fucking.
It was time to find a boyfriend.
[image: image-placeholder]A few nights after making my resolution, I’m at a bachelorette party for my best friend, Autumn, at a local bar. I’m her maid of honor, so I’m rushing around making sure she’s having a fun night. We both turned 25 recently, and a couple of months ago she called up crying and confessed she wasn’t sure her fiance was the one. She was afraid of being alone the rest of her life. I soothed her, hoping it was only pre-wedding jitters, but I’ve been keeping a sharp eye on her to see if she really is unhappy. I’m uncertain if I said the right thing, and maybe I should have told her to leave him. But tonight she’s in high spirits and quite tipsy after an hour, so I relax a little and start drinking as well. 
It’s a Friday night so the bar is crowded. When the pitcher at the table runs out, I play the dutiful maid of honor and wobble to the bar in my high heels. I really shouldn’t have worn these damn things, but I look hot in them. I have my priorities. Autumn requested more beer and a round of shots, and I wait to order while the bartender is busy. All of this is going on my credit card and I mentally cringe at the prices. I need to get more drunk to ease the pain.
I adjust my short skirt to make sure it’s still covering my ass and as I smooth the fabric down my thighs, a masculine voice in a low tone cuts through the crowd. “Sophia?”
I don’t recognize the voice, so I glance over my shoulder. Oh, it’s Dylan’s best friend, Jamie. I’m not sure why I didn’t know it was him from his voice. I’ve met him several times and always admired his rich, low timbre. A bolt of lust runs through me. I’d give anything to have that voice whispering dirty things in my ear right now. Tonight he’s looking extremely fuckable in his jeans, with a black leather jacket over a blue t-shirt. I’ve always been a sucker for the bad boys, so the jacket does it for me.
Abandoning my plans to order more drinks—maybe I’m not such an excellent maid of honor after all—I pivot towards Jamie and almost stumble into his arms. He catches me with a “Whoa,” and once his large hands touch me, a smolder of desire lights me on fire. I am SO fucking him tonight. This might be the alcohol talking, but if I can’t have Dylan’s cock, his best friend is going to be the next best thing. 
I purposely amp up the charm. Giggling girlishly, I bat my eyelashes at him and purr, “Hi, Jamie.” Pressing against him, I pluck at the neckline of his shirt. “Are you here alone?”
Drunk Sophia is a bit of a slut, but I’m enjoying the sexual freedom of not worrying about every tiny thing like I usually do. Besides, it’s not like Jamie is unsafe. I’ve known him for almost two years. It’s better to have a one-night stand with him than some other unknown person who strikes my fancy.
He’s a good six inches taller than me, and when he looks down and smiles, I smell alcohol on his breath. “No, I’m bar hopping with some buddies. This is our third stop.”
Wait, did he always have such amazing brown eyes? I melt against him and it’s corny, but it’s almost as if time stands still. The background noise fades and all I can think about is dragging him into a bathroom stall and fucking his brains out. I don’t know why I’m having this reaction, but I don’t want to question it. I need his cock and I need it NOW.
I trail one of my hands down his chest and stomach until I reach the bulge in his jeans. As I rub his shaft, he’s halfway towards fully erect and getting firmer by the second. Wetness leaks from my pussy and I imagine him sitting on a bar stool while I straddle one leg and grind against his thigh. I’m so horny right now, I bet I could come like that. 
“Sophia, what are you doing?” His stern tone somehow makes him hotter, and my pussy clenches.
I widen my eyes innocently. “Nothing. I’m just seeing if the wares are to my liking.”
He arches a brow at me, leans over and kisses my neck before whispering in my ear. “Well, are they?”
A shiver runs down my spine as his breath tickles my ear. Ohhh, the wares definitely are, but I try to play coy. “Come to the bathroom with me and we’ll see.”
He laughs and doesn’t drag me off towards the restrooms like I was hoping. “How much have you had to drink tonight?”
Oh no, I don’t need him going all Daddy on me and trying to take care of me. I need him to fuck me until I’m mindless. Rubbing his cock vigorously, I give it a tight squeeze and tug on his neck with my other hand until he bends over so I can kiss him. I crush my mouth to his, intending to show him what he’s missing if he turns down my offer. Our tongues duel as spikes of pleasure rush through me. 
We’re both breathless when we break apart, and I pant out, “I know exactly what I’m doing, and I want you to fuck me.”
Rationally, I know I’m definitely tipsy, but I also feel completely sober at this moment and I meet his gaze with a steady one of my own. 
He smiles and winks. “OK, but we’re going to my apartment. I’m not fucking you in a dirty bathroom.”
I can’t resist teasing him. “But I thought men liked dirty girls.”
One of his hands slides between us and when he pulls the front of my skirt up, I gasp when he rubs me through my panties. Shit, is anyone watching? A quick scan of the room assures me no one is. We’re standing close enough together that it wouldn’t be that noticeable unless someone was studying us. Plus, everyone is too busy doing their own thing.
He kisses me briefly and murmurs, “You’re going to get plenty dirty tonight.”
Oh, hell yeah. I buck against his hand. He needs to slip his fingers underneath my panties. I bet he’d love how wet I am already. He continues to rub me for a few moments before removing his hand and straightening my skirt. Dammit, I wanted more.
When he says, “Let’s get out of here,” in his stern voice again, more wetness hits my panties. He doesn’t have to say it twice, and it only takes a couple of minutes to tell our friends we’re leaving and why. I don’t even feel bad abandoning Autumn during her bachelorette party, and she is one of the biggest supporters when I tell everyone I have someone I need to fuck.
I’m still smiling from the joyful cries of “Go get him!” from all my friends when we step outside the bar. Uh, which direction does he live? I wait for him to guide me. 
He takes my hand, and the skin on his palms is coarser than I expect. What would that feel like on my clit? I bet it would be awesome. My belly quivers and lust courses through me.
He tugs me in a direction and I follow along. We walk for a block and I keep my eyes on the pavement, trying to avoid trip hazards in my spiked high heels. “Is your apartment close?” 
God, it better not be far. My feet are already aching.
“You could say that,” he says with a laugh and stops in front of the building we were walking past. “This is me.”
“Oh, well, that’s convenient.” My entire body buzzes. Hell yeah, I’m getting fucked soon!
He uses a keycode to get into the building and the lobby area is nicer than I expected. Hmm, what does he do for a living that he can afford to live here? That’s not really something I can ask, so I keep quiet. Now that we’re inside, he seems impatient. He quickens his pace and I rush to keep up as he climbs a flight of stairs. The lobby and stairs have carpet and since the building is well maintained, I risk taking my heels off. I only foresee bad things happening if I take the stairs while tipsy. 
His apartment is on the second floor, and as soon as we’re through the door, he shoves me against the wall and kisses me passionately while pressing against me. Oooh, yeah, this is the good stuff. My pussy buzzes and I arch against him. Why can’t we be naked already, goddammit. 
I claw at this jacket, trying to get it off and he shrugs out of it. He tosses it on the floor and removes his shirt as well. I moan when he crushes his lips against mine again, and I can taste the beer on his tongue. I’ve never been a huge beer fan, but the taste of the hops on him turns me on. 
I drop my shoes and run my hands along his chest, enjoying the ripple of muscles as I skim lower towards his belt. Before I can try to unbuckle it, he grabs both my wrists and pins them on the wall above my head. 
“Not yet,” he growls, and I flush from his strength and the delicious helpless feeling. Who knew Jamie was dominant? I’m loving this discovery since I’ve always taken a more submissive role in the bedroom.
He continues to kiss me, and the longer our tongues duel, the needier I become. When he finally moves away from me, the room tilts a little and I put a hand on the wall to steady myself.
He gestures towards a hallway across the room. “My bedroom is the open door at the end. I want you naked and on the bed in two minutes.”
Since he’s showing me the way, it makes me think he won’t be with me while I’m stripping. I hesitate. “What are you going to be doing?”
He spins me around, forcing me to face the wall, and I put my palms against it when he yanks my skirt up to my waist. I melt against his hand and moan when he rubs my butt. I’m about to tell him how good it feels, but a firm spank lands on my ass, causing a sharp sting.
“Hey,” I squeal as the pain turns to pleasure. “What’s that for?”
He turns me around to face him again and tips my chin up so I’m looking at him. “You have two minutes. Now go get undressed.”
I stand there for a few seconds while he disappears through an archway. I don’t know what is going on here, but I’m loving it. 
Fuck, I’m wasting time! 
I beeline down the hall and easily find his bedroom. I think he’s in his 30s and his room is what I would expect for a guy around that age. It’s not spotlessly clean, but it’s not a pigpen like the rooms of the younger guys I’ve dated. The one thing that surprises me is the faded homemade quilt on his bed. I can tell he’s had it for a long time, and that means he’s probably sentimental about it. 
I rip off my top and shimmy out of my skirt. Since I’m still a little tipsy, I use the edge of his dresser to steady myself as I drop my panties to the floor and kick them towards my skirt. I unhook my bra and toss it on the pile. He keeps the temperature down in his apartment, and I shiver while my nipples pucker. He needs to get in here and warm me up.
I’m about to climb onto his bed, but the quilt makes me pause. Yeah, I can’t lie on that. I fold it over on itself, exposing the sheets, and recline against his pillows, half sitting up, with my legs straight out and my ankles crossed. I’m fairly certain it took over two minutes, but when Jaimie walks in carrying two bottles of water and a pill container, he mentions nothing about the time. Besides, he wasn’t here, so how would he know I wasn’t on the bed? 
He grins at me, sets the water on the nightstand, and puts a bottle of ibuprofen next to them. Dang, he’s all prepared for a hangover in the morning. His thoughtfulness with the water gives me an odd zing and makes me want him even more. I’m not supposed to be responding like this since it goes against my preference for bad boys. Other than the leather jacket, Jamie is seeming like a good guy, and Slutty Sophia likes it.
An ache in my pussy tells me I don’t care what he is as long as he gets that cock inside me. I’m curious to see his size. I’ve been fantasizing so long about Dylan’s monster, so I better not be disappointed by an average size. Jamie unbuckles his belt and a warm glow starts in the pit of my stomach when his hands move to his jeans. 
He pauses with his hands on the zipper. “You still want this?”
I want to laugh at him. I’m buck naked on his bed, drooling over seeing his cock and he’s questioning whether I’m still good to go?
I don’t answer him immediately and uncross my ankles. Bending my knees, I pull my legs up and rest the bottom of my feet against the mattress while I spread my legs. He watches what I’m doing, and I slide a hand between my thighs and rub my clit.
I moan softly and grin at him. “What do you think?”
Within seconds, his pants are on the floor and he’s climbing on the bed between my knees. I yelp when he tugs me down the bed towards him and my head lands on his pillow. I continue to caress circles around my clit and he kneels and presses the tip of his cock against my wet entrance. He’s larger than average, which is fine with me. It’s going to feel amazing when he plunges in fully. 
“Oooh god, fuck me,” I plead as I rotate my hips, nudging my pussy against the head of his cock.
I was hoping the sensation would make him thrust inside me, but he’s a tease and keeps giving me just the tip before pulling back out. I can’t handle very much of this, and I’m quickly writhing and moaning with each bump of his cock.
“Please?” I mewl out in a tiny voice. “Pretty please?”
“Oh, you want this?” He presses into my pussy again, not going any further than before. He sounds entirely too calm for how worked up I am. 
“Yes… god, yes… please?” I’m close to promising my firstborn if he’ll fuck me.
One swift plunge and he’s inside me and I groan from the pleasure, but he stops all movement as soon as he bottoms out. He leans over and brushes his lips against mine, coaxing them open. He’s talented with his mouth, and I moan as our tongues swirl together. As we kiss, he fucks me gently. I expected hardness, so slow and intimate is a bit of a mind fuck for my tipsy brain. The onslaught of bliss has my head whirling and I close my eyes and wrap my legs around him, meeting him thrust for thrust.
Not being able to see him opens up my other senses, and every nerve ending is on fire as pleasure courses through me. He doesn’t speed up and his hands and mouth are everywhere while my pussy throbs from his long strokes. Running my hands along his chest and over his shoulders to his back, I enjoy the contrast of his muscular body against my curves. He obviously works out, and his skin is softer than I expected after the coarseness of his hands.
He fucks me leisurely, as if he’s never going to come, and I want him to get rough. I’m craving more and I press against his cock and rock my hips, trying to make him speed up. It doesn’t work, and I creep closer to an orgasm the longer he steadily plows into me. Each stroke massages the length of my cave wall and the pings of pleasure spiral me higher and higher.
My entire body tightens and I hang on the brink of my orgasm for so long I almost go crazy with need, whimpering, “I want to come, please let me come.”
He runs a hand between us and when his fingertips brush my clit, I explode and wail, “Ooooh my god,” in an increasing crescendo as rapture overwhelms me. I buck against his cock mindlessly, all my focus on the ecstasy coursing through my veins.
I’m barely coherent, but his harsh breath and tensing muscles tell me he’s about to come. As I come down from my orgasm, he cries out as he climaxes and jerks against me, unloading ropes of sticky cum deep inside my pussy. The warmth of his seed fills me, and a sense of satisfaction—almost like a job well done—makes me smile as he shudders in my arms. I did good.
He rolls off onto his back next to me, and when I glance at him, he’s staring at the ceiling with a dazed look. Dang, did I fuck him senseless? I shift to my side and snuggle against him, drawing circles on his chest with my finger while I relax and stifle a yawn. I’m going to fall asleep soon from the orgasm and alcohol. There’s no way I’m making it home. 
I better check I can stay before passing out. “Can I sleep here tonight?”
He comes out of his stupor and kisses my forehead with a simple, “Yes.”
Sighing in contentment, my eyes drift shut.
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Chapter 7


The next morning, after he fucked me slowly again, I got the hunch he preferred it that way. I came hard and when he made me pancakes afterwards, I decided to keep him. He was cute, fed me, and now that my friends were getting married off, maybe it was time to grow up and date someone who would treat me right. Plus, it’s not like I was going to wait around for Dylan to fuck me one night with that glorious cock. I had a life to live. 
It wasn’t difficult to convince him to date me, but that’s when I found out he was into the BDSM lifestyle. I could tell he was dominant, and he explained he wanted a submissive girlfriend. The idea intrigued me and I was willing to learn.
I’ve been his sub and girlfriend for about eight months now. He was a decent guy, treated me well, and I learned so much about BDSM from him, but there was always something missing. I didn’t learn what it was until he fucked me rougher than normal one night.
[image: image-placeholder]My hands are bound behind my back as Jamie pounds against my ass, sinking his cock deep into my pussy. As he drills into me, a few well-timed spanks send spikes of joy through my core. He reaches around to pinch my nipples and I cry out when he slaps my breast. The pleasure/pain creates an odd buzz in my head. He grinds his cock into me, and I’m mentally floating in a warm, fuzzy place. God, I wish he’d fuck me harder.
Suddenly, I imagine it’s Dylan’s cock inside me and the thought has me on the brink of coming. Everything Jamie does is amazing, but I still haven’t been able to keep Dylan out of my head all these months.
Jamie grunts and whacks against me. “You’re such a pretty little slut.”
His words make me crave something harsher. I hardly know what I’m saying. “Oh, god, fuck me hard and use me like the dirty slut I am.”
He told me when we first got together that he wasn’t into degradation, so calling me a pretty little slut is as far as he’s ever gone.
He pauses briefly and slams back into me. “Oh, yeah? You like being used?”
“God, yes,” I whimper. “I’m just a cocksleeve waiting to be used.”
Jamie turns into a crazed man and fucks me even harder, but in my head it’s Dylan. I imagine each thrust stretching me out further with his gigantic cock, and fantasize that Dylan is calling me all the filthy things I could never admit to wanting.
Both our orgasms are intense and we’re limp with satisfaction afterwards. We cuddle and he turns back into the soft, loving Jamie from before, giving me little kisses and murmuring endearments. I get a brief pang of guilt over how often I think of Dylan fucking me, but push it aside. It’s only a stupid fantasy, and I’ve read that tons of people occasionally imagine other people while having sex. I really love Jamie and we are incredibly compatible, but I can’t help but hope tonight opens up new doors for us and he can be rougher.
[image: image-placeholder]A few weeks later, after several soft sex sessions—during all of which I thought of Dylan while Jamie fucked me—I started wondering if I had imagined that rough night. I’m about to sit down to eat my dinner when an incoming text from Jamie makes me pause. Leaning my hip against the edge of the table, I check the message.
Jamie: Do you really like being used?
Ooooh, I don’t know where this is going, but the immediate flood of wetness from my pussy tells me that, yes, we do like being used.
Sophia: Yes, the other night was fabulous.
I’m hoping this gets me some more rough sex.
Jamie: Would you like to be shared?
Um, what’s this? My mind blanks out and the room spins. I imagine being tied up and fucked by another dom, and after a moment I realize I’m bumping my pussy against the corner of the table. Holy fuck, I never considered being shared, but I’m turned on more than I ever imagined I would be. I want to keep rubbing against the table but stop myself.
My hands are shaking when I type.
Sophia: Yes, please, Sir.
Jamie: OK. Ask for it.
Oh, fuck. I take longer to type out the message than I should because I keep backspacing to correct typos.
Sophia: Sir, will you please share me?
Jamie: Do you trust me to choose the dom?
Sophia: Yes, Sir.
Jamie: And I can do it whenever I want without notice?
I get a brief flash of walking into his apartment to find another dom waiting for me. Oh fuck yeah, I’m all for this.
Sophia: Yes, whenever you want.
Jamie: Good girl. Now go eat before your food gets cold.
Sophia: Yes, Sir. Love you!
He replies with a kissing face emoji and I glance at my already-cold dinner. Shit, he really knows me. I’m so predictable with my routine. He probably timed that message to mess with me while I was relaxing and eating. I reheat my soup and spend a very distracted meal thinking about what I agreed to. Fuck, that’s hot.
[image: image-placeholder]The next day, all l do is fantasize about being shared and used. I’m wet and desperate, so I text Jamie.
Sophia: Sir, if you showed up at my house to fuck me, I’d be most grateful.
I include a winking emoji to lighten my formal tone and wait for his reply.
Jamie: I’ll be over shortly. I have plans for you.
A pleasant jolt of excitement zips through me. I wonder what he’s got up his sleeve for tonight. No way did he find the perfect dom in one day, so I know it won’t include him bringing someone else with him.
Dylan is at work for a couple more hours, which is good since I’m loud when I come. I try to not have sex when he’s home because it’s hard to go mindless when you’re worried about what your roommate is hearing. Plus, I’m fucking his best friend and that might be uncomfortable for both of them, even though Dylan knows we’re a couple. I don’t know what Jamie is planning, but I’m going to get a head start. I’m naked and on top of the bed when Jamie lets himself in with the key I gave him. 
When he comes through the bedroom door, he grins. “Well, hello to you.”
I stretch and purposely arch my back to give him a delectable view of my perky breasts that he loves. “I’m ready for you, Sir.”
We have two hours until Dylan gets home and I doubt whatever we do will take that long, but I’m glad I’m already naked because I need a cock inside me NOW. Is Dylan going to be the star of my fantasy again today? I have an immediate desire to grind my pussy against something. The answer is yes. Shit, I really need to stop obsessing about my roommate’s massive cock. I only saw it once!
Jamie walks over to the bed, carrying a backpack. I study it, wondering what’s inside. Is he going to pull out sex toys? I enjoy it when he uses butt plugs on me because it lets me daydream about being double stuffed. He takes out a black satin blindfold and lust ripples through me while my pussy gets wetter. Ooooh, yes, please! That’s no butt plug, but I don’t care. He blindfolded me once before, and it was a fun evening, but he likes me to look at him while we’re fucking, so he never brought it out again. I scoot to the edge of the bed and Jamie ties the long strip of satin around my head, making sure it’s secure, but not too tight.
“How many fingers am I holding up?”
“Uh, two?” It’s a random guess.
He chuckles. “Nope.”
He rustles in his bag before grabbing my wrists and holding them together to bind them with something. A gush of wetness drips down my crack, and I rub my thighs together in anticipation. I don’t know what’s gotten into him tonight. My gut clenches and my heart skips a beat from excitement when he shoves me onto the bed and attaches the binding at my wrists to the headboard.
Within a few moments, I’m his captive and he could do whatever he wants to my helpless body. A delicious tingle runs up my spine. Why don’t we do this more often? I really should tell him how much I enjoy being blindfolded.
The sounds of a zipper and the unmistakable crinkle of a condom wrapper are loud in the quiet room. I’m not the best at taking my birth control pills regularly, so after that first time together, Jamie started wearing protection… to my dismay. I try to get him to fuck me without one, but he never gives in to my pleading. Rationally, I understand why he does it and I don’t want to get pregnant, but I miss the squishy feeling of cum dripping out of me. Sometimes I used to reach down and coat my fingers with the combined juices and suck them clean, getting an illicit thrill from being a dirty girl.
He pushes my legs open and the mattress dips as he climbs between them. Wait, he’s not going to just shove it in me, is he? I’m so wet he’ll slide right in, but some teasing while I’m at his mercy would be nice.
His fingers probe my folds and I melt against him a little. Mmmm, that’s more like it. He applies more pressure, and I squirm against my bonds. Why is he being rough? He knows I like to start out soft and build up to it. What’s going on? He’s normally so gentle with me. This really is unlike him, but the pleasurable tingles in my core tell me I’m enjoying this. If this is how he wants it tonight, he could at least stick a finger in my pussy while he’s playing with me.
Instead of a finger, he thrusts his cock inside me. I moan, “Ohhhh, god,” in delight from the sweet relief. I soooo needed this tonight.
Jamie immediately pounds away at my pussy, and I squeal in surprise. He’s jackhammering into me so fast I can feel my tits bouncing. Jesus Christ, if I knew he’d treat me like this while blindfolded, I would have begged for it months ago. Having the blindfold on heightens my other senses, and when he hits a particularly good spot, I chant, “Oh, my god. Oh, my god.” My head whirls from the onslaught, and he fucks me with no signs of stopping. I get lost in bliss and my mind drifts.
I’m no longer thinking of Jamie, and I’m back to imagining Dylan. I picture Dylan’s thick cock sliding inside my wet pussy, and I moan louder.
Fuuuck, this is dirty, but oh so good. Without my sight, I’m submerging myself into the fantasy of Dylan and it tricks my brain into thinking it’s really him fucking me. I’ve got to ask to be blindfolded more often. If Dylan isn’t going to leave my head, I might as well pretend.
I’m at my breaking point, continually panting, “Oh, my god.” 
I can’t help myself and I beg. “Please, Sir, fuck me harder. Use me like a good little slut.”
I almost accidentally call him Dylan, but thank God I’m not that far gone. He enthusiastically fucks me and my toes curl while my thigh muscles quiver as I barrel towards my orgasm. 
Right as I’m about to come, he pulls out and gets off the bed. I groan in annoyance. Uh, what the fuck? 
Squirming against the binds, I close my legs in frustration until a surge of acceptance hits me. Who am I kidding? This is just making me even more needy. I groan with pleasure while I wait for his next move. 
Something rustles across the room and I tilt my head in that direction. “Jamie?”
He returns and I relax again, spreading my legs slightly. I hope he’ll drag them open the rest of the way and ram into me. But instead of his cock, what I feel is him rubbing my clit with his finger. Shit, I need him back inside me.
I buck my hips against his hands and it’s not long before I’m gasping, “Oh, god,” again. I spread my legs even wider to give him better access, and sigh from delight when he slides two fingers inside me. The relief doesn’t last long and within moments I’m desperate for his cock again.
He slowly finger fucks me and rubs his thumb on my clit. Oh, holy fuck. He’s never used this technique before. Is he researching and upping his game?
It’s so damn good, I can’t stop myself from panting out, “Fuck, how did you get so good all of a sudden?”
He doesn’t answer and I push against his fingers, drawing closer to my orgasm. God, I need to come so badly. When he draws his hand away, I shimmy my hips and try to keep him inside of me, to no avail. I sigh and internally grumble; he better not make me wait long. I’m down for some edging, but I’m ready to come.
A moment later he presses against me, lifting my legs so I can wrap them around him as he pushes his cock into me. I sharply inhale as his thickness stretches my cave walls and a rush of excitement runs through me. Obviously my mind is playing tricks on me with the blindfold, but I swear he’s bigger than before. I picture Dylan’s cock, but when he bottoms out, filling me and pinging every nerve ending along my cave walls, I don’t care about anything but being fucked.
This is so amazing. I’m dizzy when he pulls out before slamming back into me. It only takes a few strokes before I know I’m going to come. His cock feels better than usual and is stretching my tight pussy out further than it’s ever been. It’s so fucking good and just like I’ve been fantasizing all these months.
When he reaches forward and twists my nipples, I gasp and can’t hold back. I come all over his cock, writhing against him as the euphoria washes over me. Rapture engulfs me and I chant for him to fuck me harder as I ride the orgasm.
Mid-climax, he rips the blindfold off. 
It’s not Jamie fucking me.
“Oh god, oh god… oh fuck… Dylan… What?… What?”
He cuts me off by rubbing my clit roughly and jackhammering into me.
Jamie chuckles from across the room. “She’s such a good little cocksleeve, isn’t she?”
Dylan plunges into me and grunts out, “The best you’ve shared yet. So wet and tight.”
Jamie has shared a sub with Dylan before? The realization electrifies me with a rush of delight. I can’t stop myself from coming a second time. I scream as the orgasm rips through me, and I convulse wildly while ecstasy crashes through my entire body.
As I come down, Dylan is still fucking me, but at a slower pace. He leans forward, burying himself to the hilt, and kisses me deeply. Our tongues dance, and I’m shocked at how natural it feels having his cock inside me. I never imagined this would actually happen.
“Is this OK?” he whispers as he moves his mouth down to my nipple, gently sucking and biting.
I want to laugh that he’s asking about this now, but I smile down at him. “Yes. But don’t come without protection, OK?”
He nods, and imagining him unloading all his cum inside me sends a thrill straight into my pussy. Shit, why is that idea so hot? I think back to wondering how much cum he spurted in the shower, and my pussy clenches around his cock.
“Tell me how good my cock feels,” he demands.
My head spins, and it’s difficult to think. I whimper, “Oh, fuck… oh fuck… it’s so good. It’s so thick and good,” and my body rises with each thrust.
He squeezes both my breasts together. “Whose cock is buried in you?”
I gasp, “My — my roommate’s cock.” Fuuuuck, why is it so arousing when he makes me answer questions?
When he hears my reply, he suddenly sits up and grabs my hips. He pounds into me harder and exclaims, “Oh shit… I’m going to come. I’m going to come!”
I widen my eyes at him and try to squirm away from him. Oh fuck, is he even using a condom?
I’m about to blurt out my safe word, knowing that Jamie will stop everything, but I don’t say it and stop struggling. Who am I kidding? I want Dylan’s cum. This is my chance to feel it inside me, and I want it desperately.
I smile. “Please Dylan… I need your cum.”
He reaches up to my throat, gently squeezes it, and my pussy tightens around him. He comes with a roar, unloading his hot cum deep inside me.
Oh god, it’s so amazing and dirty, and I immediately want it again. I want all his cum every day, and it’s probably crazy of me to want it.
When he pulls out, our combined juices drip onto my thigh. Shit, this is slutty. My eyes roll back into my head from bliss while he strokes his cock, milking the last few drops out over my pussy.
I sigh happily. This was so bad, but it felt so fucking good. But I can’t risk him coming inside me again, though deep down I know I’m going to end up begging for it, if given the chance.
Dylan sounds sincere when he says, “Shit, Sophia. I’m sorry. I couldn’t stop.”
I try to make my voice soothing. “It’s okay… it’s okay. We need to make sure it doesn’t happen again.”
As I tell him the lie, I hope for both our sakes it’s true, but I know it’s not. Now that I’ve had his magnificent cock inside me, I’ll never get enough of him.
He makes no promises, and when he licks me clean, all thoughts leave my head. This might turn into a very nice living situation.
When he’s done between my legs, he stands up and I assume the party is over.
Then I hear Jamie. “Now it’s my turn.”
I close my eyes and spread my legs as wide as I can, welcoming my love back to my embrace. His cock sinks into me, mixing Dylan’s juices with mine even further. Wait, he’s not wearing a condom? A forbidden thrill shoots through me.
He fucks me slowly and kisses me softly. “Did you like this, Sophia?”
I open my eyes, and gaze at him with love. “Yes, it was amazing.”
My passionate soft dom is back. Dylan sits down on my vanity bench across the room and slowly strokes his still-massive softening cock while he watches. Knowing he’s in here is the right kind of kinky for my brain, and pleasure radiates through my entire body as I gently ease towards another orgasm.
Jamie talks to me as if we’re having a normal conversation and he’s not fucking me. “Dylan and I always share everything. You can have this whenever you want. I didn’t think you would want it before.”
My pulse quickens and my pussy throbs. “Everything?”
He suddenly whacks against my pussy, hard. “Everything.”
Holy fuck. He’s offering me free access to Dylan’s cock. Electricity shoots through me, racing from my fingertips to my toes, and fireworks explode behind my eyes as I peak again. I convulse from the force of my orgasm and squeal from the pleasure as waves of rapture wash over me.
Jamie comes with a sharp thrust, groaning, “Such a good girl.”
His hot cum paints my cave walls, mixing with Dylan’s cum.
“Ooooh, god!” I’ve never been this completely fucked and filled, and I can have this whenever I want it?
I’m shuddering with aftershocks of pleasure when Jamie rolls off me. He immediately hauls me against him, and we snuggle with me as the little spoon. Clapping from across the room brings a smile to my face.
“Good show,” Dylan chuckles at us. “Enjoy the rest of your evening.”
He closes the bedroom door behind him, and I draw Jamie’s hand up to kiss it.
His lips brush my ear, and he whispers, “Happy, my love?”
Everything I’ve been wanting for the last year is within my grasp. Happy is an understatement. I get to keep the man I love, and still get Dylan’s cock.
I sigh, “Yes… happy.”
He murmurs, “Good,” and we both lie there quietly, lost in thought. I play with Jamie’s fingers, and a contentment that I’ve never felt before drifts over me. Oh yeah, my life just got a hell of a lot more interesting.
The End
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Chapter 8 – Glory in the Night


I’m naked as I kneel in a large wooden crate, and it fits me like a stiff glove. There’s only enough room to crawl into it and kneel, and I can’t move around much when I’m in there. A few holes in the top let light in and make me feel like a pet in a jar.  
There are four holes placed strategically around the box. Matching holes on either side of me, and, of course, one on the back panel at the perfect height for my pussy. Each is a suitable size for an enormous cock to poke through. Whichever hole the guy chooses determines what happens: the one in front gets my mouth, the sides get a hand, and the back… yeah, the back… Imagining a train of guys fucking my pussy is soooooo hot. I hope I get four cocks at once.
This crate has been a dirty fantasy of mine ever since I dreamed about it and woke up wet and close to orgasm. I ruminated on the idea for a few days and eventually admitted to Mike that I couldn’t stop imagining how it would feel to suck on a bunch of anonymous men. He made me explain the dream to him in explicit detail, which got me a nice rough fucking. He whacked against my pussy repeatedly while he teased me about why I couldn’t have imagined something simpler, like a gloryhole wall. I don’t know, but my brain really wanted this box. 
It took us two months to design and build it, but here we are… my birthday party.
[image: image-placeholder]I watch as Mike slides the crate into the center of the family room and a shiver runs down my spine. Wow, this is really happening. How many guys did he invite? 
One of my biggest kinks is getting used sexually. I daydream about being surrounded by men who cover me with their cum and fill me until I’m dripping. That’s heavenly to me, and I’m fortunate enough to have a dom who relishes watching me with other men, but before now he’s only ever shared me with one guy at a time.
I’ve been living with Mike for a little over a year, and it’s going amazingly well. We basically have a 24/7 dom-sub formal agreement, but it doesn’t feel that way because he doesn’t control me all the time. Life isn’t BDSM all day, every day. Both of us have jobs and other friends. We have way too many pets, and our house constantly needs tidying. We’re normal people 90 percent of the time, but at any point Mike can bring out his dominant side and thrill me… which he does daily.
My lifestyle choice isn’t for everyone, and occasionally it annoys me if he gives me a curfew. Sometimes I stay out late on purpose, knowing he’ll discipline me when I get home, because being naughty gives me an illicit thrill. I’m usually soaking wet when I walk in the door, eager to accept punishment. And yeah, getting turned on by being a rule breaker doesn’t help deter me, so I try to do it in fun ways, and not too often. But tonight isn’t about punishment, and everything we’re doing is him fulfilling my slutty fantasy. I love him even more for helping me explore my filthiest desire. 
Mike stands back and scrutinizes the location of the crate. “Gianna, do you think it’s too close to the couch? I want people to sit on the couch but still be able to walk around the box.”
I perk up at the word ‘people,’ since it implies he invited multiple friends. Imagining a ton of dicks poking at me in the holes makes my brain fuzzy. Did he invite a whole slew of guys? I specifically told him not to tell me how many people are attending my little party. A big part of what is getting me worked up is the unknown.
My pussy is so damn wet and I’m not sure I want to wait for tonight. I eye Mike speculatively. Would he go for some pre-party sex? I’m the birthday girl and I should get what I want on my birthday, right? 
“Gianna?”
I’m startled out of my reverie. Shit, what was he saying? Oh right, the position of the crate.
“Uh, it’s fine. If you move it too far the other way, they might knock against the TV.”
I wish the room was larger, but we’re hosting the party in the family room because our house has an open-concept design. The kitchen overlooks the family room and people can wander in for snacks and still see the action. Mike also doesn’t want to leave me alone, so this way he can always see the crate, even if he’s helping serve snacks. 
Mike glances at the clock, and butterflies flit around my belly. It’s almost time for the party to start.
He smiles at me. “Go be a good girl and take a shower. You can touch yourself for five minutes while you’re in there.”
My pussy tingles at the thought of warming up on my own, and I give him a quick peck on the cheek and a saucy, “Yes, Sir.” 
He slaps my ass as I walk away, and I mock yelp. I hide my smile as his laughter follows me upstairs to the master bathroom. There is a lightness in my chest and I bounce from foot to foot, savoring the anticipation. I hope the party goes well, but I’m sure it will since Mike always keeps me safe. It’s going to be a blast.
Turning the shower on so the water can heat, I remove my clothes and twist my long, wavy brown hair up into a topknot. There’s no point in doing anything special with my hair since I’ll be in the crate, and I’ll probably need another shower before bed. 
While I wait for the shower to be ready, I contemplate my naked body in the mirror. My light brown skin appears golden in this lighting, and my brown eyes sparkle from my flush of eagerness. In the year I’ve been living with Mike, I’ve grown softer, but I welcome the change. I’m sexier with more curves. 
Mike is fabulous in the kitchen, and neither of us is interested in spending hours at the gym every week. So it’s only natural that we’re both on the softer side with how often he’s trying out new, yummy recipes on his very willing taste tester. His love of cooking endeared him to my family, and he’s learning how to make some of my mom’s favorite traditional desserts for the holidays.
Yeah, Mike is a keeper and almost everything about him is what I hoped to find in a long-term partner. Even his soft belly thrills me, and he thoroughly enjoys what he claims is HIS lush and seductive submissive. 
But this sexy sub needs to get her ass in the shower before the guests show up. I want to be in the crate with the door closed before anyone gets here. I’ll probably recognize a few voices if they’re people I’ve met before, and that will add another layer of humiliation and naughtiness to this fantasy. Mike said he only invited his friends from the local BDSM scene, and everyone knows exactly why they’re coming—in both senses of the word.
Giggling at myself, I step into the shower and slide the clear glass door shut. As I lather on the body wash, I pretend the mirror across from the shower is a two-way mirror and that several men are on the other side watching me. I have five minutes to touch myself, but he didn’t say it had to be manually. Taking hold of the handheld spray nozzle, I lean against the shower wall and spread my legs. As I direct the pulsating jets towards my clit, spikes of pleasure ripple from my core. 
Mmmm, god… this is amazing. Closing my eyes, I tip my head against the fiberglass wall and move the nozzle in circles. I imagine the men on the other side of the mirror with their cocks out, stroking themselves and watching me. The bliss overtakes me and I lose track of time. I’m spiraling close to my orgasm, but right before I come, I move the water away while my legs and pussy quiver. Fuuuuuck. 
My clit throbs from the stolen orgasm. I could say, ‘screw it,’ and come anyway, but then I’d have to confess my sin to Mike. One of his most firm rules is that I can’t come without permission. If he gets cranky enough, he might call off the party tonight. A brief orgasm right now isn’t worth the risk. 
I would say Mike is a firm dom. He lets me have my fun and explore my bratty side, but he isn’t above harsh punishment if I become too blatant in my disregard for what he says. He also gets off on edging me, so unless I want my birthday to end with me a wet, mentally hazy mess with no orgasm, I better be a good girl until the party. 
Sighing, I flip the knob to stop the flow of water, and step out of the shower so I can towel off quickly. I take an extra moment to pat the fluffy cotton against my pussy—I need to make sure it’s extra dry, no other reason—and stand in front of the floor fan in the bedroom to dry the rest of the way. 
A quick glance in the full-length mirror in the bedroom makes me decide to put my hair in a braid for tonight. My hands are going to be busy so I don’t want it to keep falling into my face. I’m a pro at braiding my hair, so it doesn’t take long before I’m back in the family room with Mike.
He flashes me a grin when he sees me and whistles playfully at my nakedness. “You were gone so long, I almost called a search party for you. You better get in the box.”
My body buzzes. Holy shit, it’s time. This is going to be so fucking erotic!
Mike holds the crate door open for me, and I walk over and press against him, kissing him passionately. He murmurs against my mouth between the kisses. “Did you touch yourself in the shower?” 
Before I can answer, he slides a hand between my legs and caresses my clit. I sigh as desire engulfs me, and I spread my legs to give him better access.
Mike growls, “On second thought, maybe I don’t want to share you tonight,” but I detect his teasing undertone.
I know exactly what he wants to hear. 
In a light sing-song voice, I reply, “Whatever you want, Sir. I’m yours to command.”
He circles my clit firmly with his thumb and I whimper as he breaks off the kiss. When he moves his mouth to my ear, his breath is hot when he whispers, “Mine.” 
I almost come all over his hand, and I have to fight against the climax. He knows what that word does to me. 
He stops rubbing my clit and gives my pussy a sharp slap, and I yelp at the painful pleasure. Jesus Christ. It’s almost like he wants me to come before the party.
But he’s back to his cheerful self in a flash. “This is mine, and don’t forget it, no matter what happens tonight.”
The sexual longing leaves me in a daze. I wish he would bend me over the couch right this instant and fuck me, but we don’t have time. I want this party more than I need him pounding against my ass. 
“I won’t forget it, Sir,” I swear solemnly as I climb into the crate.
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Chapter 9


The doorbell rings as soon as he shuts the panel behind me. He installed a safety latch that can be opened from the inside, and it clicks softly. It might take a little effort to contort and open the door, but I tested it while he was building it, and it’s doable. We both made sure I felt safe and could escape at any moment. With how wet I am, I won’t be leaving—not until I suck on some cocks that aren’t Mike’s. This is my chance to be as slutty as I want, and I’m going to take it.  
I can easily overhear everything outside the crate, and Mike is loud and clear when he asks me, “I’ll be right back. Will you be OK?”
“Yep. I’m good,” I sing out. And I really am. 
I settle in and wait. It doesn’t take long before Mike announces his return and teasingly wiggles a finger in the hole in front of me. I lean forward and suck on it. His laughter makes me think he wasn’t expecting my response, and he removes his finger from my mouth before I slobber on it too much. 
The doorbell rings several more times and I feel a warmth of affection for Mike whenever he asks other people to answer the door. He’s not leaving me, just like he promised. With every unfamiliar voice, my pussy gets wetter and I’m energized. My nipples harden, and I tweak gently on them as I shift positions to try and ease the ache between my legs. Someone better go for my pussy sooner rather than later. I need a cock inside me.
The rules for tonight are simple. I have to suck, fondle, or fuck anything that enters a hole and try to make them come. We created a secret knock on the crate in case I need to stop early, or I always have my safeword I can use. But unless I do either of those two things, I’m supposed to make all the guys blow their loads.
Thinking back on my BDSM history, this is absolutely the sluttiest thing I’ve ever done. I’ve gone to a few munches and those were fun, but I only played with Mike and one other guy at the same time. It was never a group of faceless men like tonight.
Hell, I don’t even know how many people are here. I lost count after the fifth or sixth person arrived, but I can tell it’s a fairly large number. Holy shit, how many did he invite?
I’m shocked when the first cock pokes through the hole in front of me, despite knowing this was the point of the entire party. It’s a nicely shaped, average penis, and in the dim lighting it glistens with pre-cum. Are the men standing around wanking while they wait their turn? Fuck, that’s hot. 
I eagerly get up on my hands and knees, and rest my ass against the back wall. I’m prepared to suck my first cock, and I dip down, flicking my tongue along the underside. Shit, I better number them so I can keep track. I want to know how many people I suck off. 
Cock number 1 twitches, and wanting to be a good girl, I open my mouth and fully engulf the shaft. Hearing a soft thump against the crate, the shaft presses a little further into my mouth and I can tell the guy is trying to get as close to the crate as possible.
I enjoy his reactions as I suck on him. The tiny thuds on the box continue as he tries to lunge further into my warm mouth. Wanting to give him a wonderful experience for attending my slutty party, I treat him to what I consider my special move. My tongue is long and flexible, and I can tie a cherry stem in a knot with it. My past boyfriends went wild when I focused the tip of my tongue under the head and rapidly swept back and forth, sucking and applying pressure at the same time. The control I have with my tongue makes the difference, and as I do my special move, cock number 1 pulses a moment before he spurts his load into my mouth.
His cum is thicker than Mike’s and is warm and salty, with a slight chlorine taste. It’s not horrible and as I lap at him and try to suck all his seed out, I notice another meat stick poke through the hole to my right. Well, hot damn. The party has really started. My stomach flutters and my heart races while an expansive feeling blossoms in my chest and spreads outwards. I could take on the world right now, but I’ll settle for another 10 cocks.
I’m not done cleaning up cock number 1, and I use my hand on number 2, giving him long, slow strokes to prolong his pleasure. Since I can’t move around in the crate, cock number 2 better be fine with my hand. Within a few moments, cock 1 pulls out of my mouth and cock 2 is jerking so much I can tell he’s going to come. This is fucking awesome. It’s like whack-a-mole, but it’s cocks. I’m so focused on trying to get number 2 to climax that it takes a moment for me to realize something is poking against my ass.
Ohhhh. My mind almost blanks as I shift positions so the head lines up with my pussy. I try to press back against it, but end up having to reach down between my legs with my free hand to help guide him inside me. This is definitely not Mike since the new guy is thicker.
“Oh, god,” I moan and my cave walls stretch around him, pinging every nerve ending deep inside me. Giving an experimental wiggle, I squeal with ecstasy when he starts drilling into me. Jesus Christ, this might be the thickest shaft I’ve ever had. Cock number 3 behind me distracts me, and poor cock number 2 is getting the fuzzy end of the lollipop.
Since cock 2 is still close to coming, I grip him firmly and give a few strong yanks. He groans loudly and explodes. He’s a shooter, and some of his cum coats my hand, but at least one spurt goes astray. It’s probably on the wall somewhere, and I snicker. The inside of the crate is going to be covered in spunk by the end of the night, and I hum in satisfaction. The mess will be proof I was a good girl and made them all come. 
Mike had said that once I’m enclosed in here, I can orgasm all I want without asking and my delight grows as the guy in my pussy hammers against the door. Each plunge pushes me towards my orgasm. Hoping that his thickness will get me there, I press myself against the back door and hold position so he can get as deep as possible. The inferno of need builds and tendrils of bliss radiate from my fingertips to my toes. Ohhhh fuck, I’m going to come.
The orgasm smacks me in the face, and I scream as waves of rapture crash into me. I ride his cock, lost in nirvana, and barely notice another shaft in the hole by my mouth. Without thinking, I suck on it while the guy behind me goes into a frenzy.
I don’t even have time to evaluate cock number 4. My brain is dazzled from the thick monster inside me, and I mindlessly mouth fuck the newest guy. A penis appears to my left and I massage it while delight simmers in my core. Now I only need one more cock on my right and it will be complete.
A fourth one doesn’t appear in the hole, but the guy behind me comes with a loud roar and people cheer and clap. He pumps my pussy full of cum, and I flush with humiliation. I didn’t expect the cheering, and I whimper as it turns me on more and wetness gushes from my sodden hole. I almost orgasm again as the guy behind me gives one last vigorous thrust before pulling out.
The absence of anyone’s hard rod inside me is agony, but the shaft in my throat distracts me when it throbs. I think he’s going to come soon. When I try to focus on him and give him a good suck, someone replaces the guy in the back. Cum is leaking out of me so the new guy slides in easily. Again, I can tell this isn’t Mike based on size. God, I’m such a filthy cumdumpster whore. The utter debasement of what I’m doing spirals me into a climax.
The one-eyed monster in my mouth muffles my orgasmic cry, and my spasming throat forces the guy in my mouth to come with me. The guy behind me seems to feel my orgasm because he speeds up and whacks against my pussy. Thick, sticky cum coats my throat when the guy in my mouth pulls out. His spunk is extra salty and I’m trying to swallow it all down without gagging when another shaft pokes through in front of me.
I abandon my plans to swallow, and let it run down my chin as I encircle the tip of this new cock, I almost freeze. Wait, is this cock 6, or is it 7? Another dick comes at me from the hole to my left and I stroke it while sucking on the dude in front of me and get pounded from behind.
A calmness invades my mind and I’m struck by the knowledge that the number doesn’t matter. I’m just a cocksleeve, ravenous for as much cum as I can get. Whether I take 5 cocks, or 20, it doesn’t change the fact that I’m a plaything for these men to use… and I need it. I want to be a broken, used toy when they are done with me. At the end of the evening, I want to be painted with cum, inside and out, with it crusted in my hair and almost impossible to wash out. I hope Mike takes photos of me so he can show them to me in the future and remind me that deep down, I’m just a nasty whore who longs to be a fuckhole for any guy who wants me. 
Debasement settles over me and another cock finally pushes through the last spot and all holes are filled. I wish it was all my holes and not just the crate. As I take the new shaft in my free hand, I trace the veiny contour and feel the texture of his skin.
In that instant, my mind switches off, and I become the glazed fucktoy I wanted to be for my birthday. I’m only here to serve as a willing vessel for their cum. They can do whatever they want to me.
The rest of the party is a sexual haze. After my fourth orgasm, it becomes a continuous pleasure train as each orgasm rolls into the next. At some point the cocks stop appearing, and I curl up as small as I can and wait for my Sir. I’m drifting, and hear faint voices in the distance as people say goodbye. Eventually the silence of the house tells me we’re alone.
When Sir opens the door, I blink at the light that floods in and give him a goofy grin. “Oh, hi!” I giggle. I’m intoxicated from all the orgasms. He extracts me from the box as gently as he can and carries me over to the couch to sit and cradle me in his arms. He picks up a bottle of water from the end table and persuades me to take several sips. When he’s satisfied with the amount I’ve downed, he hands me a baggie with a peanut butter and jelly sandwich in it. Dang, he came prepared. 
He watches me eat several bites and searches my face. “Are you OK, Gianna?”
I’m still in a daze, and the food and water revive me slightly but I’m still loopy from all the orgasms. Reaching up, I caress my fingers across his five o’clock shadow and gaze at him dreamily. “Oh, yes. Best… birthday… ever.”
He kisses my forehead and grins. “You remember it’s not over, right?”
What’s this? I’m only confused for a moment and a tingle of desire rushes through me as I recall the plan.
“Oh, yes… Sir, will you please fuck me and remind me who I belong to?”
He takes the water and sandwich from me, and I close my eyes as he kisses me and nudges me back onto the couch cushions. I hear him fumble with the zipper of his jeans, and he covers my body. My impatient man keeps the rest of his clothes on. When his shaft slides inside me, soft pings of delight zip up and down my back. He drills into me slowly and he makes love to me tenderly, whispering endearments. 
“Sweetheart, you’re so amazing. You took all those cocks like such a good girl.”
Mmmm, yes… I did. My head spins and I moan softly as flutters of joy ripples from my pussy with every thrust. 
“Such an enchanting vixen. You drove all the men crazy.”
Thinking about all the men who came for me tonight thrills me. I wasn’t sure it would be possible for me to come again, but each stroke edges me closer. I open my eyes to marvel at him.
“I love you, Gianna.”
“I love you too, Mike.”
Neither of us says anything else as we spiral together. He comes a moment before I do, unloading his cum deep into my pussy and mixing it with my juices and the cum of all the other guys. His orgasm and the haze of lust floating over his face sends me over the edge. My eyes drift closed as soft waves of delight wash over me. The orgasm isn’t strong, but it’s constant joy, and I realize why this was important. I needed to know he still treasured me after all the other men used me. 
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Chapter 10


I’m not sure how much time passes, but at some point Mike gets off the couch and lifts me up so he can carry me upstairs to the bedroom. I wrap my arms around his neck, and it’s as if I’m weightless and flying. When we get into our room, he lowers my feet to the floor and helps me stand. When he can tell I’m stable, he steps back and appraises my appearance. 
I’m coated in cum like the obscene cock hungry whore I am, and a flash of vulnerability hits me. Oh God, what if he has regrets? I’m afraid to meet his gaze, but I need to know. I lift my eyes to his and the absolute devotion and desire shining from him tells me he’s not judging me. 
A tingling warmth unfurls in my gut and my self-confidence returns. I feel so damn sexy before him, partly because of the way he’s looking at me, as though he’s driven mad with passion, but also because I embraced the most sordid fantasy I’ll probably ever have.
“You’re such a good girl,” he praises as he steps forward. He puts one finger under my chin, lifting my face upwards so that he can plant a kiss firmly on my lips. God, I’m addicted to him calling me a good girl, and I want to melt to my knees and service him like I did for all those other guys. He doesn’t ask it of me, though, and our lips and tongues dance and clash against each other. When he finally pulls away, he presses his forehead to mine. 
“You’ve been such a good girl tonight, taking everything they threw at you.” He kisses my forehead. “I’m so proud of you.” 
His kiss lands on my lips again, and my fingers thread into his hair, grasping it, while my pussy throbs with every brush of our tongues. “I love you,” he murmurs before pulling away again, and my body cries out from the absence of his lips
“I love you, too,” I whisper softly.
I’m aching for him again, but we didn’t talk about what was going to happen for the rest of the night. Hopefully it includes me taking a shower.
He looks me up and down, assessing the sight of me as though trying to decide what to do. He grunts, as if he’s chosen, and walks over to the dresser. The long, silky scarf he removes from the top drawer is one we’ve used for light bondage. I think I know what he has planned for me. My pussy roars to life. Jesus Christ, you’d think I wouldn’t want any more tonight but my body is very interested to see where this is going.
He guides me over to the bed and bends me over the side of it. “Hands behind your back,” he commands, and I rest the side of my face on the comforter while I obey him. He ties my wrists and secures them in place.
I tug at the restraints, not to free myself, but only to test their strength. It’s secure, but not to the point where my circulation is being compromised; it’s comfortable, yet firm. A rustling behind me tells me he’s removing his clothes. Mmmm, I want to feel his bare skin against me. This position might be a good time for both of us.
I’m caught by surprise when he uses his knee to force my legs apart from behind. I quickly adjust my footing but there isn’t much time to prepare before he impales my pussy with his cock in one swift plunge. 
Crying out, “Ohhhh, fuck!” I buck my ass against him. Since he turned me on with all the kissing and I’m still a wet mess from all the cum I took, there’s only pleasure with his fierce strokes.
I gasp and sink my teeth into my bottom lip as he becomes rougher and rougher, and I clench my fists at the small of my back. Even after all the orgasms, I can tell I could come again, but I need my clit rubbed. Instinctively, I try to close my legs, hoping to create pressure on my swollen bean.
He sees what I’m doing and keeps my legs apart with his while I mewl nonsense in dismay. I need to caress my pearl, and I could easily do it myself if my wrists weren’t tied behind my back. 
“My clit,” I whine. “Please rub my clit?”
His heavy slap on my ass leaves behind a fiery sting where his hand was, and I bite the inside of my cheek to avoid crying out. Ugh, what is he doing? 
“How are you supposed to address me?” he asks, slamming into me once before stopping.
“Please,” I moan, not even being able to process his words due to how much pleasure I’ve had in the last few hours. Everything he’s doing feels so good, but my bundle of nerves aches for attention.
“Hmm?” he asks, grinding into me. “What was that?”
“Please, Sir,” I say, emphasizing the word.
He spanks my other ass cheek. “Are you sassing me?” 
I flinch from the pain, but it’s glorious. “No! No, please, Sir, please touch me.”
“Beg,” he commands.
Holy shit. What happened to my soft boyfriend? Somehow the hard dom came out again. I need to beg and I better make it good.
“Please, Sir! Please—oh, fuck!” I hiss when he starts fucking me. I’m going to come any second, and I try to bring my legs together again to stimulate my clit. “Please, Sir? Oh God, please, please, please touch me. I need to come so badly… please?” 
He does a full stroke without answering, and my head whirls. I was so certain he was going to say no or make me beg again, so I’m amazed when he honors my request. 
As soon as he brushes a finger against my clit, my back arches in pleasure and I almost come instantly. 
“Oh, fuck, Mike!” I cry. “Jesus Christ!” 
When he grazes my swollen bean again, I explode. My body jerks as the mind-blowing orgasm overtakes me. I’m so caught up in the rapture that I don’t realize my mistake until I come down from my high. 
“Did I give you permission to come, Gianna?” His voice is low, with a hint of steel to it. 
Oh, fuck. My brain is mush but I know I better apologize. My words stumble over each other as I spew, “I’m sorry, sir. I-I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry. I’m sorry!” 
He pulls out and a gush of wetness runs down my thigh. Despite my pleas, he spanks me steadily while the impact vibrates my buttocks. I gasp as my ass stings, but I don’t twist away from him. I’m ready to accept my punishment. A brief wish that he’d be gentle invades my mind, but I don’t bother expressing it. He and I both know I relish it when he’s rough.
“Did you do this on purpose?” He’s still talking low and I almost can’t hear him over the sound of his hand smacking against my skin, but I’m able to figure out what he said. 
I whimper, “No,” as my tender ass aches and a deep neediness overwhelms me. 
“You know, if you wanted me to spank you, you could have asked for it.”
“I didn’t do it on purpose, Sir!” I insist. I’m not sure if we’re playing anymore, and thinking that I might really be in trouble turns me on even more.
“Hmm,” he says, grabbing my braid and yanking my head back with one hand and spanking me until I’m sure that my ass is blushing brightly. It hurts, but also excites me. Wetness coats my thighs and my pussy clenches from the sharp thrill. 
“Now Gianna, we’re gonna do this again. And this time, you will not come without permission. Understood?”
Oh shit, he’s going to let me come again? Adrenaline rushes in my veins and I’m eager for a chance to make up for my mistakes. I want to prove myself.
I burst out with a, “Yes, Sir,” and he slides into me, sighing, “Good girl.”
Darts of pleasure radiate through me and I moan as he fucks me slow and steady. Soon enough, I’m back at the precipice of coming. Fuck, I better get permission this time.
“Please, Sir,” I beg.
“Please what?” His voice is savage while he keeps fucking me.
How has he not come yet? My man has the endurance of a god. 
I try again. “Rub my clit and make me come.”
He chuckles harshly. “Now, that sounds rather demanding. Is that how you ask for things?”
I can’t keep the bratty tone from my voice. “I said ‘please’.”
He spanks my sore ass again, alternating sides, and each swat on my ass is a delicious pain.
He bites out, “Keep it up and see what I do to you.” 
I shiver at the threat. I’m not sure how much more I can handle.
“Sorry! I’m sorry, please, Sir, please rub me and make me come?” 
I’m in a haze of lust, pain, and neediness. He was so loving downstairs and now he’s in serious dom mode, spanking my ass and making me beg. Him doing this right after so many men used me is a total mind fuck. I’m ready to offer him anything he wants.
He doesn’t speak and reaches to tap his fingers against my clit. I moan and tremble from the intense bliss, and electricity builds in my core.
Wait, he hasn’t given me permission to come. 
“Please?” I beg.
He stays silent. 
Fuck. “Please, Sir, may I come?” 
Still no verbal response, but he fondles my clit roughly.
Ugh. Motherfucker. He’s trying to get me in trouble. I practically sob, “Please! Please!”
“How much do you want to come?” he rasps.
My body tightens and I’m at the breaking point while I whimper. “So fucking bad… please?” 
He says nothing for a moment, but when he gives my clit a rough swipe and plunges sharply into my pussy, I know I can’t hold it any longer.
Right before I shatter, he growls, “Come for me.”
I jolt forward and bury my face in the comforter as my orgasm hits. My strangled cry is an octave above my usual voice. My legs stiffen as a tsunami of rapture roars through my body. 
He doesn’t stop and fucks me while I ride the waves of my orgasm. Each thrust continues the rollercoaster of pleasure. He finally comes with a roar and whacks against my tender ass as he unloads ropes of his cum. I shiver as my pussy milks his shaft, trying to get every drop of his seed from him. 
“So fucking good,” he growls, holding my waist and forcing me to stay still.
My breathing and heart rate slow, but the cloud of euphoria from coming so many times tonight stays with me. When he pulls out, he doesn’t untie me immediately and I slump onto the bed. I could lie here forever. He’s moving around behind me, but I don’t care what he’s doing. 
I mumble, “Just leave me here,” but I’m not loud enough for him to notice. 
His footsteps on the carpet disappear as he walks off in what sounds like the direction of the bathroom. The water in the sink runs for a minute, and when he returns, I know what he’s going to do before he does it because he’s done this before.
He uses a warm, wet cloth to wipe the cum off my legs, my pussy, and my back. After each swipe of the cloth, he kisses the now-clean spot. He unties my arms and helps me stand up, facing him. I wobble a little and put my hands on his shoulders as he kneels down and washes my stomach and all around my swollen pussy. 
I watch him with hooded lids, too befuddled to do anything but stand there and let him control my movements. I’m like a toy doll he can do whatever he wants with, and instead of walking me to the bathroom, he picks me up and carries me. 
“You have cum in your hair,” he tells me as he sets me down on my feet and turns on the shower.
“Mmm hmm.” I crush my face against his chest as I lean on him as he unbraids my hair.
When the shower is ready, he helps me inside. As the warm water rains down on us, I sigh blissfully. He tenderly washes the cum out of my hair with my favorite apple-scented shampoo, and he takes extra time to condition it. I stand there, utterly spent, appreciating his hands cleaning me. Whenever we play, he always takes care of me afterwards, and I adore him for it. This might be the hardest we’ve ever played, though, and I’m ready for bed. 
When we’re both clean, he helps me out and dries me off. 
“You’re so damn beautiful, Gianna.” He kisses my nose and whispers, “I love you.”
“I love you, too,” I tell him softly as he combs my wet hair and uses a towel to dry it off as best he can. It won’t get completely dry, but a little dampness never hurt my pillow before. 
“How was it?” he asks as he walks me into the bedroom and gets a flannel nightgown out of the closet. 
“It was…. great.” My answer sounds lame after the experience, so I attempt to explain better. “It was pretty fucking fabulous, actually.” 
He grins and brushes his lips against mine. “That’s good to hear.” 
His voice is so gentle and sweet, miles from how it was when he was dominating me, and I can tell that Mike, the boyfriend, is back, and his dom is satiated for the night.
I yawn loudly as he leads me to the bed, and we crawl in together. He spoons me and twines his hands with mine. I look down at my golden skin tone against his pale ivory and happiness bubbles inside me. Knowing Mike, he’s going to fuck me again when we wake up to make sure I understand who owns me. Having a possessive dom is so fucking hot and that is half the fun of being shared. He gets triggered and for the next few days I’m going to get plenty of rough poundings. But I’m too exhausted to get worked up again tonight. I’m sure by morning I’ll be down for whatever kinkiness he demands.
Sighing in contentment, I snuggle closer to him. I’m beyond satisfied with tonight and I’m going to remember this birthday forever. I revel in being used by multiple men, but above all, I love being loved by my dom.
The End

[image: image-placeholder]Want a bundle of BDSM shorts? Find them on my website. Includes: 
“BDSM Adventures: A Spanking, a Wooden Spoon, and Licking It Clean” 
“Dear Dom, Thank You for Railing Me Behind the Dumpster. I Loved It.” 
Get them at:  
https://lacey-cross.com/illicitdesires
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Illicit Desires Vol 1 Excerpt


If you haven’t read Illicit Desires Volume 1 yet, here’s the beginning that starts with Emily’s Secret Dom. 
[image: image-placeholder]

[image: image-placeholder]Chapter 1

Emily
My bedroom is stifling hot. I’m a sweaty mess and daydreaming about the cool mist of our showerhead and wishing I was under it right now. Instead, I’m in reverse cowgirl riding my husband, Nate, and staring at the wall opposite the bed, wondering how much longer he’s going to take. I piston my hips faster, hoping to speed this up. 
Nate just turned 45 and I swear the older he gets, the slower he comes. Some women might consider this a bonus, but I miss the fast fuck days of our 20s. We’d be watching a movie together, and he’d turn to me, press me into the cushions of the couch, and have his way with me. I’d get a brief fun thrill and we’d finish the movie. Later, he’d lick my pussy and drive me wild until I came. I’m 35 and we’ve been together for 12 years — married for 10 — and he’s licked nothing below my breasts in the last 3 years. 
I might have forgotten what oral sex feels like, but he can’t say the same. He doesn’t overtly demand it, but he still gets his Saturday morning blowjobs because the few times I skipped it when I wasn’t sick or out of town, he pouted all day. Sometimes it’s easier to spend a few minutes on your knees than waste an entire day with a cranky man-child. 
Glancing at the clock on the wall, a flash of annoyance ripples through me. Jesus, we’ve been at this for 20 minutes. Would he just freaking come already? I’m bored with riding him and tired of fake moaning. His cock creates a pleasant friction inside my pussy; adequate to keep me horny and desperate to come, but not enough to get me close to an orgasm. It’s just one long edge session and I’m ready to be finished, one way or the other.
Nate stills and grasps my hips to stop me from moving. He sighs. “Emily, I don’t think it’s happening tonight. I’m just too tired.”
Halle-fuckin-lujah! With my back towards him, I don’t need to temper my expression and I’m betting I look pretty happy to be done. 
I try to soothe him and show him it’s not a big deal. “I think it’s too hot in our bedroom. That probably didn’t help.” 
He murmurs in agreement as I climb off him and snuggle against him for a moment. Our sweat-sticky bodies make it miserable, so I quickly roll over to my side of the bed to lie on my back and stare at the ceiling. Within a couple of minutes, Nate is snoring softly next to me, and my pussy is an angry buzz of need. Shit, I really needed to come tonight. 
Nate travels a ton for work and he just returned yesterday from a two-week trip. His company flies him around to different locations to help set up satellite offices or to troubleshoot when there’s a management problem at a site. He’s usually only gone one week at a time, but he ran into some complications and had to stay an extra week. I really needed the physical connection of a shared orgasm with him tonight, but our sex life is less than stellar, so deep down I knew I was asking for too much.
I spread my legs and reach down to my slick folds. God, I’m so wet. I slip a finger in and moan softly, but cut off my sigh when Nate shifts in his sleep. I’m not sure I can relax without coming. Gingerly, I crawl out of bed and tiptoe out of the room, using my cell phone’s soft flashlight feature to make sure I don’t hit anything on my way out. Since Nate hasn’t been asleep that long, I know he’s in a light phase. But I need to visit the bathroom before I fall asleep anyway, so it isn’t uncharacteristic of me to get up after sex, and I could use that excuse if he wakes up.
Escaping to the bathroom, I lean against the counter, spread my legs, and massage my clit with three fingers. My tiny moans echo in the small room, but the walls are thick enough between the bathroom and the master bedroom that I don’t care. We also sleep with a white noise machine going, so it would take more than some moaning to bother him.
I focus on my clit for a few minutes, and then press my fingers inside my slick cave, alternating between rubbing and finger fucking myself in a sexual haze. I need something more than I’m getting and my mind drifts to him — the guy I was trying to avoid thinking about tonight while with my husband.
I stop caressing myself and pick up my phone, swiping at the app I use for my friends when I play online games with them. I click on the picture of a sexy grey-haired fox named Aiden and stare at the voice message icon. Knowing I shouldn’t do it, I press on the voicemail and let the message play out loud. Aiden’s deep voice entrances me as I listen to him.
Emily,
I know you’ve been thinking about me. I know that my words have been making you restless, making you want to hear more.
You’re just discovering that you like being told what to do. That’s because you’re a natural submissive.
And a sub like you needs someone to guide them, teach them, show them how to obey.
Already you know I have an effect on you. As you listen to this, I know you’re squirming, maybe even wanting to touch yourself. You’re wondering just what serving me would be like.
So I’m going to make you an offer.
I will give you what you need, even though you don’t know what that is yet. I will teach you to serve, teach you to be obedient, teach you to do as your Sir tells you.
And in return, all I ask for is your total surrender to me.
So if you want me to be your Dom, all you have to do is reply.
And say “Yes Sir.”
I listen to the message again. The third time through, I realize I’ve been rubbing my clit the entire time and I’m about to come. I let the audio play one last time while I finger myself, and when he tells me to say, “Yes, Sir,” I come so hard my legs turn to Jell-o and I slide to the floor, panting. Aftershocks of pleasure ripple through my body and I stare at myself in the full-length mirror on the wall across from me. I’m wanton, naked, and sprawled with my legs wide open.
I sigh and let the phone slip out of my hand onto the linoleum with a gentle thud. Nate being at home should have solved any temptation from Aiden. Yet, here I am, on my bathroom floor after an intense orgasm from listening to his voice and offer. The same as I’ve done every day for the past five days since he left the message. 
The End of Excerpt

[image: image-placeholder]To read more you can find it here: 
https://mybook.to/Emilyssecretdom
or get the bundle of books 1-3: 
http://mybook.to/illicitdesires1
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