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      This is an adult fantasy for mature folks that comes out of my twisted mind.  They are my dreams, daydreams, and fantasies transcribed onto paper.

      

      As such, this story is explicit.  It includes descriptions of genitalia, descriptions of sexual activities, mild BDSM, erotic rope arts, martial arts, violence, and probably many other things that might possibly offend someone in our judgmental society.

      

      I also write in a first person, slice-of-life style.

      

      If you are offended or disgruntled by any of those things, then kindly close the book, tell Amazon you made a mistake, get your refund, and go forth to enjoy life elsewhere.  I wish you the best.

      

      If you’re not dissuaded, then welcome to ...
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            A chance encounter

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s been an unusually cool week in late September.  I finished doing some research in the public library in Topeka, Kansas for an article I’m writing on the legacy of John Brown.

      Now that I’m done with the work part of this visit, I want to look for some classic recipes for fall - Coq au Vin, Boeuf Bourguignon, and White Bean Cassoulet.  There’s supposed to be a classic Julia Childs cookbook in the reference section that should have what I need.

      I’m walking through the lobby toward the reference section from periodicals.  I notice a lean woman with a tight, firm, round ass standing next to a shelf about twenty feet in front of me.  She’s wearing grey ankle boots, dove grey slacks, and a waist-length cable-knit, cowl neck sweater - silk, I think.  She has rich auburn hair just past shoulders, and a trim waist with a flair to her hips.  I’m guessing she’s roughly 5’8” when I subtract the heels on her little ankle boots.  I think to myself, ‘The backside is awesome.  I wonder what the front looks like.’

      At that point she turns toward the shelf next to her and adjusts a pair of breasts that are at least grapefruit-sized.  C cups?  Maybe D cup?  She’s not paying attention in my direction as I continue to walk towards her.  I see that her hair is framing her face.  She has brilliant green eyes, sharp cheekbones, and a strong jaw with no overbite or underbite.  Some people might think her looks are severe.  I think she’s beautiful.

      Eventually she notices me moving in her periphery as she adjusts her heavy breasts.

      The beautiful woman blushes with embarrassment as she catches my eye.  I nod and walk past with a gentle smile that I hope doesn’t look too creepy.

      I find the book I need and carry it to the closest copy machine.  I copy the three recipes I need and leave the book for reshelving.

      ‘Okay.  All done,’ I nod to myself.  Knowing I have about a thirty minute drive ahead of me, I take a detour to pee.

      As I come out of the men’s room, I see the auburn-haired beauty standing in wait with her hands on her hips.  She looks like she wants a confrontation, but I’m thinking she needs my firm hand on her round ass.

      I think, ‘Firm hand on her ass? Where the hell did that come from?’

      She steps in front of me and crosses her arms over her breasts.  She asks, “Did you rub one out in there thinking of me?”

      I chuckle.  “It would have taken me much longer than that,” I respond with a smirk.  “Maybe later tonight,” I say with a grin.  I attempt to walk by, but she slides in front of me and puts a hand on my chest.   Her lips are pursed as she looks into my face.

      I cock an eyebrow at her presumption.  I say, “Yes?”

      She tilts her head as she assesses me.  Her simmering anger shifts to uncertainty.  Her regard stays focused on my face.  I don’t want to be an asshole, so I let her work out whatever it is she’s struggling with.  She doesn’t seem dangerous.

      My wife always assured me that I’m a handsome man, and the smiles and flirtation from women over the years reinforced my wife’s opinion.  I’m 6’3,” two hundred pounds, with sandy blond hair in a trim business cut, and broad shoulders.  Despite being in my late 40’s, I’m still fairly slim.

      I see a sense of resolve manifest in her expression.  She murmurs to me as her other hand slides up my chest.  “Maybe you’d rather live it rather than fantasize about it?”  Her brilliant green eyes look up into mine.  “It’s been a long time for me.”

      My wife has been my only sexual partner, but I’m definitely attracted to this woman.

      I look at her thoughtfully for a moment before I nod and say, “Okay.”  I wave for her to lead the way, and I follow.

      She takes off but looks over her shoulder after a few steps.  “Enjoying the view?”

      I take three longer strides until I’m walking beside her.  I offer her my arm.  “Yes, ma’am.  Very much so.  You’ve got a gorgeous figure.”

      She grunts, “Hmpf.”  However, I notice that she smiles shyly at the praise.

      I walk her to her SUV, and we agree to go to her place.  She gives me the address in case we get separated.  I go to my dad’s old GMC pickup and follow her Inifiniti QX60 to her place.

      She pulls into the driveway of an old house vicinity of 10th and MacVicar.  I’m guessing it’s a 1930s vintage craftsman, but she has an attached garage.  It looks like it’s been renovated at least once.

      I park on the street and follow her into the garage at her invitation.  She walks me through the kitchen past empty packing boxes stacked in the living room.  I follow her taut ass down a short hall to the master bedroom.

      She places her clutch on the chest of drawers and turns to me.

      She says, “No kissing.”  I pull off my jean jacket as she pulls off her sweater.

      I step up and grab a handful of her hair.  She gasps, but before she can speak I kiss her neck.  Her hands immediately cradle my head as she moans, “Ooooooo.”

      I murmur, “I assume you mean on the mouth.”  I suckle her ear for a moment.  I continue, “Otherwise, you’re going to miss out on a lot of pleasure.”

      “Yessssss,” she hisses.

      Her breasts are encased in a heavy-duty, white lace bra - pretty, but obviously all about support.  I reach behind her as I suckle on her trapezius next to her bra strap.  I unclasp the substantial support garment, and her heavy breasts drop about two inches as I remove the cups from them.

      I’m surprised to see that the shape of her breasts isn’t the round sphere that I expected from seeing her in her sweater and bra.  They are more conical than I expected - beautiful, perfect C-cup cones with sharply pointed light brown areolae with lighter nipples.  It seems like there is room for more flesh under her skin, but there are interestingly no stretch marks from sagging.  Her breasts are like the rest of her figure - gorgeous.

      She’s apparently embarrassed by her breasts.  She tries to cover up as I step back to adore her.

      She says, “I know.  They’re gross.  I heard it often enough from my ex.”

      I shake my head.  “Actually, no.  They hang a little lower than I would expect for your apparent age, but their shape is perfect.  I could worship them for hours.”  I look into her eyes.  “That is exactly what I plan to do.”

      I quickly unbutton my shirt and whip it off, hanging it on the doorknob with my jacket.  I kick off my boots as I pull her hands away to reveal her nude upper body.  “Pet, you are gorgeous.  Your ex was an idiot.”

      I see her slacks open with a side zip, so I pull down the slide.  I tell her, “Sit down, gorgeous.  Let’s unwrap this pretty package.”

      “Let me, please.”  She nearly begs me.

      I caress her face.  She looks up at me as we stand at a stalemate.  I nod.  “Okay, Pet.”

      I step back and remove my t-shirt.  She looks up at my bare chest and relatively flat stomach with a smile.  I return it as I fold my t-shirt and set it on the bureau.  My socks go inside my boots.  Then my jeans come off.  I fold them and also put them on the bureau.  I look into her eyes as I drop my boxer briefs to see her smile at my rising erection.  She nods as she stands and removes her panty.  She folds the garment and sets it next to her sweater.  I smell her arousal as I take in her trim landing strip and puffy vulva.

      She walks over to the bed and looks down at it while holding her heavy breasts in her hands.  Her ass cheeks stand firm and high, flirting with me.

      I snag her bra and walk up behind her.  I kiss her shoulder and gently but firmly pull her hands down.  “I’m going to help you accept that your body is beautiful, Pet.  I need to disable your ability to hide your breasts behind your hands.”  I look at her hands as I wrap her wrists with the robust garment.  Her fingers are long and graceful.

      “Sit down, beautiful.  Let me worship you,” I tell her.

      She turns and looks at me.  “Treat me right,” she tells me.  Her tone is demanding rather than asking.

      I look at her and nod sincerely.  “On my life, dear lady.  Sit.  Let me worship you.”  I gently push her backward, and she slowly sinks to the bed.

      I suckle her neck and then kiss down her chest.  I heft both breasts as I caress and kiss the whole surface of the left breast before sucking her nipple and areola into my mouth.  I lick the nipple, suckle it, and lightly bite it.  Her breath catches as I pull back holding that hardening nipple in my teeth.  I slowly alleviate the pull before I release that hard nubbin.  I pinch the left nipple between my thumb and index finger as I turn my attention to caress and kiss the right breast.  I give it the same treatment as the left.  After I release her right nipple from my mouth I pinch it too in my left hand.  I pinch and pull both nipples as I nibble on the previously untouched right side of her neck.

      I murmur into her ear.  “How are you doing, Pet?”  She nods her head vigorously as I gently bite her ear lobe.  “You’ve done well, Pet.  I’m going to untie your wrists and retie them over your head.”

      I look into her slightly fearful, wide-open eyes.  I kiss her forehead and slide around behind her, dragging my rampant cock across her hip.  I loosen the binding and pull a pillow to the middle of the bed.  “Sit on the pillow and lie back, Pet.”  She does.  I pull her hands in front of her and bind her wrists again.  Then I tie the short tails of her bra straps to the spindle on the headboard.

      “Tell me if this gets uncomfortable, Pet,” I tell her as I slowly kiss my way down her neck and chest.  I circle kisses around her breasts and caress her scalp, showering her in affection.  She moans and squirms at the attention.  After a couple of pulls on her bindings, she stops resisting.  I smile in acknowledgement of her surrender.

      She begins to moan as I kiss my way down her torso, cupping her bountiful breasts and pinching her nipples firmly but gently.  My mouth kisses down her auburn landing strip - yep, the carpet matches the drapes.  Her thatch ends well above the juncture of her labia - good hygiene.  The outer labia are so puffy that I can’t see the inner labia and clitoris at all.  I suckle the puffy outer lips as I continue to caress her breasts and tweak her nipples.

      “Oh. Oh my.  You’re goooood,” she moans.

      I chuckle as I lick from the bottom to the top of her pretty pussy.  “I’m just getting started, Pet.”  I kiss the top of her labia again as they slowly open.  “We’re new to each other, so tell me if I need to adjust.  I’ll learn your body over the next couple of hours, but communication is key.”  Then I lick from bottom to top again.

      She moans, “Oh, yes!  I can’t imagine hours of this.  Just keep doing what you’re doing.  Pleeeeeez.”

      I suckle her inner petals.  I lick her opening.  I return to suckling those petals again before I start licking her clitoris.  I lick the tip and the right side of her clit.   She is getting more animated, but she isn’t progressing how I want her to.  I suckle her whole clitoris into my mouth as I release her breasts.  I pull the hood of her clit back with my left hand, and my right hand snakes down to the entrance of her channel.  There is a fair amount of lubricant gathering there, so I slide my fingers around in the syrupy, silkiness.  I suck on her clit and lash it with the flat of my tongue.

      “Oh my, yes!  That’s good!  More of that!” she moans.  I keep my mouth and left hand on their current mission, but I slowly insert my index finger into her channel.  “Yes!” she gasps.

      I keep sucking and licking as I start pumping that finger in and out of the beautiful woman.  Her hips grind into my hand.  I have to fight to keep my mouth in position, but it’s worth the effort to hear her pleasure escalate.  Her stomach and legs begin to quiver as I continue my ministrations.

      The hot ginger suddenly moans, “Oh!  Oh!  Oh!  Ohmigod, YES!”  she screams as her body spasms and bucks.  I keep the finger pounding, but I lose my anchor on her clitoris after just a moment.  I chase her bucking pleasure button with stabbing licks of my tongue.  After about a minute of chasing her bliss, my beautiful playmate begs, “Please!  Stop!  Pleeez!  I need a … Stop!  Pleeeez!”

      I stop licking her, but leave my finger in her without moving it.  I notice she isn’t clasping my finger very strongly.  Either I’m not doing a very good job, or I need to have her work on kegeling.  ‘Both’ is a safe bet.  I kiss her torso on either side of her landing strip and extend my left hand to caress her magnificent mammaries until her breathing steadies.  Then withdraw my finger.

      “Surrender, Pet,” I tell her.  She gasps as I wet my first two fingers in her dripping fluids.  I slowly push them inside her to the limit and draw them out again as I look into her eyes.  I feel the small patch on her front vaginal wall that has a different texture than the rest of her inner flesh.  Her breathing rapidly picks up speed.  I push the fingers into her repeatedly, corkscrewing them with each thrust while ensuring I hit her G-spot.  She starts to grind her hips into my thrusting fingers.  I keep tweaking her nipples with my other hand while pummeling her with my fingers.

      When she’s really starting to surrender, I lean my mouth down and suckle her clit into my mouth.  She starts to buck heavily and call out.  “Oh, yes!   Yes!  NNNNNNNNNNNNNhh!”

      I gently kiss her clit as I stop moving my fingers in her cunt and release her nipple to gently caress her breasts.

      I smile at her with my lips resting in her sparse thatch.  “How are you doing, Pet?”

      She nods her head vigorously.  “I never knew,” she gasps.  “I never knew it could be like this!”

      I kiss her clit again, and she jumps.  “I was afraid of that from your comment about your ex.  This is the kind of pleasure you deserve.  You are a precious treasure, dear lady.  Don’t settle for less.”  Her eyes lock on mine to show me the joy that is battling her experience of disappointment.  “Now, there’s one more experience I want you to have before I fuck you,” I tell her as I replace my first two fingers with the middle two, stretching her as I slide them into her pussy.

      She watches me as I turn my fingers to face palm up.  I shove them all the way in and back them out to the middle knuckles, so the fingertips are about two inches inside her.  I start to curl my paired fingers in a ‘come hither’ gesture, brushing my fingertips across the spot right under her pubic bone.  Her anatomy is a little different from my wife’s, but my lover gasps, which is my signal that I’m getting it right and to pick up the pace.  Quickly, I repeat the ‘come hither’ motion over and over again - as close to twice a second as I can manage.  I hook my left arm under her right leg as she gets more animated.

      “I’m going to pee,” she moans as I pin her in place, and I repeatedly flutter my fingertips back and forth over her sensitive node.  If her hands weren’t bound, I’m sure she would miss out on what’s coming next.

      “No you won’t, Pet.  Let go.  Surrender your inhibitions.  Embrace the sensations!”  I drop my head and lick her clitoris in time with my fingers.  I pause my tongue only long enough to encourage her again, “Surrender!”  I watch her face as I attack her clit with my mouth.

      After about thirty seconds of the fingertips stimulation she starts spasming strongly.  About two strokes later, she explodes.  Her hips thrust up, displacing my mouth as she starts to spray around my fingers.  Her mouth gapes open as she fights my grip on her leg to escape the stimulus.  Her hips thrust repeatedly as she sprays around my fingers.  Eventually, she takes a big breath and screams until she runs out of air.  After that she screams in short rapid bursts as she slowly squirts less and less.  I pull my fingers out of her and start to lick her hole, lapping up her effluent.  Her juices smell slightly musky and floral, but they taste sweet like nectar.  I think, ‘Oh!  What a special treat this woman is!’

      I crawl over her body and hold my dripping fingers over her mouth.  “Open up!”  She just looks at me.  “You need to taste this, Pet.  You are delicious.”  Slowly she opens her mouth as a drop falls from my fingers into her mouth.  She’s surprised but considers the taste of the treat.  Then I slowly lower my fingers into her mouth.  “Suck, dear Pet.”

      She does.  Her eyes close as she sucks on my fingers for about half a minute, and I can’t wait to find out what she does to my cock.

      I lie down next to her and murmur into her ear.  “You’re such a good girl, Pet.  Now I am going to work to give you that same intense pleasure while you ride my cock.  Are you ready?”  She nods seriously at me.

      “I didn’t know,” she says.  “I was married for five years, and I never felt anything remotely like that.”

      I caress her face.  “I’ll take care of you, darling.  You need this.  Honestly, so do I.”

      I kiss my way back down her torso and crawl between her lean, fit legs.  Her body and face are a feast for my eyes.  I want her.  I want her bad.  I slot my cock into her opening and start to take her.

      “Damn!  You’re big!” she moans.

      “Not really, Pet.  Average.  Maybe a little more, but not much,” I tell her.

      Leaving her hands tied to the headboard, I fuck her in the missionary position until she cums not once, but twice.  I’m edging towards the end to ensure I get her off that second time.

      Once she starts to slide down her bliss curve, I pull out to give myself a break.   I untie her bound hands from the bedpost and pull them down to rest between her gorgeous breasts.

      “What are you doing to me?” she asks as I take position between her legs and slide back home.

      “Giving you memories you won’t soon forget.”  I shrug.  “Or fucking your brains out.  Pick the poetry that works for you, Pet.  Now be a good girl, and wrap your ankles around my back.”

      As she follows my direction I scoop her up and I sit back on my heels, slamming her down onto my cock.  She gasps and squeezes her ankles into my ass.  I use the opportunity to pull her bound wrists up and loop them behind my head while squeezing her ass with my left hand to keep her in position.

      She looks at me with fear for a moment as I move in and kiss the line of her jaw down to her neck.  She tilts her head to bare her throat to my questing mouth.  I slowly lift her slightly off my cock before thrusting up into her roughly.

      “Ohmigod,” she moans.  “So!  Deep!” she exclaims in time with my thrusts.  I squeeze her firm ass cheeks and tap on her rosebud with a fingertip as I fuck her roughly.  She throws her head back and releases a gutteral moan that raises in volume and pitch as I fuck her until she screams.  She’s clenching me pretty solidly at this point, and I’m about to reach the point of no return myself.  I grab a fistful of hair and finally claim her pretty mouth as I unload inside of her hot depths, and she cums on me again, screaming into my mouth.
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      When I land back in my brain I slowly lean forward, laying my pet on the mattress as I suckle her lower lip.  I manage to stay inside her despite my slowly softening member.  It’s been a long cruise, so I suspect my little friend isn’t going to stay down for long.

      Slowly she starts kissing me back, her tongue playing tag with mine until we lose ourselves in the sensations of each other’s mouths.  Her hands are still bound behind my neck.

      I let her have a breath as I look into her startling green eyes from close range.

      She says dreamily, “I said no kissing.”

      I cock an eyebrow at her, “Oh!  So you think you’re in charge?  I need to educate you further, Pet.”

      She frowns at my feeble attempt at humor, so I duck out of the circle created by her bound wrists and pull out of her moist heat.  I’m bereft at the loss of that intimate embrace, but needs must.

      I crawl out of bed and walk over to the heavy draperies.  They are secured by thick, silken ropes.  I unwind one and nod as I inspect it.  ‘This will do.’  I grab the other one and the pair from the other window, too.

      “What are you doing?” she asks as I crawl back on the bed next to her.

      “Sit up, Pet.”  I help her sit on her knees.  I take a moment to admire her sitting there with her knees splayed open with her bound wrists held between her breasts.  I admire my semen dripping with her juices from her still aroused womanhood.

      I unbind her wrists and massage them.  Cupping her face I bask in the lust in her eyes.  ‘It’s been way too long,’ I think to myself.

      I lean in to kiss her passionately and then I slide behind her.  I pull her arms behind her and fold them parallel behind her back and bind her wrists and forearms snugly.

      She asks again as I work, “What are you doing?”

      “Teaching you to surrender,” I explain.

      She starts to struggle as I finish putting a quick release in the arm binding. “Let me go!”

      I push her head into the mattress and lay down next to her so I can look into her face.  “Pet, when I bound your hands over your head, or looped your arms over my head, you fought for a moment and then relaxed into whatever else I was doing to you.  I will not hurt you, and I would willing kill anybody that tries to hurt you.  I am going to bind you, and then I am going to pleasure you.  All you will be able to do is surrender to the pleasure.”

      She just stares at me.

      I explain, “You have to trust that I won’t hurt you, and I have to trust that you won’t attack me in the court system later.  I’d like to think you can trust me.  To help you trust me we need to agree on a safeword.  For now, just say ‘Red’ if what I am doing to you is too intense.  It doesn’t matter if it’s a painful or pleasurable sensation, just say ‘Red’ if it’s too much.

      “A safeword?”  Her eyes are as big as saucers.

      “Yes, a safeword.  It’s like calling ‘time out’ in sports.  You say the safeword and everything stops.”

      “I don’t get to choose my safeword?” she smirks.

      I ask, “Do you have one, or are you just trying to ‘top from the bottom,’ Pet?”

      She deflects, “Why do you call me Pet?”

      I chuckle, “Because you haven’t told me your name.  I want to help you trust me, so I’ll tell you mine.  I am Marcus Hough, it’s my pleasure and honor to pleasure you, Pet.  However, since I am training you to surrender, you may call me either ‘Sir’ or ‘Master.’  This is the last choice you get for the next two hours.”

      She whispers, “My name is Denise, sir.  Denise Schneider.”  This strong, beautiful woman is staring at me with eyes wide open in wonder, trying desperately to let go of her hangups.

      I nod, “Denise, you are my pet.  I will care for your needs.  What do you say if my attention gets to be too intense, Pet?”

      “I say ‘Red’ if it gets to be too much, Sir,” she whispers.

      “Good girl, Denise.  Now, surrender, my pet.”  I kiss her full lips, and she kisses me back passionately.  After releasing her mouth I start binding her legs.

      When I’m done playing with the ropes, she is laying on the bed in a modified Child's Pose with her arms folded behind her back and her head facing to the right.  I walk around to Denise’s mouth and poke her lips with my mostly erect member.  She opens her mouth and licks it.

      “Suck on it gently, Denise.”  I caress her scalp and run my fingers through her hair, and she hums to express her pleasure.  “Taste our mixed juices on my flesh.”

      She sucks my rapidly hardening cock into her warm mouth.  She looks up into my eyes momentarily before closing them to lave my hardness.

      “Remember that taste, Pet. I’m going to have that same taste on my tongue while I lick you. When you’re good and warm, then I’m going to fuck you again and come inside your hot, wet, pussy.  Do you know why?”

      I pull my cock out of her mouth and drop my face down in front of her face.

      “Why?” she whispers.

      I smirk.  “Because until I release you, you belong to me.  I will fuck you and use you however I please, Denise - for your pleasure and mine.”  I kiss her quickly and crawl behind her.

      I drop flat on my stomach and lick her pussy from clit to entry repeatedly.  Denise starts moaning immediately.  “Oooooooh.  Yessssss.  Oh, Sir!  That feels so good!”

      She continues to moan and starts twitching as I suckle her labia while rubbing her clit with a thumb coated in our mixed juices.  She starts to quiver uncontrollably and releases a guttural groan.  As she clenches, I stick my tongue into her channel and slurp out her juices.  There is still a taste of my muskiness in there, too.  I’m not a big fan of tasting my seed, but I’ve always figured I can’t expect my partner to eat it if I’m not willing to taste the leftovers from her.  Denise’s sweetness is enough of a distraction that I don’t mind much.

      Despite being bound tightly, Denise is managing to rock backwards into my mouth as I ream her with my tongue and rub her button.  She cums again, and I slurp up the fresh dose of nectar.

      I give her the two middle fingers again, palms down this time, and start tickling her U-spot while reaching around under her with the other hand to tickle her clit.  She gives me a chorus of “ooooooo, nnnnnnnh, mmmmmm,” etcetera in response.  I kiss and lick her taint, which takes her over the edge to squirting again with a scream into the comforter.  I don’t stop stimulating her.  Everything is in play that I can get into play - both hands and my mouth.

      I lick and suck on her taint and she bucks and squirts continuously.  When her voice starts to hoarsely beg me to stop, I finally relent by removing fingers.  I drop down to catch her spray in my mouth and lick up the stream when it stops shooting out.  No safeword.  ‘Interesting.’

      “Denise?  How are you doing, my Pet?” I ask.  Based on what she told me before she’s either going to revel in this trying to make up for lost time, or she’s going to start wigging out.

      “Oh, Sir!  I-I’m wonderful!  I-I-I never knew it could be like this,” she gasps through the aftershocks I see quaking in her legs and torso.

      I lick up from her clit, up her soaked open petals, in and out of her channel, up her taint, and roughly across the pretty rosebud of her asshole.

      Denise gasps, “Marcus!  No!  Please, I beg you.  No anal!”

      “Who are you talking to, Pet?”

      “Sir!  Please, Sir!  I’m begging you not to fuck my ass,” she gasps frantically.

      I think to myself as I kiss both of her ass cheeks before laying down to look in her face, ‘Still no safeword.  Very interesting.’  Despite that she is obviously very frightened.  I slide next to her and caress her face.  “Denise, sweet Pet.  What are you supposed to say when something is too much?”

      “Sir, you haven’t done too much, but I really don’t want you to do anal,” she whimpers.  “I’m not ready to stop the other stuff you’re doing.”

      I kiss her sacrum.  “Fair enough, Denise.  Taking it in your ass requires a LOT of trust and commitment.  You’re been a very good girl, but I’m not going to push you that far.  Letting me tie you up was a big leap of faith for you.  Taking your ass would be greedy of me, especially since the whole point of this is to get you to surrender to pleasure.”  She nods her agreement with what I am saying.  I ask, “If I turn insane suddenly, how do you stop me?”

      She bites her lip as she looks in my eyes.  “I should say ‘Red.’”

      I nod.  “Exactly correct.  I’m glad you didn’t because I think you have more capacity for pleasure this afternoon.”

      She murmurs, “Yes, Sir.  Please!”

      I kiss her tenderly and run my fingers through her hair.  She literally purrs.  I chuckle, “I hope you clean yourself well, Pet.  You know where my mouth was?”

      Shock paints her face before she erupts into laughter.  “You are SO BAD!” she roars.

      I kiss her and crawl behind her again.  “I am.  Now, expect me to tease your asshole with my tongue and finger, but no penetration past the actual sphincter.  Clear, Pet?”

      “Um, Sir.  ‘Yellow,’ Sir?” she utters quietly.

      “That makes you uncomfortable, Denise?”  I ask kindly while caressing her fantastic ass.

      “Yes, Sir,” she says.

      I pat her flank.  “Then we won’t do that at all, Pet.  Pushing your boundaries isn’t on the menu today.  Today is about surrendering to pleasure.”  I slot my hard cock in her entrance.  She’s fairly closed.  I think, ‘Man!  That really freaked her out!  Be careful, asshole!’

      I rub my cock head across her labia, and her pleasure gate blooms open.  I enter her moist, velvety channel and press my case.  She groans loudly, “Oh, yes!  Yes, Sir!”  I start moving in and out of her slowly with long, full strokes.  I barely hear her murmur, “Where have you been all my life?”

      I bend over and reach around to work her clit with one hand and fondle her breast with the other as I pick up the pace.  Denise starts to spasm again with a moaned, “Nnnnnnnh…” followed by a gasped, “JESUS!”

      I catch our reflection in the full length mirror next to the window, so I slowly lever her up.  My left forearm rests between her ponderous orbs of wonder as I cup her throat in my hand.

      “Denise, my Pet.  Look.  See that couple in the mirror.  See how that beautiful woman is lost in the pleasures her lover gives her, how glazed her eyes are with lust and passion?  The bindings don’t restrain her; they free her.  See how her beautiful, full breasts bounce and sway as he drives his cock into her wanton pussy.  See how flushed her flesh is with arousal?  From her elegant neck, her beautiful, bountiful breasts, even her torso and legs are flaming with arousal.  That is a woman that knows her worth is high and revels in the knowledge that her lover knows it too.”

      Her back is bowed a little severely in order to give me access to fuck her, but she doesn’t care.  Her eyes are transfixed by the beautiful, erotic image before her.

      I murmur in her ear.  “I’m going to breed you now, Denise.  Cum with me.”

      Denise turns slowly to look at me over her shoulder.  She kisses me ravenously as she gives me my due, and I flood her with hers.  When I regain my right mind, I slowly bend her forward so she can rest.  I lay on her back with my cock in her pussy as we ride out the aftershocks.

      I pull the quick release on her arms to slowly unfold them.  Once I feel she’s done, I slowly pull my cock out and then pull the quick releases on her legs before I roll Denise onto her side.  I massage the upper shoulder, arm, and leg to encourage the return of circulation.  Denise hums her pleasure at the massage.  If I did it perfectly, there would be no need for massage, but I’m not there yet despite how many times Toni let me tie her up.  I think the lust fogs the pursuit of perfection.  I roll Denise onto her other side and do the same.

      I pull back the covers on the bed as much as I can before I pick up Denise and slide her under them.  Then I crawl in next to her and wrap my arms around her and spoon her.

      She says, “This is nice, but it’s not very ‘bondage-y’ is it?”

      “Au contraire,” I tell her.  “This is the second-most important part of BDSM.  It’s called ‘after-care.’  If we had plain vanilla sex you could call it cuddling.”

      “What’s the most important part?” the inquisitive beauty asks.

      I nuzzle her neck and murmur, “Safety.”

      She burrows deeper into my arms.  “I like after-care,” she murmurs.

      We both drop off to sleep.
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        * * *

      

      We awaken a short time later and take turns going to the loo before getting glasses of water before returning to bed for more ‘after-care.’

      It’s early evening, and she’s lying on my chest after we’ve returned to bed.

      She looks up at me and asks, “You’ve done this to lots of women?”

      I shake my head gently.  “Really just one.  You’re the second,” I inform her.

      “Oh!  I assumed you did this all the time,” she confesses.

      I kiss her scalp as I caress her back.  “This is the first time I’ve had sex in over two years.  In fact, you’re only the second woman I’ve ever had sex with.  I was a virgin when I married Toni.”

      She raises her head and looks up at me.  “No way.”

      “Way.  You’re the first since my wife died over two years ago.  I went on a date just before I sold the house, but I took her home, kissed her at her door, and walked away.  I haven’t talked to her since other than a couple of texts and emails.  She was a friend of Toni’s, and we both kept feeling like it was wrong without her.”  I’m more comfortable sharing this with her than I expected.

      “You’re very skilled.  I just assumed you’ve had lots of partners,” she observes.

      I shrug, “I didn’t need lots of partners.  Toni was all I ever needed.  She was beautiful, smart, witty, giving, and adventuresome - not just in the bedroom.  We tried not to talk too much about sex before we married because it was important to her to be a virgin when she came to our marriage bed.  I never wanted anyone else, but I wanted her desperately.  However, I wanted to support her, so we both lost our virginity on our honeymoon.  That’s when we started talking about fantasies, fetishes, role-play.  All of it.  Then we started experimenting.  We never stopped in our twenty-year marriage.  You were married.  You must know what that’s like.”

      “No,” she says.  She stares at me for nearly a minute.  “I lost my virginity in college, and that was such an underwhelming experience I figured I’d just wait until I got married to do it again.  On my honeymoon, my husband looked at my bare breasts and said ‘We gotta get you a boob job.’  Then he mounted me, and he unloaded inside me after about three strokes.  I felt nothing but pain and disappointment the first two times.  I never had an orgasm for the first three years of my marriage, and the ones I had after that point were from me rubbing one out while my husband was working at night.  I would masturbate while watching the porn collection he hid from me.  From him I got a lot of doggie style, a little missionary, and numerous requests to fuck my ass, which I denied.  I got very little satisfaction.  As big of a ‘tit man’ as he claimed to be, he rarely touched mine.  I figured, ‘it’s okay, because we love each other.’  Then I found out he was fucking this fat chick at his office with size F breasts.  I’ve been divorced for four months now, and I’ve decided I need to leave this house.  There are too many bitter memories here, so I’ve started packing.”

      “That’s just wrong,” I tell her.  “That isn’t how a marriage is supposed to be.”

      “Maybe you just got lucky,” she observes.

      I agree with her.  “True, but we also worked at it.  We, mostly me, made mistakes, but we talked them out and kept working at it.  We had great chemistry and a strong friendship.   I think you have to have both for a good marriage.”

      “You miss her?” she asks.

      I answer quietly.  “Certainly.  Every day.  You don’t forget a love like that.”

      She lays her head down on my chest and sighs as I caress her divine body.

      “You hungry?” I ask.

      “I could eat,” she says.

      “Let me take you out?” I ask.

      She raises her head and looks at me.  She smiles slowly.  “Okay.”

      I pull her mouth to mine to enjoy another ‘forbidden’ kiss.  She doesn’t seem to mind.
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        * * *

      

      I take her out for dinner at an Indian place on the west side of town.  We order and visit, getting to know each other better.

      I learn she’s a lawyer - the legal clerk for the Chief Justice of the state Supreme Court.  She just started in the spring and works downtown at the Supreme Court building.  She says she can end up working some long hours, but at the moment it’s not too bad.  It’s definitely better than her four years in a law firm prior to this job.  She got the job as a result of arguing a case before the high court.  The previous clerk was selected for a position on the bench, so Denise got the offer.   When she isn’t working, she volunteers at a legal aid office once a month, and she likes to do yoga and fitness training.  She also reads romance novels, which is why she was at the library - about to go looking for a new soft porn distraction.

      I laugh at that and tell her my story.  I’m a freelance writer and editor.  I write articles in magazines, newspapers, and other periodicals, but I make most of my money as a book editor.  I sold my house in Flagstaff four months ago because it had too many ghosts.  It’s not that they weren’t happy memories, but it made it hard to move on.

      Denise refuses to give her ex’s name, but she does mention that he is a Topeka police officer.  The ‘fat chick’ is a dispatcher.  She shares that she has heard since the divorce that he had a stable among the admin workers and female officers for regular booty calls since long before their engagement all the way through the divorce.

      I tell Denise about my mom getting terminally ill shortly after my house sold, so I moved home to the farm and took care of my parents, got my dad into a care facility, and ordered their financial and legal affairs.  I’m still staying at my parent’s farm cleaning it up to sell - mostly getting rid of junk.  Dad is in a nursing home in Overbrook.  I share my lifelong passion for the martial arts and that I also do a variety of fitness training and swimming to keep my boyish figure.  I like to read just about any trashy novel, especially if it has sex in it - that’s been my sex life for the last two years.

      I ask Denise,  “Did you like the games we played?”

      She blushes and nods looking at her wine glass.  After a moment she looks into my eyes, “Very much, Sir.”

      I grasp her free hand in mine.  “I’m glad, my Pet.”

      I take her home and fuck her again, but it’s fairly gentle and pure vanilla.  We explore each other’s bodies languidly, caught up in the excitement and wonder of a new lover.  It’s kinda cool that it’s a novel experience for both of us.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            The day after

          

        

      

    

    
      I wake up in her bed early, once again with her sprawled across me and her face on my chest.  I caress her silky flesh until she begins to stir.

      We kiss languidly, and slowly stretch.  She gets up to shower.  I do some warm-up stretches before finding my clothes and making her breakfast.  I clean up the kitchen as she finishes getting ready for work.  She looks both professional and sexy in a navy business suit with an ivory silk blouse tucked into her skirt and black pumps.  Girlfriend has really nice legs that make a lovely ass out of themselves.  I give her my phone number and promise to call her.  She pays me a kiss so I will leave, allowing her to go to work.

      It’s still fairly early, so I stop by a florist and order flowers for Denise before driving to the nursing home to visit with my dad.  I have coffee with him while he eats breakfast, and then we visit for an hour or so afterward.

      On the way back to the farm I pick up silk rope and wooden clothespins from the hardware store.  The old guy cocks an eyebrow at me as I check out.  I remember him as a jokester from my childhood.  I grin and nod at him, and we both have a good laugh.

      After having a sandwich for lunch, I drive back to Topeka to buy a computer.   My old beater died before I sold the house in Flagstaff, and my mom’s machine finally gave up the ghost a couple of days ago.  I had planned to buy one yesterday after the library, but I had an upgrade in plans.  Regardless, I end up buying a Macbook for the first time.  It’s lightweight, it can do everything I need, and it’s solid technology.  I’d been thinking about it for a while, so I finally make the jump.  I get a nice monitor for it too.  I run by the Verizon store to get a mifi device while I’m at it, so I can get off my mom's ancient dial-up.  I can write it all off as business expenses.

      I drop off my purchases at the farm and change into sweats.  I work out for about an hour before I shower and go back to have dinner with dad.  He’s in pretty bad shape tonight, but he’s always worse in the evening - fatigue starts to bugger his brain circuits at the end of the day.  I turn him over to Kevin, one of the orderlies, to get him ready for bed.

      Once I’m back at the farm, I set up the mifi and new computer.  Then I break it in buying some toys to use on Denise, just simple stuff - riding crop, leather cuffs, collar, butt plug set, and scarves of different sizes for blindfolds and bindings.

      I call Denise around 8pm.  She sighs in the phone and sounds happy to hear from me.  She thanks me profusely for the flowers.  I went with yellow roses and a variety of other colorful flowers all stuffed in an oversized bouquet.

      She says, “Marcus, you didn’t have to do that.  Those were extravagant.  If you wanted to do flowers a bud vase would have been fine.”

      I’m sure she can hear the smirk in my voice.  “So you’re saying you don’t like them?”

      “I love them!” she enthuses.  More quietly she repeats, “I love them.”

      I tell her, “They seem paltry compared to the joy you gave me, Denise.  I’ve been in a fog for about two years.  Yesterday, I was walking through the stacks, and there was this SERIOUSLY fine ass attached to this gorgeous woman who was fondling her goodies in public.  Who knew I’d find salvation in the library?”

      Her laughter chimes like bells on my ears.  “I thought you were a boob man!”

      “Nope.  I’m definitely an ass man.  It’s just a bonus that you have beautiful boobs, too.” I tease.

      She laughs again, “No wonder you were squeezing and licking my ass.”

      “With your hindquarters it was fate,” I agree smugly.

      She teases, “I didn’t know you were so silly, Sir.”

      My laughter calms down, but my good humor remains.  “Pet, we barely know each other.  I’d like to correct that oversight.  When can I see you again?”

      She continues to tease, “Why, Sir!  I thought you would just tell me when to present myself.”

      I warn her with good humor.  “Keep it up, Pet.  I will spank that fine ass of yours before I fuck you next.”

      She gasps, “You wouldn’t!”

      I get serious.  “Only within the context of our sex play.  Never to hurt you.”

      “Did Toni like that?” she asks with what sounds like genuine curiosity.

      “Sometimes,” I admit.  “We had a paddle that I would use on her when she would brat.”

      “Wow,” she comments.  “I’ll have to think about that.  Do you still have all of your toys?”

      I pause for a moment to collect myself from a sudden moment of grief.  She prompts me, “Marcus?”

      “Yeah, Pet.  I’m still here.  Your question took me back to the day I threw them all out about a week after Toni died.  Grief’s a funny thing.”  I force myself not to drag her down with me.  “Don’t worry.  We can get some that are just for you.”

      She whispers, “Can you come see me Wednesday, Marcus?  It’s only been a day, but I’m hungry for your touch.”

      “I can, Denise.  It will be my pleasure and my honor.  What time?” I ask.

      “Around six should work.  I expect a long night tomorrow or else I’d have you visit then,” she explains.

      “No problem.  I plan to go rejoin my old martial arts class tomorrow.  It’s Tuesday and Thursday at 6pm at Washburn,” I explain.  “I’m looking forward to Wednesday.”

      “I can’t wait, Sir.”

      “Neither can I, Pet.  I’ll call you tomorrow after class if that’s okay.”

      “Definitely.  Goodnight, Marcus.”

      “Goodnight, Denise.”

      I had to rub one out to get to sleep.

      Tuesday, I registered the farm as my current mailing address with the Post Office and the various sites I use for hustling work as an editor or writer.  I should have done it when I first arrived, but I didn’t think about it.  Then I worked on the John Brown article for a couple of hours to complete a draft - the one I was researching when I met Denise.  As a professional editor, I will not be submitting it as is, but I’ve got until Monday to turn it in.

      I’m visiting dad for a few hours at the moment, and we sit listening to a music program at the nursing home.  I find myself a little disappointed and grieving.

      Toni taught both instrumental music and French at Flagstaff high school, the one downtown, not one of the ones in the ‘burbs.  She had a lovely singing voice, perfect pitch, could play any instrument, and was an engaging performer.  These folks don’t have any of that going for them.  Toni could also teach any brick how to play, which she proved by teaching me basics on guitar and piano.  Essentially I can comp chords on both instruments fairly well, which allowed her to solo or sing.  Again, the performers here struggle with the basics.  Maybe I should bring my guitar and play for dad.  He and mom used to love it when Toni and I would play for them.  My brother Michael never heard either of us play.  I wipe my eyes and hold my dad’s hand.

      Dad’s having a bad day, which means that his filter is completely gone.  He calls out, “Play Lara’s Theme,” “Play the Tennessee Waltz,” or “Play the Beer Barrel Polka” if the pause between songs takes too long, which it usually does.  By the end of the performance, it is all I could do to keep from laughing hysterically at this group.  I’m sure they count on the pay to get by, so I put in the effort to keep my laughter inside.  I bet I’m a sight with my maniacal grin and tears running down my face.   They probably think I’m a resident in the mental health ward.

      Thursday, they’re supposed to have one of the good groups play.  Dad really likes them because they have an accordion.  I’ll be back to share that with him.

      After the ‘music,’ dad and I play cards with some of his neighbors until the staff need to set the table for dinner about 4:30.  It doesn’t matter how confused dad gets, he doesn’t forget how to play cards.  He actually gets sharper as we play.  I give him a hug before he has dinner and drive back to the farm to change into my old karate uniform.  I have a worn white one, a worn black one that’s almost grey, and a matching pair of worn black and white jiu jitsu uniforms.  From the wear on the fabric, you’d think I’m a fifth-degree in each of them.  I’m actually a brown belt in both arts.  I pull on the white karate gi, throw some clothes in a bag to pull on after class, and throw it in the cab of the truck.  I stop for gas on the way in, and get to Washburn to find the classroom a few minutes early.

      I meet the instructor, whom I recognize as a yellow belt from when I left.  I introduce myself and show him my registration slip from the university.  He doesn’t remember me, but the frumpy female black belt that follows me into the room does.  She was a white belt when I left.  I’m glad they stuck with it.  Since this is an open class, all ranks are welcome.  I’m the only brown belt, and there are a couple handfuls of white, yellow, and orange belts, and one blue belt.

      I pretty much get told to work on my forms on my own, which I do.  Both of the black belts check out my form, but they don’t give me any critique.  I work my way through all of the 1st Degree black belt requirements by the time class is dismissed.  I find a locker room, take a shower, and dress before going home.

      I call Denise once I get home and chat for a few minutes.  She sounds tired, so I don’t keep her long.

      I sit up talking to Toni for an hour or two.  It’s something I started doing periodically a couple weeks after she died.  I’ve never gotten the impression she’s talking back to me, but it’s cathartic regardless.  We were together so long that I pretty much know what she would say in any situation.  I’m pretty certain she would be happy about me finding Denise.  After telling her about the music today, she would have said, “Go get your guitar.”  So I did.  I haven’t played since shortly after she died.  As a result, my fingers are sore quickly, but I have to agree with her - it does calm the soul.

      Despite my ‘chat’ with Toni, I fell asleep thinking about Denise.

      Wednesday, I woke up, stretched, and walked the farm.  It felt really good to get out on the land.  After I visited dad for a couple of hours following his breakfast, I started up the tractor and tilled the garden with a small two-bottom plow for the fall.  Then I repaired one of the doors on the hay barn after lunch, followed by a tire workout.  That was essentially about thirty minutes of some exercises flipping a heavy old tractor tire, hitting it with a sledge hammer, and doing squat-military-presses with the spare tire out of the pick-up.

      I showered and sat in my towel playing guitar for a while before getting dressed for dinner.  I went for business casual - chinos, oxford, blazer, and penny loafers rather than my ubiquitous ropers.  I took off early enough to pick up the flowers I ordered at the florist.  They somehow managed to give my order to someone else, so they whipped something together quickly.  It had considerably more red in it than I intended, but I shrugged and went with it.  I arrived at Denise’s house at two past six o’clock.
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      I ring the doorbell of Denise’s house with the bouquet lying in the crook of my arm.

      I scan the neighborhood.  It’s quiet.  A couple of cars drive by, but it’s a lovely, serene, old neighborhood.

      The door opens and a furious Denise is standing in the doorway.  She looks at me from head to toe and then back to my face.  She is wearing an apron, but it, the tan skirt under it, and her royal blue silk blouse are all splattered with some reddish-brown fluid.

      “Hello, beautiful,” I tell her.

      Her expression transitions from anger, to joy, to sadness, to an ironic, sad, smile.  She sobs, “You look really nice, Marcus.  Er...I mean, Sir.”

      I reach for her, but she puts her hands on my chest.  “Don’t.  Please, Sir.  You’ll get the gravy all over you.”

      “Denise, ‘Marcus’ is fine.  Let me help you,” I plead.  “I’m here for you.  Not just to pleasure you, but also to support you and be your friend.  Let me help, Denise.”

      She steps back to let me let me in.  I lean in and kiss her cheek.  “Go put some clean clothes on.  I’ll start on cleaning up, Pet.”

      She walks towards the bedroom as I pull off my blazer and get to work.

      I find a pot roast and pan laying on the kitchen floor.  I remember the mops, etcetera are hanging in the garage, so I start with a dust pan and a leaf bag from outside.  I scoop up the mess and chuck it into the garbage bag.  Then I make a bucket of sudsy water and start wet mopping.

      Denise returns in only her white bra and panty to hand me a couple of dark blue towels.  “You can use these to wipe up if you need.  They're old, so it won’t be a huge loss if they don’t come clean.”

      I take them and set them to the side before wrapping her nearly nude body into a hug.  She rests her head on my chest and lightly beats on my shoulder in frustration.  She growls, “I had it all planned.  I marinated the roast yesterday.  I cooked it last night.  I just had to heat it up tonight, so I could serve you a nice home-cooked meal.  And I blew it, and I am SO angry.”

      “Forgive yourself, Pet.  You had an accident, so forgive yourself.  We’ll go out tonight, and you can cook for me again another time,” I tell her.

      Denise steps back and looks at me.  Slowly she raises her hands to cup my face as she looks in my eyes.  “It’s funny.  Three days ago, I was so angry that you caught me in an uncomfortable, embarrassing moment, and wanted to embarrass you in return.  Now all I want to do is burrow into your arms and take shelter there.  I want to impress you and make you proud of me.  How did you do that?  I want to bask in the affection you offer me.  Now here I am embarrassed again.”

      I rest my hands on her sexy, curvy hips.  “Denise, that took a lot of courage to say.  You impress me more every minute I spend with you.  You are a strong, formidable woman, but that doesn’t mean you need to be alone.  I am here for you.  If you don’t see me, call for me.  I will be there as quickly as I can.”

      She just looks at me for a moment and slowly withdraws her hands.  She turns and walks off with saying a word.  I find her silence slightly perplexing, but I have learned a bit from being married.  I think letting her have her quiet time and fulfilling my commitment to clean is the best thing I can do for her.

      So, I do.

      I put away the cleaning materials and return to the kitchen, but there’s no sign of Denise.  I get the pan soaking in the sink.  Still no Denise.

      I call out, “Shall I make a reservation?  Maybe Chez Yasu?  I’ve wanted to try it since I heard about it.”

      I hear, “Sounds good” echo through the house.  I search for the number on my phone, and call.  Topeka, Kansas is, if possible, more provincial than the smaller Flagstaff, Arizona, but there is good food to be found - mostly barbeque and home-style country cooking.  As such, Chez Yasu is unusual.  It has a good reputation for French cuisine, so I figured it would be a great place to take someone I am building a relationship with.  We’re lucky that it’s a Wednesday, so I get a 7:30 reservation.

      I put the phone away and find a vase for the flowers.  Once I’ve got them potted, I pour a glass of water.  As I raise the glass, I’m struck dumb as my hostess walks back into the room.

      Her silken auburn hair is held up with an arrangement of combs to display her lean graceful neck.  She’s wearing a forest green silk dress that wraps around her slim waist and is secured by a wide black belt.    The lapels of the dress dive deep into the décolletage of her lush breasts to reveal the slopes of her flesh and a glimpse of black lace.  The dress drapes her sexy hips.  Her sculpted thighs are encased in sheer black stockings that emerge from the center of her hemline about two inches above her knee with each step - revealing a peek of creamy flesh above the black lace holding her stockings up.  Her shapely feet are encased in black, four-inch ‘fuck me pumps’ that make her sculpted calves look like works of art.

      Her cool expression falters when she sees me holding the glass mid-air.

      “Marc, what’s wrong?” she asks.

      “You take my breath away,” I tell her as I slowly set the glass down.  I slowly approach her in awe.  “Your beauty caught my attention when I first saw you.  But in this moment, your poise and sensuality literally took my breath away.”

      She cups my face and smiles brightly at me.  “Thank you for letting me have a moment to pull myself together.”  She brushes her freshly painted lips against mine.  “And thank you for waiting until we get home to smear my lipstick.”

      “Of course, Pet,” I answer.  “By the way, only one other person has ever called me Marc.”

      “Toni,” she says hesitantly with fear in her eyes.   My lover is astute.

      I nod.  “That’s right, and I’m honored for you to call me Marc too, my beautiful Pet.

      Her eyes flash open wide in joy this time.  “Sir, I have a favor to ask.”

      “Of course, Pet.”

      Denise pulls open the right lapel of her dress and taps the upper slope of her breast.  “Mark me, Sir.  Mark me as yours.”

      I lower my head to the hallowed flesh she offers to me, and I suckle it until it blooms with color.  Her arms wrap around my head to hold me in place, and she moans her pleasure.

      I step back to check my work.  With a nod I ask her, “Will that do, Pet?”

      Denise arranges her lapel to ensure that a peek of color is visible.  She looks at me with moist eyes and cups my face.  “Perfect, Sir.”

      She hands me the keys to her SUV, and I drive us to dinner.

      We had a lovely meal, and we agreed that this may become a regular haunt.  As I drove us home caressing Denise’s leg, I discovered she was wearing no panty.

      I can’t wait until we get to her house.

      We slip into the house from the garage into her laundry room.  I grab her hand and devour her mouth as I push her into the door for the garage.  I reach inside the opening of her dress to cup her dripping womanhood.  She grinds into my hand as she reaches for my belt.  I kiss down her jaw to her neck as I slide a finger into her soaking wet cunt.

      “Mine!” I growl.

      “Yes!” she gasps in response as her nimble hands open my chinos and dive in to grasp my cock.

      “I’m gonna fuck you right here, Pet.”

      “Yes, Sir,” she moans.

      “Yes sir, what?” I tease.

      “Yes, Sir.  Please fuck me, Sir,” she moans even louder.  She gasps, “My pussy weeps for you, Sir.  Please fuck my wet pussy, Sir.”

      “Are you a naughty girl, Denise?” I murmur before going back to nibbling her neck.

      “Oh, Sir!  I want to be.  I want to be a naughty girl, Sir.  Please fuck my weeping pussy, Sir,” she whispers fiercely.  “Make me your naughty girl.  Claim me as yours, Sir.  Fuck my wet pussy!”

      I pull my finger out of her admittedly sopping wet pussy and hook her right leg into the air.  She automatically hooks her heel behind my ass as I line my cock up.  Her litany continues the whole time.  “Please, Sir.  I need your hard cock inside me.  I’m your naughty girl.  Please fuck me.  Leave your marks on my flesh. Turn me into your slu-uh!”

      Her voice modulates down as I jam my hips forward to bury myself in her channel.  She is very tight, but she’s also so wet that I slide all the way in.  I hook her other leg and drive into her again.

      Denise throws her head back in a silent scream as she has her first orgasm.  I rest for a moment, still deep inside her, holding her up with my left as my right opens the buckle on her dress.  I find a bow at her left hip and pull that to open her sexy dress to reveal her gorgeous figure.  The black lace of her bra pushes the pointed tips of her breasts into the air.  I start moving as I lean in to nibble her neck.

      “I’ll mark your shoulder, so it doesn’t show for work,” I murmur.

      “Wha-ev-er you think best, Sir,” she grunts out in time to my thrusts.   My left index finger rests in contact with her rosebud, and my right hand teases her nipple to hardness before pinching it through the lace.

      Denise’s litany slowly winds up again.  “Oh, Sir!  Jus’ like that, Sir.  Pleeezzz, please fuck my hungry pussy, Sir.  I’m such a naugh-ty girl, Sir.  Use me for your toy, Sir.  I’m. So. Naugh-ty.”

      I release her breast and quickly give her taut ass a light spank before returning to my task.  She spasms into her second orgasm upon the contact of my hand on her ass.

      “Nnnh-nnnh-nnnnnnnnnnnh,” she whines, and I feel her body spasm beneath me.

      Every time my cock pounds her into the garage door, my finger just barely nestles into her rosebud.  I’m getting close, so I need to pay attention to edging.

      Denise wordlessly screams again as she looks into my eyes from two inches away.  I tell her, “You're a very naughty girl, Pet.  I need to punish you severely with my cock in your pretty pussy, spank your sexy ass, and pull on the nipples of your gorgeous breasts.

      As she catches her breath, she gasps.  “All of that, Sir.  All of that and more.  No limits, Sir.  I’m yours.”

      I pull out of her and set her on the dryer.  “Face down, Pet.”

      Denise rolls over on the surface of the washer, and I maneuver her until her left leg hangs to the floor with her ass pointing at me.  I push the green silk up her ass to reveal it in all its glory.  My cock jumps in excitement at the view of her perfect ass framed by her stockings and the silk of her dress with her pretty pussy gaping wide to invite me home.  I curl my left hand under her throat to arch her back as I slide back inside her.

      I hold her leg and throat while slamming my cock into her brutally.  Denise’s hands slap against the wall and console of the washer to hold herself in position against the brutal pummeling I’m giving her.  I release her throat and slide my hand under her vulva to press the flesh up into my thrusting cock.  After a handful of strokes, Denise throws her head back farther and screams!

      She clasps me hard and sprays me with her cum.  I can’t take it anymore, so I groan as I release inside her.  She is so agitated by the intense orgasm that I pop out, so I turn her around and push my squirting cock forcefully into her spasming quim.  She locks her arms and legs around me and grinds into me while screaming into my shoulder.  I squeeze her ass cheeks so I can really enjoy the feeling of them flexing as her orgasm clenches her entire body..

      Slowly she relaxes enough that I can reach in to caress her heaving breasts.  She slaps my hands away excitedly.  “No-o-o!  Sir, please!  Let me catch my breath!” she gasps.

      I chuckle.  “Of course, my Pet.”  I kick out of my shoes, trousers and boxers.  I remove my jacket and fold it.  It goes to the dry surface of the dryer next to Denise.  Then I pull her close to my body and carry her into the kitchen.  “Wanna have a ‘Fatal Attraction’ moment?”

      “No!” she pouts.  “Not until I get rid of the evidence of my catastrophe.”

      “If you’re leaving, shouldn’t we christen every room?” I tease.

      “No!  Bedroom please, Sir.”  She does a credible little pouty girl impersonation, but there is a teasing sparkle in her eye as she does it.

      I smile and think, ‘Someone wants her ass spanked!  Denise is coming out of her shell!’  “Yes, my Pet,” I say to Denise in response.
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        * * *

      

      Denise and I played in her bed until about midnight.  Her alarm woke us up way too early, but we slowly crawled out of bed after some lackadaisical kissing and groping.  I grabbed the blue towel I didn’t use last night, wet it, and threw it in the dryer with my chinos and oxford for about twenty minutes.  I carried two glasses of water to the bathroom, drank half of mine, and crawled into the small walk-in shower with Denise.

      She groused, “Hey!  There’s no room in here, mister!”

      I pulled her back into me, letting my hard little friend slide between her taut buttocks.  I cupped her breasts and looked over her shoulder.  “Do you really mind?”

      She looked up at me doe-eyed.  “No, Marc.  Not at all.  I rather like it.”

      “Good,” I managed to say before she pulled my head down for a long kiss full of promise.

      She leaned back against my shoulder and ground her ass back into my cock while I caressed soap into her breasts.  She murmured, “Hmmmm.  That’s lovely, but I need to go to work.”

      I kissed her scalp.  “I won’t keep you, lover.  I just want you to know that I appreciate you, and that I am having a great time being with you.”

      “Ditto,” she responded.  “I count myself very lucky you followed me home on Sunday rather than going to your place to rub one out.”

      “Hmm,” I chuckled.  “Finish, Pet.  I’ll go make you some breakfast.”

      “There’s a clean apron in the pantry,” she teased me.

      We did manage to eat breakfast, and Denise made it to work.  We cut a deal that she would come to the farm for the weekend if I helped her pack boxes next week.  Once I kissed her goodbye in her garage, I wore my heavily soiled chinos home to the farm, showered, changed, and worked on my article.  In the afternoon, I went to visit my dad and sit with him for the music program.

      When I went to karate class in the evening, I took my shaving kit with me in addition to a change of clean clothes.  In class I worked on the two-person tactic sets with another brown belt.  He didn’t know some of the ones I did, so I ended up teaching a bit.  The instructor didn’t say anything about that, but he did have us kumite, or ‘spar,’ toward the end of the class.  The brown belt kid, as well of most of the class, demonstrated long-range strikes I would expect in a points tournament.  I’ve been training with Krav Maga and jiu jitsu students since I left this school after high school, so my repertoire tends more to street or combat techniques.  I smacked my opponent relatively lightly a couple of times and got a warning for ‘excessive contact’ from the instructor.  I spent the rest of sparring session, practicing footwork to get out the kid’s way.

      The instructor told me to hang out afterward.  He asked, “You come here to beat up folks?”

      I scoffed, “No, sir.  I do expect a brown belt to be able to get in position to strike rather than just wave his hands and feet in the air and hope he hits something.  Back when you were a yellow belt, we used to actually train to defend ourselves in this school rather than play tag.  That’s why I came here when I moved back.”

      He pointed at me with his chin, “Let’s see what you got.”  He stepped back into a standing boxing stance.

      I asked him, “Do you know how to do a breakfall?”

      He scoffed, “Of course.”   Then he attacked.  I stepped off the line and palmed him lightly in the center of the chest.  He acted like I punched through him.  He stepped in for a side thrusting kick, which was pretty easy to avoid by slipping it, stepping in as I hooked the aerial leg with my arm, and hip checking him forward.  We went for about another minute of him attacking and me throwing him around until the female black belt switched out with him.

      She knew what she was doing.  She pushed me harder, and left me fewer options.  She smacked me pretty well a couple of times, and I returned the favor about an equal number.  I made sure to get close enough that I could explode if I needed to - I didn’t want to get by on just superior reach.  When the other black belt called an end to it, the young woman grinned at me before she bowed.

      I nodded to her.  “Good training.  Thank you.”

      She told me.  “Come on Monday and Wednesday instead of Tuesday and Thursdays.  There are more advanced students, and you’ll get more out of it.  Here, you’ll just be bored and probably get dragged into teaching more.”

      I thanked her and went to shower.  When I was done, I called Denise before driving to her house to spend the night.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          
            Weekend in the country

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s about four in the afternoon when Denise shows up at the farm for the weekend.  I’ve spent the day finishing and submitting my article, cleaning the house, and cooking.  I’m about as...as...how’s that go?  Oh yeah, ‘I’m as nervous as a cat on a hot tin roof.’  I’m also damned horny.

      Denise steps out of her SUV and slowly looks around, taking in the valley behind the house.

      She smiles at me brilliantly.  “It’s beautiful!” she enthuses.

      “Yes, she is,” I reply.  I nod as I take in the beautiful sight I’m looking at rather than the countryside she’s admiring.

      Her rich auburn hair is pulled back into a silver and turquoise clasp, leaving a roughly four-inch club at her back collar.  She has a rust colored tunic top that hangs a bit off her shoulder, revealing a sports bra underneath.  She has a natural cotton gypsy skirt under that, and soft suede boots on her feet.  She has a silver and turquoise concho belt hanging around her hips and matching earrings.  This is not the grey suit she wore to work today.

      Denise blushes shyly at me.  “Hey there, farmer.  Care to show a city girl a good time?”  I pull her into a hug and kiss her.  She grins and says, “Good start, Sir.”

      I cock an eyebrow at her, and she turns serious at my wicked grin.  “Noooo.  Right here?”

      I nod and turn her around to face the hood of her SUV.  Between the hedge to the north, her vehicle, and the garage, no one will see us unless they pull into the driveway.  Unfortunately, as I lift her skirt I hear a familiar engine running down the road and slowing down at my driveway.

      I drop her skirt, and kiss her neck.  “Another time, Pet.”  I spin her around again and kiss her passionately.  Denise gives as good as she gets.

      Rory McDonald pulls into the drive and circles around to face the garage.  He’s rather shocked to see me sucking Denise’s face.  He’s met Toni before, and he knows she died.  No one’s ever seen me with anyone else - mostly because I haven’t been with anyone else.

      Whereas I frequently have people guess my age between five to ten years younger than I am, Rory looks like a stereotypical farmer that’s ten years older than me; although, he’s only one year older.  He shuts off the engine and says, “Bad timing, I’d say.”

      I laugh and nod, “I’ll say, Rory.  You couldn’t have come by this morning instead because that would have been convenient.”  He just grins.  I do the introductions.  “Denise, this is Rory McDonald.  He’s a high school classmate, and he rents the pasture from my parents.  Rory, Denise Schneider.”

      “It’s a pleasure, ma’am,” Rory says while tipping his ball cap.  “Hey, Marcus.  I just came by to let you know the Morrison’s cattle were in your pasture again.  I chased them out and fixed the fence.  I’m going to start charging them for this if it keeps up.”

      “Fine by me, Rory.  I’ll let ‘em know.  Feel free to start negotiations with them,” I tell him.

      “Okay.”  He asks Denise, “You met Carl, his dad?”

      Denise shakes her head.  I tell him, “We’re going to take him to mass and brunch on Sunday.”

      “Alright,” Rory says.  “I’m outta here.  You guys have fun now,” he says with a grin and starts his four-wheeler.

      We wave as he slowly reverses his path and leaves.

      Denise wraps her arms around my neck.  “Where were we again?”

      I kiss her to remind her.  I ask, “Would you prefer inside to outside, Pet?”

      “Inside, Sir.  At least for now.  But if you insist, I will do whatever you say,” she says with a lewd smile.

      I spank her taut ass before hauling her suitcase out of her SUV and lugging it into the house.  “Damn, woman!  Did you bring your entire closet?”

      “Nope,” she says with a shake of her head.  “Jeans, t-shirts, sweaters, sweats, a couple of light jackets, boots, and a couple of dresses.  Not knowing what the plan is, I decided to be prepared.”

      “Makes sense,” I agree as I set the bag down in the living room.  I turn to her.  “Table.  Now, Pet.”

      She grins.  “Sitting or draping, Sir?”

      “Draping,” I answer as I open my belt.  Her eyes flash with lust as she moves a chair out of the way and lays across the table.

      I raise Denise’s skirt again and caress her fine ass.  I grab the low-rise cotton panty and rip it off her.  Denise gasps and spreads her legs to welcome me.  I open my pants and pull out my quickly-hardening member.  I rub my cock head against her moist lips and firm up enough to say hello.  I slowly push into her wet channel as she pushes back onto me.  I’m ready, so I grab her sexy hips and start plowing her pussy brutally.

      “Oh! Sir, I’ve missed you!” Denise gasps.

      “I’ve missed you too, honey.  So much,” I gasp as I brutalize my sexy lover.  She cums quickly, and I follow right behind her.

      I lay down on her back and murmur.  “Welcome home, Denise.”

      She flashes me a sexy look and purrs, “Home is where Sir is.”
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        * * *

      

      As we both expected, there was a lot of sex.

      After I used Denise on the table, I put her bag on my childhood bed before I led her to the master bedroom, stripped her, and tied her spread-eagle to the bed.  I suckled her breasts and pussy until my jaw was tired and then some.   I marked her legs and abdomen with my mouth before I loosened her ankles and fucked her while marking her breasts and neck as mine.  I devoured her lips constantly, I just couldn’t get enough of her.

      In between bouts of awesome sex, we held hands and talked.  She shared how nervous the thought of going to mass at a Catholic church made her due to an incident with an altar boy when she was fourteen.  Apparently offers of mutual oral pleasure were made, and she got caught with the guy's cock in her mouth by the priest.  The term ‘whore’ was used liberally.  She said it really put her off church for life.  We discussed our varying opinions on faith and religion as I fed her a white bean and sausage soup and salad that I had prepared earlier.  She asked me to play guitar for her, so I did.  She sang with me in a rich alto voice.  I couldn’t help but think, ‘She would have sounded great harmonizing with Toni.’  We made love and fell asleep in each other’s arms.

      Saturday, we got up fairly early, broke our fast, and then walked the upper part of the farm by the road.  The yard, the out buildings, the fence perimeter, etcetera.  The lagoon was a surprise for her.  I explained that it’s a simpler system than a septic tank and easier to maintain.  She snarked, “That explains the smell.”

      About eleven, we mounted up in the truck with a handful of blankets and a picnic basket.  I took her for a quick driving tour of the back two hills, driving over the dam between them that forms our pond.  She marvelled at Rory’s cows.  Despite growing up in central Kansas, she never spent much time around farms.  We stopped back near the walnut grove at the top of the front hill.  She asked me about the tractor and trailer parked nearby.  I explained that as a surprise for another time.

      I laid out several blankets at the foot of the largest walnut tree.  I had her strip and take a child’s pose on the blankets.  Then I introduced her to the smallest of the five anal plugs.  This one is about the size of the first two knuckles of my pinkie finger.  I oiled her up and then gently twisted it into Denise’s perfect little rosebud.  She gasped but admitted it wasn’t too bad once it was in.  I thought to myself, ‘I think we’ll be on this one for a long time.’

      After that I draped a blanket over Denise’s back and tied her to the big walnut tree with her knees tied up and wide open - a creative bit of rope work if I say so myself.  I licked and fingered her to multiple orgasms and occasionally gently tugged or twisted her anal plug.  I suckled her breasts, and finally I mounted her and sprayed my seed inside her.  I cut her down, and we lay naked on the blankets for after-care and a picnic.  After lunch we were making love on the blanket when we heard Rory driving up in his four-wheeler.

      I threw the ropes in the truck and wrapped a blanket around Denise and myself.  He saw us and turned around quickly - speeding out of there like a bat outta Hell.  We laughed and got dressed.  We put everything in the back of the cab, and then took off for a walking tour of the pasture.  That night we picnicked again with a small fire, hot dogs to roast, leftovers from lunch, s’mores, and sips of whiskey.  We slept on the hay wagon on a bed of hay and blankets, draped with more blankets to keep us warm.  When we weren’t making love we were marveling at the stars.  I loved how the starlight lit her pale skin and made her breasts shine like twin moons.  Maybe it was the moonlight, but I like the poetry of ‘starlight’ better.  Regardless, she was gorgeous.

      Sunday morning we woke up early to the alarm on Denise’s phone and hurried to pack everything in the truck before rushing back to the house.

      After we showered, I put Denise in a Shibari ‘net dress’ with quarter-inch cord under the sweater dress she wore to meet my father and take him to church and brunch.  I gave her a pair of shears for her purse in case the ‘happy knot’ got to be too much.  She shuddered frequently throughout mass, but she managed to keep it together until just after we dropped Dad off.

      We returned quickly to the farm, she said, “The ropes helped combat the ‘meet the parents’ and ‘church’ stress, but I really need you to fuck me, Sir.”

      So, we made love for a couple of hours.  We rarely broke contact.  We followed each other to the bathroom and fought to touch each other constantly.  It’s kinda creepy in retrospect, but it worked for us.

      We slowly packed Denise back into her vehicle around four, and she headed back to town.  She called me when she got home and we talked for nearly an hour.  I called her again before bed to tell her goodnight.
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        * * *

      

      Monday, my dad is fairly lucid despite being pretty doddery today.

      After breakfast I take him back to his room for a bit.  He observes, “You haven’t looked that happy in a long time, Son.  I think maybe Delaila is good for you.”

      I chuckle, “It’s Denise, Dad.  And you’re right, I haven’t been this happy in a long time.”

      “It reminds me of how you were with Toni,” he says watching me closely.

      I nod, “Being with Denise is different than being with Toni.  There are some similarities, but many more differences.  They’re very different people.”

      “But she makes you happy,” he says.

      “Yeah, Dad.  She does.  It’s early, but it feels right,” I try to explain.

      “I see you’re working your way up to a plan.  Talk it out, Son.”

      I snort at how well he knows me.  “I’m thinking rather than selling the farm, I’ll buy it from you.”

      Dad frowns a bit.  “Well, I’m not going to be around forever, Son.  I’ll follow your mom before too long.  Don’t do it for me.”

      I frown back at him. “Eh.  You figure into the equation whether you think you should or not.  You’re a tough old guy, and I figure you’ll stick around until you’re good and ready to go. Once you’re ready, you’ll go fast.”  I rub my jaw.   “With Michael being across the country, I didn’t get to spend any time with him between when he got sick and when he died.  It was too sudden.  Toni was taken suddenly, too.  Although I spent quite a few days with Mom when she got sick, her decline was pretty fast.  I can be here for you as long as you’re still here.  I can live on the farm and still work, and I want to do that.  I love the farm, and I’ve had a good time working on it again.  Plus, I can be near Denise.”

      “I promised to sell the farm to Rory,” he reminds me.

      I nod, “I don’t know if you remember, but I talked to him about the price.  He’s only willing to pay half of the market value - $900 per acre.  I’m not going to give it to him for pennies on the dollar.  I can buy it from you for full market value at $1,800-$2,000 per acre.  You won’t have any cash flow issues that way.  I can continue to rent the pasture to him unless I eventually decide to do something with it myself.”

      He ponders my words for a moment.  “Okay.  If that’s what you want to do.”

      I smile gently.  “I do, Dad.  Let’s run through it again, and I’ll record it on video in case you have a bad day and forget.”

      Dad summons one of the young aides that take such good care of the residents.  This one is a tall athletic blond girl named Gretchen.  She’s a freshman at Baker University studying occupational therapy.  She captures the conversation on video with my phone while Dad and I talk through it again.  We agree to $1,900 per acre times 80 acres, which comes to $152,000 plus fees.

      Gretchen smiles at me brilliantly when she hands the phone back to me.  She, all the staff really, appreciate how I try to care for my parents.  She rubs my shoulder and leaves quickly.
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        * * *

      

      After I dropped Dad off for lunch in the dining room, I went back to the farm and packed up the rest of mom’s clothes and a bunch of Dad’s.  Michael’s room turned into a sewing room years ago, but there are still mementos - his trumpet, his chemistry set, his letter jacket, and pictures.  I left those for now.  This is a bright room, so I think it will become my office.  I’ve already boxed most of my mementos, and those are stored in the bonus room upstairs.  I loaded all the boxes in the pickup before I got ready to go to karate class.

      I dropped the boxes at Goodwill on the way to class.  The Monday class does have a group more to my liking.  There are a number of students ranked green through black belt.  Some of the black belts remembered me, and we enjoyed chatting as we worked each other over.

      I called Denise after class, and she invited me over.  I stayed overnight, we made vanilla-flavored love, and I made her breakfast in the morning.  The BDSM stuff is fun and adds excitement, but vanilla is another favorite flavor of mine.  Denise seems to revel in both.

      In the morning, I held Denise in a tender embrace as we kissed goodbye for the day.  I again committed to be back tonight to help her pack boxes.  I saw a police car drive slowly by.  I thought, ‘I’m glad they patrol this neighborhood.’  The officer behind the wheel didn’t look happy to see me.

      I had breakfast with Dad at the nursing home and a short visit before I headed home to work.

      I spent a couple of hours on the phone getting an advocate for dad on the sale of the farm and submitting an offer.  I also notified Rory that I’m buying the farm, but that I will honor his current lease.  We agreed that we can negotiate a new one 90 days out.

      I got a book manuscript to edit in the mail, so I started on that.  I’m one of the few freelancers that will still work with hard copy.  The book turned out to be a historical book about the buffalo soldiers.  I found the content interesting, but I spent a lot of time marking it up for proofreading and style.  I worked on it for two hours, before taking a break to do some tire exercises.  I followed that with some work on karate forms and techniques.

      Afterward I showered and packed an overnight bag.  I went to visit dad for a couple of hours before driving to Topeka to pack out Denise’s house.  Dad was reasonably sharp for an afternoon visit.
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        * * *

      

      I get to Denise’s house at five.  She shows up right after I do wearing workout tights and a light sweatshirt.  She looks fabulous.  I collect a wet, passionate kiss, and squeeze her compact round tushy before we start to pack boxes up.  All but the minimum kitchen stuff goes into boxes - a couple plates and sets of utensils.  The minimal knick-knacks and pictures from the living room, common areas, and bathrooms also go into boxes.  I haul them out in stacks and load them into the ‘POD’ shipping container in between packing boxes - rolling them out on the two-wheel dolly she rented.  She also has a four-wheel furniture dolly we’ll use for the mattress.  When the pizza arrives we lock the POD and shut the garage.  We have a small pizza with a couple of salads and eat around 7pm.

      I talk about putting in an offer on the farm and the book I received today.  Denise shares some of her adventures in the legal world.  I watch her quietly as she talks about a Supreme Court case in the news.  That’s when I learn a little better what it means when she says she’s the Legal Clerk for the Chief Justice of the state Supreme Court.  Essentially she drafts everything the Chief Justice writes, researches precedent, and researches impacts of decisions on case law in the future.  It quickly becomes apparent that Denise has a passion for justice and a sharp mind.

      Suddenly, I know.  She’s the one.

      Finally she stops and says, “What?  Why are you looking at me like that?”

      I smile shyly - a rarity for me.  I look and ask, “I have two questions for you.”

      “Okay,” she sips on a diet coke.

      I ask, “Would you like to go to Kansas City this weekend?  I’m thinking we dine out, go to the Nelson-Atkin Art Gallery, catch a theatre show, and have wild sex in an expensive hotel.  Whaddya think?”

      “I’m in,” she smiles brilliantly.

      I gotta do this now before I lose my nerve.  “Will you move in with me on the farm?  I know it’s farther away from your work, but you seemed to enjoy it.  It is sudden, but I would…”

      “...Yes,” she interrupts.  “I don’t know how long we can make this work, but I want every minute I can have with you, Marc.  Yes.”

      I pull her onto my lap and slide a hand under her sweatshirt to caress those breasts she’s so ashamed of.

      I stake my claim, “Mine, Pet.”

      “Yes, Sir.  Yours,” she agrees.

      We devour each other’s mouths, and I squeeze her ass as she squirms and moans in my mouth.

      Suddenly, we hear someone sliding a key into the front door.  Denise stands up quickly and goes to pull something out of her purse.  She murmurs, “No.  Please no.”
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      “Call 911,” I tell her.

      She picks up the phone and dials as she gets her pepper spray ready to fire.

      A booming fist beats on the door.  That noise is followed by, “Goddamit, Denise let me in.”

      Denise speaks on the phone.  “Yes, my ex-husband is trying to break in.  I’m here with my boyfriend, and I’m afraid.  I have a restraining order against him, but he’s a cop.  I need help.  Now!” … “Yes, that’s right.” … “Daniel Connolly”... “Yes, that’s the correct address”...“Thank you.  Yes, I’ll stay on the line.”

      I think about getting a knife from the kitchen, but we’ve already boxed them all except a pretty flimsy steak knife we saved to cut the pizza.  Finally I remember there is a better weapon nearby that I can use.  I go to the coat closet near the door and pull out the four-foot long closet pole.

      There’s another boom, and the door cracks above the lock.  “Open the door, bitch!”

      I know from my army training that you can break a residential door with correctly placed kicks.

      Denise says into the phone, “He’s breaking the door.  Hurry!”

      I wave at Denise as I slide closer to her.  “Get behind the kitchen counter, and turn off the lights.”

      She does, sliding to the floor with the dishwasher behind her back.  I turn off the last light.

      Denise’s ex hollers, “You can’t hide from me Denise, you fucking bitch!”

      I hear a pistol shot and a hole is punctured below the lock.  I hug the wall and look in the direction of the kitchen.  There’s a chunk missing out of the end of the counter she’s hiding behind.  Two more blasts explode to the side of the lock in rapid succession, then there is a moment of quiet.  I slide slowly against the wall next to the hinges.

      The intruder yells, “Honey, I’m home!”  A booming thud is followed rapidly by the door flying open.  I catch the door on my raised foot, and I thrust it back into the intruder.  He starts to turn toward me as the door knocks him off balance.  He raises his pistol as he fights for balance.  I slam the wooden pole across his wrist as my foot lands on the ground.  The pole splinters, and he drops his pistol.  I kick my trail foot into his knee, and I feel it collapse before I sweep-kick the pistol away.

      The attacker, a police officer, struggles to stand.  He’s still wearing his uniform, complete with body armor.  That leaves his balls, joints, head, and throat left as options to finish the fight.

      He whips a collapsible baton downward to extend it as I launch forward and jam the shattered end of the pole into his throat just below his larynx.  I feel the flesh of his throat collapse, and he sinks toward the floor.  I snap a kick to his chin.  His head leads his body backward and makes a sickening ‘chunk’ sound as it impacts the floor before any of the rest of his body hits the hard tile.

      I kick his baton away.  Then I pull my handkerchief and remove his taser, tossing it to the side.

      I put the handkerchief back in my pocket and go to check on Denise.  I turn on a light and ask, “You okay, Pet?”

      Looks up at me and nods.  I NEVER want to see her this frightened again.

      I go to check the officer’s pulse.  It’s irregular and weak.  I don’t think we’ll have to worry about him for much longer.

      I go sit behind the counter with Denise and hold her close.  I hear police sirens as I tell her, “He’s out cold.”  I caress her all over, checking to ensure she’s not injured.

      We hear the police arrive with sirens blaring.  They announce themselves as they cautiously step in the broken door.

      I take the phone from Denise’s hand and set it on the ground before I call out.  “We’re back here behind the kitchen counter.”  I raise both hands in the air so they can see them, and Denise follows my example as I nod encouragement to her.

      “Ms. Schneider?” one of the calls.

      Denise responds, “I’m here, too!  I’m waving my hands above the counter!   We’re sitting behind the dishwasher!”

      An officer launches around the corner with his pistol pointed at us.  I’m not impressed to find that his finger is on the trigger, but he does remove it and holster the weapon as soon as he assesses we’re not a threat.

      The police take us to different corners of the house to question us.

      I explain to the skinny white officer what happened as concisely as I can, leaving out the part where I pulled his Taser out of its holster.

      While the officer is questioning me, I hear two more sirens approaching rapidly.

      The officer returns his questioning to the closet pole multiple times.  I explain three times that someone was trying to break into the house.  I try to vary my words a little bit, but keep everything factual.  I tell him that I looked for a kitchen knife, but we had packed away the ones that would make a decent weapon.  I had emptied that closet earlier and had noticed that the pole wasn’t bolted in place, and it was roughly the perfect length for a jo staff.  I further explain that I have trained in martial arts since I was in high school.  After the third iteration, the officer decides he wants the name of my teachers, so I give him the names for all three of them and the styles - Okinawan Karate, Krav Maga, and Aiki-jiu jitsu.

      Shortly after that, two paramedics rush in and check out the downed officer.  A couple of firemen follow them in, one talking on a radio the whole time.

      From my position leaning against the fridge, I see one of them give the officer an emergency tracheotomy while another tries to cut the body armor open.  Once they have the armor off, they connect a defibrillator.  They jolt him a couple of times, consult with someone on the radio, and jolt him a couple more times.  They consult with the radio again and jab a heart needle into him - I think that means epinephrine from talking to army medics in Afghanistan.  More jolts follow.  More consultation.  Finally they announce the time of death, “TOD 21:20.”

      A couple more firemen push a gurney in.  They lift the officer’s body onto the gurney and cover it with a blanket head-to-foot.

      A female police officer walks in wiping her eyes as she walks past the gurney.  I see Denise frowning at her.  The new officer shows my interrogator something in a notebook then leaves sobbing.  The paramedics follow her, carting the corpse out.

      My interrogator asks me to explain my involvement in the death of James Jensen.  I sigh and shake my head.  He’s about to speak again when I explain.  “James Jensen.  We all knew him as ‘Jas’ Jensen.  He was the driver of the cement truck that killed my wife.  He ran a red light and t-boned my wife’s car.  My wife taught his kids in both music and French.  A week after he killed my wife, he hung himself.  I was questioned in his death for about four hours in the Flagstaff police department.  They knew I served as a military policeman and were concerned that I staged a murder to look like a suicide.”

      “Did you?” he asks.

      I’m startled.  “Uh, no.  Anyway, Detective Louisa Sanchez was the investigator.  She’ll tell you I didn’t show any remorse at his passing, but that I was still pretty much crushed from my wife’s death.  Detective Sanchez finally accepted that I didn’t do it, and they ruled it a suicide.”

      He closes his notebook with a ‘thanks for your service.’  Funny.  Finally the police leave.

      I walk over to Denise.  She makes no move to get closer.

      She says, “He’s dead.”

      “Yes.”

      She points out, “You said you would kill anyone that tried to hurt me.”

      “Yes”

      “And you did,” she emphasizes.

      “Yes”

      “Trust, huh?” she asks.

      “Yes.”

      She’s about ready to pop.  “Can you say anything else?”

      I ask, “Are you okay?  You’re not hurt are you?”

      She sighs and relaxes.  “I just knew you were going to say ‘yes.’”

      I smirk, “Taking care of you includes not winding you up more when you’re already wound tight, Pet.”

      “I heard the question about your wife’s killer.”  I hear the unasked question.

      “I actually planned to kill him,” I tell her.  I look into her eyes.  “I was to the point of doing a reconnaissance and buying equipment.”  I wipe my hand down my face.  “I happened to walk by Toni’s frame mirror in the bedroom, and saw her robe hanging from the upright.  I stopped and picked it up.  I sat down and inhaled her scent from it.  It made me think of what she would say.  Instead of making preparations to kill Jas, I laid down in our bed and cried.  I hadn’t until that point.  I could just hear her telling me, ‘it won’t bring me back - it was an accident.’  That was the day before he killed himself.  I was lying in bed crying when the police dragged me into their office to question me.”

      I wipe my eyes and look at Denise.  “I couldn’t bring Toni back by killing Jas, so I didn’t.  This guy was acting like he was going to hurt you.  I broke him and beat him, but I left him alive when he couldn’t fight anymore.  Despite that he died of injuries I gave him.  I have to live with that, but I’ll gladly pay that price to protect you.”

      Denise sniffs, and slowly stands.  She says, “He was my husband.  There was a time when I thought I loved him.  He never cared for me.  He never respected me.  He cheated on me.  He hit me.  I’m sad he couldn’t be a better person, but I was relieved when they said he was dead.  I don’t have to be afraid any more.”

      She slides in close.  “Hold me, Marcus.  I need it desperately,” she murmurs.  I clasp her into my chest.  “I don’t want to know the details,” she says.  “I just need to know it was needed.”

      “He was shooting blind into an occupied house towards you, and he raised his gun toward me.  I stopped before killing him outright, but killing him was warranted.”

      She sobs, “Thank you.”

      I slowly start shaking.

      “What’s wrong, Marc?” she asks.

      “It’s an adrenaline crash, Pet.  It’s pretty normal for post combat.  I had it a couple of times in Afghanistan,” I tell her.

      She pulls me over to a chair and guides me to sit down.  “I didn’t know you served.”

      “Yeah, I was a military policeman, an MP, in the Arizona National Guard.  I joined between high school and college.  We were activated in 2003 for a nine-month deployment to Afghanistan.  I finished my obligation while on deployment, so I got out when we returned home.”

      I sit and shake, and Denise gets me a glass of water.

      I tell her, “Pet, we need to secure your door.  Can you drive the pickup?  It’s an automatic.  We can go to the closest hardware store to get a sheet of plywood and a couple of 2-by-4s.”

      She sighs, “I’ll call my landlord.  He probably has what is needed, and the hardware stores are probably all closed by now.”

      A handyman shows up about thirty minutes later with everything we need - wood, nails, lag screws, hammer, and an impact drill.  He takes measurements to get a replacement door and frame.  I push through the fatigue of the adrenaline crash to help hold the wood in place while he nails the plywood up and then lag-bolts 2-by-4s across the door frame.  He tells us he’ll be by early afternoon tomorrow.

      Afterward, Denise helps me shower, and then she crawls into bed with me, her beautiful body draped across my chest and leg.

      She murmurs, “Thank you for saving me, Marc.  I would have been the corpse if you hadn’t stopped him.”

      “There’s nothing I won’t do for you, Pet.  Use your power judiciously,” I mutter from the edge of unconsciousness.

      Kisses my chest.  “I thought you were the Dom.”

      I wake up just enough to form a coherent sentence.  “Silly sub.  Don’t you know the Sub has all the power?”

      She smiles and ‘hmm’s into my chest.  “Safeword, she murmurs.”

      “Um-hm,” I confirm just before I drop off.
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        * * *

      

      I slept hard for several hours before I had nightmares from my time guarding convoys in Afghanistan.  As a National Guard soldier, I was lucky.  I only had one tour.   When we came back home, my commitment was up.  So I got out.  Despite that, I had a handful of emotionally shocking experiences, some of which come back to haunt me in the middle of the night.  It happened after each of the recent deaths in my family.  Again, I’m lucky.

      Denise woke me to ensure I was okay.  Since we were both awake, I made love to her.  It was a quickie, but it was enough to make us feel connected.  We dropped off immediately and slept late.

      Denise called in to work when she woke up.  It was already past her normal start time.  Her boss asked her to come in the afternoon due to a deadline.

      That’s when I learned it’s really only feasible for her to take time off if the justices are taking time off, too.  Her boss, the Chief Justice, needs to review her research on the opinion she drafted, so she has to go in today despite the drama of last night.  They are scheduled to present the opinion to the other justices on Friday.

      I change into my clothes from last night.  We went out for breakfast and came back to pack the rest of the boxes.

      Everything went into the POD.  Denise finished packing inside, and I packed the garage.  An electric lawnmower went directly into the POD.  A few garden tools and a few carpentry tools fit into two large boxes.  I packed the boxes into the POD in her driveway while Denise started her shower to get ready for work.

      I finished packing in time to catch Denise in the bathroom wearing only a towel, drying her hair.  I stripped and showered quickly.  I stepped out of the shower in time to see her drop the towel as she walked to her bed to pull on the clothes she laid out in advance.
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        * * *

      

      I slide up behind her and let her heavy breasts fill my hands.

      I murmur in her ear, “You are a wonder, Denise.  I’m in awe every time I look at you.”

      She slaps my hands and whines, “Marcus, let me go.  I need to get ready for work.”

      “Your man needs some sugar to carry him through the day,” I counter.

      “Fine.”  She pouts and sits on the bed.  Her eyes are smiling even as her mouth pouts.

      She gasps when I say, “That’s right, Pet.  Suck your master’s cock.”  She leans in and rubs my cock all over her face as she looks at my face with lust shining from her eyes.

      Swallows me halfway.  “You want it, don’t you Pet?”

      I pop out of her mouth as she says, “Yes, Sir.”  I reach to grasp a hardening nipple in each hand and pull her ponderous breasts skyward as she swallows my cock again, this time to the root.  I twist and pull her nipples as she sucks and swallows my turgid flesh.  Her eyes never leave mine, moaning as I stimulate her sensitive nipples.

      She gasps for a breath and strokes me with her nimble fingers, eyes locked on mine.  I pinch harder, and her eyes slam shut as she shivers.

      “Touch your pussy, Denise.  Rub your pretty pussy for me,” I command.  “I can’t reach it from here.”  Her right hand follows my order as she holds my ass in place and sucks my cock into her throat.

      I growl, “I’m sorry, Pet.  As delightful as your mouth and throat are, I need to fuck you.  I need you to feel my passion for you as much as I feel yours for me.”

      She pops me out of her mouth and moans as she rubs her face on my wet member and strokes her clit furiously.

      I release her breasts and capture her face in my hands.  I lean over her and devour her mouth as I push her backward onto the bed.  I slot myself into her hot wet entrance and push forward into her.  I can feel her muscles spasming as I drive forward three times until I’m as deep in her pussy as I was in her mouth.

      “Hands above your head, Pet!”  I point where I mean for clarity.  She raises them languidly.

      I lift her legs until her shapely calves are next to my ears.  My right arm wraps around her legs to pin her against my hips and my thumb caresses her clitoris.  My left reaches up to caress her face and heavy breasts.  I pinch, pull, and caress her breasts intermixed with caresses of her face while I pummel her and stroke her love button.

      She gasps, “Sir, you are an insatiable beast!”

      “Whose insatiable beast, Pet?”

      “Mine, Sir.  Mine!”  Then she screams and spasms.  I follow her release with my own and flood her pussy with a bigger load than I think I’ve ever delivered before.

      I’m laying on her breasts with her arms wrapped around my head.  I lift my head to kiss her tenderly.  “I’m getting addicted to you, Denise.”

      “Hmmmmm,” she responds.  She slowly opens her eyes.  She looks conflicted.

      I kiss her lightly again and ask, “You’re struggling with how much to divulge?”

      She nods seriously - a little fearfully.  I look into her eyes and drink her in.  “Wait for me to go first, sweetheart.  I won’t make you wait long.”

      The fear disappears and a slow smile spreads on her lips.  Apparently, I guessed right.

      I roll off her, and she rolls onto my shoulder.  “You’re very addicting, Sir.”

      I caress her back as she presses those amazing breasts into my chest.  “As are you, my Pet.  As are you.”

      She groans, “Work” and rolls up to a seated position.

      I tell her, “Stockings and garter.  No panties.”

      She gasps.  “Marcus, I have to wear a bra!”

      “Well, yeah!” I agree vehemently.  “I didn’t say no bra!  If you don’t wear a bra, all of the state government would grind to a standstill as everyone watches those gorgeous orbs bounce as you walk.”

      “Oh!” she exclaims with a dismissive smack on my chest.  “I swear, you live in a fantasy land.”  She is grinning from ear to ear despite her protests.

      “Don’t care as we’re both happy living in it,” I respond.

      She moans, “I have to wear panties.  I’m leaking your seed like an avalanche.”

      I look, and she does have a point.  I grab her waist and scoop up a glob of our combined mess.  I hold it up to her, “Eat.”

      She sucks my fingers clean, so I do it again.  Four additional servings later the flow slows to a minor seeping.  I stick my tongue in there and clean out some more until she smacks my shoulders.  “Marcus, you are not helping!”

      I have to agree.  She just gave me a fresh dose of nectar.  Damn!  She tastes so good!

      I stand and kiss her.  “Okay, sweetheart.  I’ll leave you be, but only because needs must.”

      She kisses me again and runs to the bathroom to clean up.  I wish I could see her breasts bouncing; I’m sure they are.  Denise washes her crotch with a washcloth before donning her bra, stockings, and garter.  She pulls a midnight blue silk dress on and buttons the front, leaving a couple open top and bottom.  I get dressed as I watch her step into three-inch heels.  She is damned sexy!

      I strip the bed and toss the soiled sheets and towels into my duffle bag, and the last of the clean linen and the pillows into a big plastic container.

      I break down the bedframe and carry the pieces out to the POD.

      I kiss Denise goodbye as she leaves for work.  “Don’t forget to eat lunch,” I tell her.

      “I know,” she agrees.  “I’m burning up a lot of calories fucking,” she says trying to act scandalized.  I laugh as I close the door of her car.  She blows me a kiss and drives away.

      I drag the dinette to the POD and get it all stacked in there.  The bedframe goes in.  I grab the little four-wheel furniture dolly and use that to roll the mattress and box springs to the POD.

      The handyman shows up while I’m moving those outside with the new door and frame.  He provides surprisingly good service.  I’ll need to see if I can get his name and number.

      I manage to get the mattress and box springs stuffed into the POD and close the door before they fall back out.  I secure the high-security lock on the doors.  Thankfully, the appliances stay with the house.  I call the number Denise gave me and tell them to pick it up and deliver it directly to the farm instead of to storage.  They said we’ll have it Saturday.  Sounds like we’ll have to delay our Kansas City trip for a weekend or two.

      I fill my empty water bottle from the tap and call my dad while I wait on the handyman to finish.

      He’s having a bad day.  I explain that I probably won’t make it.  He throws a little tantrum and wants to know why, so I explain the homicidal ex-husband.  Then I explain that I’m waiting on the handyman to finish the repairs.

      The aforementioned handyman finishes as I’m explaining it the third time.  I sign a paper for him and keep talking to my dad.  Dad eventually gets tired and lays down for a nap.  Kevin, one of the aides, takes over the phone and let’s me know what is going on.  I tell him I’ll be down tomorrow.

      I call the local florist and request an order of flowers delivered to the farm.  I tell them to put them in the garage if I’m not there.  Then I head home.

      I carry Denise’s suitcase in and lay it on the guest bed.  I start a pasta sauce to simmer while I give the house a thorough cleaning.  I put fresh sheets on the bed, and I put dirties into the wash.  The flowers arrive, and I cart them all inside.

      I shower and dress in loose training pants and a polo.  Then I destroy the roses by covering the bed with petals.  I continue the trail down the hall to the door, down the steps, across the porch to the driveway.  After that, I check the sauce, make a salad, and then sit on a cushion on the porch meditating.

      Denise pulls in the driveway fifteen minutes later.
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      I meet Denise as she walks up to the porch.  I take her hand and tell her how I feel.  “I had true love once.  Once Toni died, I never expected to find it again.  Then I met you.”

      I gently brush an errant strand of silky auburn hair from her face.  “Denise, I know it’s sudden, but if my life has taught me anything, it is ‘don’t wait.’  Grab life by the throat and take what happiness you can find from it.”  I cup her face in my hand.  “I love you, Denise Schneider.  I am yours for life.  I would like to marry you as soon as you can wrap your head around it.”

      Denise launches into my arms and devours my mouth.  When she comes up for a breath, she steps back and strips out of that sexy blue silk dress and drops it on the ground.  Her bra and garter joins it.  Then she carefully slides the stockings off her sculptured legs until she stands nude on the flower petals before me.

      Denise cups my face in both hands.  “Marc, I thought I knew what love was.  I was wrong.  Now I do.  I love you.  I am yours forever.  I stand before you now with all I need in life so long as I have you.”

      We kiss again with tender passion.  I take her by the hand and lead her to the bedroom on a carpet of rose petals.

      “Have you ever been fucked on a bed of rose petals?”  I ask.

      “No, Sir,” she replies with a grin.

      “Well, I’m going to make love to you on them tonight.  I’ll fuck you on them another time,” I tell her.

      So I did.

      After we recovered, I tied her to the headboard and fucked her on them, too.

      I did eventually get around to feeding her dinner.

      The end?
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      This book has been a bit of a departure for me given the lack of fantasy, sci-fi, and harem elements.   Also, I tried to drive myself to be more concise, so it’s 20% the length of my other books.  Despite the departure, I enjoyed writing it.  I would value your feedback.  As you know, Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one - especially if you liked it!  I love 5-star reviews!

      

      Those 5-star reviews are critical because I’ll get more exposure to new readers based on the ratings of each book.  Plus, it helps to counteract the haters out there.  As not all readers will love what I write, it’s important to hear from those of you that do, so I can reach a wider audience.   As a part-time author, I would appreciate the help.   I have two additional stories for Marcus and Denise in my perverted little mind.  If I can get fifty 5-star reviews, I’ll know there’s enough interest to spend the time having me narrate their story into a couple of additional novellas.

      I originally was going to call this book ‘My Library Pet,’ but landed on ‘Surrender’ instead since both characters go through a surrender of sorts.

      My wife and I watch Hallmark movies relatively frequently, and I usually end up telling her how the story is going to progress.  She usually responds by telling me I should write romance novels.  I’m afraid this is about as close to romance as I get.

      I have a Facebook page and a Patreon site, which kinda follows the example of M. Tefler.  My Patreon story, ‘Master of the Road,’ was planned to be a straight erotic story similar to this one, but it changed over time into a harem-lit fantasy.  I won’t publish that series on Amazon until about six months after I have a book’s worth of content complete on Patreon.  I need to do that to stay on my publisher’s good side.

      I’ve got a good start on the next Accidental Necromancer (AN3) and my space story.  There is an AN short story on Patreon as a free, public post titled ‘Clarice’s Admirer.’  It has some spoilers in it for the future of the Zombieverse, but if you’re jonesing for another installment, it’s available until I publish it on Amazon.

      I’m on my FaceBook page 2-3 times each week.  I’m a member of several groups, too.   Here are a few I like to recommend:

      
        	Eden’s Lewd Fantasy & Sci-fi Garden.  This is Eden Redd’s group.  Lots of fun to be had, and a lot of the Harem-lit authors hang there.  I always make a point to drop in and see what’s going on.  Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/158209654749089

        	Fantasy/Science/Fiction Cool News and Humor group is mostly fans.  Good times.  Very little in the way of politics.  Address is a https://www.facebook.com/groups/584252842052663/

      

      

      Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands.   The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page or Facebook.

      

      It’s time for me to get back to writing.  Watch my FaceBook, Patreon, and Amazon Author Page for updates.

      

      ‘Til next time.

      

      -JG Jerome

      https://www.facebook.com/JGJeromeAuthor

      https://www.patreon.com/jgjerome

      https://www.amazon.com/JG-Jerome/e/B07TWJJSYL
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