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Chapter 1

Amy bent forward over the tub, scrubbing the grit and grime from the porcelain walls.  She coughed, breathing in the fumes from the cleanser that lay like powdered sugar around the rim.  The wet sponge slid from her fingers as she rowed back and forth to cut through the scum.

How can a tub get so dirty and disgusting so quickly, she wondered?  Who lives like this?

“Elbow grease!”

Amy started at the sound of her mother’s voice, just behind her.  Victoria Davenport leaned over, so close to Amy the hair on her neck stood up.  She looked regal in a blue satin robe, slim cigarette dangling between her fingers.  Her blond-from-a-bottle hair was piled high a top her head, gold earrings emphasizing her slender neckline.

“Put some elbow grease into it, dear,” said Vicky, her voice was silky despite the smoking.  “The tub will never come clean at that rate.”

Sighing to herself, Amy attacked the basin with renewed vigor, sweat droplets dotting her forehead. 

“That’s better,” said Vicky, nodding her head in approval.  “Now that’s how you clean a tub.”

A thin stream of smoke floated toward her as Vicky peered over her shoulder, searching for something to criticize, no doubt. 

“We’re so glad you’re here, Amy.  Things are so much better now.”

A fluttering of soft fingers along her neck made Amy shiver.

Turning on her heel, Vicky exited as quickly as she’d appeared.

It had only been two weeks.  Two weeks of cooking and cleaning and running errands.  Two weeks of rubbing her uncle’s feet, dispensing his medications and driving him to doctor’s appointments.  Two weeks of her hair being too short, her clothes being too sloppy, her posture making her look like a slouch.  It wasn’t easy to live up to Vicky Davenport’s standards.  Amy hadn’t been able to do it yet…and she doubted this would be the trip where she reached the brass ring.   

Two down, she thought.  She blew out a breath and shook her head.  Only four to go. 

***

At the end of another long day, dinner cooked, the dishes put away, Amy fell into bed, exhausted.  She’d tried calling her HOH, Hogan, but he wasn’t back from NY.  He was working with a new client and their schedules probably wouldn’t cross until tomorrow. 

She lay on the bed, spreading into the mattress like silly putty.  At the sound of her ringtone, she rolled over, eyes settling on the caller ID. 

“Hey,” said Amy.  “I’m so glad it’s you.  How are you?”

Apart from Hogan, Becca was the other steady force in Amy’s life.  Friends since childhood, they’d seen each other through thick and thin.  In the span of those ten syllables, Becca knew Amy was feeling down.

“Hey  girl, how’s it going?”

Settling in for a chat, Amy rubbed the quilted bedspread between her fingers. She tried to infuse her voice with some enthusiasm, not wanting Becca to worry.

“It’s okay,” said Amy.  “Could definitely be worse.”

“Well,” said Becca, “That’s not rampant enthusiasm but I guess it’ll do for now.  How’s Vicky?  You want to blow her brains out yet?”

Amy laughed.  Leave it to Becca to get a smile out of her. 

“Not quite yet,” said Amy.  “Honestly, she hasn’t been that bad.  It’s more me, really.  Being back here just triggers every memory, you know?  Every bad thing – it all just comes back.” 

Becca knew exactly what Amy was talking about.  They’d grown up together and although Amy’s family life had deteriorated with each passing year, she’d survived and created a life for herself.  When Amy’s dad left, Vicky took it hard.  Becca could remember whole years where there’d been a rotating door of new men, living in the Davenport household.  Vicky had even put Amy in foster care a couple of times saying she “just couldn’t cope.”  Becca’s dad used to say, “The Davenport’s put the ‘dys’ in ‘dysfunctional.’”  It was a miracle Amy had turned out as solid as she had.  Sure, there were issues.  There’d been an eating disorder, a brief stint with cutting, and massive credit card abuse.  But with Becca’s support Amy had made it through two-year school and got her Associate’s degree. 

And she’d met Hogan.  And that’s all she wrote.  Tall, strong, good-looking without the arrogance (most of the time).  Hogan was the rock Amy needed.  A strict Head of Household, firm but fair, Amy blossomed like a spring daffodil under Hogan’s love and discipline.  They started dating while Amy was in college, Hogan in graduate school.  Becca, a witness to their courtship, saw Amy finally begin to follow the path to her own independence.  No more living under Vicky’s thumb.  No more paralyzing fear.  Amy had already begun to take small steps toward her personal growth but with Hogan, she took leaps and bounds.  To Becca, it was a beautiful thing. 

“Have you talked to Hogan yet?” asked Becca.  She knew Amy needed her HOH, needed him to ground her, just the way Becca needed Mike, her Master, to ground her.

“Not since Thursday,” said Amy.  “He has that new client in New York and he’s been traveling.  I expect we’ll talk tomorrow.”  I can’t wait, thought Amy.

She listened to Becca prattle about work at the hospital and some of her problems with the doctors.  She was glad for the distraction, in truth, and just hearing Becca’s voice felt like a godsend.  Across the room Amy’s computer came to life as a Skype call came through.

“Hey, Becca,” said Amy, sitting up.  “I’m going to have to go.  I think Hogan is on the line.”

“Oh! Okay, sweetie.  Tell him I said ‘hi’ and call me later.  Okay?”

“Okay,” said Amy, already crossing the room. “Love you.”

“You, too, babe.”

Grabbing the laptop, Amy accepted the call, reclining on the bed with the computer on her lap.  Her eyes lit up at the sight of Hogan, his face filling her computer screen.

“Hey, sweetheart,” said Hogan.  “Glad I caught you.”

“Hi,” said Amy.  She continued to be surprised at the emotions stirred in her upon seeing her HOH.  She stared at the screen, wishing she had a magic lantern she could rub that would transport him to her.  Her eyes filled, her heart feeling as though it could shatter into a thousand tiny pieces.  His eyes spoke to her.  She could feel it, could feel his love for her, even through the distance of a video call.

“I miss you, Sir.”

“You, too, baby,” said Hogan.  “It’s been a brutal couple of days.  I can’t wait to get home.”

“Where are you?”

“I’m at the Fairmont.  I decided to stay overnight.  I don’t know if you heard but a train derailed.  Things were just a mess.  I mean massive delays. I’ll leave tomorrow morning.”

“Better to wait,” said Amy, nodding into the camera.

Hogan was watchful.  He knew this woman, knew her inside and out.  He saw her eyes, glassy with tears, the tension in the set of her mouth.

“How are you, sweetheart?” he asked.  “Truth.”

Amy’s eyes contracted.  There was a tiny twitch under her cheek, so fleeting anyone else would have missed it. 

“I’m okay.  I’m doing okay,” said Amy.  “I mean, it’s hard.  But we knew that, right?”

Hogan nodded.

“How’s Vicky been? Joe?”

“They’re both okay, Hogan.  I mean, they’re still demanding and overbearing, but not as bad as I thought, honestly.  It’s just hard to be here.”  She gave a rueful smile as her eyes overflowed.  “And I really miss you.”

Hogan felt like a rubber band was wrapped around his chest.  Her tears were gut-wrenching.    

“Me, too, honey,” said Hogan.  “Me, too.”

It wasn’t anything he had to think about on a conscious level.  It was just inside him; this instinctive attunement to his submissive wife’s needs.  It was a hard time for them both.  Married just over a year, now they were spending six weeks apart.  It was not an ideal situation.  Hogan knew – Amy thrived with standards and accountability.  She did best with consistent application of her rules and swift discipline when they were broken.  His authority in their marriage was her refuge, her safe place.  And with the time she was spending with her mother, he knew she needed him, perhaps more than ever before.  

“Have you been a good girl, Amy?”

She sat up straighter, butterflies fluttering in her tummy, a soft pulse throbbing in her core.  He commanded her complete attention.

“Yes, Sir.”  She nodded.

“Are you sure?” asked Hogan.  “I want you to think about it, sweetheart.  Think about your transgressions.  Is there anything you need to confess to me?”

Amy hesitated, her mind quickly raking through her activities for the past two weeks.

“I’ve tried to be good, Sir,” she began, her mind playing back the events of the week like the reel of a film.

“But?” asked Hogan.  He purposefully kept his expression neutral. 

She took a breath.  He was right. 

“I do have a confession to make, Sir.”  She hesitated.  This was the hard part, even through the distance of the internet, looking her HOH in the eye and admitting she had sinned against him. 

“Did you follow my instructions?” asked Hogan with a tilt to his head; mainly he wanted to give her time to adjust to the process. 

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy, her voice almost a whisper in the quiet room.  “M-m-mostly.”

“Mostly,” he repeated. “What were your rules?”

He was curious how she would justify breaking the rules.  He thought he’d been quite clear. 

“Write in my journal every day,” she recited.  “No orgasms, and…use a…wear …wear an insertion on Friday evenings.”

“Good girl,” said Hogan.  “I know you wore your plug.  I got the pictures.  You looked real pretty with your bunny tail in your pucker.”

Through the expanse of the computer screen, he assessed her.  She reminded him so much of a little girl in this moment, knowing she’d misbehaved and reluctantly coming clean.  The flush on her cheeks, the stubborn pout to her lips.  She was adorable like this, though he knew he needed to be stern. 

“Which was it, Amy?  Did you cum without permission?  Or did you not write in your journal?”

“I wrote in my journal, Sir.  Every day just like you said.  And I-I didn’t have an orgasm,” said Amy.  She lowered her eyes. “But I did touch myself, a little.  Just for a minute.  I was missing you and thinking about you, and I just…”

She trailed off, knowing she shouldn’t make excuses.

“I’m sorry,” said Amy, remorsefully.   

It wasn’t a minor offense.  As her HOH they’d both agreed, he controlled her orgasms.  Orgasms were a privilege to be earned.  And touching herself, not only without permission but after a specific directive was just plain disobedient.  He wouldn’t add to her stressors, though.  They’d address it at the right time. 

“I know you’ve been under a lot of pressure.  I understand,” said Hogan.  “But you still have to obey me.   Write it down in your journal, sweetheart.  I’ll review it with your other entries when I see you.  I’m not disappointed in you, honey.”  He was quick to reassure her.  “I know you’re trying your best.”

Hogan’s approval was so important to her, now more than ever.  The thought of disappointing her mother, her uncle and her HOH was too much for her to bear.  She felt her stomach ease when she saw him smile. 

Mike had given her a beautiful journal as a going away present and she was using it to make her required daily entries.  She wrote about her behavior, her transgressions, her innermost thoughts.  It was a way to share what was going on for her emotionally with her HOH.  Hogan usually reviewed her journal weekly, sometimes more.  Since she’d been away he would review it for the first time next week.

Normally, Hogan would correct Amy for disobedience.  He had a very low threshold for tolerating misbehavior.  Actions had consequences and those consequences usually included his submissive wife having a rosy bottom.  But these were exceptional times and his most important goal was ensuring she remained grounded and stable, able to handle the trials of the next few weeks.  Hogan considered her, the tightness around her eyes and mouth still there, the strain she was trying to hide so evident. 

“Are you in bed for the night, Amy?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good,” said Hogan.  “Time for an inspection.  I want to see your pussy.  Take off your panties.  Leave your top on.”

Her clit pulsed even as her heart beat sped up.  She wore a thin, beige camisole made of fine mesh and lycra.  She called it her “sleep top” and said the snug fit felt like a hug.  She hesitated, biting her bottom lip.

“Did you hear me, darlin’?”

She nodded.

“Yes, Sir.  It’s just – I haven’t – I mean, I didn’t –” She took a deep breath.  “I’m not as tidy as I should be.  I’m sorry.  I haven’t had time to tend like I usually do.”

She peeked at him from beneath her lashes, realizing she’d broken another rule.  Her pussy was to be smooth, always.  Her tummy clenched a little at the expression on Hogan’s face.  He didn’t seem angry; rather he was pensive, assessing, which was harder for her to read. 

Hogan’s chin lifted as he considered her.  He felt his temper rise just a bit at her continued disregard of their rules. But in this moment, his first priority was making sure Amy knew her HOH was a stable force, not going anywhere, able and willing to stay the course.  

“Add it to your entry,” said Hogan.  “Now take off your panties.”

She shimmied, wriggling back and forth on the bed, the computer screen rolling as she heeded his directions.  After a bit of struggle, he saw her lay her bikinis to the side of her pillows.

“Good girl,” said Hogan.  “Fix the camera on your laptop.  I want it close.”

Amy felt her face heat as she aimed the screen downward a bit, her pussy coming into view, surprisingly clear.  She heard his intake of breath and paused.

“Good girl, baby.  That’s perfect.”  His cock began to grow in the confines of his pants. 

“Open your legs, Amy.  Show me your pretty slit.” 

Amy’s blood thrummed in her veins, the deep timber of her Dom’s voice enough to set her heart racing.  When he spoke to her in that no nonsense, ‘do as I say’ tone her insides melted, her breath caught in her throat.  It was thrilling and frightening, like a roller coaster ride.

Adjusting her legs, she waited for further instructions, knowing better than to touch without permission.  Hogan’s eyes were like dark pools of onyx, now, pupils blown.  She didn’t know where he was going, her uncertainty stoking his arousal. 

“Now your lips, Amy,” said Hogan.  “Pull your pussy lips apart.”

His body tensed as she obeyed, his mouth literally watering at the sight of her pink, fleshy cunt.  

“Are you wet?” asked Hogan.

“A little bit, Sir,” said Amy, shaking her head.

“I wish I was there,” said Hogan.  “I wish I was there to lick your clit for you.  I’d make sure you were nice and wet.”

“I wish you were here, too,” said Amy.  The room echoed with their soft laughter.

“Are you sure you haven’t had an orgasm since we last spoke?”

“Yes, Sir.  You said I wasn’t allowed,” said Amy.   “I haven’t had an orgasm, Hogan.  I-I promise.”

She felt a sudden need to convince him, knowing she might be disciplined for coming without his permission. 

“It’s alright, baby.  I believe you,” said Hogan, with a smile.  “You never could lie to me.”

It was true.  Amy had never been a good liar.  Inevitably she forgot her story, or blushed, or got confused.  She’d learned long ago it was just better to tell the truth and take her licks, so to speak.  Trying to deceive her HOH only earned her a sore bottom.   

“Keep your lips pulled back, baby,” said Hogan.  He reclined against the headboard in the warm room.  “Do you want to cum, Amy? Do you wish you could have an orgasm?”

Her eyes dropped to her Sir’s crotch.  He wore dark jeans so she could just barely make out a bulge in his pants.  She longed for the domesticity of home, to kneel at his feet, licking the fat cap of his mushroom head, while he watched TV.  She loved Sir’s cock and wished he was there to give it to her right then.  Taking her Sir’s cock into her mouth grounded Amy.  When she was surrounded by his scent, her face pressed into the crook of his thigh, his fingers stroking her nape, she felt like everything was as it should be; like no matter how crazy everything got, everything would be alright.  She would be alright…as long as she could serve her HOH.    

“I wish you were here, Sir,” she said on a breathy exhale, her voice dripping with desire.  “I wish I could play with your cock and make you come.”

Hogan’s eyes tightened, desire running through him like electricity charging up the wire.  Unzipping his pants, he freed the object of her affection, the thick shaft standing proud between the flaps of his fly.  His breath grew unsteady as he heard her whimper. 

“Touch yourself, honey,” said Hogan.  “Get your pussy wet for me.”

Amy immediately ran her fingers through her labia, two fingers coming to rest on her clit.  She massaged the hard little bundle as Sir directed, the look in his eyes fueling her desire.  Back and forth she rubbed it, her chest rising as she peered at the screen, watching Hogan stroke his penis.  His broad fingers gripping his cock, slowly caressing the bumps and ridges shaped by the veins winding down the shaft.  It was beautiful, his manhood, light tan with hints of red when he was aroused; a broad mushroom head that never failed to fill her.  Oh, how she wanted him.      

“Do you want to cum?” he asked again.

She blinked at him slowly, willing her eyes to focus.  Her mind filled with thoughts of him, she could almost smell him, could almost imagine how he tasted. 

“I’m not sure I can,” said Amy. 

It was hard with her HOH watching.  She wasn’t sure she should even make the effort.  Her juices were flowing now, pooling between her lips, but an orgasm was far from certain.

“Why don’t you try, darlin’?” asked Hogan.  “Try now with me here.  Otherwise you’ll wait until next week when I see you.  No coming on your own, Amy.  Now when I can see you or not at all.”

Her face crumpled into an adorable little grimace.  Neither choice was optimal, really.  If she didn’t come now, she’d have to wait six more days, which felt like a lifetime.  But she knew better than to ask to come on her own.  Hogan rarely allowed her to masturbate and never if he wasn’t there to watch.

“It’s up to you, baby,” said Hogan.  “Either way, this’ll be your last chance until next week.  I want that pussy needy when I see you.  Needy and greedy, darlin’,” he said, with a mischievous grin.

She shivered envisioning her Friday night.  Her HOH would be demanding after not seeing her for three weeks.  She couldn’t wait for him to play with her, to use her for his own carnal pleasure.  As she fondled her clit, fingers wandering through her labia, her thoughts veered off to Friday, imagining her Sir punishing her for her infractions with orgasm denial.  It was a plausible scenario.  From the beginning of their relationship he’d made her work for her pleasure.  She knew better than to assume she’d get to come simply because they hadn’t seen each other in a few weeks.  She pledged to be on her best behavior.

Amy’s pussy plumped, her lips slipping and sliding between her fingers as her creamy nectar flowed from between her labia.  She imagined Hogan fucking her, long and hard, as she pleaded with him for permission to come.  He’d hold her down while he denied her, making her beg until her pride was dust in the wind.  Over and over he’d tease her until she was frantic, appealing to him for mercy. 

Hogan was mesmerized watching Amy rub her pussy.  She’d stopped talking, clearly falling into some fantasy, her eyes fluttering open and closed, in an erratic rhythm.  His cock got harder as she bit into her bottom lip, a tiny frown upon her face.  He watched her labor, fingers flying fast and furious over her clit, now swollen, the shiny button was a pretty shade of pink.  Her thighs closed as she writhed, legs twisting and turning.  It was incredibly sexy, her little pussy playing hide and seek with the camera.

“Open your legs, Amy,” said Hogan.  “I didn’t give you permission to close your legs.”

Amy heard the words.  Translating them into action was another story.  She whimpered, her body a bundle of need wrapped in nerve-endings that were firing like lightning. 

“Open your legs, Amy.”

She parted her thighs just a bit, her fingers fastened to her clit like a barnacle. 

“Good girl,” said Hogan.  “Keep your legs open, sweetheart.  I want to see you.”

Her gasps were music to his ears.  He could watch her squirm and listen to her bleat all day long.  It was beautiful, a gift he would never take for granted.

“Put your fingers inside now, Amy.  Stroke your pussy from the inside.”

Two fingers thrust forward, sucked inside, she pushed them deep, needing to be filled.  She imagined it was Hogan, his thick cock claiming her, owning her, using her for his own pleasure.

“That’s right, baby,” whispered Hogan.  “Fuck that needy pussy.  Fuck it hard.”

She felt it coming, her orgasm, closer and closer she edged to the cliff.  Her hand was a frenzied blur, her legs tense.  Her head fell back, her moans echoing around the room, moisture flowing between her thighs.  She was motionless as her body was suffused with exquisite pleasure.  Several moments passed before she came around, her limbs relaxing into the bed. 

“That was beautiful, Amy,” said Hogan, with a smile.  “Such a good girl.”

She sat up, intensely self-conscious, her face aflame with heat.  She gave him a small smile, barely able to look at him.

“Keep your legs open, Amy,” said Hogan, knowing this would increase her embarrassment.  “I didn’t give you permission to close your legs. I want to see that wet pussy.  Legs open, darlin’.”

She winced but obeyed her HOH, her legs stretching from one side of the mattress to the other.  Hogan relished the sight, his tongue swiping across his bottom lip as he leaned closer to the screen.

“Put your fingers inside and get some juice,” said Hogan.  “I know you must be thirsty after that.”

It wasn’t an unusual request.  Sir liked to see her lick her juice, requiring it often.  She ran her finger through her pussy, ensuring it was wet and glistening, before raising it to her mouth to lick and suck clean.  He groaned, and gripped his cock, his breath ratcheting up exponentially.

“Again,” he gritted out, nostrils flaring.  “Do it again.”

It was a two-fingered clean up this time, as she gathered an abundance of cream, salaciously thrusting her dripping fingers into her mouth, her tongue fluttering between them.  She moaned softly, teasing him.  He bit back a curse as she licked each individual finger now, like a summer ice pop.  She sat silently when finished, shyly watching her HOH, basking in the lust in his eyes as he scanned her; face, chest, pussy, up and down his eyes roamed, drinking her in like a cool glass of water.  She felt settled, calm, desired and strong, her session with her HOH strengthening her. 

She remained seated, body barely stirring.  Unwilling or unable to move until he released her, she waited upon his word.  Finally, he tucked his still hard cock back into his pants.

“Good girl, Amy,” said Hogan.  “You did a good job plucking on your pussy.  I want you to get some sleep now, okay?”

She blushed at his language, pleased with his praise, even though she was still embarrassed.

“Don’t you want to…?” Her eyes fell to his crotch where she could see the outline of his erection.  “I mean, is there something I could…”

Hogan chuckled, adjusting his penis.  He’d gotten three texts just since they’d been on the phone and knew his client must be trying to reach him, probably to check he was alright.  His pleasure would have to wait. 

“I’m alright, sweetheart.  I have a few things I still need to get done.  I’ll see you on Friday,” said Hogan.  “Make sure that pussy’s bald, understand?  And no more orgasms.  I want you bald and needy when I see you next week.”

She nodded. 

“Yes, Sir. Good night, Sir.”

“Night, baby.  Love you.”

Amy was already drifting as she shut off the light and pushed the laptop to the side, a small, contented smile on her face.


Chapter 2

Getting out of Connecticut on a Friday afternoon was a guaranteed headache.  Hogan maneuvered his Ford Edge through the thick traffic, the silver SUV handling well for such a big vehicle and Hogan was, again, filled with restrained glee at obtaining such a sweet deal from the seller.  The original owner had to return to his hometown fast and needed to close the deal quickly.  For that reason, he was willing to sell to Hogan for close to thirty percent less than the Blue Book price.  It had been a year last month.  So far there were no issues and Hogan finally retired his old, beat up Volvo passed down from his Dad so many years ago. 250,000 miles and she still had life in her.  He’d hated to let her go but it was time.

As he crossed out of Connecticut into New York he thought about his plans for this weekend.  His best buddy, Mike, had hooked him up with a guy who owned a cabin about an hour east of Ellery, in LeHigh County.  A former Dom in the local BDSM scene, Mike always seemed to “know a guy” and this time he’d come through again.  On the internet the cabin looked perfect – a fireplace in the living room and the bedroom, rustic real wood paneling, and a gourmet kitchen for Hogan, all on eight gorgeous acres with a creek running through the back.  Bill Thorne, the owner, was a friend of Mike’s who was also a well-regarded Dom in the local community.  When Hogan called him to discuss a possible booking, Bill assured him the cabin would suit his needs.  Best of all, Bill wasn’t charging Hogan for anything, saying he owed Mike a favor and to just leave the cabin as he found it.  It couldn’t have worked out better, really.  Hogan knew Amy needed some alone time with her HOH as well as some down time.  He hoped the weekend would rejuvenate her enough to see her through the next few weeks. 

Hogan rolled his shoulders as he navigated the car along the highway, loosening the tension in his neck muscles.  His mind worked overtime as he thought about the phone call he’d just received.  Before leaving he’d left a message for Dr. Sanchez to discuss payment for Amy’s counseling sessions.  He was surprised to say the least, when the doctor, himself, called back and informed him that although he would be charged, he’d not seen nor heard from Amy.  Hogan took a deep breath trying to reign in his frustration.  He knew Amy didn’t want to see a therapist but they’d agreed that while she stayed with her mom she would see Dr. Sanchez.  Hogan wanted her to see the doctor every week but he’d compromised and said she only had to commit to seeing him twice; two times over a six week period.  Not too much to ask at all as far as he was concerned.  And now, he learned she’d skipped both sessions.  He had to give it to her.  She hadn’t out and out lied to him.  He neglected to ask her about the appointments, instead intending to check in with her in person.  Now, as he turned on to Amy’s street, pictures flashed through his mind like a slideshow as he added up all the telltale signs she’d given him; not tending to her appearance as she should, cancelling the therapy session, criticizing herself on multiple occasions, the list went on and on.  She was backtracking, regressing back to the insecure, irresponsible girl she’d been when they first met.  Hogan sighed, vowing to do his level best to make sure that didn’t happen.

***

Amy was quiet as she and Hogan entered the cabin.  In fact, she’d been quiet the whole drive.  There’d been tears when she first saw him.  He stood in the foyer, Vickie and Joe standing awkwardly to the side, as she melted into his embrace; arms around her as she wept, his hand cradling her neck, lips pressed against her ear as he whispered words of comfort.  It had taken a little while for him to settle her down.  Her feelings simply erupted, like lava oozing from the mouth of a volcano. 

“You’d think we were torturing the girl, the way she’s carrying on,” said Vickie, with a sigh.  She stood in the living room, next to Uncle Joe, seated in his wheelchair, clucking with impatience. 

“Still a drama queen, I see.”

Hogan spared her a glance and a small, artificial smile, his hand stroking Amy’s back.

“I wouldn’t take it personally, Vickie.  I think she’s just overwhelmed and a little tired.  She said she didn’t sleep well the last couple of nights.”  He didn’t think the white lie was so terrible considering he was trying to make Mrs. Davenport feel better.

Amy quieted after a bit, Hogan’s hand stroking her cheek was a soothing balm on her skin. 

“Better now, baby?” asked Hogan.

Amy looked into his eyes, falling into his warm gaze.  She nodded, wishing they were alone.  She wanted to fall to her knees, feel his hand grip her neck, his thick, rough fingers clutching her nape.  She needed his strength, his commanding presence, to guide her through the turbulent waters of her emotions. 

He sent Amy to the bathroom to freshen up so they could head to the cabin.  Alone now, he greeted Vickie and Joe as they waited in the living room, making small talk until Amy returned.  Hogan escaped as quickly as he could without being impolite.  Victoria Davenport was a cougar on the hunt if ever he’d seen one; her hugs always just a tad too long, her mouth open just a little too wide for his kiss. 

The drive to the cabin was blessedly brief, traffic getting lighter the further out of town they traveled.  Inside, Amy made them tea as Hogan settled on the couch in the living room, they fell back into their usual routines even in a new environment.  He opened his arms, seeing Amy head toward him with two mugs in her hands. 

“Come here, baby,” said Hogan. 

Carefully, she set the mugs on the end table before crawling into Hogan’s lap.  He sighed as she curled into him, wrapping herself around him, tucking her head under his chin.  He stroked her arms, savoring the silky feel of her skin, the press of her soft breasts against his chest.  This is what he’d needed; his sweet, pretty wife snuggled against him talking about nothing more important than the cost of a toothbrush and light bulbs on sale.  He let his mind wander as she recounted another mishap by Uncle Joe, closing his eyes and taking in her scent, mouth tugging into a smile as he recognized the apples and cinnamon smell of her shampoo.  The touch of his lips against her silenced her, soft kisses that didn’t ask her for a thing more, just the billowy touch of her mouth, yielding to his. 

“Missed you, baby,” whispered Hogan.  His breathing was labored as he nuzzled her neck, his lips tickling that sensitive spot beneath her ear.

“I missed you, too, Sir,” said Amy. “So much.”

Amy was addled.  It was like she was drunk, she was so overwhelmed.  Her Sir’s presence, his scent, his sheer size, had her dizzyingly aroused.  Seeing him, touching him after the weeks apart was bittersweet; she was sad and angry and frustrated and ecstatically happy all at the same time.  As Sir’s kisses slowly metamorphosed from sweet to seductive, the velvet steel of his arms surrounding her had her falling, tumbling down into a cavern where words were an unwanted intrusion. 

Amy pressed into him, suddenly desperate to be closer, her hands raising to clutch his stubbled cheeks, she thrust her tongue between his lips.  She rose up, awkwardly maneuvering to straddle his legs, while grasping the hem of her shirt to lift it up and away.  She needed to touch him; to feel him with no barrier between them.  Hogan watched with appreciation as her bosom bounced in her bra, hands reaching behind to undo the clasp.  His breath hitched as her breasts tumbled from their lacy prison, full and gorgeous in front of him.  She leaned down, her lips on his, while her hands made quick work of his shirt.

“No,” said Hogan, coming to his senses enough to know that he wanted to see her naked.  “You first, honey.  Pants off.  Panties too.”

It was impossible in this position.  She stood, frustrated, and quickly unbuttoned her pants.

“Is your pussy neat, Amy?” asked Hogan.

She blinked.

“Yes, Sir,” said Amy, words coming out in a whisper.  “It’s smooth.” 

“Did you touch yourself this week?” asked Hogan. 

He watched her now, looking for signs of half-truths and modified interpretations.

“No, Sir,” said Amy.  Her eyes were clear and she held his gaze.  He knew she was telling the truth.

“Show me, baby,” said Hogan.  “Show me that bald pussy.”

She moved slower now, conscious of his eyes upon her, unzipping her jeans, she shimmied them off her hips before doing the same with her panties. 

“On the stool, darlin’,” said Hogan, patting the cushioned ottoman.  “Legs open so I can see you.  I want you spread wide for me.”

Sitting on the ottoman, Amy struggled to obey, awkwardly positioning herself as he’d instructed, her legs ended up straddling his waist, across the back of the couch.  She flushed, knowing her HOH could see all of her this way, every nook and cranny exposed to his gaze. 

Hogan’s heart rate spiked at the vision before him.  She was smooth as a baby’s bottom from stem to stern.  He took a moment to fondle her, spreading her lips with forefinger and thumb, splaying them wide.   He just wanted to look at her, wanted to drink in her sweet face and pretty body all day long, his penis throbbing in his pants.  She was verdant, really, tits full and firm, pussy like a juicy peach, he sighed, valiantly trying to delay the moment when he would no longer be able to hold back and would fall on her, mounting her like she was a bitch in heat. 

His mouth dropped, body clenching, as he slowly pushed his finger inside, her walls sheathing his hand in wet heat.   

“Mmm,” said Hogan, with a smile.  “Is that for me?”

She nodded, her eyes fixed to his.

“You want me, baby?” he asked. 

Another nod.

He reached down and unzipped his pants, freeing his cock from its confinement. 

“This?” he asked, with a teasing grin.  “You want my cock?”

Amy swallowed, watching as his hands gripped his thick length, stroking up and down.  Meeting his eyes again, she nodded, heart pounding in her chest.  God, how she wanted him.  Wanted to feel him inside her, pushing past her boundary, making her his.

“Use your words.”

Heat traveled up her body, her eyes squeezed shut, her skin tingling with trepidation.  She knew where this was headed.  He was in the mood to make her beg. 

“I want your cock, Sir,” said Amy, her body flushed with embarrassment.  “Please.”

“Where?” asked Hogan.  “Tell Sir where you want his cock.”

Hogan was tight, in his element, his dominant nature rising, ruling him.  His eyes swept downward, watching her wriggle and squirm with need.

“Inside me,” she gasped.  “I want it inside me.”

It wasn’t good enough.  She knew it the minute the words left her mouth.  Her HOH wouldn’t be satisfied with such ambiguity.  She moaned as he withdrew his finger, biting her tongue to keep from crying out, she waited, hoping, praying he wouldn’t leave her unsatisfied.  Standing, he placed her on her knees, rubbing his cock head against her lips.  Obediently, she yielded, lips parting to engulf him, eyes dropping shut as she suckled him.  He let her work him for awhile, reveling in the firm touch of her tongue along his shaft.  God, he’d missed her mouth.

A hand on her head stayed her movements as he thrust into her throat, hips pushing forward and back as her eyes rolled up to meet his.

“Here?” asked Hogan, somehow finding the strength to pull his cock from heaven.  “Is this where you want me?”

She shook her head, a forlorn expression on her face.  A wrong answer might deprive her of him.  He might choose to finish in her mouth.  Or he might fuck her but deny her release.  Her pleasure was at his grace.  She felt like she was on the side of a cliff and was desperate to come back from the edge.

“Use your words,” said Hogan.

“No, Sir.”

“Then where, Amy?  Where do you want my cock?”

Gripping her soft underarms he raised her, placing her back against the couch cushions.  He spread her legs wide and she gasped feeling his cockhead rub against her pussy.

“Yes,” she gasped.  “Yes, please, oh, please Sir, please.  I need you.”

“Tell me where you need me, Amy.  Tell me right now.”

“In my pussy,” she gritted, barely able to get the words out.  “Please, Hogan.  I need you in my pussy.  Please Sir, I need it.  Please, please give it to me, please don’t make me wait…”

She was whimpering now, hips rising in a fruitless attempt to take him deeper, his hand on her hip pressing her down.

“That’s right, darlin’,” said Hogan, gripping his manhood.  “Beg for it.  I’ve missed hearing you beg for my cock.  Needy and greedy, just like I told you.”

He teased her, swiping his penis up through her lips, rubbing it against her clit, he let the head breach her just a little before pulling back, his cock now coated with her cream.  Pulling her close for a heated kiss, tongues tangling, as he pushed forward, maneuvering them to the floor.  With efficient movements he grabbed a cushion, discarded his clothing, and with a gentle lift of leg he entered her in one smooth, slow, continuous thrust that left her trembling beneath him.

Amy cried out as she felt him invade her, a deep, guttural moan wrenched from her depths.  Her body contracted, every muscle tightening as his thick cock drove her to bliss.  Her eyes shut, mind swept clean of any rational thought, she was a vessel floating on the currents, a slave to his will.  

Hogan set a leisurely pace, riding her slowly, his penis nestling into her with each stroke.  There was a part of him that wanted to pound her, slam into her pussy with the strength of three weeks of sexual frustration.   But that want was eclipsed by the desire to seduce; the yearning to draw out every bleat and wail until she was a frenzied, quivering mass of sexual need.   It had been so long for both of them.  He needed to make it last, make sure she knew what she’d been missing and who she belonged to.  He suckled her nipples, tugging lightly, gripping them between his teeth.  She shivered as his thighs pressed against her, the rough hair on his legs scraping against her silky skin. 

She was a feast for his senses, breasts jiggling, hips rolling like waves on the ocean, and he intended to indulge to the fullest.  Her feet beat out a rhythm in time to his strokes, grunts and growls filling the air between them as the sloppy slurp of her pussy urged him on.   His eyes squeezed shut, he trembled, sweat dripping from his brow as they moved together.  They’d danced this dance a thousand times and their bodies remembered. 

After all these weeks she just felt…so…damned…good.  He spread her wider, opening her, his thrusts picking up speed.  They were both sweating now as he lay over her, arms encasing her, she held on, wrapping her arms around him.  He lived for these moments, the times when she lost herself in their sex, when they were like two wild animals, shamelessly mating, rutting in the outback.  Her cheeks were flushed, strands of hair clinging to her forehead, arms clutching him tight as he fucked her with intent.  He loved watching her need climb, her moans becoming urgent.  Her body betrayed her desperation.  He couldn’t stop now if he wanted to, his cock on a mission to bury itself as deep inside her as possible.

She was close.  He could tell by the flush rolling up her chest, the muscles taut in her neck, the way she bit her bottom lip. 

“That’s right,” muttered Hogan.  “Work that pussy.  Work that tight pussy.  Come for me.  Come for your Sir.” 

He raised his head in triumph as she crested, his whole world shrinking to a single point of reference.  Her.  Only her.  Nothing else.  He was stunned by the force of her orgasm, hanging on by a thread, he could only watch as she jerked and twitched, her pussy clenching him tight.  Hogan cursed, feeling like his orgasm was wrenched from his soul, hips taking on a life of their own, as nature urged him deeper into her cloying depths.  He pulled her closer, fingers spread across her thighs, bathing her in his essence, unwilling to let that pussy go, he lodged into her cunt like an unwelcome houseguest, no plans to leave, as coils of ecstasy rippled through him.

Hogan shivered, cock still pulsing inside her.  He rolled to the side, running a hand through his hair, muscles relaxed now with his release.  

“I guess you missed me,” said Hogan, laughing, as he caught his breath. 

“I think you missed me, too.  Sir.” 

“Cheeky,” said Hogan.

Amy rolled over, laying on him like a limpet, head resting on his chest, fingers idly swirling through his thatch of hair.  She was filled with gratitude, so happy to be with him, to be back in his arms, to be married to him. 

“I love you, Hogan Hendricks,” said Amy, her lips pressing against his. 

“Love you, too, baby,” said Hogan. 

He lay back, head on the cushion cradling her against him, a feeling of contentment rolling over him like waves on the ocean.  He shivered at the familiar feel of her tongue against his nipples, pinpricks of pleasure like needles on his skin.  She kissed his chest, licking and biting.  He was sensitive there and she knew it prolonged his pleasure.

“Good girl,” said Hogan, stroking Amy’s hair. 

He let her work him for awhile, enjoying the cherished intimacy between them, as she lapped at his chest.  Reaching under her arms, he pulled her on top of him, kissing her softly, his hand easing down to play between her cheeks.  She spread her legs slightly, granting her HOH access to explore her body as he desired.

“Did I make a mess of you, darlin’?” asked Hogan.  His eyes shined with smug, masculine pride at being the cause of her disheveled state.  He laughed quietly.

“Lay back.  Show me that sloppy pussy.”

He sat up, moving back the few feet necessary for what he had in mind.  Amy lay against the cushion.  She jolted a bit as her HOH held her legs in a firm grip.  He spread her knees apart, opening her to his view.

“Keep those legs open, sweetheart.”

She blushed at her position, feeling so exposed, but obediently kept her thighs apart.  She gasped at the touch of his fingers swirling between her lips, slick with her cream and his semen.  He traced downwards, coating his fingers as he caressed her.

“Thirsty?” asked Hogan.  It was a rhetorical question, she knew, but she nodded anyway.  Sir had made his expectations clear.

“Want Sir to feed you?”

Nodding, she opened wide, tongue out, in a proper display of enthusiasm. 

“More?” he asked, as she suckled, fingers gliding softly across her tongue. 

She nodded.

“Good girl,” said Hogan, eyes crinkling with pleasure.  “I love to see you eat my cum, Amy.  Always ready for it, aren’t you, darlin’?” 

She kept her mouth open to receive his essence.  They were silent for the next few minutes, as Hogan’s fingers repeatedly swept through her pussy, nourishing her with his precious seed, he was mesmerized by the sensual feel of her, as she lovingly fed from his fingers.  Over and over he returned to her warm, moist pussy until all traces of his gift had been dutifully swallowed by his sweet, submissive wife. 

***

In truth, Hogan had expected tears after sex, knowing Amy was edgy and emotional from their time apart.  Working on impulse, he held her close, his body under hers, legs entwined, his hand stroked a trail between her back and bottom.  He didn’t consciously think about his actions.  He simply followed his instincts, trusting his gut to lead him down the right path.

“Did you forget something, baby?” asked Hogan, patting her rump a few times.  His eyes swept down toward his cock, still tumescent against his abundant pubic hair.  “Attend to my cock, Amy.  I shouldn’t have to tell you that.” 

She crawled down his thighs, kneeling over him, feeling a tiny prick in her heart at this, another example of her inadequacy.  It wasn’t that she didn’t want to, or even that she’d forgotten.  She was simply disoriented; the last few weeks were so far removed from their normal routine.  She always bathed Sir’s cock after it had been inside her.  Pucker or pussy, it didn’t matter. It was one of his rules and she never forgot. 

With a quick glance upwards, she reached for him, tongue sweeping along him in firm strokes as she cleansed Sir’s penis with her mouth.  She sighed, falling deeper into submission, the familiar ritual bringing her comfort and a sense of peace.  This was the way it should be, she thought, her hands on Sir’s thighs, his hairy, muscular legs like tree trunks under her fingers.  Only a short period had passed but she could feel her arousal increasing.  Breathing deeply she nestled her face into his groin, rubbing her nose into his pubic patch, finding comfort in his musky scent.  Her tongue snaked out to lap at his balls, large and firm, hanging low in their sac.  She took her time, carefully removing all traces of their lovemaking. 

Hogan’s cock lengthened in response to her attention and she smiled, hopeful another session might soon follow.  She sucked the head, the tip of her tongue delving into his slit, gently sweeping away the few remaining drops of semen.  When she finished she was still, the head of his cock cradled between her lips as Sir’s hand on the back of her head stayed her motions and she waited upon his word.

Hogan could feel his cock rising again as he held her motionless with just a hand against her neck.  She was so meek, his wife.  So docile.  Her mouth clinging to his shaft.  He took a moment to appreciate the picture she made. 

“So beautiful, Amy,” said Hogan. “Right where a woman belongs.  On her knees with her mouth full of cock.”

She giggled, teasing his cockhead with a few strokes of her tongue.

“Did you miss serving me, darlin’?”

She nodded, the truth of his words, racing through her blood.  Nothing felt so right as when she knelt before Sir, losing herself in service.

“I’ll be ready for round two soon,” said Hogan.

He ran his hands through her hair, fingers stroking down her cheek to fondle her lips.  He loved her like this, so sweet and obedient, ready to cater to his every desire.  He kept her there for long minutes, rekindling their heartbond as she gently suckled him, nurturing him in the warmth of her mouth.

“Release, Amy.”

She sat up looking at Hogan with something very close to awe in her eyes.  She seemed a little dazed but that was to be expected.  She’d fallen into submission.  Pulling her close, he kissed her forehead, holding her for a second, making sure she was grounded.

“I’ll use your little hole for round two, Amy,” said Hogan, voice pitched low.  She shivered at the touch of his lips against her ear.  “Would you like that?  For Sir to take your little hole?”

“Yes, Sir.” 

The thought of Hogan penetrating her anus made her insides quiver.  It wasn’t always easy, but she never felt more possessed, more owned, than when her HOH used her anal passage.  She craved that connection, that sense of belonging that came over her when she lay on the bed, parting her cheeks, pucker on display for her husband’s pleasure. 

“Are you fresh for me, darlin’?” asked Hogan.

She hesitated. 

He said nothing, just stood, heading for the dining room.  She was curious, watching as he retrieved a brown paper bag from the table, extracted a small kit and placed it into her hands.  She grimaced, as she put two and two together.

“Go on and freshen up,” said Hogan.  “I’ll come in to check you in a minute.”

He observed with interest as she processed his directions, ready to provide a little comfort, if needed.  His cleansings were thorough, his standards particular.  It was only natural she be a little anxious.  She jumped, at the crack of a rubber band snapping, turning in time to see Hogan ease his fingers into a pair of latex gloves.   She swallowed, bottom clenching in anticipation.

“Go on, Amy.  Time to clean out your bottom,” said Hogan, patting her rump as he walked her down the hallway.  Amy clutched the kit like a teddy bear as she followed him.  Hogan smiled as they ambled toward the bathroom; he’d missed making her blush. 


Chapter 3

Hogan awakened in the wee hours, savoring the feel of his wife, asleep in his arms.  Her skin was smooth, all signs of tension evaporated as she rested.  As he rolled to the side of the bed, she flung her arms out in repose, talking to someone unknown.  He shuffled from the bedroom, quietly closing the door behind him, wanting Amy to rest.  Standing at the stove, waiting for the water to boil, his mind recalled the events from the night before.

After round one, he’d sent Amy to the bathroom to prepare for anal penetration.  He’d had her hold her water for 20 minutes.  It was a challenge, but like everything else, it was intended to remind her of her submission, to continue them on the journey of reconnection as dominant and submissive.  Like the first round, the sex was outstanding.  Amy took his cock like a champ, working hard to give him the ride of his life.  She didn’t always come from anal sex, but he’d been able to bring her there this time, his hand buried in her pussy, massaging her clit while he pounded her from behind. 

Afterward, he pulled up a chair, taking a seat behind her as she knelt head down, on the bed.  His hands on her cheeks spread her wide so he could watch as his semen dribbled from her little hole.  Feeding her his come as it dripped down her crease was a beautiful end to a beautiful night and they’d fallen asleep shortly after. 

Now, as he sipped his coffee, he thought of what was to come.  He’d told her he would be reading her journal today and she’d left it on the table for him.  He worried a little at what he might find inside.  Taking a deep breath, he sat, coffee in hand, picking up the small, well-worn book, he turned the pages. 

***

An hour later, Hogan felt his stomach turn.  It started well enough.  But with each passing day the entries got a little worse.  Amy got a little more down on herself, a little more self-critical, as each week progressed.  Hogan’s vision swam with words like, “stupid” and “dumb” and “idiot.”  And it wasn’t Vicky calling Amy those harsh names.  Amy used those words to describe herself.  He felt like he was going back in time, to the days when he and Amy first met and her confidence was damn near nonexistent.  Having been labeled “simple” all her life, she’d had no confidence in her intelligence when they first met.  Hogan had worked for years to build her up to where she was now and reading her journal was like watching her revert before his very eyes.  He heard puttering in the bedroom and knew she’d awakened.  Soon the shower turned on. 

He took a sip of his second cup of coffee, his eyes straying to the picture window.  The trees on the landscape were evergreen; their thick, hearty branches lush with needles and pine cones.  He watched as two squirrels chased each other along the grass before scampering up an oak tree, and pondered how best to handle his submissive wife. 

***

“Morning,” said Hogan.  Amy crossed into the kitchen, hair still wet from her shower.  He eyed her carefully, trying to gauge where she was mentally this morning.  She seemed more centered, if still a little sad.

“Morning, Sir,”

“Coffee’s on the counter.”

He got up to make her homemade toast with jam.  He set her plate down next to him as she fiddled with the coffee.  Taking a seat next to him, her eyes fell to her journal, purposefully placed next to her breakfast.  Her mouth tensed as she sat down.

She’d tried to be as honest as possible in her journal entries, even with the knowledge it might increase her correction.  As much as she dreaded Hogan’s discipline, she knew she needed it; she needed the consistency, the standards and the unwavering expectation that she do her best.  Hogan’s approach had gotten her far, and by now she knew, for better or for worse, his methods worked for her, however harsh.  Still, her tummy filled with butterflies, as she waited to see how the day would unfold.

They spent the morning talking about her behavior and his expectations.  What bothered Hogan the most wasn’t her cussing or the childish acts of revenge she’d engaged in to get back at her mother, though those would still be considered when he administered her discipline.  What bothered him the most was the self-criticism and the self-destructive behaviors that infiltrated every journal entry.  Some days she mentioned not eating.  Other days she neglected her studies.  Still other times she seemed to work herself to the point of exhaustion.  Her nails were bitten; her hair needed a cut, not to mention she’d neglected to trim as he required.  As he’d read through her journal he renewed his commitment to his marriage, to his wife, to his submissive, vowing to get her back on track, stronger than ever. 

Hogan talked to Amy at length, reminding her of her rules.  She was not to belittle or denigrate herself in anyway; that included with words or actions.  She was to honor herself and her HOH by behaving in a mature manner; not by engaging in petty vengeful acts to get back at her mom.  Finally, and most important, she was always, always to turn to her HOH when she needed help.

“Amy, we’ve talked about this so many times before,” said Hogan, his voice laced with frustration.  “What are you supposed to do when you start feeling down on yourself, or overwhelmed, or anything else that takes you to the bad place in your head?” 

He held her hand in his.

“I’m supposed to come to you.”  She gazed at the grain of the wood table.

“And yet again and again, you try to handle things on your own.”

Hogan didn’t want to upset her but he also needed reassurance.  Amy and Becca both were growing by leaps and bounds, changing, becoming more independent.  Maybe they weren’t on the same page any more.  His heart hurt even thinking about it but he would never want to be in a D/s relationship with someone who didn’t truly want to submit to him.

“Honey,” said Hogan, “Do you…Do you still want to be my submissive wife?  Do you still want to be Taken in Hand?”

Amy’s head whipped up, her eyes big. 

“Of course, I do, Hogan.  Yes,” said Amy.  “I love our life.  I love our marriage.”

“You’ve been punished so many times for trying to handle things on your own, and yet you still do it.  You keep holding back.”

He watched her play with her food, fiddle with her journal, studiously avoiding his gaze.  The silence carried on for quite some time.  This was pivotal from Hogan’s point of view.  Amy wanted to be a good wife, Hogan knew.  Her desire to please was intrinsic to her persona.  He’d wait as long as he had to, as long as she needed.

“I guess I think I should be able to handle this kind of stuff on my own.  I never thought of it as withholding submission, Sir.  But I knew you didn’t like it so I guess you’re right.  I just…I…,” said Amy. 

Her voice was small, as she fussed with the sash on her robe. 

“I know I’m weak, Hogan.  Weak-willed and feeble-minded, my daddy used to say.  Each time I tell myself to talk to you, but I get scared.  No man wants a needy woman.”

Her voice dripped with self-contempt.

“No man wants a woman who has to turn to him every time things don’t go her way.”

Despite her mention of her father, Hogan could hear Vicky’s voice in every word.  His blood boiled with the knowledge that Amy was still carrying the legacy of Vicky Davenport’s Rules on How to Keep a Man.

“Where does that leave me?”

She looked at him, questions in her eyes.

“Honey, you’re in a traditional marriage, where the man and wife have traditional roles.  I know that makes me old-fashioned or anti-feminist or whatever, but in our family who’s the Head of our Household?”

“You are,” said Amy.

“That’s right.  That means it’s my job to take care of you.  And it’s a job I love.  I love that about our marriage, Amy.  I love that I lead and you follow.  Honey, the truth is you don’t always know the answer.  You don’t always know what to do.  Sometimes your feminine energy gets in your way and you have trouble making good decisions.   And when you look to me for guidance and direction, honey, I feel 10 feet tall.” 

He leaned forward, grasping her hands in his. 

“I love that you need me that way.  When I met you…well, I thank God everyday for you, darlin’.  I thank God everyday for bringing me a beautiful wife who believes a woman’s place is beneath her man, supporting him, who needs to submit to her husband, who craves my discipline…and who gets wet when I punish her.”

He brought her hand to his lap, cupping her fingers around his erection, loving the blush that stained her cheeks.

“When are you going to stop pretending and accept who you are, Amy?  You keep fighting; fighting your natural femininity.  I know you want to surrender to me, honey.  I know you’re tired of carrying everything on your own.  You have to be.”

He unzipped his pants, encouraging her to caress his manhood, to embrace the fundamental difference between man and woman.

“Feel that, honey?  It means I’m strong; strong enough to hold you.  Strong enough to take care of you,” said Hogan.   “I know it’s scary, admitting you want to go deeper, that you want deeper submission.  The world tells you, you have to be so independent, handle everything on your own.  But honey, you have to ask yourself, when are you going to admit what you really want?”

“And I don’t think it makes you weak to surrender to me, Amy.  Don’t let them fill your head with that nonsense.  I think it makes you honest, strong.  Strong enough to admit what your heart yearns for.  Don’t let them take that away from us.  Don’t let anyone take that away from us.”    

Hogan had her full attention, he could tell.  He could see her wheels turning.  He felt a little exposed, a little vulnerable, but he’d spoken his truth.  He was always on her to be honest, to be truthful.  Well, he supposed now was his turn.  He saw the light in her eyes as she considered his words and he wondered.  If he’d gotten through to her this time, it would be so worth it.


Chapter 4

Marriage was never a picnic.  It took hard work and determination.  The same held true for a traditional marriage.  And whether Hogan wanted it or not, Amy had a punishment coming.  Lying by omission was still a lie in Hogan’s book.  She knew better than that.  And the cussing, the retaliation against her mother, all the little rebellions she’d racked up during the last three weeks, well, the list just went on and on.  Hogan could let a lot slide.  These were trying times after all.  But lying would never be overlooked.  Never.  A marriage had to be built on truth.  And she was fooling herself if she thought he would play games when it came to honesty in their relationship. 

The day passed quickly.  They spent the morning immersed in domesticity.  Amy helped Hogan make homemade pasta sauce for the dinner meal, which took up a good part of the day.  While the sauce was simmering Hogan spent some time reading while Amy worked on her independent study.  It would be a few hours before dinner was served and Hogan thought he might handle her discipline now so they could put it behind them and enjoy the rest of the weekend. 

“Amy,” called Hogan.

Her head popped up, she was buried in books at the dining table.  He motioned with his head, calling her to join him on the sofa.

“You’re due for a correction, aren’t you, honey?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Do you want me to administer it now, before dinner?”  He held her hand in his.  “Or we can wait ‘til after if you prefer.  I’ll let you decide.”

“Can we do it before, Sir?  I’d like to get it over with.”

He chuckled. 

“I thought you might.”

He took her in his arms and held her, preparing her for what was to come.

“You’ve been a naughty little girl, haven’t you?” asked Hogan, rubbing her back.

She nodded, face tucked into his chest.

“I’m sorry, Sir.”

“I know, darlin’.  I know it’s been hard for you.  But you have to learn, Amy.  All that revenge nonsense in your journal, criticizing and carrying on.  You know better than that.  And the lying.”  He patted her rump.  “Baby girl, you know I’ll never let a lie slide.”

She pulled away, her small hands against his chest.

“But, Sir, I didn’t -”

“You didn’t what?” asked Hogan, interrupting her before she got herself into more trouble.  “You didn’t mean to miss your therapy appointments?  You didn’t mean to not tell me about it?  What didn’t you mean, Amy Emily?”

Amy was quiet.  She knew she was walking a fine line.  Sir would never abide lying.  And making excuses would only make it worse.

“I’m sorry,” she said, voice small.

“I’m sorry, too,” said Hogan.  “I have to pay for those sessions since you didn’t call to cancel them.  Four hundred dollars, Amy.  That’ll come out of your allowance.”

Amy bit back her tongue, even though a part of her longed to object.  She only got thirty dollars a week as it was.  It would take forever to pay Sir back. 

“You have something to say, little girl?” asked Hogan, seeing her expression.

“No, Sir,” said Amy.  Better to pay with her wallet than add any more to what was coming to her bottom.

She lay her head against Hogan’s chest, relishing being held by him for a minute.  She dreaded what was in store.  But in her heart she knew she had earned this session, and her mind settled knowing her Sir would never let her shirk her responsibilities.

“There are 3 implements hanging in the bedroom,” said Hogan.  His chin rested on her head, words wafting over her.  “I want you to choose two and bring them to me.”

Amy swallowed.

“Two?” she asked, hesitantly.

He was silent, the nod of his head, his only response.   

He waited, knowing she needed time to come to terms with this new information.  He was pretty sure she’d known she would be disciplined, but two sessions might be a surprise to her.

“Go on, now,” said Hogan, encouraging her off his lap.  “Do as I say.”

Amy entered the bedroom, eyes searching the room.  She didn’t see anything that looked like a tool of correction.  Walking to the other side, she swung the closet doors open.  Nothing to see there either.  She turned, ready to ask Hogan for more direction when she saw them.  Right there, hanging on the back of the bedroom door.  His brown leather belt, a loopy john and a paddle.

She felt tears prick at her eyes at the unfairness of it.  Two punishments.  Why two?  Had she really been that bad?  Walking up to the door, she reached out, her hand trembling a bit as she lightly touched her fingers to the paddle.  It was honey-colored wood about half an inch thick.  She recognized it as one of Hogan’s implements from home.  She ran her fingers along the grain, the wood smooth under her hands.  Moving to the loopy she tentatively pulled on the rubber loops.  She cringed recalling vividly the last time her HOH had used it on her for sassing him.  Her thighs and bottom had stung and tingled for hours afterwards.  The loopy john was deceptively small and light, and to look at it you wouldn’t know just how painful it could be.  Finally she moved to Sir’s belt.  The belt was Sir’s implement of choice, the one he wielded most often.  Hogan believed the belt was a good, old fashioned instrument.  No fancy bells or whistles.  It was reliable, simple and never failed to teach a naughty bottom a good lesson. 

Amy was a little surprised at the comfort she felt as she caressed Sir’s belt.  She knew what to expect from a session with Sir’s strap.  The whipping would be hard to take but there was something about the familiarity of it that called to her.  And she knew Sir would be pleased.  Decision made, she carried the items back to the living room.   She dropped to her knees without needing to be told, and held the two items out to him. 

Hogan smiled, apparently satisfied with her choices.  He took the belt and the paddle and laid them both to the side as he reached forward and stroked Amy’s hair. 

“Good girl,” said Hogan.  “We had a real good time on this couch yesterday.  Today, we’ll use it for punishment, not pleasure.  Over my knees, Amy.  Bottom in the air for your paddle.  Panties around your ankles.”

He was pleased at how quickly she obeyed him, wriggling out of her clothes before positioning herself over his lap. 

“You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you, sweetheart?” asked Hogan, smoothing a hand over her cheeks.  “Acting out with your mom and uncle.  Disrespecting yourself.  Neglecting yourseIf.  Time for it to end.”

Amy shivered, feeling the paddle rub up down her bottom. 

“Twenty strokes, baby girl.  No reaching back.  Hold my ankles if you need to.”

She cried out at from the first stroke.  Hogan found his pace quickly, the paddle falling in a steady rhythm that had her squirming. 

After three weeks, four if you counted the last time she’d been corrected, the sound of the paddle was music to Hogan’s ears.  The thick handle had heft, fitting his hand perfectly.  His form was flawless, arm out and back before coming down with a loud “Thwack!” each stroke rippling through her buttocks.  He was not surprised when his cock started to plump.  There was nothing like a full, rosy bottom, over his lap, submitting to his correction.

“Are you going to touch yourself again without permission, Amy?” 

Arousal thickened his words.

“No, Sir.” 

The sweet sound of a naughty girl, full of regret.

“And are you going to take care of yourself?  Eat when you’re supposed to?  Keep yourself together?  Trim that pussy like a good girl?”

“Yes, Sir,” head bobbing in affirmation.

“Okay,” said Hogan.  “Arch your back. Rump up high now.”

He bit back a groan at the vision she made, deep arch, cheeks spreading, he aimed hard and low, watching those cheeks bounce.

“That’s my girl,” he muttered.  “Bottom up.  Right there.  Perfect.”

He took a deep breath, as the last stroke fell, willing his arm down, resting the paddle across her cheeks.  She rocked back and forth, his knees shifting as he unzipped his pants to release his penis.

“Stay still, darlin’,” said Hogan.  His hand encircled hers, wrapping it around his cock.  “Stay just like that.” 

“Good girl,” said Hogan, feeling her hand stroke down the shaft.  “Just like that.”

He sat for bit, enjoying her, feeling her fingers caress his head.  She seemed more relaxed, more at ease as she lazily glided back and forth.  For Hogan, the heady feeling of her hand on him roused his dominance.   He put the paddle down and picked up the belt.

“It’s time, honey,” said Hogan, easing her hand down, and tucking himself away.  He stood, helping her kneel over the couch cushions.  “I’m gonna whip you for lying to me, Amy.”

She whimpered.

“How many strokes do liars get?” asked Hogan, his deep voice against her ear making her shiver.

“Fifty,” she whispered.

“That’s right.  I know your bottom must feel like it’s on fire.  I’ll give you some on your thighs too.”

“Thank you, Sir,” whispered Amy.

“I know this is hard for you, Amy.  A whipping will do you good.  You’ve earned it.  Try and learn from it.”

“Please don’t whip me hard.” 

The words leapt from her throat before she could stop them.   In her heart, she knew he was right, she had earned this punishment, and it would help her.  But it was hard to admit she needed it, wanted it even.  And really only part of her wanted it.  Another part wanted to run from the room and hide until he put the belt away. 

“There’s no such thing as an easy whipping, Amy,” said Hogan, “I’ll whip you as hard as it takes.”

Stepping back, Hogan doubled the strap, holding it in a loose grip.  It had been weeks since he’d seen his submissive wife, weeks since she’d had any kind of punishment at all.  And during that time she’d fallen off course.   He’d whip her for her own good; whip her to get her back on track. 

Hogan swung the strap back and forth a few times.  The leather felt good in his hands but something was off.  He moved closer, placing a hand on Amy’s back, needing that connection.  He took a breath, raised his arm and so it began.   Hogan was relaxed as the strokes fell, his body loose and open, his mind clear, he was focused exclusively on correcting his wife. 

“This naughty bottom’s learning a lesson, isn’t it, Amy?”  His breath was short with his exertions.  “What happens to liars, Amy?”

Over and over he brought his arm down, working his way between her bottom and her thighs.  “They get a whipping, don’t they?” asked Hogan. 

Little red stripes were starting to appear on her rump as he lost himself in the staccato of the belt, the sway of her ass as her hips surged up and down, in time with the strokes.

“Please, Hogan,” she whimpered, voice wet with her tears.  “Please, Sir.”

“Keep your form, Amy,” said Hogan.  “We’re halfway.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He switched to his left hand for the last half, knowing the strokes would be less intense if he used his non-dominant hand.  She’d already had a paddling.  Her rump rosy and welted.  She’d remember this whipping, for sure.

“Oh, God,” cried Amy, the crack of the belt loud in the air.  “I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.  Please.”

“Last strokes.  I want you to repeat after me.  ‘I will not lie.’”

As she repeated obediently, he brought down the belt, as hard as he had on her first stroke.  He heard her whimper.

“Again.”

“I will not lie,” she repeated, hissing as another stroke burned her bottom.

“One more time, honey.  ‘I will not lie.’”

She struggled through her tears.

“I will not l-lie.”  The sharp smack of the belt stung like the dickens.

“Good girl,” said Hogan.  “I hope you remember that.  If not, I’ll remind you again.  I’ll remind you as many times as needed.”

He kept her over the couch for a long time, waiting for her tears to dissipate and giving her time to compose herself.  Her bottom looked amazing, all swollen and red.  Unable to resist, he unzipped his pants, let his cock spring free.  He stroked himself quickly, craving the release. 

“Spread your cheeks, Amy,” he gasped, his hand a blur. “Don’t let them close, honey.”

Reaching back she obediently held her cheeks open.

“Hold them open for me.  You let those cheeks touch and I’ll whip you again.  Keep ‘em open.” 

He stepped up, a hand on her back, his cock so close he brushed her crease.  His eyes squeezed shut and he cried out, feeling the surge of pleasure as his penis  erupted.  His limbs actually tingled with satisfaction as he watched his semen spurt between her cheeks.  He shook his cock as his pleasure ebbed, making sure he gave her everything, then let her cheeks bounce shut only to spread them again seeing his seed cling to her crease.   Such a beautiful sight. 


Chapter 5

Mike was glad when Bob called and asked him to stop by to talk about the Wisteria house.  With Becca working three weekends this month, he found himself with nothing to do in the evenings.  Normally, he’d throw himself into work, and he’d done that, but everything was going as planned on all his projects.  He’d reviewed his project reports, paid his invoices, and even filed his receipts away, which was unheard of.  So when Bob called and said he had some questions about the Wisteria project timeline, Mike was only too happy to drive out to Ellery to go over everything in person. 

The evening was clear and cold.  Several deer had run across the highway as Mike made his way into town.  Linda and Bob met him at the door, Linda bubbly and eager to serve as usual.  She had his coat off and a beer in his hand, before the front door closed.  He chuckled to himself, thinking Bob was a lucky man to have a woman so willing to please as his partner. He pulled himself out of his thoughts as two new faces rounded the corner. 

“This is my son, Ryan,” said Bob, face full of pride.  “And his girlfriend, Betsy.”

“Nice to meet you,” said Betsy.

She sure was a pretty little thing, thought Mike.  Standing next to 6’ 2” Ryan, she looked like Tinker Bell, with her pixie haircut, perky nose and light smattering of freckles.  He tried not to notice her curvy figure, looking at the multiple ear piercings she had instead.

“Come on, Mike,” said Bob, with a knowing grin, “Let me show you to the office.”

“You’ll stay for dinner, of course,” said Linda, fluttering around him like a butterfly.  “I made my special pot roast, Ryan’s favorite, and there’s plenty to go around.”

Mike was hungry.  He was a contractor and although he now employed at least a dozen men, he still worked on his own sites.  He was always hungry.

“If it’s not too much trouble, I’d love to stay.”

“No trouble at all,” said Linda. “I know you men want to talk all that business stuff.  Betsy and I will finish up in the kitchen.”

***

The confusion Bob had over the timeline was well-founded and Mike was glad he made the trip.  He’d underestimated the time needed to finish the roof, which would impact the whole project. 

“I can’t believe I messed that up,” said Mike, for the umpteenth time.  “Thanks, man. That could have been a disaster.”

“Well, the good thing is we caught it now and we’re not too far along.  You can fix it, right?”

“Yeah.  I can shave some time off the other areas and add it to the roof.  We should be good.”

The men ambled toward the dining room at the sound of Linda’s voice.  Mike stood off to the side, uncertain of the seating arrangements but something told him Linda would have a plan.  The dining room was formal with a large dining table.  Mrs. Richardson sat Mike at the head with she and Bob on one side, Betsy and Ryan on the other, the rest of the table remained empty.

Dinner was delicious.  Mike hunkered down and tried not to embarrass himself, scarfing the food down like he had on a feedbag.  Naturally more of an observer than a talker, Mike was content to listen, still learning the dynamics of the household.  He knew Linda was Taken in Hand.  Linda and Bob attended the same church as Hogan and Amy and Mike knew the church preached the husband as God in the house.  He’d been surprised, though, hearing Linda refer to her stepson as ‘Sir.’  But after Ryan chastised Linda for interrupting, things got a little clearer for Mike. 

“Listen to us, monopolizing the conversation all night,” said Linda.  “Poor Mike hasn’t been able to get a word in edgewise.”

He smiled politely, content to remain on the sidelines for the evening, however, four faces continued to look at him expectantly. 

“I actually do have a question, but it’s rather personal.”

“We don’t stand on formality here,” said Bob.

Mike wiped his mouth, considering.  He didn’t play games and he didn’t enjoy idle chatter.

“Is it hard, Mrs. Richardson?  Obeying two men?” 

He smiled, prepared to give her an out if the question was more than she could handle.  Linda looked first to Bob and then to Ryan, Bob nodding in approval.

“Well,” said Linda, hesitantly. “At first it was.  When he turned 18, it was hard for me to make the shift.  I’d thought of Ryan as a child for so long, it took me a little while to realize he wasn’t a little boy anymore.  He was a grown man.”

She smiled at Ryan, a wistfulness in her eyes.     

“It took me a little while, but I got there.” 

“A few ass whoopings helped though, didn’t they, Momma?” asked Ryan, with a wink. 

Linda blushed, eyes dropping to the tablecloth.

“Yes, Sir.”

“I’m stricter than my father,” explained Ryan, “so it was an adjustment for her.  But she’s learning, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir,” said Linda.

“You’re doing a good job, Momma.  You take real good care of us.”

Linda blushed at her son’s praise.

Bob leaned forward, covering Linda’s hand with his own.

“Now, Ryan, don’t embarrass your mother in front of our guest,” said Bob, teasingly.

“And you’re Taken in Hand, too, Betsy?” asked Mike.

“Yep,” said Betsy, nodding, she took a sip of water

“Excuse me?” asked Ryan, eyes cutting over to her.

“I mean…Yes, Sir.”

“That’s better.  Mind your manners, Betsy.”

“Yes, Sir,” said Betsy, “Sorry.”

Mike didn’t have any other questions, except maybe where he could find the recipe for the pot roast.  But Linda wasn’t inclined to share her secret recipe so Mike settled for a promise of some to take home.  He enjoyed himself more than he expected, he realized, sipping coffee after eating two slices of homemade cake.  It had been a long time since he spent any time around his own family.  While they tried to accept him for who he was, his way of being was a bit more than they could handle.  They loved him from a distance and he tried to respect their wishes.  It was nice being around someone as nurturing as Linda Richardson.  And seeing how Ryan looked up to his father was remarkable.  The only blemish was Betsy.  Mike had seen his share of arrogant females and Betsy didn’t strike him as the type.  But he had a feeling that him being here tonight had somehow thrown her for a loop.  She’d interrupted Ryan twice already that evening. 

“Betsy, just because we have company doesn’t mean you can misbehave.  Mind your manners. That’s your second warning,” said Ryan.  “There won’t be a third.” 

He tapped his middle finger on her dessert plate.

“You, too, Momma,” said Ryan.

“Yes, Sir,” said Linda.  She had no desire to be corrected by her son or her husband tonight.   Betsy just seemed more irritated than worried about pleasing her HOH.

“What were you saying, Bob?” asked Mike. 

“Oh, I was telling you about that movie.  There’s this line where the main character talks about how uptight his friend his. He says his friend is so uptight you could take a hunk of coal and -” 

He stopped suddenly, realizing they were in mixed company. 

“Well,” said Bob, chuckling. “It’s not appropriate for mixed company so I’ll save it for later but -”

“Oh, I know that story, Mr. Richardson,” said Betsy.  “It’s hilarious.  The guy says -.”

“Betsy,” said Ryan, a hand on her arm in warning.

“My friend is so uptight –“

“Betsy –“

“ ‘If you stuck a chunk of coal up his ass in two weeks you’d have a diamond.’”

There was silence.  Betsy glanced around the table, eager for a reaction.  Unfortunately, no one was laughing.  Bob looked disapproving.  Linda studied the tablecloth.  Only Mike looked directly at Betsy wondering how her HOH would address the situation.

“That’s enough,” said Ryan, with a sigh.  “Stand up.”

Betsy looked around the table as though expecting support. 

“It was funny, Ryan.  I was just telling a funny story.”

He waited.  He would not repeat himself.  Her face crumpled, realizing she’d crossed over the line.    

“I didn’t mean anything by it,” said Betsy, biting her bottom lip. 

“You’re being petulant.” said Ryan.  “You wanted attention.  And now you got it.  Go around the end of the table.  I want your pants down.”

Betsy glanced at the dinner guests.  Her heart pounding as she came to terms with her predicament.  She prayed her HOH would take her to the bedroom.

“Please, Ryan.  Please, can we go upstairs?”

He said nothing, only pointed toward the table.  She faced them for a moment, whimpering quietly, before plodding to the end of the table.  Reluctantly, she unzipped her pants, swiveling her hips until they dropped to her ankles, revealing a flimsy pair of red panties.   

“Climb up, honey,” said Ryan, a hand on her backside urged her onto the table. 

“Ryan, I am so sorry.  Please not here.” she whispered, her eyes filling.

The time for apologies had passed.  In Ryan’s mind he had already moved on to her discipline.  Any attempts to persuade him otherwise would be futile.  This was happening.

“Sit back.  Kneel for me.”  His hands on her thighs pressing her onto her bum. 

Grasping her knees, Ryan spread her legs, revealing her to their company.  He heard her sniffle as he rested his hands on her knees, ready to hold her if she chose to resist.  He didn’t enjoy correcting her in front of company but rules were rules and she’d pushed him to the limit tonight.  If she needed a reality check, a reminder of who she obeyed, he would give it to her.

“Two warnings, Betsy,” said Ryan.  He spoke to Betsy directly, but his low voice carried well, across the table.  His momma’s head was down, but Mike and Bob looked directly at Betsy, knowing part of her correction was the humiliation of being seen in such a state. 

“I gave you two warnings, which is two too many in my book.  I don’t know what’s got into you tonight but we’re going to fix it right now.  Cussing.  Interrupting.  And that story is definitely not appropriate for your pretty mouth.”

He inched her knees a little wider. 

“Momma, would you bring me some olive oil please?”

Linda looked as though she might cry.  She hurried to the kitchen.  Ryan stroked Betsy’s arms while they waited, tremors raking through her body.

“Settle down.”

Taking the oil from Linda, he sprinkled a few drops, rubbing his fingers together while Betsy watched in trepidation. 

“What’s the rule, Betsy?”

“Where, wherever mis, misbehavior occurs, correction follows,” she whispered.  She held onto Ryan’s forearms, nervously squeezing them. 

“That’s right.  Misbehave at the dinner table, corrected at the dinner table.”

She jumped, feeling her HOHs hand slide between her cheeks.  His fingers tugged on her panties, pulling them to the side.  The only sound her moans as his finger breached her rim, scratching a little before tunneling inside.

Mike was intrigued, watching the scene play out in front of him.  His view of Ryan was blocked by Betsy, but it was easy enough to imagine what was going on behind her from HOH’s stance.  He’d hunkered down, his eyes focused on her bottom, head tilting back for a better view.  Mike hadn’t expected to be privy to a scene when he accepted the invitation to dinner.  It was a pleasant surprise, he thought, his eyes again drawn between Betsy’s legs.  His arousal elevated as he imagined what was going on behind her. 

“Where is my finger, Betsy?” asked Ryan, pressing forward until he was well seated in her rectum. 

Her skin crawled.  She wanted to slip underneath the table and disappear.  She was so…so…humiliated.  She hung her head in shame. 

“No,” said Ryan, a hand under her chin.  “Head up, Betsy.  I asked you a question.”

“It’s…it’s in my bottom hole.”

“And what’s it doing there?  Why is my finger in your anus?”

“To discipline me, Sir.”

“Discipline you for what?”

“For bad behavior,” said Betsy. 

“That’s right.” He pumped his finger a few times.  “You were a bad girl tonight, weren’t you?”

“Yes, Sir.”

His hand under her chin kept her head high, her eyes darting all around the room.  As much as she tried to avoid them, her eyes were drawn repeatedly to Mike and Bob, their faces impassive as they witnessed her debasement.  She knew her face must be crimson, her lip trembling as her HOH kept a slow, steady rhythm, pumping into her rectum. 

“How?”

“I - I cussed.  And I interrupted.  And I told a - a naughty story.”

Ryan was annoyed.  Her behavior was display, pure and simple, a blatant show of insolence.  He and Betsy had been dating for more than a year and he’d learned she had a rebellious streak, had seen it more than once.  He thought of her as a wild filly sometimes, determined to defy her master even to her own detriment.  Ryan planned to propose this year and he was firm that they wouldn’t start their lives together this way, with her fighting him at every turn.  If she had to be broken, like the filly learning to bow to its master’s will, he’d break her.

“Take another finger, Betsy.  Feel what happens to bad girls.”

Mike saw rather than heard Ryan elevate Betsy’s correction.  Her pretty pink pussy lips peeked around the narrow gusset of her panties.  His mouth watered at the sight of her fleshy center, his cock growing hard in his pants, nostrils flaring as he watched her scoot forward, only to be pulled back by Ryan’s firm hand.

“I should give you three fingers,” said Ryan. “One for each infraction.”

His breath brushed across her ear, low enough the others couldn’t hear.   He stretched her thighs a little wider as his second finger sought to invade her.

She moaned, her panic at the possibility of being made to take three of his fingers outweighing her pride.   

“No, Ryan, please,” begged Betsy, her voice urgent, “Please don’t make me take three.  I’ll be good.  I promise.  Please not three.  Two is enough.  It hurts.”

In her fright, she tensed, clenching him tight, impaled on his fingers.  She held still, pain coursing through her, fearful of moving lest she displease him.  She felt so full as he pumped in and out of her, his large fingers stretching her uncomfortably.  His left hand held her by the thigh, fingers dangerously close to her pussy, she prayed he wouldn’t find out how wet she was.  She breathed a sigh of relief feeling him slowly ease out, only the tip of one finger remained, barely cresting inside her.

“Do you think you can be a good girl now?” asked Ryan, his fingers tickled, playing a melody between her cheeks.

“Yes, Sir,” said Betsy, nodding her head.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

Another nod.

“Alright, then,” said Ryan, a hand on her back, pushing her forward.  “Head on the table now, chest down.”

She was frightened not knowing what he had in store, but she knew it was more important to follow his directions.  He waited as she obeyed, hips raised, his finger still inside her.  He played with her a bit, wanting her focused on her submission. 

“Squeeze my finger, Betsy,” said Ryan.  “Squeeze it hard.”

She closed her eyes, trying to pretend she was alone, instead of laying ass up on the dining table in front of her future in-laws.  The seconds passed with Ryan waiting, his finger snug in her rectum.

“I thought you said you were ready to be a good girl,” said Ryan.

“I am.  Please Ryan, please.  I can be a good girl.”

“Obey me.  Squeeze down.  Clench your pucker on my finger. No.  Not your cheeks.  Squeeze your little anus.  Let’s see if you can turn my finger into a diamond.” 

A wonderful tightness sheathed his forefinger. 

“Good.  Hold it just like that.”  He made her hold him for several seconds, enjoying the tightness surrounding his fingers.  “Release and do it again.”

He raised his head in triumph, eyes lighting on Mike who looked at him with open respect. 

“Alright,” said Ryan, withdrawing his finger, he placed her thong back between her bottom cheeks.  She sat on the edge of the table, her back to their audience.  He held her close for a minute, her head buried against his chest, he kissed the top of her head before helping her stand. 

“That was hard for you, wasn’t it?” asked Ryan.

She nodded, eyes filling once again.

“I don’t like to have to embarrass you in front of our guests, Betsy.  But you made your choice, didn’t you?”  He rubbed a cloth napkin over his hands.  “You were willful tonight.  Willfully disobedient.” 

He stroked her cheeks with his thumb, wiping away her tears.

“You have to learn, honey.  Learn to obey me – the first time.  Twenty minutes in the corner.”  Reaching into his pocket, he handed her a dime.  “Then we’re done.”

He kissed her forehead, turning her toward the wall with a pat on her rump.  She shuffled away, knowing better than to pull her pants up.  Taking his place back at the table Ryan looked up to see her, nose holding up the dime, chubby cheeks on display.  Picking up his fork, he dug into his dessert, savoring the velvety texture of the cake, mixed with the thick fudge frosting.

“Don’t let that dime fall, Betsy,” said Ryan, encouraging.  “Make sure you hold it up.”

“Yes, Sir.”

She was humbled, focused on avoiding more discipline, she was determined not to let the dime fall.  He was satisfied. 

It was impressive, thought Mike, the skill with which Ryan handled his girlfriend.  Mike wasn’t used to seeing such maturity or self-confidence in someone so young.

“The humiliation’s good for her,” said Mike.  It was quiet now, the evening felt more subdued.

“All women need it every now and again,” agreed Bob, nodding toward Linda.  “Lord knows I’ve had to take your momma down a peg a few times over the years.” 

He held her hand.  She flushed, a fresh wave of heat rolling over her as she recalled all the ways Bob disciplined her.

“Keeps a woman humble,” he said.

“We’ll see if it does any good,” said Ryan, his plate was almost clean.  “This cake is delicious, Momma.”

“I second that,” said Mike, holding up his fork.

“Let me pack some up for you and Becca,” said Mrs. Richardson, standing to clear their plates.

Ryan downed a tall glass of water, wiping his hand across his mouth.  Life was good.    


Chapter 6

“What are you chuckling about, over there?” asked Becca, seated in the passenger seat next to Hogan. 

He glanced at Becca who’d been quiet ever since they got in the car.  He was surprised at how long she’d held out.  He hadn’t told her where they were going or why and he didn’t think Mike had either.  It was a testament to the changes she’d gone through since submitting to her Master.  Becca hadn’t always been so serene.  Hogan could recall a time, not that long ago in fact, when she’d been depressed and lonely, disillusioned by her poor track record with men.  Things had changed when he and Amy got married.  Hogan introduced her to his old college roommate, Mike.  A strict Dom with years of experience under his belt, he and Becca made an immediate connection and had quickly fallen into a Master/submissive relationship. 

“I was just thinking about a conversation I had with Jeremy, the guy who owns the cabin Amy and I stayed at,” said Hogan.  “He’s a Dom I met through your Master and when I called to confirm the reservation he said I should do a walkthrough before I picked up Amy because he left his whip and hood there from his last stay!”

“Oh my goodness,” said Becca, joining in his laughter. 

The light in her eyes was beautiful.  She seemed relaxed and at ease.  Her long brown hair was pulled back in a casual pony tail.  She wore a cream colored sweater that brought out her highlights.  She looked healthy and happy to him, and it pleased him no end to see her this way.

“Well, if you found the whip,” said Becca, “I’ll take it.  I can think of a couple of obnoxious doctors who could stand a good thrashing.”

In the 3+ years he’d known Becca, Hogan had never once heard her speak with such ire, or from a dominant perspective.  She had a look in her eye that made him sit up and take notice.  This was new.

“Everything okay at work, darlin’?” asked Hogan, posing the question as casually as he could.  “You don’t usually get so fired up.”

“It’s nothing.  Just a doctor at the hospital who thinks nurses are there to serve him.” 

With a little probing from Hogan, Becca launched into a disturbing tale of multiple incidents she’d experienced at the hospital lately, particularly with a “Dr. Metz” who sounded suspiciously like a bully to Hogan’s trained ear.  Apparently lambasting Becca was his new favorite pastime, routinely questioning her skill and knowledge in front of her patients and peers.  It sounded like no one had stepped into to stop him, as far as Hogan could tell, until he had publicly commented on a dress she’d changed into after work for a date with Mike.  Only then had the head nurse stepped in and warned Dr. Metz to curb his language.  Apparently that, too, had backfired with the ‘good’ doctor sarcastically stating of course he would have to watch his language since sensitive Becca needed everyone to walk on egg shells around her. The more he heard the more Hogan’s blood began to boil.  It sounded like Becca was right.  Someone did need a thrashing and Hogan would be more than happy to provide it.

“How long has this been going on?” asked Hogan. 

“For a few months,” said Becca.  “What galls me the most is, I have more experience than he does.  He finished his residency what, two years ago? Three at the most, and he questions my ability to care for my patients?”

Part of Hogan was impressed.  It was great to see her riled up, standing up for herself.  After so many years of watching her flounder in her personal life, taking the blame for every loser guy she came across, he wanted to do a fist pump and say ‘Yes!’ to her righteous anger.  But another part of him wanted to go down there and punch that doctor in the mouth, show him how it feels when someone bigger picks on you.

“Have you talked to Mike about this Becca?”

“No, Sir,” said Becca.  “It’s okay, Hogan.  I can handle it.  It just burns me up sometimes, the way he talks to me.  I just want to…I want to…” 

He watched as her lips pursed adorably in frustration; reminding him of the little girl inside her.

She wasn’t quite there yet, he noted.  Not yet able to translate that healthy, self-protective anger into a healthy, self-protective urge to strike back.  She wouldn’t allow herself to go there…yet.  But it was only a matter of time now.  He was sure of it.

“You don’t carry this on your own, Becca,” said Hogan.  “You understand me?”

He caught her eye for a moment, making sure she was clear on his intent. 

“Things go on like this, I want to hear about it,” said Hogan, his hands clenching the steering wheel.  “I’m serious.   Might have to go down there and start knocking heads together.”

Becca giggled, feeling a nervous flutter in her tummy.  Hogan was so sexy when he went into protective big brother mode. 

“Baby girl, I asked you a question,” said Hogan. 

Becca sat straighter, her smile shrinking a little at his tone.

“Yes, Sir.  I understand.” 

It was still a struggle for Becca and she was beginning to realize it probably always would be.  She was a submissive.  Her natural inclination was to obey male authority.  In her personal relationships that dynamic worked out fine but at work it made her a target for bullies like Dr. Metz.  Becca knew it was important to assert herself and show confidence.  It just wasn’t easy. 

She respected Hogan and understood his need to protect her.  At the same time, she needed to know she could handle things on her own.  She’d worked so hard to get to this place in her life.  She didn’t want Mike or Hogan to swoop in like knights in shining armor and save the day.  She hoped he would be able to see that. 

“Hogan, Sir, I want to handle this on my own.”  She swallowed.  “Please.  It’s important to me.”

Hogan was quiet for a second, knowing what it cost Becca to speak up for herself.  Atta girl, he thought.  It’s about damn time.

“I get that, angel.  I understand, and that’s alright.  But you need to keep your Master and me in the loop, okay?”

“Okay.”

He caught her hand in his, bringing her fingers to his mouth for a kiss.

“Good girl.”

She fairly glowed at his praise, her face lighting up like the sun.

“Thank you, Sir,” said Becca. 

He strained to make out her next words, her voice pitched very low.

“I want to make you proud of me.  You and Master, both.  I’m trying really hard to work on my…issues.  No more ‘Wimpy Wilma.’”  She nodded to herself, determined. 

Hogan attended this conversation carefully, hearing as much in what wasn’t said as what was.  He brought her hand down, her fingers spreading across his thigh, his larger fingers entwined with hers, holding her close against him.  The beginnings of an erection made itself known as his cock plumped in his jeans, his arousal raised by their conversation.  Mike called it his Tarzan complex, the way his libido rose when he was called upon to protect a woman.  Hogan preferred not to label it, whatever it was.  He just knew that thinking of someone hurting Becca made him want to punch something, and thinking of how he would protect her, made his dick hard.  Simple as that.

“We’re already proud of you, angel,” said Hogan.  

She sat beside him surreptitiously gazing at their hands, her thumb grazing his groin.

“What?”

His eyes crinkled in amusement and he held back a chuckle as she raised her head.  She blushed, realizing he was completely aware of where her attention lay.

“I said we’re already proud of you, Becca,” said Hogan, guiding her hand back and forth across his thigh.  Giving her hand a squeeze, he focused on the road ahead. 

***

Over time Hogan saw subtle changes in Becca start to emerge.  It was remarkable.  He delighted in seeing her flourish under her Dom’s strict love and attention.  He and Mike had slowly begun paving the way toward a shared connection.  Mike had already tasted Amy’s charms but Hogan had been slower to act, willing to wait for the right moment, which appeared to be now.  Mike had to work this weekend but Becca’s favorite jazz band was playing in Ellery.  It was only about two hours away but with his work scheduled Mike just couldn’t make it happen.  He asked Hogan to take Becca and they decided to make it a surprise overnight trip.  Hogan hadn’t discussed the weekend plans with her in any detail, handling everything through Mike. 

“Did Mike tell you anything about this trip, Becca?”

They’d been driving for almost an hour.  The traffic had thinned out considerably as they ventured closer to the heartland.  She’d been hesitant to bring up the topic.  When she asked Mike what the trip was for he’d just smiled and said Hogan would tell her. 

“No, Sir,” said Becca, shaking her head.  “He said you didn’t want to ride by yourself and that he couldn’t go.”

“Well, that’s not completely true,” said Hogan.  “He’s surprising you with concert tickets.  We’re actually going to see The Hornettes.” 

He laughed as he heard her gasp and jump in her seat.

“Really?”

“Mike really wanted to take you but he just couldn’t swing it with the new schedule and he knew how much you wanted to see them so…I hope you don’t mind that I’ll be your date tonight.”

“Hogan, that’s awesome!  Of course I don’t mind.  I’m thrilled!” 

She bounced up and down with excitement, clapping her hands together, her sparkly blue fingernails catching the light through the car window.

Becca had been dying to see The Hornettes.  When Mike got his newest client she didn’t even bother mentioning the event to him, knowing he was under a lot of time pressure.  She should’ve known he would figure it out. Somehow, even with everything else he had on his plate, he always found a way to put Becca’s needs first; to take care of her.  This concert wasn’t a big deal in the grand scheme of things but he’d thought of it anyway.   

She tuned back into to what Hogan was saying, shaking off thoughts of her Dom. 

“They’re playing at the Mandarin Inn.  I booked us a room so we don’t have to rush back. We can eat dinner, enjoy the show, and then head back tomorrow.  How does that sound, Becca?”

“It sounds great,” said Becca. 

Hogan looked over at her for a moment.  Her smile was radiant.   

“We’re driving through Oakdale,” said Becca, cheerfully.  “It’s where my family’s cabin was.  Amy and I spent a lot of summers here.  She has a lot of real good memories of this place.”

Hogan was struck for a moment, reminded again of those deeply intimate friendships between women, especially childhood friends like Becca and Amy.  There was still so much about his wife’s experience that he didn’t know.  In a way, no matter how long Hogan and Amy were together, in some ways Becca would always know her better. 

“I hope you have some happy memories, too, angel,” said Hogan. 

“I do,” said Becca, with a sigh.  She lay back against the seat, the smooth lines of her neck extending as her head fell back against the leather head rest.  “Those teenage years were hard for me and Amy, but the summers at the cabin were the best, Hogan.  Just…the best.”

He glanced at her, her eyes closed, a small smile drawn across her face. 

“Tell me about it, Becca,” said Hogan.  “Tell me about one of those summers.”

“Well,” said Becca, settling in, “the summer we both turned 14 we met these boys, vacationers like us, not locals.”

She looked out the window, falling into her memories, the scenery passing by, unseen. 

“Brian and Quinn.  They were like, our first taste of having boyfriends, you know?  Like, real boyfriends.”

She giggled.

“The four of us were inseparable that summer.  Brian and Quinn were best friends and Amy and I were best friends and we liked all the same things.  We were crazy into jet skiing for some reason and we spent every day down by the lake, swimming and biking, taking these crazy long hikes in the mountains.  The last weekend of the summer we went on a long, all day hike and came back exhausted, I mean just beat to all get out.  And the guys went into town and brought back ice cream for us and I remember sitting on the porch, eating ice cream together and just thinking I never want this summer to end.  But of course it did.  And we had to say good bye to Brian and Quinn.  And we were heartbroken.  For two weeks until school started and “Jean-Marc” the French exchange student came to school that year and we miraculously forgot about Brian and Quinn.”

She laughed remembering the drama-ridden angst of their teen-age lives.  She stared out the window, the landscape passing by unseen as she recalled those long ago summers.

His hand trailed down her neck, caressing the soft skin.  Strong fingers tickled the sensitive spot behind her ear, before coming to rest in a possessive grip on either side of her nape.  She shivered at the sensual stroke.

“Sorry,” said Becca, “I’m just going on and on.”

“You’re alright, sweetheart.  I’ve got you.”

Becca swallowed, her pulse speeding up at the casually intimate contact.  She loved Hogan’s touches.  They felt possessive, like he was asserting his right to touch her as he desired.  Hogan was a dominant.  His size, his calm authority, his intensity, all communicated to the world, loud and clear, who and what he was.  And the quiet, meek part of Becca couldn’t help but respond to his dominant nature.

***

They stopped for gas about 30 miles outside of Ellery.  Becca took the opportunity to run into the rest stop Mini Mart and use the restroom.  He leaned against the car door waiting for her.  Winter was late coming this year and though it was January the temperature had hit the high 50s.  He was warm in his jeans and blue flannel shirt.  Running his fingers through his hair, he saw her emerge, her eyes calmly sweeping the area until she sighted him.

“All set?” asked Hogan. 

“All set,” said Becca, standing before him. She waited for him to allow her to pass.

She shifted awkwardly under the intensity of his regard, imagining those brown eyes could see into her soul.  She wanted to turn and hide behind a tree.  And at the very same time she wanted to stay exactly where she was.  She didn’t think it was deliberate.  Did he even know his impact upon her?  The way her heart pounded?  The way she was drawn to him like a magnet, to the feelings he stirred up inside her? 

Hogan wasn’t sure when it happened, but something had shifted between he and Becca.  Seeing her stand before him, quietly waiting for his direction, unquestioning of his right to gaze at her face, her body, he felt it.  He accepted, perhaps for the very first time, that he wanted to discover her.  He wanted to dive into her and revel in her secret places.  He felt it in his blood and now he consciously acknowledged it would happen.  His cock hardened as he felt the desire flow between them.  It was as if her spirit, her sweet, submissive spirit surrounded him like a warm mist. 

“Come here, angel,” said Hogan, taking her hand to pull her against him.  She wrapped her arms around his waist, her softness giving way to his muscular frame.  His hands strayed under her turtleneck, under her bra, warm fingers gliding across the expanse of her back.  She gasped, clinging to him in surprise.  He held her close, enjoying her, the feel of her skin in his hands.  Her face was tucked in, tight against his neck.  She smelled sweet, like strawberries.  Pulling back, he raised her face to his, two fingers under her chin. 

Becca was beset, overwhelmed by his presence.  He smelled like a tantalizing combination of aftershave and musk with undertones of sweat thrown in for good measure.  She wanted to drown in the scent of him, lose herself in his strong arms.  She winced realizing she’d yet again missed her part of the conversation, too busy sniffing him like a bloodhound. 

“I’m sorry,” said Becca.  “Did you say something?”

Smiling, he kissed her forehead.

“I said I‘m going to ask you the same question I asked Amy.  And I expect an honest answer.”  His hand cupped her cheek, his eyes searching hers. 

“You’re okay being shared, angel?” asked Hogan.  “I’ll still love you if you say no, Becca.  And so will your Master.”

Becca was a puzzle sometimes, so eager to please it was hard to determine her real desires.  Sometimes, Hogan wondered, did she even know what she truly wanted?  Or had she twisted herself into such a pretzel, trying so hard to please everyone around her, to be accepted, that she no longer knew herself?   And he didn’t want her to say yes out of a misguided belief that Mike or Hogan would be displeased somehow.   He studied her, waiting for her response, looking for signs of uncertainty.

She gave a nod, her eyes dropping shut as she swallowed.

“Use your words, Becca.”

She burrowed into him, nestling against his chest.  Truth be told, it was what she’d wanted for a long time.  Watching Amy and Hogan get together hadn’t been easy for Becca.  She wouldn’t call it jealousy.  That word had such an ugly taint.  She’d been happy for her best friend…and sad for herself.   Meeting Mike hadn’t erased Becca’s attraction; it had simply downgraded from a raging fire to a bubbling simmer.  Hogan had been there for her, picking up the pieces, too many times for her to put her feelings for him up on a shelf.  He’d been her refuge for far too long, the only place outside her fantasies, where she could let even a small part of her true nature shine through. 

“Yes, Sir,” whispered Becca.  “I want it.”

“It may not be easy for you, darlin’,” said Hogan, his chin resting on top of her head.  “Your Master and I have similar…proclivities.  I’ll use you hard, angel.  You know that by now.”

“Yes, Sir,” said Becca, face pressed against his chest.  “I want -  I want to please you.  Please…”

Hogan’s desire ratcheted up tenfold at her whispered plea, his cock swelling to full erection.  Making no move to mask his arousal, he simply held her in his embrace, letting her feel her effect on him.  No words were spoken for several moments, each pondering the landscape of the new horizon before them.  Eventually, he eased back, carefully extricating himself.  His hands on her waist making sure she was steady on her feet.

“Back in the car, angel,” said Hogan.  “We’re almost there.”

“Yes, Sir,” said Becca, voice throaty with desire.

Becca needed a minute to gather herself, her body still reeling from his touch.  She wanted to shelter against his broad chest and stay there forever. 

When Mike suggested she would be shared, Becca had agreed, acknowledging her attraction to Hogan.  But months had passed and the topic hadn’t come up again.  She knew Mike had taken Amy, in Hogan’s presence.  She couldn’t help but question why Hogan hadn’t partaken of her, wondering if there was something about her that dissuaded him.  Now she was reassured, happy and a little nervous about what the future had in store.

Becca could barely breathe she was so aroused.  She was always a little dotty around Hogan, not always doing the best job of hiding her schoolgirl crush.  But the way he held her, touched her, it would be too much for any girl to withstand, really.  Seeing and feeling his erection was the last straw.  One minute she was sitting next to him in the car, lost in those warm, brown eyes and the next her face was in his lap, lips nuzzling his manhood through his jeans, her arms gracelessly laying against him.  She shivered, feeling his cool fingers against her neck.  Breathing deeply, she took his scent deep into her lungs, wanting to be closer, wanting him.  She’d wanted him for so long.

“Do you want my cock, Becca?”

His fingers stroked her nape.

Hogan’s pulse was racing.  He’d known Becca for more than three years and he was still amazed at the depth of her natural submission.  Some women had to be tamed like wild horses; had to have their natural feminine urges revealed to them through a battle of will.  Not Becca.  She was a bone deep sub.  It was in her blood, her nature, woven through the tapestry of her sexuality.  He’d been lucky enough to encounter a few women who embodied this quality in his lifetime and for a Dominant such as Hogan, he knew what a gift it was to be on the receiving end of such heartfelt worship. 

With his eyes closed, he felt rather than saw Becca nod her head in affirmation.  With fumbling fingers he reached down, opening his pants, his cock aching for release.  His fingers grazed Becca’s chin in his haste to free his manhood from confinement. 

He felt soft, wet suction ever so slowly inching down his shaft, surrounding his cock in voluptuous heat, and he knew he was in trouble.  Her lips gently wrapped around his mushroom cap, tongue teasing him underneath as she took him to the root.  Christ almighty, he was going to crash the car.  One hand on the wheel, the other pressing into the seat, he checked his mirrors, decelerated and began a slow, intentional drift toward the shoulder.

“Hold on, angel,” gritted Hogan.  “Hold on.”

He pulled off the road and put the car in park, his hips already rolling up to seat himself deeper into the promise of her mouth.   A nudge was all that was needed and Hogan felt the most delicious warmth encircle his cock.  His head fell back against the headrest as his hands clasped her head. 

“Becca, honey, let me –”  He needed to be inside her.  He needed to go deep.  “Just stay still, angel.  Let me use you.”

His hips bounced up in a short, sharp rhythm that kept him nestled in her throat.  He pulled out an inch with each thrust, no more, before surging back in. 

It wasn’t the easiest position for Becca but she managed, incredibly aroused by the touch of his fingers in her hair, his labored breathing.  He was very turned on; that much was obvious by the steel rod between her lips.  He grunted above her, hands tightening in her hair.  It would happen any minute now.

“Suck tight, angel,” said Hogan, words grinding through a clenched jaw.  “Soft and tight.”

Becca strained, her nose tickled by his pubic hair, cheeks pulled in, she suctioned hard.  His hand on her neck pushed her deep, holding her down for a long moment before freeing her from his grasp.  Her eyes watered as she felt the first warm spurts of his semen shoot to the back of her mouth. Pulling back ever so slightly she swallowed again and again, gently bobbing her head up and down his shaft as he released his essence.

“Good girl.”

Holding her by the hair, he worked her up and down for a minute, enjoying the firm suction on his shaft.   Raising her, he pulled her off, soft lips clinging to his cock as he helped her upright.  They were both softly panting, their breath mingling in the too warm car.  Becca sat back, taking her place on the passenger side once more, she raised her hand to wipe the tears from her face.  She really needed a tissue.

“No,” said Hogan, reaching out to stay her arm. 

“Sir?” asked Becca. 

“Look at me,” said Hogan, fingers under her chin, turning her to face him.  “I know you’re embarrassed at how you look, Becca.  Your nose is running, your eyes are watery.  There’s nothing to be ashamed of, darlin’.  You did a good job sucking on my cock.  Hoovered me like a vacuum cleaner, swallowed every drop like a street whore.  You should be proud of how you look right now.  You look like you worked hard to please me and earn my cum.” 

He trailed a finger down her cheek, following the path of her tears.

“Stay like this for a while.  Every time I look at your messy hair I remember how it felt wrapped around my wrist.  Each time I look at your lips, all swollen, I remember how sweet your mouth feels.   I’ll let you clean up before we get to the hotel.  But I’d like it if you stayed this way for now.  Okay?”

Becca chanced a glance at him, embarrassed and aroused at the same time.  She could still taste him.  She gave him a small smile and nodded. 

“Lift your head up, angel, look at me,” said Hogan.  “Good girl. Let’s get a picture for your Master.”

He’d text it to Mike later. 

“I think you deserve a little reward for a job well done,” said Hogan, placing his phone back in its holder.  He reached toward her, his hand working the button on her jeans, fingers delving into her panties.  He frowned, faltering for a moment, as he grazed her mons.

“Is Mike having you grow out your pubic hair, darlin’?”

“Yes, Sir,” said Becca, her face flushed with embarrassment.

She sat still allowing him free reign through her bush.   

“I’m not allowed to...” 

She trailed off not quite knowing how to continue.  She wanted to explain, could only imagine the thoughts going through his head.

“I’m not being punished, Sir,” her words came in a rush.  “Mike just wanted-”

“Shhh.  Hush now,” said Hogan.  “A hairy bush is nothing to be ashamed of, long as your master approves.” 

His hand probed further into her panties, fingers combing through the thick bushel of hair. 

“I haven’t felt a pussy this hairy in a long time.  You must’ve been growing it for a while.  Show it to me, honey.  Pull your pants down and show me your hairy pussy.”

Becca’s embarrassment grew, her face beet red.  She knew the chance of them being discovered was slim to none but her heart was pounding nonetheless.  She wriggled her jeans and panties down, feeling awkward as Hogan fingered her pussy.  He slithered his finger through her labia, no real destination in mind, just getting a feel for her.  He smiled.  She was very wet.    

“Mmm.  Someone likes showing off her pussy, huh?” said Hogan, tugging on the long hair.  “We’ll have some fun with this later on, darlin’.”

He winked at her before taking hold of the wheel again. 

“Keep your pants down,” said Hogan, putting the car into drive. He eased back onto the highway.  “I want be able to touch that pussy whenever I want.”

***

The evening was everything Becca could have hoped for and more.  About 15 minutes outside of town Hogan allowed Becca to freshen up.  The hotel was magnificent, much more elegant than its name implied.  And the band was playing downstairs in the supper club associated with the hotel.  Hogan was happy not to have to drive anymore and to be able to indulge in a drink or two. 

The couple had a romantic dinner with a perfect view of the band from their dinner booth.  As the set progressed Hogan pulled Becca back toward him.  Her bottom cuddled between his spread legs, she could feel his erection against her.  The high back of the booth gave them a sense of privacy and Hogan indulged in his desire, touching her between her legs, stroking her stomach and breasts above her clothing.

“I should’ve had you wear a dress,” said Hogan.

Becca gave him a knowing smile.

“Easier access?” she asked.

“Yep.”  Chuckling, he reached both hands around her and began to unbutton her pants.

“Sir?”

“There’s no one to see, Becca, unless the waiter comes by.  And if he does, well…we’ll probably get a free meal.” 

He braced his arms around her, letting her feel his closeness without closing her in.

“Are you going to be a slut for me tonight, angel?” asked Hogan. 

Her eyes squeezed shut and her clit pulsed.  He was going to make her say it.  Make her admit what she wanted.  Becca was more than mortified – knowing that Hogan knew her kinks.  Could her Master have told him?  That was a distinct possibility.  The other possibility, that she was so transparent he could read her like a newspaper, was no less embarrassing.  She was still coming to terms with her needs.  Being with Mike helped.  He was a sexual dominant with few hard limits.  He didn’t blink an eye at her need for erotic degradation, building it into the foundation of their sexual connection as naturally as breathing.  Through Mike, Becca was learning to embrace her slut-side instead of hiding. 

It was still hard for her though.  But the chance to be with Hogan, to be with him in that way, was more than she could resist. 

“I asked you a question, Becca,” said Hogan. 

She’d drifted again, giving herself a mental kick in the behind.  Get your head in the game, girl!

“Yes, Sir.”

He smiled, his hands dropping to her hips.

“Good girl.”

Tugging her pants down a bit, he spread the flaps of her pants apart, tucking and tugging until he’d revealed a healthy portion of her mons and a bare hint of her slit.  His fingers dived into her panties, snuggling between her labia as his lips came to rest on her neck, tasting her.  He worked her for awhile, deftly massaging her clit, feeling her arousal ratchet up as they played a risky game.  The booths were mostly private, the only person they’d seen all night was the waiter, but still it felt bold. 

“Mmm,” whispered Hogan, “I can’t wait to fuck you tonight, Becca, my come soaking all this hair.  Such a thick bush you have, darlin’.  I can’t wait to feel these pussy lips wrapped around my cock.  You want that, too, sweetheart?”

Becca was helpless against Hogan, the touch of his lips against her, his strong hands holding her.  The thought of him using her, controlling her pleasure like this, had her writhing with want.  God, he was strong.  Strong and demanding and she ached to give him everything he sought. 

She lay back against him, holding his forearms as an anchor, her hips gently pressed into his touch, eagerly seeking more as he teased her clit between two fingers.   She was wet, Hogan found, as his right hand stole inside her.  Deliciously wet.

“Does it go all the way down, sweet Becca?” asked Hogan.  “How far does all that hair go, I wonder?”

Her head lay against him, as she slowly lost herself to the rhythm of his hand, the deep timbre of his voice, the naughty words.  Her hips took on a life of their own, turning him on with slow, languorous gyrations against him.   

“Did you need anyth – “

Becca tensed as the waiter stopped short, his eyes dropping to her lap.  She gave a poignant cry, seeing his eyes darken as he took in the scene before him.  Her eyes squeezed shut as shame and arousal warred within her.  

Hogan didn’t release her, his hands still buried in her panties, he made eye contact with the waiter.  He recognized the blank look of arousal on his face and knew everything would be fine. 

“Do you have anything on tap?” he asked, calmly continuing to fiddle with Becca’s clit. “Good girl.  Stay just like you are.”  He kissed her neck as she crouched into him, in a futile attempt to be invisible. 

“Ye - Yes, Sir,” said the waiter.  He made a valiant attempt to meet Hogan’s eyes, only to be pulled back time and again to the magic happening between Becca’s legs.  He recited a lengthy list of beers from which to choose, only making a few slip-ups.  Then licked his lips.

Hogan was content.  The evening could not have worked out better if he’d planned it.  It was awkward from this angle, but he managed, insinuating his fingers into Becca’s pussy, two inside her, his other hand frigging her clit, he could feel her juices gushing.  His hands worked double time, massaging her fat clit, wanting her to finish.

“Come for us, honey.  Open your eyes, Becca.  Look at the waiter.  Look at his face, darlin’.  He wants to see you come.”

She fell back, hips thrusting, breathy little moans escaping, she was almost there.

“Be a slut for us, darlin’,” said Hogan.  “Come like the dirty little slut you are.  Be a good girl.  Come for me, and when we go upstairs, I’ll fuck you.  I’ll fuck you ‘til you squeal.  Make you squeal like a pig, darlin’.  Make you beg for my cock.  Maybe the waiter will join in and we can spit-roast you.  Would you like that, baby?  Would you like us to spit-roast you, Becca?”

The dirty talk pushed her over, a thrilling combination of naughty promises and debasement that sent her pussy into spasm on his fingers.  Her cry was low but loud.  Loud enough that he used one hand to cover her mouth as she shuddered and twisted, collapsing in his arms as orgasm claimed her. 

“Good girl,” said Hogan, he continued, muttering hot, dirty sweet nothings in her ear.  He could only tend her for a little while, the waiter was waiting after all.  But if the size of his hard-on was any sign, it looked like he would be content to wait all night, if necessary.  Reaching into his wallet, Hogan pulled out a fifty, leaning forward to hand it to “Jack.”

“Thanks, Jack,” said Hogan, eyes on his submissive.  Her eyes were fluttering and her breathing still a bit shallow.  He needed to see to her.  “I’ll take a Heineken.”

The waiter swallowed, nodding his head. 

“I get off after the show,” said Jack. “If you’re looking for a third.”

“Thanks,” said Hogan, with a smile.  “I think we’re good.  But I’d sure appreciate it if you could take her picture.”

“Sure thing,” said Jack, reaching for Hogan’s phone.

“Get in close,” said Hogan, pulling her hood back to reveal the distended clit, shiny and wet. 

Another text for Mike. 

“Can I touch?” asked Jack, handing the phone back. 

Hogan gave him a hard look, the unspoken communication of men sizing each other up, before giving a single nod.  He held her as Jack caressed her, a single finger sliding between her labia before raising his finger to his mouth.  He closed his eyes and sighed, inhaling her scent, tasting the sweetness of her nectar.  Hogan rubbed her arms, checking her temperature, easing her back to them.   The lights would come up soon, the show was wrapping up.

“You did real good, angel,” said Hogan, whispering in her ear, refastening her pants.  “I’m proud of you.  You were a good little slut tonight, weren’t you?  Such a good girl.  I’m real pleased, darlin’ and I know Mike will be, too.”

Smiling, she snuggled into him, warm and safe in his arms.     

The End
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