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Wrath

She loves to watch them squirm.

Today’s client – she can’t remember his name; she has been calling him ‘boy’ for months now, even though it is probably written in his file somewhere – is hanging against leather straps across the room. For once, she feels no desire to hurry. He has paid for the weekend: forty-eight hours of suffering at her hands. Normally, she wouldn’t be able to stretch out his agony like this, which is a shame, but this weekend he is all hers.

For her, the anticipation is part of the fun.

She wonders what is going through his mind as she watches him. With the blindfold covering his eyes and his mouth gagged, he’s alone in the silence of his own imagination, waiting for her next move. His flesh is already criss-crossed with welts from their morning session; they stand out like harsh red tramlines against his pale skin. Perhaps soon she’ll trace her fingers over them and find out just how sensitive they are. There is a lot to be said for the crop and the cane, but there’s just something special about inflicting agony with nothing more than the touch of her fingertips. That’s true power. That’s what really thrills her.

She loves to make them scream, too. That much, she’d do for free. The money is just a perk – not that she’d tell him that, of course.

His body is already hanging heavy in its restraints, and they still have a day and a half left. She finds herself wondering if she’ll make it through to the end. In theory, it doesn’t matter to her – his money has already been deposited in her account, so financially at least she has no reason to go easy on him – but it is rare to find herself having a connection with a toy like this. As a person, she is cruelly indifferent to him – he’s just one more pervert with money, looking to get his rocks off by any means necessary – but as a plaything... well, that’s a different story altogether.

You wouldn’t know it to look at him. When he had walked in for his first session all those months ago, with his glasses and his slight build and his hair beginning to grey at the temples, she had written him off almost immediately. He looked too fragile to be much fun; instead, she figured she would play lightly with him, try to eke as much money out of his wallet as possible and give him just more than he could take – as little as that would inevitably be.

Just enough to keep him from wasting her precious time.

But he had taken everything she had given him, and then had come back for more two weeks later. He hadn’t asked her to be more rough with him, but she had – and he had taken that too. It had been two more sessions before she had made him cry out loud, and another three before she had brought him to tears.

That had been two weeks ago, and until he called to book this extended weekend stay, she hadn’t heard from him. She almost thought she had scared him off, but deep down she knew he’d be back – and here he is.

He needs this. It’s part of him, just as it’s part of her.

He doesn’t move much as she approaches him, but there is a slight turn of his head as he orients himself using the sound of her heels against the panelled wood. Likewise, he suddenly seems to be breathing more heavily – not a lot, but enough for her trained, careful eyes to notice.

Fear? Anticipation? Maybe both.

Definitely both, if she’s doing her job properly – and she is. She prides herself on it.

She takes a moment to compose herself before she picks a toy off the wall. Deep breaths flow in and out slowly – inaudibly, she hopes. It just wouldn’t do for him to see her flustered. She needs to be in control of herself before she can be in control of him.

She is ready.

It was a cane this morning, and so it will be something else this afternoon. She picks a pair of nipple clamps on a thin silver chain (and, as an impulse grab, a set of weights), and then hesitates. What can she use to hurt him next? Paddle? Too clumsy. Single-tail? No, that’s her speciality; best to leave that until tomorrow.

How do you break someone who revels in pain? Her failure so far burns inside her like a knot of rope soaked in petrol: hot and rough and impossible to ignore.

You find another way, she thinks to herself, and smiles. No impact play, then. Not yet, at least.

Clamps in hand, she crosses over to him, getting up close, letting her body press up against his. She can feel his heart beating in his chest, a rapid thump-thump-thump against her skin. She has never let herself get this close to him before, always choosing to keep her distance.

He is right to be worried.

She removes the blindfold, slipping the leather off his eyes, and he blinks slowly as he allows himself to adjust even to the dim light of her dungeon. ‘Poor little thing,’ she says softly, keeping her voice as playful and light as she can. ‘Hanging here, all beaten and bruised. And just think about how much you’ve still got coming for you. Think about all the time I’ve got to break my new toy.’

There is a whimper from him – slight, barely detectable, and yet still there nonetheless.

She brings the clamps up to his chest, opens one, holds it over his nipple and waits as he scrunches his face up in anticipation and fear of the pain that he knows will follow.

‘And I will break you, you little slut,’ she whispers, letting her words wash over him. She doesn’t raise her voice, doesn’t try to intimidate him. She doesn’t need to. The deadliest animal is the one you don’t see until it’s too late, and it already has you in its claws. ‘I will have you begging for mercy by the end of this weekend. Perhaps even by the end of the day. You have my word on that. And the best part?’ She leans in closer now, close enough that she is sure that he will be able to think of nothing but her. He doesn’t reply: he’s too smart, too obedient to talk. Shame. She could have used an excuse to punish him... not, of course, that she needed one.

‘The best part is that when you ask me to stop – when you beg me to stop – I’ll be able to look into that desperate little face of yours and tell you no.’

She doesn’t give him more than a second to digest this before the clamps are closed and his nipple sings out in agony. Once they’re on, she rests a finger lightly on the chain, using only the barest of touches to press down. She relishes the sight of the metal biting into the tender flesh of his chest, just as he bites his own lips to keep from crying out loud, but somehow it works and he manages to stay silent.

Disappointing. If he’d given her some sign of weakness, he might even have saved himself from the torture that was to come. But no. His stupid pride got in the way.

She doesn’t like being denied. He’ll suffer for that.

The gag is removed easily, and she notes with pleasure the way he stretches his jaw in an attempt to relieve his muscles – but not for long. She brings the chain up, being sure to keep it taut as she places the metal between his teeth. ‘If it falls, you’ll be punished,’ she says simply as she feels him hold it in place. ‘I’ll make this morning feel like week at a spa resort. Do you understand me?’

He doesn’t speak, not wanting to risk letting the chain slip out; apparently he has already got it into his head that she was both serious and capable. Instead, he nods, choosing the temporary bite of the steel into his nipples over the risk of breaking her instruction.

She smiles. He’s learning.

She reaches her hand down and finds his cock waiting for her, half-hard with arousal and half-soft with fear, waiting in that middle ground for her to make her move. It reacts instinctively, naturally, blooming to fullness under her touch: no matter how anxious he might be, his body can’t resist.

‘Aww,’ she says, gently moving her hand up and down. ‘You want this, don’t you?’ The whimper he gives from behind the chain only serves to spur her on. ‘That’s right, my little boy. I know you came here to have someone hurt you today, but that isn’t really what you want, is it? You want to be looked after. To have someone care for you. To have me tell you that everything is going to be OK.’

She brings her lips up close to his ear, allows herself to bite down gently on the lobe. It’s an intimate act, the kind of playful nip one lover might give another – quite unlike anything she has ever done with him before. Previously, she has prided herself on being distant and impassionate: the stern, stereotypical disciplinarian Goddess. Now, she presses herself up against him, leaving the thin fabric of her blouse as the only thing keeping the skin of her chest from the skin of his.

He’s confused; she can see it in his eyes. He’s in new territory now, unsure of where he stands. Is it a trick? Is it a genuine softening? Hard to tell.

‘There we go,’ she whispers breathlessly as she begins to pump her hand slowly up and down. ‘Let yourself enjoy it, pet. You’ve taken enough for the moment. You need a break. Don’t you agree?’

He would agree to anything right now – anything that would keep her skilled hands playing over his cock. He chokes out a single word from behind the chain -- ‘Yes.’ – and she smiles.

‘No, pet,’ she says softly. ‘Don’t forget your manners. Try again.’

‘Yes Mistress.’ 

‘There. Wasn’t that much better?’

‘Yes Mistress.’ He speaks carefully, being sure not to let the chain of the clamps fall onto his chest. Does the old rule still apply? She can see him turning it over and over in his mind, unwilling to risk it. After all, it was only put in place moments before.

And yet...

And yet with every gentle stroke of his cock forcing it further and further into the fog of memory, it already feels like a lifetime ago.

‘Good boy,’ she says, speeding up her hand to provide a little extra positive reinforcement. She considers reaching for the lube, but there is no need: already, her hand is slick and wet with his precome, and her fingers glide over his skin like skates across ice. He can try and hide his desperation all he wants, but his body will always betray him.

Even if he tries to resist, it aches for her.

‘And to think,’ she says, running the fingernails of one hand along his chest, gently skirting his nipple and the metal clamp that surrounds it, ‘you came here wanting me to hurt you. To break you. Doesn’t that sound silly now? Wanting pain, when you could have pleasure. Tut tut.’

‘Yes Mistress,’ he murmurs. His voice is distant now, as though trapped behind glass; his eyes are closed, and his body has begun to respond of its own accord, seemingly without any input from his conscious mind.

‘You can still have that, you know,’ she says, her voice light as birdsong. ‘I saw you looking at all the tools on the wall. You can have pain, if that’s what you think you want. You can be treated like my filthy little slut.’ She moves her hand faster now, watching the light of excitement in his eyes fade as it becomes a struggle for him to hold back. ‘Or you can be my good boy, and be treated well. We could have a lot of fun together this weekend, you and I. So which is it to be? Happiness, or torment? Joy or suffering? Release or denial?’

By the time she finishes, he’s barely in any state to make a decision. His hips are now eagerly thrusting forward to meet the pumping of her hand, and it is only the chains that bind his wrists and the gentle pressure of her body against his that keeps him pressed back against the wood of the St Andrew’s Cross. The occasional murmur that escapes his lips is proof of how far down the rabbit hole he has allowed himself to slip. She takes the chain from between his lips, but he hardly notices.

‘Well?’ she asks, her voice suddenly firm. ‘Which is it to be?’

‘I... I don’t know,’ he gasps. ‘Please, Mistress.’

‘Please what?’

‘I don’t know,’ he says again, lost in his indecision.

‘Say it,’ she says, slowing her hand to the point where she is barely moving. He knows better than to try and thrust against her now. ‘Tell me what you want, and maybe you’ll get it. If you’re a good boy, of course.’

He swallows hard, part saliva, part embarrassment at being made to ask for what his own money has paid for. ‘I want...’ he starts, but the words trip on his tongue and strangle themselves before the can reach her ears.

‘Go on, boy,’ she says, tracing one fingertip down the length of his cock. ‘Ask for it. Beg for it.’

‘I want you to be nice to me,’ he gasps out, as though he has broken some sacred bond between Dominant and submissive.

‘What else?’

‘I want to be close to you. I want to feel your hand on my cock.’

She leans in close and purrs in his ear. ‘Such a good boy,’ she says, her voice – like her sex – dripping with arousal. ‘What else?’

‘I...’ Again, he’s stopping himself, holding back – and that will never do. She demands all of him, body and soul. She’s had enough of her games now. Her hand resumes its grip and pumps with serious intent, her resentment at his resilience growing even as his cock swells. She hears him gasp as one final barrier comes crashing down.

‘I want to come, Mistress. Please.’

She smiles, a cruel grin, but he doesn’t have time to notice it: his arousal has slowed his reactions. He has barely even registered that her hand has left his cock before he sees it rise to head height; the awareness of the slight cool breeze that it makes as it sweeps downwards arrives in his consciousness only a split-second before the agony of its collision against the turgid meat of his erection. The sharp inhalation that follows is one of shock, not pain: it is the second strike that makes him scream out loud, and the third that brings a tear to his eye.

She smears the precome from her hand across his face, then spits in it. He flinches, partly in revulsion but – she can tell – mostly from the humiliation of it all: the fact that, even for a second, he believed she was going to let him have his own way.

‘Listen to me, you little fuck,’ she says as she watches him try – and fail – to recover. ‘While you’re here, you’re mine. You get what I choose to give you, and nothing more. Because that’s all you are to me. Isn’t that right?’

He nods, and the familiar anger fills her again. Another blow against his cock, and he yells out, ‘Yes, Mistress!’

‘What are you?’

‘I’m nothing, Mistress.’

Pathetic, she thinks as his body hangs limply against his restraints. The crop and the cane have their place, of course – and his flesh will sing out under their kisses later on, for sure – but they were nothing compared to the havoc that could be wrought with soft words and the gentle touch of her hand.

His lesson has been learned. She is satisfied. Her anger slinks away, for now, but its job has been done.

The last thing she sees as she leaves him, tied and alone in the room – for how long, she knows he can’t be sure – is the look of abject fear in his eyes about what might happen next.

Sloth

She is alone.

She stretches, pushes her feet against the cool cotton of her bedsheets, and smiles in the soft late-morning light as it sneaks through the gap in the curtains. For once, it wasn’t the sharp tones of her alarm clock that woke her; instead, she came to naturally, falling gently out of sleep when her body decided it was necessary and not before.

She has been waiting for this day off for what feels like forever. There are no worries here – no impatient customers, no urgent phone calls, no emergency situations that just have to be dealt with. For one day only, she is free to enjoy herself, and she plans to do it right.

She finds herself smiling at the thought.

She reaches into the drawer of her bedside cabinet and pulls out the morning’s entertainment: a smooth curve of black silicone, perfectly sculpted to provide maximum pleasure. There is no cheap throwaway device for her. It is rare enough that she gets the opportunity to properly romance herself, and she has invested wisely in the whole affair.

A twist of the cap at one end, and her vibrator whirrs into life – practically silent, and yet with the kick of an angry mule. It doesn’t so much coax its orgasms from her body as grabs them and takes them hostage, pulling them out of her until she feels there is nothing left to give. There is an intensity there unlike anything else – necessary, perhaps, because without that intensity there is no way she could ever allow her mind to switch off for long enough to properly enjoy herself.

And of course, that is the problem. She is so used to being the one in charge that when it comes to her personal time it is hard to let herself relax.

But not today. Today, relaxation is the only thing she needs to focus on.

She shimmies her underwear down under the covers and flicks them off her ankles with one toe, sending them flying onto the floor. They can be dealt with later. For the moment, she is less concerned with neatness and more concerned with the longing ache that has settled across her pussy.

The vibrator is clicked off, now that she is satisfied that the fresh batteries will provide just the stimulation she is looking for right when she really needs it. First, it’s time for her fingers to do their work. They dance and skip down her body, teasing the skin of her torso with just the kind of feather-light touch she has been craving, until they reach her sex.

It has been waiting for them.

She woke up wet – inexplicably, perhaps, but indubitably. She is soaked. Whatever thoughts had been filling her head since last night have made it so that there is no need for her to tease herself; her pussy is slick enough that she could slide the vibrator into her right now with zero resistance, but where’s the fun in that? The pleasure is in the tease.

The first touch of her fingertips against her clit sends an electric-hot shudder through her body that seems to radiate out along every nerve, spreading from an unbearable tease in her abdomen to a soft tingle at her hands and feet. Once she begins moving her fingers in tight, quick circles, it doesn’t take her long to find the rhythm that her body craves. She feels her body start to curl in on itself, her back arching, her legs kicking the covers off her – all as though led by some unseen hand, guided by desires that she didn’t even know she had.

She lets those feelings take hold. For the first time in a while – too long – she listens to what her body is demanding of her. She gives herself over to the sensation.

And she lets her mind clear.

For a moment, there is nothing but blackness: a psychological sensory deprivation tank, a safe place for her to cut loose, interrupted only by the regular rotation of fingers at her sex and the slight, soft moans it elicits from her. She waits for a fantasy to emerge, but none does – not yet, at least. There is only her, and her self-torturous teasing. That is all that matters.

Suddenly, there is a figure in the darkness: a man. He’s familiar, but not predictable; his face covered in shadow, there is no way of knowing who this stranger is. He has never entered into her fantasies before – she knows that much; she would have remembered him for sure – but he has been conjured up by her imagination as the morning’s entertainment, and she trusts that she is safe in his hands. She always is.

Her fingers continue to work at her clit, and she has to stifle a gasp as he walks towards her. She can see his build now – six feet at least, trim and strong, confident without being showy – and the cut of his suit. It fits him perfectly, immaculately tailored and understatedly expensive, and she finds herself wondering how it would feel to leave it in a crumpled heap on her bedroom floor.

Later, she chides herself. No rush.

The tease, at least occasionally, is more thrilling than the release.

He stops immediately, still shrouded in shadow, and she admires him. He is hers now: her distraction, hers to play with; a way for her to entertain herself for the next half-hour or so before she sends him away, back into the wilds of her subconscious and her fantasies until next time. Perhaps he will be a regular visitor. Perhaps he’ll never be seen again.

Who can tell?

She slides a finger inside herself, brings it up to her lips and sucks the satisfying wetness clean. A tease for her dream-man, or just a desire to feel a little dirty – to give into her base wants, to cut loose and enjoy her body?

She sees him smile, unexpectedly. It’s a cold, cruel smile – one that doesn’t seem to come out of her and her imagination. She didn’t conjure his lips into their predatory grin; her dream man seemed to do that all by himself.

No... not dream man. That seems too idealised, too sweet – the stuff of fairytales and Disney movies. He’s not looking at her the way a dream lover would. Even though she has constructed him for her pleasure, he’s looking at her like a wolf would look at a sheep.

Definitely not a dream man. A Shadow Man, perhaps. That fits.

The thought sends a tingle through her. His unpredictability thrills her; as she speeds up her fingers, she wonders what he will do next. Somehow, she knows better than to try and force his hand.

Give in, she thinks. Go with it. Lose control.

She doesn’t have to wait long. He steps out of the shadows fully, and suddenly she seems that that predatory grin isn’t just stuck around his mouth: everything about him screams that he’s the kind of man who takes what he wants when it suits him – and that, right now, what he wants is her.

He pulls her close to him, and she feels the immense strength in his arms as he does so. It makes it impossible not to yield to him. Would he stop, if she asked him to? If she protested, would it all end here? Perhaps yes, perhaps no: she doesn’t care to find out.

She lets him take her.

‘Good girl,’ he whispers in her ear.

Good girl...

It’s so patronising, so condescending. She hasn’t been a girl in years, and in anyone in real life decided to speak down to her as though she was a child, he’d feel the full force of her anger. Here, though – for him, anyway – she can feel it making her melt. Everything about him is designed to make her feel week and vulnerable, ripe and ready for him to take her whenever she chooses.

She hates herself for giving in, and yet...

Her fingers aren’t enough anymore. She picks up the vibe, turns it onto its lowest setting, and holds the pulsing silicone against her greedy clitoris.

She has to give in – to him, to her own body. It’s OK, she tells herself. It’s OK to give up control.

It seems so odd to think that here, with the Shadow Man – a man who seems to practically ooze danger from every pore – she feels so completely safe, but the fact remains. She is safe here, in her imagination, alone with him.

She is safe because she is his, and because he protects what belongs to him.

Perhaps that is why she doesn’t resist when he starts to kiss her, running his lips across her neck and lightly biting at her collarbone. His attention is decadent and primal; there is no trace of delayed gratification here. He wants her, and he wants her now.

She kisses back, savouring the taste of him on her lips, but with a firm and gentle hand on her chest he pushes her away.

‘Strip,’ he says. ‘I want to see you.’

It is almost funny how easy it is for him to make her do as she is told. Slowly, almost robotically, she runs her fingers down the front of her shirt, unbuttoning as she goes. The whole time, his eyes never leave hers. She watches him watching her as she casts the shirt aside, into the shadows that seem to surround them. The skirt follows: a thin pencil number that ends just below the knee is shimmied down to her ankles and then stepped out of, kicked to one side by the toe of an over-glamorous and realistically unwieldy stiletto.

She stands in front of him, wearing nothing but lingerie, perfume and those heels, waiting for his judgement.

It comes quickly. He reaches around behind her, and with one movement simultaneously pulls her close and unclips the clasp of the bra that was restraining her. The straps slip effortlessly down her arms, and then...

He pushes her.

Not hard, not violently, but the sheer suddenness of it takes her by surprise. She falls backwards, into the shadows, unable to move or flail or do anything to break her fall, but it doesn’t matter: the bed takes care of that. It doesn’t matter either that it wasn’t there before – or at least, if it was, she didn’t notice it; it is here now, because her fantasy demands it, soft and expansive, with sheets softer even than those wrapped around her in the present. It is only the buzzing against her clit, sending waves of excitement pulsing through her body, that distinguishes the two.

He is on her, now, his shirt unbuttoned and his belt pulled free. She feels him bearing down, an unstoppable force with one purpose: to take her, right here, right now. He reaches down, grabs her underwear and pulls it to one side, exposing her pussy. She lets out a soft moan of arousal, desperate for him – to feel him inside of her, to have him use her body on his terms, to free her from her thoughts for just a little while.

As he straddles her, his cock pressing against the wet slit of her entrance, she moves the vibrator down from her clitoris at last; as the Shadow Man pushes into her waiting cunt, filling her with his cock, she does the same. There is a gasp as she takes the rubber cock into herself, as her body internalises its movements and adapts to its new fullness, but she only needs a second before she begins sliding it in and out of herself.

The Shadow Man follows suit. He holds her wrists down as he thrusts into her, inviting her to struggle against him, knowing that even if she could – even if she wanted to, let alone if she was able – that she would be helpless underneath him. For him, that is part of the appeal.

She is his to be used. Her pleasure is down to him.

And oh, what pleasure it is. Every thrust drives him deeper into her, inch by inch, and as he begins to speed up into a strong, athletic rhythm she finds it impossible to stop herself from going along with it. Her back arches as she meets his thrusts, wanting the sensation of his cock inside her to last forever.

Her body tingles with excitement, and she feels the familiar urge pulling her towards a climax.

Just a little more...

His hands on her wrists. His hot breath next to her ear.

He begins kissing her again, first on her lips and then trailing down the line of her jaw to her neck.

God, yes. Fuck, yes.

He knows all of her weak points – and how to exploit them. Perhaps this tease is on purpose.

So close...

It won’t come. The orgasm she so desperately craves refuses to let go, her body still struggling to release itself. She needs more – something else. Something dirty. Something she has never even considered.

Until now.

The Shadow Man pulls out of her, his cock still glistening with her juices. For a second she wonders if she will be made to suck it, to clean his length like an eager little slut, to worship his cock in thanks for the fucking she just received – but is that enough? Will that suffice to push her over into the bliss of orgasm?

No. He doesn’t bring it up to her lips; instead, he reaches under her, flipping her from her back to her front with hands like digger scoops. ‘Relax,’ he says, and she bites her lip.

Of course this is what he wanted. Dirty. Raw. The kind of thing good girls wouldn’t dream of doing, let alone craving. 

As he positions the head of his cock at the entrance to her ass, she has just enough time to agree with his decision before he drives it home.

Trust in the Shadow Man. The Shadow Man knows best. The Shadow Man understands.

One thrust, and he is inside her again. She moans, the stunted orgasm from before still hanging desperately onto her aching body, as he begins his fresh onslaught. Her ass is tight, and not used to the size of him. It doesn’t hurt, exactly, but his girth pushes against her constantly, and each stroke feels as though it is going to rip her in two.

She loves it. She loves how dirty it makes her feel, how incredibly slutty she has become just by allowing one simple act: opening all of her holes up for his use. She loves the way it feels to be bent over and taken, the way his hand weighs on her back as he steadies himself.

‘Come for me,’ he says.

A fraction of a second later, she feels him spill his load inside her as her ass tightens, milking him of every last drop. She is overcome by a desire to have his come – in her, on her; the location doesn’t matter, but she needs it, and she needs it now. He continues to thrust into her, and her body’s reaction is almost immediate: as he continues to ride her, the silicone that buzzes away inside her pussy finally allows the last domino to fall. The orgasm that runs through her pulls her into herself, her body tensing as though drawn together by ropes of steel. It is a long time before she is able to get the air to breathe properly, and when she does it is expelled in a single, moaning gasp of pleasure that might well have caught the attentions of the entire street.

She collapses back. The Shadow Man slips back into darkness; the bed she conjured up for them to use dissolves away. Now, there is only her, alone and satisfied in her apartment: the buzzing sound of the now-discarded vibrator next to her, thin cotton sheets covering her body, and a smile etched seemingly indelibly across her face. As lazy mornings go, what just happened was hard to beat.

For what seems like forever, she stays still, revelling in the warm glow of post-orgasmic bliss, soaking up the sunlight and waiting – wondering whether or not it is too soon for her lazy fingers to conjure up her Shadow Man again.

Greed

He pleads with his eyes, but the decision has been made – was made long ago, in fact, and at least partly by him. He even told her not to let him chicken out, but now, with the fact of it staring him right in the face...

Now he seems to regret it.

It’s OK, she tells herself. It’s better for us this way. Soon he’ll come to love it – almost as much as you will, even. And if he doesn’t, he’ll at least learn to live with it.

It might not be easy for him, but it will at least become easier. With time and exposure, he’ll adapt and learn. This is his life now. This is what he signed up for.

She moves a hand gently upwards in order to feel the twin keys resting on their chain around her neck. Suddenly, they feel extremely small, as though there is no possible way they could be responsible for turning her husband into the shell of a man he has become – but of course, that’s because they’re not. They’re a symbol, as much as anything else. Even the cage that rests between his legs, trapping his cock away for – what was it now? Three weeks? Maybe a month, even? – is just a symbol of the power she has over him. He wouldn’t dare to come even if he did have access.

The tight steel that encases him is just a little extra security. It protects him from his lesser urges, the ones that a real man would be able to keep suppressed if necessary. It protects him from the punishment he’d get if she ever caught him playing with himself. In that sense, the cage is for his benefit more than hers.

But that’s not to say she doesn’t love it. There’s no way of denying the thrill she gets when she hears the padlock close, trapping his cock and balls for her amusement only. It’s right up there among her favourite sounds, third only to his agonised whimpers as the blue balls set in and the quiet whimper of resignation as he realises that no, the cage won’t be coming off this week either.

And that has been fine... for a while. She has loved the extra devotion she can extract from him now. Every single part of him aches for her, even the parts that are ostensibly free. Knowing that he can’t have her is a cruel tease that whets his appetite.

But denying him is denying herself. At first, she found herself able to settle for once a week – removing the cage and fucking his cock, using him to get her off with no consideration for his own orgasm – but as the cage began to become more of a permanent fixture, the desire to have her pussy filled and not just teased by his tongue or fingers became too much to bear.

He had agreed to her taking a lover... but then again, he would have agreed to pretty much anything.

It was her cruel streak that made her want to include him. That was why he was stripped, on his knees, wearing nothing but his cage and an embarrassed expression that didn’t evoke a single shred of pity in her. She didn’t want to keep any secrets from him; she loved him far too much for that.

She just... needed more.

Yes, that was it. She needs more than he can provide – than he ever could provide, in fact. That’s why she has to take it where she can.

The gag that stretches his lips apart is likely to make his jaw sore before too long, but she suspects that she’ll be able to get a good two hours out of it before it becomes completely unbearable. That will be plenty of time.

She clicks her fingers and he slinks off to the corner begrudgingly, like a puppy who has been told off for chewing the furniture. The closet door is open and waiting for him, but he pauses before he steps across the threshold. He had expected to be in the next room, or maybe even out of the house altogether, but there was never any danger of that. From the second she knew that it was going to happen, that she would be inviting another man into their marital bed, she knew that she would have to have him within earshot. That was all part of the fun.

A gentle nudge with the tip of her patent leather kitten heels against the fresh white skin of his ass, and he crawls into place. Once there, he puts his hands behind his back almost mechanically, instinctively aware that there is no way he’s going to be unrestrained while this happens. The handcuffs lock around his wrists with a pleasing click.

She leans down, kisses him gently on the forehead, and closes the door. A slight whimper comes from behind it, but that is all. He’s taking it better than she expected.

One day, she thinks, one day none of this will be necessary. One day he’ll be so obedient and well-trained that I’ll just be able to have him kneel placidly in the corner, waiting for me to find a use for him. Maybe I’ll even be able to get him to answer the door. Maybe serve us drinks, or roll the condom onto a real man’s cock, or...

A knock on the door startles her out of her daydream. She was getting ahead of herself. There would be plenty of time for that later – a lifetime, in fact. If she had her way – and with the new direction her relationship was taking, why wouldn’t she have her way? – then she could quite happily take a new lover every week.

She smiles at the thought as she heads downstairs to let her guest in. Picturing the look on his face as she brings home yet another anonymous cock to please her for the night makes her wetter than even she had expected. Yes... yes, that was definitely an image to savour – and to tease him with later that night, once everything was finished with.

The door is opened, and the man behind it falls on her immediately. There is no small talk, no chit-chat – there is no need. He knows what he is there for, and he knows what she requires from him. His hands cross her body like explorers, charting her curves with their eager fingers, grasping her to him. His lips begin playing over the skin of her neck immediately, even before the door is closed behind him: with him here, though, it is hard for her to care what the neighbours might think.

Let them watch, for all she cares. They won’t be the only ones.

Eventually, she manages to pull herself from his clutches, and his strong arms fall away from her reluctantly. She gives a coy smile and heads for the stairs. He doesn’t need to be told to follow. He takes what he wants – not like her darling husband, locked safely out of harm’s way. He would never have kissed her like that. He would never have swatted her playfully on the ass as she ran up the stairs, causing her to yelp and then giggle.

No... it was never in his nature, bless him. He was always more inclined to wait for permission, to hold back even when it was clear that what she needed wasn’t care but force.

And oh, how she needs force sometimes. How she needs to be held down as she struggles, to feel a man – a real man, with real wants and real desires – push himself into her aching cunt to relieve himself. She needs to be used occasionally, not just cherished; to be an object of lust, not just of admiration. She needed to drive men wild.

And now, she can.

She falls onto the bed before he even makes it into the room; as soon as she does, her hand slips between her legs and finds her pussy wet and aching with anticipation. The damp patch spreading out through the fabric serves as a marker of just how much she has needed this – how much she desires the man who is about to thrust his way inside of her.

But it is not just his doing, of course. So much of the pleasure she anticipates comes from knowing that her husband – the man she loves unconditionally, the man she pledged herself to – is waiting just a few feet away, trapped behind the slanted slats of the cupboard door. Will he be watching as he takes her? Will he be able to look away?

She is distracted for a moment as her visitor bursts into the room. He pauses in the doorway and smiles her: the smile of a predator, of a man about to take what he wants because he knows that he can – that she needs him as much as he needs her.

And then he does.

He strips on the short walk to the bed, and his naked torso is soon resting on top of her. She runs her fingertips along the sculpted ridges, feeling just how hard and unyielding they are under her touch; if not for the warmth of his body, she could easily believe he had been carved from marble just for her.

His hands are on her, first pulling off her trousers and shirt, then unfastening her bra, slipping the panties down past her knees and finally removing them altogether. He casts them aside with a simple flick of the wrist, and she can’t help but smile to herself as they hit the wall of the closet.

It’s almost as if he knew... but that was impossible, surely? Does he suspect that they have an audience? Is all of this for his benefit, or was that demonstration just an act of showmanship, designed to position him firmly above the shell of a man who he knows is watching?

She casts her eyes across to the closet door for the last time. I love you, she thinks to herself, but I need you to see why this could never be you. Not as you are.

‘Fuck me,’ she says. ‘I need you inside of me. Now.’

He’s nothing if not obliging. He jumps on her, holding her hands to the bed, his cock pressing at the entrance to her cunt. He’s giving her a moment to wriggle, to fight him off – perhaps that adds a little extra spice to things for him – and as soon as she attempts to push up against his weight he bears down upon her and slides his cock home.

He fucks her with an animalistic passion she hasn’t known in months – maybe even years. Her husband wouldn’t dare, and there has been no one else, but this... this is a whole new world of sensation. Every thrust makes her feel alive, and yet there’s something so dirty about it: he is fucking her not like a gentle lover, but like someone only interested in using her body for his own interests. There’s a filthy thrill in the way he pushes himself into her, in the rabid enthusiasm of his fucking her and the way he gives himself over completely to the act. He wants her – needs her, in fact – and nothing else will do.

And yet that is another part of the thrill: the power she has over him, as well as over her husband. She loves the way she can have men wrapped around her finger as her cunt wraps around their cocks, taking what she needs. Does he know he’s a sex toy for her? Would he care if he did?

The questions lose their edge with every thrust as her thoughts become foggy; a toy he may be, but he is reaching parts of her that she had almost forgotten existed. Every time he slides his cock into her, pounding into her cunt in a tremendous display of erotic athleticism, it becomes harder for her to focus on what is going on. Instead, she finds herself giving over to the pleasure. When she comes, it washes over her in waves, threatening to subsume her completely as her body tenses up. She grips the bedclothes in clutching fingers, screams out to the heavens, and lets herself be swept away.

‘Fuck,’ he says as she reaches the peak of her climax. ‘I’m... I’m...’

He can’t complete the thought before she feels him spill inside of her, filling her pussy with the warmth of his come. He thrusts again, twice and then a third time, before rolling off her, his cock somehow miraculously erect even as her pussy aches and her thighs glisten with a mixture of his and her juices.

For a second, she considers if it would be prudent to go again, and then decides against it. There are better ways for her to occupy herself now.

He doesn’t stay: that isn’t part of their deal. He doesn’t even display much in the way of affection towards her, and she’s happy with that; in fact, short of an oddly platonic kiss on her forehead as he pulls on his jeans, the whole thing has been sterile.

She doesn’t care. It was never about him anyway. He was just a means to an end.

She listens to the thud of his feet on the stairs, and then the click of the door as it opens and shuts behind him, shutting him out of her life once more – perhaps forever, perhaps until the next time she has an itch she needs to be scratched. A few more seconds, to give him time to put some distance between himself and the house, and she speaks.

‘You can come out now,’ she says. Her voice echoes into the soft light of the room and for a moment she isn’t convinced he has heard her, but soon there is a knocking sound at the door of the cupboard, then a second, and then finally it swings open.

He is waiting there, as he was left, but there’s something different about him now. His eyes are downcast, and his face is pink with a humiliated blushing that she imagines will last a while. As he crawls towards her – slowly, given the fact that his hands are restrained – she has plenty of time to enjoy the sight.

On his chest, there is a large wet patch: a marker of just how effective the gag was. The sight of him kneeling before her, covered in his own drool, evokes a strange mixture of pity and affection in her. How could anyone not love someone so pathetic – or at least, so willing to be pathetic for her amusement? How could anyone resist a partner so willing to put her needs above his own dignity?

She reaches around the back of his head, unfastens the buckle and lets the rubber ball and leather straps fall to the floor. She watches as he flexes his jaw, trying to coax it back into life.

‘Thank you,’ he says.

‘Don’t thank me yet. We’re not finished.’

The look on his face tells her that he was hoping to skip this part of the whole affair, that he hasn’t quite resigned himself to the futility of resisting her. Without this, what’s the point? What was the point in any of what came before?

‘You agreed to this,’ she says, her voice calm and steady. ‘You know this is what you need – what we need. Now are you going to do it willingly, or am I going to have to make you?’

The blush spreads until his face is glowing a dark crimson. She sees the soft, slow exhalation as he steels himself for what he knows is about to happen – what has to happen, really – and then the slight nod, too slight to be a signal for her, that he accepts it. He has convinced himself. He will do as he is told.

He leans forward, his tongue already extended. There’s a pause as he comes close, and for a second she thinks that she is going to have to reach out and pull his face into her pussy by force, but it doesn’t last: within moments, he’s lapping away at her lover’s salty-sweet residue. There’s a certain hesitance at first, but it doesn’t take long before he has adapted himself to it.

She strokes his hair gently as he cleans her, soothing him, reminding him that he is hers and that this is OK – expected, desired and encouraged, even. By the time he has finished and she allows him to kneel in front of her, he barely even seems ashamed anymore. Instead, he is smiling, and she can see in his eyes a bright spark that hasn’t been there in months – a look of acceptance, and of happiness. It’s a joy that she shares with him.

As she sits forward and plants a gentle kiss on his lips, she tastes the residue of her almost-forgotten lover on the lips of the man she adores, and sees a bright, crisp future ahead for the both of them.

Envy

The office is empty.

She doesn’t like the building after dark, once even the cleaners have slipped back to their homes and their families; without the bustle of people that fill it during its waking hours it feels even more cold and clinical than usual. The fluorescent strip lighting flickers as it bathes the cubicles in a sickly glow, but fortunately she’s not here for that. The bullpen is beneath her. She’s better than the mindless, smiling drones who file their lives away along with their monthly reports.

No, her interest lies in the office down the hall.

The door would normally be locked, but that’s no problem: she’s one of the Inner Circle here, a lowly underling granted special privileges by her proximity to the Powers That Be.

Secretary to the boss. Some women would have killed for the opportunity. Perhaps, if it hadn’t been dropped in her lap, she would have been one of them.

Is it enough for her?

For now, perhaps. Not for long.

Maybe tonight, it changes.

Behind the door, she knows he’s waiting – even if he doesn’t know it himself, yet.

She can picture it, as her hand rests on the handle of the door: the way he looks when he’s hard at work, concentrating on the McAllen deal the way he has for months. It’s make-or-break for him, the kind of thing that could rocket him to a seat on the board within a few years, if he plays his cards right. The stress has been getting to him, though. Long hours, time spent away from his wife... it’s a good job he doesn’t have any children, or they might not even remember what he looks like by now.

She has no sympathy for the woman.

She has seen the picture of his wife that he keeps on his desk a thousand times, and every single day she finds herself hating it just a little bit more. Everything about that woman irks her, from the subtle plainness of her features to her bland, easygoing smile. What could he possibly see in her, anyway? Perhaps, once upon a time, she might have been some sort of a catch, but recently she had started to succumb to the pressures of age. Faint wrinkles have begun to crowd around his wife’s eyes, and her hair had lost some of the lustre of youth – not like hers. She had seen her at the Christmas party – they had stood side by side in front of him, even – and she knew there was no comparison.

And she had caught him looking. Of course she had. How could any man resist her, especially when they worked in such close proximity? Especially when he went home to the same dull sex life every day for over a decade.

Especially when she had made it clear that it didn’t have to be that way.

Oh, it had been little things at first: bending over just slightly more than was necessary, always ensuring that an extra button or two managed to work their way free whenever he was in the room, that sort of thing. It wasn’t long before she had upped her game. He’d been resistant at first – no, not resistant; hesitant, maybe, but she had expected that from a man with so much to lose – but that morning when she had delivered the latest reports to him, when she had practically whispered in his ear as she felt the lingering touch of his hand on hers as the papers were handed over, she had known for sure.

He was on the hook. All she had to do was reel him in.

Looking back at it now, though, the morning feels like a lifetime ago. It’s not doubt creeping in, exactly, but... apprehension, perhaps? For a second, she feels a twinge of guilt, but it soon passes. She knows what she wants, and this is the best way to get it. How many work hours has she wasted over the past year and a half just staring at him, wondering through what sort of twist of fate she would need to win him over, to tempt him away from his wife and to grab his attention for herself? How much time has she devoted to convincing him – subtly, of course – that her body is what he wants, that the woman he goes home to could offer him nothing in comparison?

Too long. It’s time.

All’s fair in love and war, she thinks, and then opens the door.

He doesn’t look up as she enters, which is odd: there’s no reason for him to have been expecting her. It isn’t until she lets out a little cough that she gets his attention.

‘Sorry,’ he says, meeting her eyes at last. ‘I thought you were one of the cleaners.’

‘Thanks.’

‘You know what I meant. What time is it?’

‘Way past nine. They left hours ago.’

He runs a hand around his mouth. ‘Jesus,’ he says.

‘Lost track of time?’

‘Must have.’

‘I think it’s time you went home.’

He shakes his head, and in that gesture she can see the true burden of his job: he’s carrying the weight of the company all by himself – or at least, that’s how it feels to him. ‘I can’t,’ he says. ‘Not yet. I’ve got to get this prepped for tomorrow.’

She knew that would be his answer; her plans would have fallen apart otherwise. She walks behind him, preventing him from seeing the smile on her face, and leans in close as though looking at the screen of his computer. It’s filled with dense type and innumerable graphs, all of which she could decode if she had the inclination, none of which she cares to suffer through right now. ‘Anything I can help you with?’ she whispers, almost directly into his ear.

She knows the effect a breathy whisper has on him – it’s a weakness of his, a personal fetish that she uses as the first crack in his armour. The second comes when he turns to face her, to tell her what he thinks passes as sternly that he’s fine, that all he needs is to be left in peace for a few hours to struggle through it: that’s when he finds himself staring directly at the beautiful, smooth expanse of her breasts. He’s never seen them so up close before, and certainly not with quite such a plunging neckline. Of course, it’s just a blouse button that has slipped its mooring – plausible deniability insists she always keeps a way out, no matter how late in the game they are – but it is impossible for him not to notice the black-and-red lace that borders her bra, perfectly hugging the curve of her body. After that, the words he had planned seem to vanish away.

‘No,’ he says, deluding himself that she hasn’t noticed the quiver in his voice or the way he has turned her body away from her to hide the bulge she knows is growing in his trousers. ‘No, I’m fine. Really.’

‘You sure? You seem tense,’ she says, and begins to rub his shoulders through his shirt.

He doesn’t fight it. How could he? Her fingers are skilled, and she’s right: he has been stressed recently. Surely five minutes won’t kill him? And besides, it’s not as though anything inappropriate is going on. She’s his secretary, for God’s sake. It’s just work.

‘There,’ she says as she feels him loosen up beneath her hands. ‘Isn’t that better?’

He doesn’t reply; in fact, it seems almost like he knows what is coming next and has decided to give himself over to it. ‘You know I just want to help you,’ she purrs. ‘However I can. If there’s anything I can do...’

‘I... I think I’m OK,’ he stammers out, but his hands are itching to cover his crotch from her probing eyes. If she leaves now, she knows that his next five minutes would see his cock out and a furious masturbation session to the thought of just what she might have meant by that – but why let the evening end in a damp tissue when it can be so much more?

How much clearer can she make it?

‘I mean anything,’ she says, resting the weight of the world on that one little word. ‘Anything. At all.’

Her face is inches in front of his now, designed to make it as easy for him as possible. She wants to give him no time to reconsider his decision to kiss her, no time to pull back once he makes his move.

His lips touch hers, and she has already won.

His kiss isn’t the kiss of a man who’s thinking about what he’s doing. It’s desperate, needy – a long-overdue explosion of lust. His hands are off the keyboard now, gripping at her arms. He has wanted this for so long that now it is here everything else seems to fade into the background. The only thing that matters is that he has her, that the teasing has reached its peak, that finally he can throw caution to the wind and get what he has craved and what she has always kept available but oh-so-tantalisingly out of reach.

At least, until tonight.

He’s so given over to the moment that she half expects him to sweep the contents of the desk onto the floor, laptop and all, but instead she drops to the floor and begins unbuckling his trousers. Within seconds, his hard cock is bobbing and swaying in front of her face, waiting for her to make her move. He’s huge and uncut, just the way she likes it.

Yes... she’s going to enjoy this – almost as much as he will.

The tip of her tongue touches the tip of his cock, a playful tease that promises so much more, but she can’t keep her focus for long. She wants it too much. She needs to feel him fill her throat, the sticky warmth of his come splashing across her face and breasts as she proves she possesses the kind of skills that would never have featured on her résumé.

He moans at the gentle flick of her tongue against his head, and again as she finally opens wide and wraps her lips around it. She can feel him throbbing as she pulls his trousers down to his ankles, running her hands back up his shapely calves – he has the legs of a runner, and he keeps himself in excellent condition for a man approaching forty – and then wrapping one firmly around the hilt of his cock. She could pump him to an orgasm right now, but that’s not what she needs. After having seen it, even the feel of it in her mouth won’t do.

She has to have it inside her.

But not yet. First, she has to make him need it as much as she does.

The gentle stroking must be agony for him. How long has it been since his wife treated him like this? How long since she greeted him home from the office on her knees by the door, her mouth open and her tongue willing to accept his gift? Has he ever been that lucky? If it were up to her, and she had daily access to a cock as glorious as his, that would be his life.

She spits on her hand to give herself a little extra lubrication, letting her fingers slide over his cock, and for the first time he looks down at her. Maybe he has been trying to convince himself that this isn’t happening, that the woman who is keeping him so tantalisingly on the edge isn’t someone he has to work with – maybe even that he isn’t breaking the trust of the woman he’s supposed to love. It’s almost enough to make her feel guilty.

Almost.

‘I want to see you naked,’ she says. They’re the first words that have been spoken in what feels like forever, but he doesn’t protest; in fact, his hands claw at the buttons on his shirt as though his suit is on fire. In no time at all he’s standing in front of her, stripped bare. His body is just as she had expected it would be – how she had dreamed it would be, if she was honest with herself – and she knows that she can’t tease him anymore: to do so is merely teasing herself.

She falls back onto the floor, noting the momentary disappointment on his face as her hand and lips are pulled away from his cock, and then hikes her skirt up over her hips. Her panties – black, lace, built for seduction – are cast aside, and as she spreads her legs she allows a finger to gently graze the dripping slit between them.

She doesn’t say anything as she brings the finger to her lips. Instead, she just keeps eye contact with him – harder than she expected it to be, given the parade of toned muscles that stands in front of her – and sucks it clean.

Her meaning is clear: I want you. I want you here, and I want you now.

He understands.

He drops to the floor on top of her, those athletic arms that previously had been kept hidden away under stuffy business shirts now on either side of her, holding him up. He kisses her neck tenderly, at odds with the incredible power she feels in the body that rests just inches above hers. He’s a wolf unpenned from his desk-cage, allowed to roam free, no longer hemmed in by restriction but able to take what is being offered to him.

Almost, she thinks as she feels the tip of his penis probing between her legs, seeking her entrance. This is almost yours, and then everything changes forever.

But not quite yet. It’s time for her to play her trump card. ‘We shouldn’t,’ she says, biting her lip as coquettishly as she can manage – a vamp playing the ingénue. ‘What about your wife?’

‘Forget about my wife,’ he says, and she does. As he pushes into her, it’s difficult for her to think about anything else. Colours swim in front of her eyes and she feels his breath hot on her throat. Who would have ever guessed that there was so much passion in him? Who could have known that the dam was so easily breached?

He’s kissing her again now – hungrily, a man who doesn’t know how much time he has to feed his urges and is desperate to get everything he can. His lips run down the line of her jaw and past her neck, giving way to a gentle nibbling – and then a not-so-gentle series of bites that thrills her, that run through her body like tiny electric shocks of pleasure, the pain of his bite mingling with the ecstasy of the fullness in her cunt.

She brings her hands up to his shoulders and digs her nails in, hard. She wants him to really feel it, to know how different this is from sex with his wife. She wants to hurt him in a way she knows he’s unused to and yet knows he craves. The pinch of her nails only serves to drive him wilder: it’s a challenge, and it will be met.

He thrusts into her harder in response, his whole body tightening as he throbs against her pussy – so many hours spent in close proximity with her, so much sexual tension, all being brought out and poured into one, final, desperate...

She moans as he floods her pussy with his seed. It pours from him in a torrent, but she isn’t worried: her birth control will deal with it. She can just give herself to the sensation, to the pleasure of his wetness dripping down her thighs, to the breathy gasps of satisfaction that are the only noises he can bring himself to make now. They are so much sweeter than her own release, because she alone knows what they represent. She can take care of herself later, in the privacy of her own home. Then she can really enjoy herself at the thought of what just happened.

She pulls her panties back up and smoothes down her skirt, but he barely notices. He’s lost in the glow of orgasm, not thinking about what he has just done and the implications it will have. Just at that moment, he is happy. She can give him that.

She leaves him on the floor, still half-nude, and wanders out into the hallway. The fluorescent lights flicker as she walks away from him. The caustic lighting suits her mood, somehow. It seems strangely apt.

She takes the phone out of her bag, presses the large red STOP button on the screen, and then skips to the middle of the recording she just made.

‘What about your wife?’ she hears her voice say.

‘Forget my wife.’ She skips it back, over and over again.

‘Forget my wife.’

‘Forget my wife.’

‘Forget my wife.’

The words echo in the hallway, but there’s no one else around to hear them; his office is too far away for that – and besides, he’s probably still recovering from her onslaught. No matter. He’ll hear it soon enough. After all, what’s the point of blackmail material if you keep it to yourself?

It’s not that she wants to hurt him – she doesn’t. Actually, aside from the occasional leer, he’s been rather a good boss. She might not have respected him, exactly, but she certainly didn’t hate him, no matter how it might look.

This isn’t about hate. This is about advancement. Profit. It’s strictly business. Nothing personal. She just wants what he has: the corner office, the company car, the yearly bonus that’s more than she would currently earn in a decade.

And now, thanks to his little indiscretion, he’s going to help her get them. At least, he will if he has any sense: he has a lot to lose, and he’s not a stupid man. When she confronts him with this little recording, he’ll give her just what she wants – or else.

‘Would you like to save this recording?’ the phone asks.

You bet your ass I would, she thinks, and smiles.

Gluttony

The restaurant she has chosen is a flashback, a memory of a year ago. That was where they had had their first date, sitting together in the corner booth, trading stories as if they had known each other forever. She could remember every detail of it like it was yesterday: the nerves in her stomach as she saw him for the first time, somehow knowing that he would be a keeper; the scents wafting in from the kitchen; the steady hum of conversation from other tables that seemed to fade away to nothing once he started to talk. That was the advantage of the corner booth. You are always isolated there, alone with your company. The rest of the world might as well cease to exist.

It’s no coincidence that she has chosen it again this time, booking it weeks in advance in order to ensure that she can recreate the experience as closely as possible. Sure, there will be some changes – some unfortunate but inevitable, and some improved by design – but she is OK with that. She suspects that he will be too, once he discovers them.

He arrives right on cue, ever punctual: just one part of what so often feels like an irreducible whole. Normally, they would have gone straight from home, together, but she asked him to humour her and he has agreed. She sees his eyes light up as he catches sight of her for the first time, and a wide smile crosses his face. She knows what that smile means, because her face creases up to match it with perfectly mirrored synchronicity. It is the smile of a couple in love, and there is no other smile quite like it.

He looks perfect. The suit he is wearing is a perfect cut, with a white shirt and no tie, effortlessly straddling the line between formal and casual. Most men could spend hours attempting to look this good, but he is blessed. Clothes hang on him more perfectly than on store mannequins where they have pinned into place; even the faint scrub of facial hair she feels as he kisses her  cheeks is both natural and perfect – what is so often called ‘designer stubble’, but there’s no design here. There doesn’t have to be. The work he does to keep himself looking like this is merely the finishing touch on a much greater work.

And it is all hers.

She leads the way into the restaurant and seats herself; ever the gentleman, he has pulled out her chair, just as he did that night a year ago. It was the quaint little old-world touches that drew her to him, the unpretentious and honest desire to please her that said she deserved it without needing it. Just as on their first date, she catches him staring at her over the top of his menu when he thinks she is not looking, and she smiles as he looks away. He sees her every night, and yet he is still flustered when she catches him.

She doesn’t mind, of course. Let him look. The idea of him being helpless to resist thrills her, and she can already feel the first tingling of excitement between her legs.

They order their meals – both fish; she a Chilean sea bass, and he a salmon and spinach fettuccine – and she defers to his judgement as he picks the wine. The waiter smiles as he makes the choice for both of them, and soon they are enjoying the crisp notes of a Loire Valley sauvignon blanc that perfectly complements their meal.

He has excellent taste.

As they chat, the conversation drifts back to their first night, and the evening that followed – the way they couldn’t keep their eyes off each other, and then later their hands. The scent of his cologne in the cool night air as they walked home hand in hand, eschewing a taxi in favour of more time spent in each other’s company. The first kiss as they parted outside her flat, perfect and light and sweet. The impulsive decision to invite him up to spend the night, and then...

She stops her recollections as she sees him begin to blush. Poor boy, she thinks. So easily flustered. He really does have no idea what’s in store for him.

She whispers something in his ear, a question that she knows he knows the answer to. ‘Do you remember what panties I was wearing the first night we met?’ she purrs, her fingertips playing lightly across the back of his hand.

If he is like her – and he is; the past year has proven beyond all doubt that they fit together as though they were designed – he knows. She watches as remembrance crosses his features. ‘Black lace?’ he guesses, but it’s no guess at all. He can visualise them clearly. Every detail of that night is burned onto his memory.

She nods. ‘Good boy,’ she says. ‘My second favourite pair. It’s nice to see you were paying attention.’

He scrunches up his face in confusion; he was so sure he knew what her pick would be. ‘What’s your favourite?’ he asks.

‘You don’t know?’ He shakes his head. Apparently not. ‘I’m wearing them tonight. Especially for you. Perhaps you should feel for yourself?’

He’s never really been one for public play – in fact on the few times she has mentioned it, the idea has seemed to terrify him – but now that it is here and real and requires only the smallest of baby steps from him to make her fantasy a reality, he seems much more inclined to play along. He places his fingers gently on her knee beneath the table, pauses for a moment as though attempting to pluck up the courage to explore further, and then begins the trek north. His fingers are explorers, not reluctant but certainly cautious, but his care only heightens her anticipation of what is to come.

They reach the hem of her skirt and push further, speeding up as they run past the lace boundary that marks the top of her stockings. A second later she feels his fingers lightly brush against the smooth white flesh of her thigh, and she smiles as she sees the look on his face: desire, and then after a few more inches a second or two of confusion as he notes the distinct absence of any sort of material whatsoever.

Finally, a smile. He sees, he knows, and he approves.

‘Your favourite underwear,’ he says. ‘If I remember rightly, you were wearing those on that first night too – a little later on, anyway.’

That’s just like him: a joke, to lighten the mood and break even this most delightful of tensions. Still, she can’t help but note that he hasn’t moved his hand away from between her legs. If anything, he seems to be growing more bold.

Is he waiting for her permission – a sign that he should continue? Is this cautiousness kicking in? Can he not tell what all of this is in aid of?

Her worries drop away as she feels the first stroke of his fingertips against her labia.

Fuck.

It is barely there, at first – a gentle gesture, like a whisper in a noisy room that only catches the attention of its intended if they are waiting for it. The feeling is electric and unmistakeable; the frisson of excitement that runs into her very core leaves her biting her lip and waiting for what comes next.

He is in no rush, though. Why would he be? She has placed her cards so deliciously on the table – under the table, perhaps – and in doing so the balance has shifted. Her tease has become his. The power is in his hands now, just as she had hoped.

She sees him flit his eyes around the room, acutely aware that they are not alone, but then the smile crosses his face: a predatory grin, built on victory. No one is paying any attention to them. Everyone else at the restaurant has someone else to focus on – loved ones, first dates, business interests. Their own lives are ticking on and on, regardless of his creeping fingers.

And yet…

And yet all it would take is a look across at their table at the wrong moment, or a whimper from her that emerged a little more loudly than intended. The danger of it all is real, and discovery is only ever a moment away.

Now he gets it. Now he sees the appeal.

His hand moves upwards.

She is within reach now. Before, he would have had to strain just to make contact with the soft folds of her pussy, but now there is plenty of leeway. His gentle touch, then, is a deliberate tease, designed to ramp up excitement for what she now knows is about to come: the aperitif for a sweeter, more satisfying main.

The moan that escapes from her doesn’t dissuade him – in fact he barely reacts, even though it seems to her to be shatteringly loud. She hides her mouth behind her napkin, doing her best to muffle her desires, but if she thought he hadn’t noticed she was severely mistaken. Into the slick warmth of her sex he slides a single finger, a lone explorer, and then withdraws it just as quickly.

She gasps, less from the suddenness and more from the surprise; the single thrust is a torment, sure, but it is not enough. The wetness of her pussy demands more – two fingers, over and over, if a cock is not on offer – but as she realises she has been denied she settles into a begrudging defeat.

They are they only couple in the restaurant not engaged in conversation, but there is nothing to be done about that. Words would only spoil things now, she thinks, but then she is proved wrong. There is one word, one perfect word, and it slips from his lips effortlessly as he touches the tip of his finger to her clit.

‘Patience,’ he says.

He might as well ask for her to bring him the moon and the stars in a handbasket.

Her hips move practically of their own accord, her spread legs doing everything in their power to drive her pelvis towards that teasing finger. No matter how she moves, he manages to keep perfect time and perfect pressure, the tiny circles he is running around her clitoris deadly in their precision. Her wriggling and squirming does her no good, but she can see the smile on his face take on a wry new dimension. He’s enjoying the power of it all, knowing that he is doing this to her and no one else – knowing that he has the full total of her attention for as long as he can keep her on the edge.

And oh, how quickly she threatens to fall! Whether it’s the wine or the special occasion, the look in his eyes or the risk of being caught that surrounds them on all sides, her body is betraying her. It dances to his tune now.

Patience.

That hateful word, keeping her from what she needs most. She looks into his eyes imploringly, mutely begging for just the little bit more she needs to push her over the edge, but they are like marbles in his head: they sparkle in the light, but there’s a detachedness there that she can’t quite ignore. He’s enjoying playing with her mind even more, perhaps, than he is enjoying playing with her body.

She moves forward again, suddenly, desperate to try and beat his system, but his hand moves away and she is left without the friction she craves.

‘Please…’ she mouths. It takes all of her restraint; the word wants to come out in a scream, breathless and exhausted, but she hopes that he will spot the desperation in her silence – the need for him, and the pleasure he’s keeping from her. 

He gives a gentle, almost imperceptible nod of the head, and as he does so he slides his hand forwards. Two fingers slip effortlessly past her swollen lips and into the warm embrace of her cunt, and the ball of his thumb presses hard against her clit, providing glorious pressure where she needs it most. Gone is the soft, easy tease of a few moments earlier: now he has one goal in mind, and one goal only.

He wants to see her lose herself.

Her hand grips at the napkin; even through the thick linen, she can feel her fingernails digging into her palm, and no matter how she tries she can’t stop it. Her body marches to the beat of his drum now, and the steady, rhythmic thrusts of his fingers as he pushes them inside her provide a perfect metronome against which she can judge her arousal. It takes all of her attention not to start frantically humping his hand, but one look into his stony eyes – determined, but otherwise showing no outward signs of what is going on just below the wooden table – tells her that would be a bad idea. She needs to control herself. This has to stay between the two of them.

The world seems to slow down: every slight motion takes minutes, days, years, eons. Every movement is miles, and every tingle of electricity at her pussy is ten thousand volts threatening to rip her apart.

And somehow he expects her to be silent? Impossible. No. There’s just no way.

No…

… fucking…

… FUCK…

‘Let go,’ he whispers. His voice is a throaty growl, barely audible, but it doesn’t need to be. Her body tenses immediately, coiling like a spring before release, and then the flood of an orgasm forces her legs together, trapping his hand. Still his fingers keep working, pressing into her, riding the wave as it crashes and she is finally, finally able to open her eyes and face the world again.

Everything is brighter, now. Colours are crisp and clean, and her body crackles with energy. Every sensation is heightened, even as her muscles feel drained and lifeless. It’s as though the world has taken something from her and she hasn’t yet been able to get it back yet.

She smiles at him. ‘Thank you,’ she mouths as she spreads her knees and allows him his hand back. She doesn’t pull her dress down; not yet, anyway. For now, the cool breeze on her pussy is the perfect counterbalance to the hot red danger of what came before.

But he is not done.

He raises his fingers into the air, still drenched with her juices. For a second she watches them glisten, her face burning red with embarrassment. It’s as though he’s showing her off as a trophy, her juices a mark of the land he just conquered – but of course, true or not, that’s all in her head. The only person who notices is a waitress, and she only sees the smile and the gentle crook of the fingers themselves. By the time she has crossed the room, he has wiped his fingers clean on the expensive linen.

Now the only trace of what just happened is a scent on the fabric, and the ragged sound of her breathing as she tries to compose herself.

‘Anything for dessert, Sir?’

The waitress is young and attractive, and it’s for the best; a man would have spoilt the mood somehow, might have placed him into a position of competition and vulnerability – and that would never do. This way, the waitress can be folded into the fantasy of it all. She toys with the idea of coming back to this restaurant and arranging a special encounter – perhaps an escort dressed as a waitress who could be called over at the right time, one who could be ‘persuaded’ to join them for the rest of the evening.

He’d like that. They have long considered the idea of a threesome, but after tonight she thinks he has earned it – and in spades. If she gets her fantasy, it’s only fair that he should get his.

Perhaps next year.

Hell, perhaps next week. Why wait?

‘No, thank you,’ he says, bringing her mind back into focus. ‘Just the bill, please.’

The waitress gives a smile and then heads over to the counter, her face breaking from smile into smirk just a second before she turns away. 

Did she know? Possibly. A woman can always tell these things. Strangely, the thought doesn’t embarrass her; in fact, it only emphasises the tingling in her cunt. Perhaps the waitress was wondering how it would have felt to have his fingers deep inside her.

Let her wonder, she thinks. Let her be jealous. Let her dream about it tonight and fuck herself stupid at the thought.

It feels good to be desired, but almost as good to have her man desired for her. Tonight, she has both.

She notes with some satisfaction that it’s a different waiter who brings the bill. A few notes slid neatly into the maroon leather book, and they are gone – barely enough time to slip her dress down over her thighs. As she walks past the other diners, the reality of what just happened hits her, and she smiles. When she catches his eye, she sees that he’s smiling too – positively grinning, in fact – and by the time they emerge into the cool night air and he sweeps her into his arms, the only thing punctuating their laughter is a steady stream of kisses that threatens never to stop.

Pride

She waits behind the curtain for her cue.

It’s OK to be nervous, she tells herself. As long as you keep it back here. Once you’re out there, you’re in charge. You’re in control. You make them want you.

The first time was always the hardest, or so one of the other performers – a legal secretary named Susan from two towns away – had told her. Susan had attended Amateur Night a few times before, and it showed: of all the women who had gathered behind the stage an hour earlier, she was the only one who didn’t seem nervous. When it had been her turn to dance, she had moved with an easy, natural grace – none of the halting moves that the other girls had shown.

‘Why are you here?’ she had asked, and the more experienced woman had just shrugged.

‘Why are you here?’ Susan had replied. ‘I like the thrill of it. Their eyes on me. You’ll see once you’ve done it. It feels like a drug. You won’t be able to get enough of it, I promise.’

Waiting for the call, that’s hard to believe. And yet...

And yet part of her can already feel that thrill. Part of her knows this isn’t going to be her last time, even before it has technically been her first. The thought excites her, makes her feel sexy and desirable.

Good, she thinks. It’s a nice thought to cling on to.

Time seems to have slowed down to a stop. The last girl finished what feels like an age ago. What’s taking so long? Have they forgotten about her? She’s last on the list, but still...

If it carries on for much longer, the crowd will get bored. They’ll start to disperse, and then all of her worrying will be for nothing.

Suddenly, a voice comes over the PA system. ‘... and now, ladies and gentlemen, it’s my pleasure to announce...’

There it is. The music is playing. She feels Susan’s reassuring hand on her shoulder, and one of the other girls is giving her the thumbs up.

Too late to back out now.

‘... Krystal!’

She throws the curtain aside and struts onto the stage, her chosen name for the night suddenly sounding ridiculous to her ears. Krystal. Who the hell would be called Krystal, anyway? What kind of a name is that?

Krystal is someone else – someone a world away from her. It is Krystal who dances her way seductively onto the stage, who flashes a cheeky smile and tilts her hat to the stag party in the front row, who grips the pole seductively and shimmies her body down it. All of this comes so easily to Krystal, as though she was born to do it.

Perhaps she was, she thinks.

And so she lets Krystal take over. It’s Krystal who takes off her hat and flings it seductively into the crowd, to cheers and catcalls and catcalls from those watching her. It’s almost as though a stranger is driving her body: when her coat slips off to reveal a scandalously lacy black bra underneath, it comes almost as a surprise to her. Then again, that’s Krystal through and through.

Wild. Crazy. Impetuous. Anything can happen when Krystal takes the wheel.

She isn’t far into her routine before she begins to feel the wetness growing between her legs. Somehow, this feeling – being on stage, being watched and lusted over by a crowd of angry men – is exciting her in a way that nothing has before.

She liked to be watched. She had always fantasised about it, but the reality is so much more than she ever could have dreamt of.

And then, as the music draws to its crescendo, it is over.

She had been instructed by the management to keep herself at least semi-decent, but in the throes of it all she hadn’t even managed to get down to being topless. The skimpy outfit she had started with has mostly been cast aside, but a cut of black lingerie still covers her nipples and some small percentage of her breasts, and the thong-backed panties she had bought especially for her performance – knowing how thrilling it would be to have her shaved pussy almost visible through the mesh fabric – are still firmly in place.

The catcalls from the men, some encouraging and some accusing her of being a tease, persist as she gathers up her clothes and heads quietly offstage. It is time for the next girl to perform, and as the girl in question slips out from behind the curtain – a buxom redhead named Kelly, wearing a rough facsimile of a police uniform complete with handcuffs – the crowd of men find their attention better served elsewhere.

Fickle, she thinks.

She considers leaving, but the bar is practically empty and she could use a drink to help counteract the adrenaline that courses through her body. The only other person sitting at the bar is a man in his mid-thirties in a sharp fitting suit. He barely pays her any attention as she sits down, but as she orders her drink he gives a slight nod to the man behind the bar.

‘No charge,’ the bartender says as he slides the drink across to her.

‘Because I was a dancer?’

‘Because he paid.’ He gestures to the other man, three or four stools away, who still hasn’t acknowledged her.

She likes that. She wasn’t sure how she would feel being bought a drink by a stranger in a place like this, but now that it is happening... yes. She could get used to it.

She takes a sip of the vodka and cranberry juice and raises a glass in his direction. ‘Thanks,’ she says, and for the first time he smiles.

There’s a danger in his grin, and for a second her breath catches in his throat. He’s not like the other men, the ones closest to the stage. They were falling over themselves trying to get her attention – or Krystal’s attention, anyway – but this one has made no effort to show off. The suit and his calm sense of power speak for him, striking a powerful comment even over the music that accompanies Kelly’s gyrations. Instead, he is just watching, and waiting – for what, she doesn’t know.

‘It would be a shame not to reward a dance like that,’ he says simply.

‘I’m glad you think so.’

‘I haven’t seen you here before.’

‘I’m new.’

‘It doesn’t show.’

His words shouldn’t have been a compliment, but they were – somehow, in some way, she was happy for him to effectively be saying that she was an acceptable stripper. Why was that?

Of course, it’s obvious. It means he was watching her. Even from his spot at the bar, she had had his attention. The tingling between her legs seemed to intensify at the realisation, throbbing at the knowledge that this man had been focused on her and her alone. But why him? Why does she care? Precisely because he seems not to. He is aloof and distant – at least, to the girl currently dancing on the stage. 

But not to her.

‘So what brings you to a place like this?’ she asks. He doesn’t fit in here, but he doesn’t seem awkward about it. He’s happy to keep himself above the throng.

‘I’ve booked the Champagne Room for the night,’ he says, as though the money he must have dropped on that was nothing at all. ‘I was hoping for some company.’

The implication is obvious. He’s not looking for conversation.

She means to say no – of course she does – but somehow the word sticks in her throat. Krystal wouldn’t turn down his offer, would she? Krystal would take his gorgeous man back to the room he booked, probably leading the way. Krystal would love every second of it.

And isn’t this Krystal’s night?

She nods. ‘OK,’ she says. ‘I think I’d like that.’

He smiles. ‘After your performance up there, I think I’m going to like that too.’

There’s something about the lascivious glint in his eye that fails to put her at ease. What exactly is he expecting? He doesn’t seem to be any stranger to the ins and outs of the club; he must know what services are on offer. What if he asks her for something she’s not comfortable with, beyond a private dance? She considers coming clean, telling him that she’s not what he’s looking for, that he might be better off with one of the other girls who are milling around the bar looking for clients – but it’s too late. He has finished his drink, and is heading towards one of the back rooms. Now, there is only one choice left.

Stay, or follow?

Tick, tock. Tick, tock. Time’s a-wasting.

She follows.

By the time she slips through the same door he entered, he’s already sitting down, legs spread wide, his wallet resting next to him.

‘Dance for me,’ he says. ‘I want to see more.’

It starts in her hips, swaying back and forth to the distant movement from the main room of the club. It’s different, now, and harder to focus; before, she could switch her attention from one patron to another, but now there is only one pair of eyes watching over her, and their gaze never falters. Even as she turns her back to him to grind against his lap – and the large, hard bulge that is there waiting for her – she can feel that stare.

Strangely, even though it feels slightly intimidating, she finds herself enjoying his attentions. It feels good to be adored, to be wanted, to be desired. When he runs his hands across the firm curves of her buttocks, she pushes back against them, desperate to feel his skin against her own. He doesn’t hold back, and she’s glad of it.

She turns towards him, her face inches away from his, and wiggles seductively. Her thumbs reach up to the straps of her bra, and she slips them down with what feels like no effort at all. A twist of the clasp, and her breasts fall free.

He reaches out to touch them, but it’s not in the same way she could imagine some of the animals out in the main bar reaching out, their hands greasy and their fingers nicotine-stained. He maintains eye contact with her while he moves in for the kill, persistent and yet looking for the first indication that she is not happy with where the evening is going. He finds none. In fact, as his fingertips make contact with her nipples, she lets out an appreciative moan whose origins she can’t quite place. Did it even come from her?

Maybe. Maybe it was Krystal all along.

He runs his hands over her body, in rampant disregard for the club’s no-touching policy, but she finds the feeling of his skin against hers – his hands possessive, dominant, and yet tender – too alluring to resist. She laps it up, and she finds her dance becoming ever more intimate. When he pulls away, she is disappointed by their absence; her eyes follow them as they reach into his pocket and pull out a wallet, full and heavy.

‘I want more,’ he says as he thumbs the notes out onto his palm. He stops when he reaches three hundred, but by that stage his point is well-made: he can afford her, if she is selling. No matter what her price is, it can be met.

The tone of his voice makes it clear that he doesn’t just mean another dance. He wants more from her. More than she is willing to give? Doubtful; he has drawn her in, somehow. There is something about him that she craves already. If she had met him in a bar – she, not the daring and adventurous Krystal – she might have dreamed about bedding him right then and there, with everything that involved. Now she has the chance.

‘What do you...?’ Her voice disappears behind a fog of doubt.

‘Your mouth,’ he says. ‘I want your mouth. For one night only.’

That settles it. Immediately, the image flashes through her mind: her head bobbing up and down as he moans, one hand stroking her hair, until...

Until...

‘I know you’re not a regular,’ he says, breaking her focus. ‘But isn’t that why you came here tonight? To do something naughty? To walk on the wild side?’ He pushes the notes towards her. ‘Here’s your chance.’

‘If I take this...’ she says, incapable of finishing the thought for herself.

He nods, somehow understanding her. ‘That’s right. You’ll be mine for the night. Bought and paid for. My girl. My toy. My whore.’ The way he says it sounds exotic rather than sleazy: there’s filth attached to it, but no shame.

She’d do it for free, but this way...

This way he’s buying her co-operation. He’s buying her complicity.

He’s buying control.

She reaches out a hand, but he stops her. ‘No,’ he says firmly. ‘Open your mouth. Let’s start as we mean to go on. If you want it, come and get it. On your knees.’

She does want it – not for the money itself, but for what it represents. The decision to drop to her knees is almost too easy, and as she positions herself in front of him her mouth falls open seemingly of its own accord. It only closes once the notes are in place, and he gently strokes her hair. ‘Good girl,’ he says. ‘Now earn it.’

She hesitates for a moment, wondering how to continue: the whole situation is so far removed from what she had expected the night to be that she finds herself struggling with enormity of it. As she reaches up to the zipper of his trousers, she finds herself willing the Krystal side of her to take over, but Krystal is nowhere to be seen.

This is on her. This is all on her.

The second his penis emerges, something else takes over: a deep, primal sensation of longing. She doesn’t have to fake this, the way she did with Krystal. This comes from deep within her, always there but somehow repressed in the daylight, hidden away until it was needed.

Until now.

She falls on him hungrily, wrapping her lips around his cock as though it is the only thing that matters to her. As she teases the head with her tongue, he lets out an approving moan; rather than guiding her head with his hand, he spreads out along the couch, his arms wide apart. She doesn’t need guidance. He trusts her skills.

Suddenly, she is overcome with the realisation of how much she feels like she needs to please him, to impress him – not just for the money, but also to prove herself. More than with any of her past lovers, she wants his approval. She needs it.

She relaxes her jaw and loosens her throat, taking more of him into her mouth. Her motions pull him in a little deeper every time, inch by delicious inch, until she can’t take anymore: she fights her gag reflex, letting him use her body. She loves the faint trace of sleaze that surrounds the situation, loves the fact that he barely ever looks down at her, content to lose himself in the sensation. She doesn’t need to be anything more for him than a moist hole.

It’s... liberating, almost. Out there, in the world, she can be smart and classy and a paragon of society. Here, all she needs is to be his whore.

The thought alone makes her wet. As she sucks, she begins to rub herself through the flimsy lingerie she purchased for her act. It doesn’t take long before she’s as close to an orgasm as he is.

He breaks first. With a shudder, she feels her mouth fill with his load, the slight sweetness of his precome suddenly overwhelmed by the powerful tang of a full orgasm. ‘Fuck,’ he moans softly, almost to himself. ‘Fuck.’

She knows how he feels. Being used like this – an anonymous encounter with a total stranger – is intoxicating. Susan was right. It is like a drug, and now she needs her own fix.

As she moves her mouth off his cock, her hand moves faster, pushing her to the orgasm she craves so desperately. The feel of his salty load sliding down her throat pushes her over the edge: she collapses forward, one hand supporting her body weight as the pressure builds and explodes inside of her. It’s only once she swallows that she is able to make a sound: the noise that emerges seems to have been building up for years, and yet it only barely scratches the surface of the sensations that are flowing outward from her pussy.

The feeling lingers, but has to fade eventually. Through deep breaths, she finds herself back in the room, back at his feet, back with her soaked hand between her legs. He looks down at her and the show she has just put on; it might not have been designed for his amusement, but the glint in his eyes and the wry smirk on his face tells her that he enjoyed it nevertheless. Suddenly, she feels herself blushing. Did she really just do that? Did she really just debase herself in front of a stranger, all for the desire for an orgasm?

Yes. Yes, she did. And for him, she would do so much more. The daringness of it all only adds to her arousal.

The night is still young. It seems almost a shame to waste it.

‘What next?’ she asks.

Lust

They’re waiting for her. They must be.

She is freshening up in the bathroom – or at least, that’s what she told them. In fact, she’s busy trying to work through her decision.

This is so unlike her, that’s the problem. She’d heard about these sort of parties before – private parties where all sorts of sexual fantasies could be brought to life with like-minded strangers in sumptuous surroundings – but she never thought for a second she’d be attending one.

And then, of course, she had arrived, and everything changed.

The two men had scoped her out right from the start. They had known what they wanted, and had made no secret of the fact that they were seducing her. The blonde, chatty and brash and confident, all quick jokes and easy charm, and his quieter, more thoughtful companion with the brown hair. They’d been to these places before. They knew exactly what to expect.

A threesome.

That was what they suggested, and she had accepted without a second thought. It has been her fantasy for so long that when the option arose – especially with these beautiful men – she leapt on it.

It’s only now, upstairs in the en suite of one of the manor house’s guest bedrooms, that she finds it hard to get over that final hurdle.

So unlike her.

She doesn’t do this sort of thing.

She pauses for a second, one hand on the door. One little push is all it will take, and then her fantasy can come true. Perhaps she does do it – and if not, perhaps she should start.

Can reality ever live up to what she has dreamt up, though? Will it be an inevitable disappointment once it’s rendered in flesh and sweat? Would it be better left as the product of her imagination – something to keep her occupied during quiet nights alone, with only her fingers or a vibrator for company?

No. Of course not.

She needs this. She has to know.

The door swings open, and her boys – hers for the evening, at least – come into view.

They are magnificent specimens.

The blonde is on the bed, still wearing nothing but a pair of black boxer shorts that are doing a very poor job of hiding the erection that is growing beneath them; his brown-haired counterpart, more serious right from the first time they had met, is sitting in one of the bedroom’s armchairs, casually flicking through a book. Both sets of eyes focus on her, framed in the doorway – and why wouldn’t they? She looks beautiful, and she knows it. She put a lot of effort into her appearance tonight, and she’s glad that she has two men to share it with, rather than just one.

She pauses, wondering which one to go to first.

Mr Blonde, or Mr Brown?

Decisions, decisions.

The blonde? He’s closer, after all, and he was the first to start talking to her downstairs. He seems to be the most enthusiastic, too… but no. He’s too sure, too confident in himself. He’s the obvious choice, but she wants him to want her – to need her with every fibre of his being. By the time she involves him, he’ll be putty in her hands.

Instead she goes over to the man in the chair, swaying her hips seductively as she walks forward; everything is a tease now, all part of the game. She puts her hands on the chair arms and leans forward, arching her back into a perfect curve and sticking her ass out. The slight wiggle she gives is solely for the benefit of the man behind her; she doesn’t need to turn around to know that he’s staring.

The brown-haired man smiles as she draws closer, her face level with his. As their lips make their first contact, she knows she has made the right decision. His kiss is soft and warm and strangely intimate, given the nature of their arrangement, but it sets her at ease right away. He lets her lead and she teases him accordingly, her affection ebbing and flowing. She switches effortlessly between passionate and coy, between giving his lip a playful bite and pulling away altogether, daring him to follow her.

He does, of course. How could he resist?

She snakes her way down his body, a slow trail of kisses that begins at his collarbone and doesn’t stop until just below the line of his boxer shorts. She takes her time, teasing both of her boys at once: making one of them jealous and driving the other wild with anticipation.

Don’t worry, she thinks. The night is still young. You’ll both get yours.

His body is impossibly toned, his abs sheer perfection. She could kiss them all day, but her real interest lies lower. His cock twitches through the fabric, an unmistakeable bulge of arousal that can’t be hidden. He’s huge – far bigger than she was expecting, given his modesty. She runs her hands across the material, feeling its weight through the cotton, and for the first time since they entered the room he seems to be losing his cool. He lets out a soft little moan, almost involuntarily.

You could take it out now, she thinks to herself. You could take it out and slide it down your throat while his friend watches. You could have this Adonis pump his load in your mouth, or over your face and tits, and then go right over there and do the same thing to another complete stranger.

And then, once they recover, they can fuck you from both ends until you scream.

God, it’s tempting. The sumptuousness of the surroundings has brought something out of her: something long-buried, something she wasn’t sure even existed until now. This is a building made in the pursuit of pleasure. Why should she hold back? Why should she deny herself what she wants more than anything in the world right at that moment?

She leans forward and plants her lips against the fabric, giving a teasing kiss just where she knows the sensitive cockhead is resting. She can feel its hardness, and revels in the way he is forced to shift in his seat to accommodate it. Their gazes meet – hers playful, his eager – and she pauses. 

Why should she wait?

For greater reward later, of course. What other reason could possibly matter in a place like this?

She pulls away from him, tilting back on her heels and standing up in one fluid motion, leaving him in his seat like a cast-off toy. If he’s disappointed, he’s smart enough not to show it in the instant before she turns away and walks over to the bed. His blonde-haired friend is waiting for her there, that same cocky grin plastered across his face. That smile inflames her. It’s the smile of someone who thinks he’s in charge of the show, just because he’s going to have his cock in her sooner rather than later – just because, in all likelihood, he’s going to leave her insensible with pleasure. He’s confident in his abilities, that much is obvious. Downstairs at the bar, when she was still settling in, that had been so appealing, but now? No. Now, she wants things on her terms. This is her fantasy, and she’ll get what she wants.

Still… let him be confident. That’s not such a bad thing. Let him imagine all of the things he’s going to do to her, the pounding he’ll be giving to her tight cunt, the way her face will look as her lips wrap around his cock. Until then, though, there can be no mistake about it: she is running the show, and she’ll damn wipe that smirk off his face before he gets to play.

She grabs him by the back of the head, running her fingers through his hair, and pulls him in for a kiss. There’s no tease here, no subtlety. She attacks him with all the ferocity she can muster, and she’s pleased to find him flustered: it’s not what he expected from her, that’s for sure.

She’s even more pleased when he begins to match her.

She rakes her nails up his back and he moans, but even though she scratched hard it’s a moan of pleasure rather than of pain. Apparently, for all his confident bluster, he’s a man who likes it rough.

She waits for him to move towards her, deftly steps to the side and leaves him crashing on the bed where her body used to be. From there, it’s easy to get on top of him: her thighs straddle just above the position of his hips, and she can feel his cock through his shorts, pressing against her ass. He struggles as she holds down his wrists. It’s all for show, obviously – he and his friend could fling her around the room like a ragdoll if they chose to do so – but she’s not complaining. Every movement gives her another excuse to rub against his throbbing dick.

‘Looks like I win,’ she says.

He rolls his eyes at her, but he doesn’t attempt to move his hands as she releases his wrists. Immediately, her fingers go behind her back and release the clasp of her bra. The expensive black lingerie is cast aside like a gum wrapper; its purpose has been served.

She has always considered her breasts to be her best feature, and from the look on his face he agrees with her. She squeezes them firmly, just in front of his face, and then holds his head to them. He doesn’t need to be told what she wants. His tongue is out almost before she has finished speaking, and as he takes her nipple into her mouth she feels herself begin to grow wet. They always were so responsive to a well-placed touched, and Mr Blonde certainly knows what he’s doing.

But why leave him to it? Why not use everything she has at her disposal?

‘You,’ she says to the brown-haired man suddenly. He seems shocked, as though he was caught not paying attention, but she knows that isn’t true. He hasn’t taken his eyes off her since she walked in. ‘Strip. I want to see that you’re enjoying yourself.’

He moves like he has been electrocuted. In seconds, his boxers have joined her bra on the floor, and that beautiful uncut cock is in his hand – eight inches of delight being pumped in tribute to her body. She can already see the glistening precome at the head, his hand growing slick with his own excitement.

Soon, she thinks. Soon it’ll be all mine to play with. Just not quite yet.

There were other options to explore first.

She pushes the blonde away from her breasts with some reluctance, immediately missing the swirl of his tongue over her sensitive nipples, and shimmies her underwear down over her thighs. The cool air of the room strikes her pussy, proving just how wet it is – but she needs to know for certain that she’s ready for what comes next. She moves her hand down between her legs and slides a finger effortlessly inside.

Perfect.

She pushes the blonde onto his back and shimmies up his body, until her ass rests on his chest. As she tips forward onto her knees, she has his arms pinned and an ideal new seat, straddling his face.

He knows exactly what to do. His tongue hits her clit like a targeted arrow and her knees buckle, suddenly incapable of holding her weight against the onslaught of pleasure that he sends through her body.

No wonder he was so confident, she thinks. He’s earned it.

She crooks a finger towards the other man, Mr Brown, and beckons him to join in. He stands by the side of the bed, his cock so tantalisingly close. If it looked big through his underwear and from the other side of the room, now it seems enormous.

She has to have it. She needs it.

She leans forward, grinds her hips down on the willing tongue that is currently lapping at her slit, and takes his cock into her mouth. The taste of his precome, salty-sweet on her tongue, makes her greedy for more. She runs her tongue around the head and he moans encouragement. After what he has just seen, it’s no wonder.

Her own moans meld with his as she swallows his length.

She’s a conduit of pleasure, nothing more: the faster Mr Blonde licks, the more enthusiastically she finds herself bobbing her head up and down against his friend’s cock. Already, Mr Blonde’s skilled tongue has got her skirting the edge of an orgasm, but his teasing flicks are never enough to let her fall completely. Each one drives her closer, though, before snatching it away at the last second.

And then, just as she feels her orgasm finally begin to crest, he stops.

The steady licking dies away as he moves his head from between her legs, leaving only the echo of her lust behind. She can feel him slide off the bed and move off to the corner; in her peripheral vision, she sees him arranging something, but she’s too deep in the moment to know or care what it is. If he wants to come back, he’ll come back. In the meantime, all that matters is the cock in her mouth.

She teases it now, giving it her full attention. She licks up the shaft and allows her tongue to circle the head as her fingertips play gently over his balls, making a note of what works and what doesn’t, figuring out the rules to this strange new toy in order to keep him on the edge for as long as possible. She doesn’t want this to end – not yet, anyway. Possibly not ever.

She feels a hand on the small of her back. Not Mr Brown’s, that much is for sure; his hands are on her shoulders, keeping her mouth close as she torments him.

He’s back, and on the bed behind her as she rests on all fours. There’s a momentary press of his cockhead against the entrance to her pussy, a quick up-and-down as he lubricates himself with her juices, and then…

And then she feels him push forward.

His hips meet the flesh of her ass before the pleasure surges through her, like a dam suddenly incapable of holding back a raging flood. Her whole body lurches forward as he drives himself into her cunt, pounding deep, thrusting with everything he’s got and holding her in place with those strong hands of his.

Hands that control action. Hands that will never let go – not until he’s satisfied, anyway.

She’s pinned between these two men, their hands exploring her body as she works to please them both at once. Mr Brown is gentle, teasing the buds of her nipples between thumb and forefinger as she works on milking him of his load, but Mr Blonde is more forceful. He’s taking what he wants from her, and she gives it freely – and so much more. Her body is theirs to use.

The only payment she asks for in return is the orgasm that she knows is coming.

Her hands grasp at the bedclothes, scrunching the linen into her fists. Her whole body tenses up as it prepares itself, the muscles of her cunt clenching around the cock that fills her, but the more she tenses the closer she feels him get – both of them, in fact. It’s so easy to see them as one unit, with four hands running over her body and two cocks to please and to be pleased by in return.

They come.

Mr Brown is first. With a pure, animalistic moan he pulls his hips back, ensuring that his load doesn’t shoot right down your throat but instead splashes across her tongue. The torrent of his come arrives so suddenly that it shocks her, and she struggles to swallow it all. Almost simultaneously she feels Mr Blonde’s grip tighten, as though the sound that broke the silence was his cue to finish too. He speeds up, his thrusts becoming stronger, deeper, more desperate, and she pushes back against him, wanting nothing more in the world than his cock buried in her as far as it will go.

Yes, that’s it… all she needs is cock. His. Mr Brown’s. Anyone’s. It doesn’t matter. Who cares if they’re strangers? Who cares if she never sees them again? It feels so damn good to let herself go and live in the moment.

So wanton…

So unrestrained…

Such a…

Such… a…

SLUT.

The word screams out in her mind as she comes, drowning out all other thoughts. In that moment, she gives herself over completely to the pleasure, and so does he: through the waves of ecstasy that wash over her she can feel his cock pumping its load deep inside of her in a stream that seems as though it will never end.

He withdraws, she assumes, but she barely notices. She’s lost in the fog of orgasm, her body used to its limits.

Is it over? Can such a defining moment have reached its natural end so easily?

No. No, she can’t allow that – not yet, anyway. She needs more, at least until she recovers from the pounding she just received.

She draws them both close for a moment, pulling them to her body, and relishes the feeling of so much skin-on-skin contact. Sure, the party is still going on downstairs, and if she so chose she could no doubt pick up another two men and repeat the experience, but right now all she needs is to have that connection, that intimacy. As they embrace her, she feels herself more at ease than she has ever been, all possible stresses lifting from her shoulders.

There may not be a heaven, but with such delicious sin on offer, she finds that she doesn’t much care.


Want more?
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