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The ball sailed past Jonathan, bounced once just inside the white line on the court, and thudded with a rattle into the chain-link fence behind him. He had been running to get it, but, on hearing the sound of his defeat, simply stopped and shrugged. “Well, that’s it for me, I suppose. Thirty points in as many sets is the best I’ve done in a long while.”

Rachel huffed. “I know you’re trying to make me feel better, but it’s not working. The tournament is in less than a week, and here I am, sloppier than ever.”

“Listen,” said her husband, “you’ve got this, you really do. You’re just as fast as you were when you won that title two months ago. You shouldn’t even need me to encourage you. I mean, I’m so far below where you are that there’s nothing I can really tell you.”

“I could go to nationals,” said Rachel. “If I win this tournament, I could go to nationals. But I need to be improving, not getting worse.” She was so frustrated that a note of desperation had crept into her voice.

“Why not take a break?” asked Jonathan. “I ran out of water a few sets ago. If you have some, maybe you’ll feel a little better.”

“Sure, I guess,” said Rachel, shrugging. “I just have to break out of this rut.”

Back in the cool, air-conditioned house, she sought out the place she always went when she was worried: the yoga mat in the guest room. With a tall glass of water beside her, she took herself through a succession of her favorite poses and thought about the situation. On the one hand, Jonathan was right; she was still a good tennis player, even if she had picked up an unfortunate tendency recently to psych herself out. But on the other hand, just being good wasn’t enough. She needed to be great, and she just...wasn’t there yet.

Time was running out, and she needed a new angle on things. After lunch, she decided, she would head to the tennis club. Maybe she’d find inspiration there.

* * *

The Northern Los Angeles Tennis Club was filled with people who weren’t quite good enough to make it to the next level. Old men sitting at the bar drowned the shame of being the worst player out of all their friends; young children drilled under their parents’ eyes, trying to make up for their lack of natural aptitude through sheer effort. Rachel was better than the average member, much better, but she felt a certain kinship with them because of that shared challenge. That kinship was what prevented her from upgrading to a more prestigious club.

Today, she wasn’t going to be heading to the courts. She knew that trying to power through a slump sometimes just made it worse. Instead, she headed to the bar, ordered a drink, and sat down at a table outside, watching the after-school tennis lessons and the old couples rallying slowly to one another. There had once been a real joy for her in tennis, the same joy that these casual players were able to feel every day. Why had that gone away?

She noticed a man standing by himself at the edge of the patio, looking out over the tennis courts. He was wearing whites and looked like a player himself, but his racket hung loose at his side, and he seemed to be waiting for something. Suddenly, his head turned, and he caught sight of her before she could look away. Raising a hand in greeting, he smiled. “Need a tennis partner?”

“Oh, I mean, not really…” Rachel’s policy was not to talk to strange men, and she saw no need to change that in this case.

“Listen,” said the man, moving a few steps towards her. “I know that look. You’re a really excellent player; I can tell by the way you’re watching the amateurs so intently. But you’re not doing what you love most. You’re not playing tennis yourself.”

Rachel was shocked at the accuracy of his judgement. “I mean...I wouldn’t say I was so good at tennis. I’ve played for a few years, that’s all.”

“Why don’t we see about that?” he replied. “I’m Dane. I play in tournaments sometimes, but during the week I work in real estate. I’d be honored if you’d treat me to a few sets, at least.”

“Fine,” said Rachel. He didn’t seem too weird, and the worst that could happen was that he’d lose to her and get angry. Hefting her racket, which she’d brought out of sheer habit, she followed him out to the courts.

They started with a simple rally to get warmed up. Rachel hit a very straightforward serve, just to see what her new partner could do; to her surprise, he was on it quicker than lightning, replying with a tricky curving shot that she had to run to return. As the ball flew back and forth, each of them brought out their best techniques, trying to find a way to get past the other; Rachel felt that she had the upper hand, and she began moving aggressively, trying to get him over onto one side of the court so that he’d have to leave the other open. The ball thwacked against catgut again and again as she brought him closer and closer to the side boundary…

And then it was clattering into the fence at the back of her side. She had been taken off guard by a sudden driving shot that had almost hit her in the stomach; her attempts to get past it and into a position where she could return it had taken too long, and she’d only managed to graze the ball with her swing.

“Well, you’re quite the player!” said Dane, grinning. “You remind me of this one woman I played with at the Zürich tennis club. She beat me, but then...well, that’s a story for another time.”

“I’m not beating you in this condition,” said Rachel, who was beginning to take a shine to her opponent. ”I’m sloppy and slow, and I’m feeling burned-out.” She laughed. “But what’s this about Zürich? I didn’t know I was playing a world-class player.”

“Oh, a world-class player I am not,” said Dane. “I was on vacation at the time, and happened to run into a tennis tournament, that’s all. But being burned-out...that must mean you’re going to a tournament yourself in a few days. I always have that feeling before playing, to be honest.”

“Really?” Rachel tossed the ball to Dane; by rights, it was his serve. “And you’re right about the tournament. It might be my chance to go to Nationals, but not if I can’t break out of this funk.”

Her partner hit the ball, sending her a deceptively high serve that she knew was nonetheless calculated to land just inside the line. She had to backpedal to find the space to return it. “Well,” he said, awaiting her return, “you have what it takes, at least in my opinion. But I know –” he threw himself after the ball, which she’d sent down the middle of the other half of the court “– that hearing that’s not very helpful, is it? It’s all in the mind, your mind, and you have to convince yourself that you can do it.”

“Yes, exactly,” said Rachel, scrambling to hit the ball back. “I’ve never heard someone put it so well before.”

“I want to help you,” said Dane. He had to run across half the court to catch Rachel’s return, but he just managed to do it. “Let’s play a couple of sets, and then I’ll tell you about a strategy that’s supposed to be almost foolproof.”

The game went on for quite a while. The two players were at almost the same level of skill, so unless one of them made a particularly bad mistake, each rally lasted for at least eight returns. At last, though, they toweled off and returned to the bar, where Rachel ordered a bottle of sparkling water and they sat down at a table.

“I have to apologize for intruding on you,” said Dane, sipping at his water.

“Oh, it’s no big deal,” said Rachel. “I think this might have been just what I needed to get back into my groove. I play with my husband a lot, and he’s not really much of a challenge for me anymore.”

Dane nodded; a strange expression had crossed over his face when she’d said the word husband. “Playing with people below your level can do that. I try not to, except every once in a while.”

“What was this technique you were going to tell me about?” asked Rachel. The way Dane talked about her husband made her a little bit uncomfortable.

“It’s sort of a meditation thing,” he said. “It’s not even specifically designed for tennis players, or athletes in general, but we benefit way more from it than the average person. If you can’t get your head in the game, you can’t play at all, right?”

“So, like, an app?” asked Rachel. She was skeptical; meditation had never worked for her before.

“Well, it’s just a sound file, to be honest,” said Dane. “It’s a bit of hypnosis, too. It really gets into where you’re psyching yourself out and takes those thoughts out by the roots. I’ve heard rave reviews.”

“But you haven’t tried it yourself?” Rachel took a drink of water.

“No,” said Dane. “Never. To be honest, it seems like it’s aimed more towards female users, and, I mean, you know how it is…”

“Yes, yes,” she said, smiling. “Men are cowards. But I understand. If you send me a link, I guess I’ll give it a shot.”

“Great!” said Dane. “Um, I’ll do it later, though. I wouldn’t want to pull my phone out in front of a lady.” He grinned. “Manners, you know.”

“Sure,” said Rachel. “So tell me more about Zürich.” The conversation turned to other things, things besides tennis, and the two of them whiled away a happy afternoon together. Making a new friend was always something Rachel enjoyed, and when it was finally time to return home for dinner, she was buzzing with excitement to see Dane again.

Such was the happiness surrounding her that she wasn’t even angry when she discovered that Jonathan had decided to make his infamous chili casserole for dinner. Celery didn’t belong in chili, she always told him, but apparently his mother made it that way...still, she choked it down and then hurried back to their bedroom, where she pulled out her phone and found the text from Dane with a link to the audio file. It took a good fifteen minutes to download, but once it was ready, she took out her headphones and got comfortable on the bed. If she was going to descend into a new mental state, it was better to be comfy, right?

Hitting the Play button, she waited for soothing narration to start, or for some other sign that this was yet another psych-up meditation file. Instead, there was just a hiss of static. Irritated, she thought about checking the phone to make sure that everything was working properly, but before she could move a muscle...before she could move a muscle…

Before she could move a muscle, she had descended into the deepest oblivion.

* * *

An eternity seemed to pass in a strange, undefined world. Enormous figures, their faces and forms fuzzy and undefined, hit a gargantuan tennis ball back and forth. In the background, a strange red glow; fire? A volcano? There was no way to know. Above, the vault of space opened, a mysterious black sky dotted with thousands upon thousands of stars; this was a primitive scene, a scene so ancient that no human could possibly have been alive to witness it. The only hint of modernity was the ball itself, which was enormous but otherwise seemed to be completely standard. How could this be?

This primordial tennis match thundered on, but it soon became clear that that – and the rumbling of an Earth in flux – was not the only sound that permeated the stifling air. There was also a strange whispering, a whispering that was at once loud and insistent yet also faint enough that individual words disappeared into the morass of sound.

But the words seemed to be getting louder now; one voice, that of a woman, was rising above the rest. What she was saying floated just at the edge of hearing, the shapes of the words intelligible but not their exact nature. To hear what she was saying, to comprehend it, would be a truly life-changing experience, and yet it was still frustratingly out of reach…

And then Rachel woke up. Consciousness came suddenly, and she found herself gasping for breath, as if she had been underwater. Confused, she looked at the clock beside the bed; only an hour and a half had passed since she’d gone under, even though it felt like somewhere between three days and four billion years. She was hungry, she realized, almost starving; getting up, she hurried out of the bedroom and past her very confused husband, who was watching TV on the couch. Grabbing her car keys off the kitchen counter, she headed outside and nearly peeled out on the way to the grocery store.

Once there, she realized that she had no idea why she’d come. Her brain felt like a soupy mess, completely incapable of explaining any of the things that were going on around her. There was food at home, wasn’t there? And why was she out in the world now, when she was so, so tired? None of these questions had any answer that could satisfy her; shrugging, she headed for the hot-foods counter and bought herself four pieces of pizza and a large salad. This she devoured at a table in the dining area, and then she grabbed a tray of sushi to eat in the car on the way back. It was the largest meal she’d had in years, and probably her tennis instructors would have recommended against it, but who cared? She clearly needed it.

As Rachel drove home, she had to struggle hard to stay awake. Between the massive second dinner and the sudden, mysterious exhaustion that had seized her, she found herself missing light changes and stop signs. This was made even worse by the fact that she was also working her way through three dozen assorted salmon and tuna maki, and grabbing one with chopsticks while making a left turn was no easy feat. At last, though, she pulled into their driveway and hurried into the house.

Jonathan made to get up when he saw his wife coming through the door, but she walked right past him. There was no time to waste on his tiresome questions; she had to be in bed right this second.

* * *

The next morning, Rachel woke up and found her husband already gone. And no wonder; looking at the clock, she saw that it was past eleven.

Still, she felt good. The long rest had left her relaxed and energized. The world seemed like a happy place. She was a little hungry – she vaguely remembered having eaten a giant dinner the night before, but it had worn off. She made her way out to the kitchen, where Jonathan was waiting for her. “Rachel,” he said, “I’m worried. You’ve been acting strange. You went to the tennis club yesterday, and you were there for way longer than normal, and then you disappeared after dinner, and then you dashed off to God knows where – “

“It’s, like, fine, honey,” said Rachel. She was annoyed with him for intruding on her perfect little world; why couldn’t he just let her do her thing?

“Are you sure?” Toast popped up out of the toaster, and he handed her a piece. “It’s just that…”

“It’s all okay,” said Rachel. “I’m just, like, trying something new for tennis. Is that so unusual?”

“Well, not on its own,” said Jonathan, “but then you’re talking differently, and, well, maybe it’s just me, but…” he gestured to her body, “something looks a little different too. I’m not really sure what it is.”

Rachel looked down. Maybe her husband was lame, but he was also totally right. Something was different: her body had changed. Her boobs were noticeably bigger, and judging by the weight she felt behind her, her ass had grown to match. But that was nothing to worry about, right? Sudden changes like that...didn’t they happen all the time? Now that she was thinking about it, she found that she couldn’t remember; oh well. “Um, like, I don’t know, maybe. I mean, I’ve been playing tennis a little less lately. Maybe that’s, like, why it changed. If it did change.”

“Um, yeah,” said Jonathan. “I just…”

In that moment, Rachel realized that she was sick of her husband. He was fine most of the time, but now he was just being so annoying that she didn’t want to deal with him for a while. But what to do? Dane’s face flashed through her mind. “Like, I said I’d be meeting a friend today, so, like, I should actually go get ready…” Turning, she hurried out of the kitchen, finishing her toast as she went.

Once back in her bedroom, she dove into her closet and found her tightest dress. She just felt like something that would hug her body today, and the stretchy fabric did just that. She paired the outfit with heels and an adventurous makeup look. When she was done, she grabbed her purse and texted Dane. Hey, mind if I come over?

Of course, came the reply after just a minute or two. I’m up in the Hills. I’ll send you the address in a second.

By the time her phone buzzed with that second text, she was already behind the driver’s seat of her car. Jonathan had tried to stop her on the way out, tried to ask where she was going dressed like that, but she’d brushed past him; there was no need to let a man like that cramp her style. Besides, who knew what would happen with Dane? It was better not to tell him, to give herself room to make excuses.

Her brain was less scrambled than it had been the night before, but the drive to Beverly Hills still wasn’t the easiest. Traffic was fairly heavy – she was driving in the middle of the Sunday morning brunch and shopping rush – and she found herself getting angry, desperate to reach Dane’s house. More and more...well, it sounded a little bit silly, but she felt like her destiny was there, had something to do with her mysterious tennis partner.

At last, she left the Hondas and Toyotas of the suburbs behind and found herself weaving her way through sports cars and exclusive sedans and SUVs. If you were going to buy a Maserati, she wondered, why would you buy a Maserati SUV?

Oh well; it didn’t matter. Soon, she was pulling up in front of Dane’s house, which was a classy modern that was only slightly smaller than the gaudy mini-mansions that surrounded it. She had parked far from the curb, but there was no time to fix that. There was no time for anything. She pushed open the car door and hurried up to Dane’s front porch; instead of wasting time trying to find the doorbell, she pounded on the door like a wild animal.

It wasn’t long before her tennis partner’s footsteps came echoing through the house. Then the door swung open, and there he was. Rachel had to resist the urge to throw herself onto him right then and there; he was just so tall and handsome, so sexy that it seemed like a perfectly natural thing to do. Instead, she knew that she had to at least try to lead up to it. “Like, hi, Dane.”

“Hi, Rachel,” said Dane. “I’m glad to see you! Any particular reason for your visit?”

She could tell that he was glad to see her; his eyes were raking her body as she stood in front of him. That feeling just made her more desperate to get him out of his clothes. “Um, like...not really. I just wanted to talk about, like...stuff.”

“...Okay,” said Dane. He looked confused, but something about his expression made her wonder whether he really didn’t know what she was talking about. “Well, why don’t you come inside, then? I have some iced tea, as it happens.”

Rachel followed him into the house and into the kitchen. He got two glasses and set them down on the counter. Then he retrieved the pitcher from the fridge and began to pour.

There was just something about him in that moment that broke something within her. Maybe it was the way he had turned away from her; it showed that he trusted her, even though she’d invited herself into his house. Maybe it was the way that he was prepared for just this moment, even though he hadn’t known it was coming. Or maybe it was the way the muscles in his arms moved and flexed as he poured the tea...either way, she couldn’t hold herself back another second. “Dane, I…”

“You what?” Setting the pitcher down, he turned towards her.

“Like, I...I…” there had once been a time when Rachel could have put together an eloquent, romantic declaration for Dane. Now was not that time. “I can’t get over you, Dane. Like, I need you.”

“Oh, Rachel,” Dane said, “I don’t know what to say, except that…”

“Except that what?” Rachel felt anxiety stabbing through her. Could it be that he was about to turn her down? But why would he do that?

“Except that I think you have a pretty mouth, and it’s even more beautiful when you’re not talking.” Then he was leaning forward, and she was leaning into him, and their lips were meeting, meeting in a passionate, lustful kiss. It seemed like it lasted for an eternity; the two of them simply melted into each other, each yearning to sink deeper into the other.

And then they broke apart, breathing hard. “I...like, I can’t wait any more, baby,” said Rachel. “Even twenty-four hours was too much.”

“I feel the same,” said Dane. “I don’t want to wait. But if we do this, we have to do it my way.”

“W-what’s ‘your way?’” asked Rachel. She was going to do it, she knew; there was no demand he could make that she wouldn’t be happy to comply with. She was only worried that they would spend too much time talking, and that moment of release would be longer in coming.

“It’s simple,” replied her lover. “I command, you obey. How does that sound...bitch?”

Rachel felt a heat inside of her that only grew at his words. “It...it sounds wonderful!”

At that, Dane grabbed her wrist. “I don’t give a fuck how it sounds to you, slut. Now come on!” Turning, he dragged her out of the room and up the stairs. As she stumbled along, she realized just how right it all felt. Sure, she had never had sex this way before. And she’d never imagined that having a man sweep her off her feet could be particularly alluring or erotic. And yet...it was. The moment was pulling her along, and she wanted nothing more than to see what happened next.

After a few moments, they came to what must have been Dane’s bedroom. He practically threw her onto the bed, then stepped forward and leaned over her. “It’s your last chance to back out, bitch. From now on, I do what I want, when I want. You don’t ask any questions. Got it?”

“Y-yes,” said Rachel. How was this making her so hot?

“Good,” said Dane. Then he leaned over her, reaching for something behind the mattress. On the way, though, he stopped with his mouth near her ear. “The safe word is ‘Oklahoma,’” he murmured.

For some reason, that was the most enticing thing of all. As Dane pulled a complex arrangement of ropes out from its hiding place behind the mattress – clearly he had done this before – Rachel felt her insides blaze with heat. He was a true expert, and now she was completely in his power. Did it get any better than this?

The ropes lay on the bed behind her, and then Dane turned back to her. After a moment, she realized what he wanted. Hesitantly, she began to pull at the fabric of her dress; he watched her for a moment, then grunted and pulled it up and off in one swift, smooth motion. Her bra was next – he could undo it with one hand, somehow – and then he was pulling her panties down her legs and off onto the floor. In just a few moments, he had left her completely naked and exposed, and she loved it. The sheer power of this man!

As she watched, Dane pulled her wrists through a pair of loops, tightening the scratchy ropes until they bit into her skin. She cried out, but he simply kept going; that pain was all part of the pleasure, after all. When he was done, he went to the bottom of the bed and pulled out more loops, through which he pushed her ankles. Soon, she was completely immobilized; there was nothing she could do any more to resist his advances. “Oh, fuck,” she moaned, “this is so fucking hot.”

“Remember what I said about your pretty mouth, slut?” Dane grinned. “Well, it won’t stay closed for long.” And then he was pulling off his own clothing. His shirt went flying onto the floor, followed by his pants, and then...Rachel watched transfixed as her lover pulled down his boxers, revealing a manhood that awakened a whole new feeling inside of her. She wanted nothing more than to pleasure it, to feel it inside of her...but she would have to wait, to muster whatever patience she possibly could and let things run their course. Tied up like she was, there was just no other option.

She watched that thick rod swell as Dane walked over to her, climbing up onto the bed and getting into position beside her. Up close, she felt even more overcome with desire, and there was a buzzing feeling in the air between them, a feeling that she couldn’t describe but which she found infinitely addictive.

But there was no time to think about that, not when Dane’s hands were all over her. He started with her breasts, squeezing them, kneading them, sending quivers of sensation down her spine. He paid extra attention to her nipples, tweaking them between his fingers, leaving her lusting for more. Jonathan had always been intimidated by her breasts, seemingly never quite sure what to do with them; Dane had no such issue.

Why was she thinking about Jonathan? Dane’s fingers were tracing their way down her chest and stomach now, sending frissons of arousal through her body; it was a terrible time to think about her husband. Did she feel guilty?

But then she felt one of Dane’s hands jump down to her thighs, felt it begin to rub the soft skin just below her vagina. She needed nothing more than for him to take things further, to give her the pleasure she was craving. She was an unfaithful wife, it was true. That unfaithfulness had started right when she’d let Dane sit down at her table at the tennis club, and now it was culminating in hot, illicit extramarital sex. But it just didn’t feel wrong. Maybe if Jonathan had given her what she’d wanted deep inside...but he hadn’t, and instead Dane had stepped up. So how was it bad, really, that she’d made the decision to move on?

Then Dane did something that made her forget all about her husband. One of his fingers brushed her vagina, sending the first jolt of real pleasure flowing through her. It was still small, still tame compared to what she knew was coming, but it was far, far more than she’d ever gotten before from anyone’s fingers. For the first time, she understood what was happening; he was ruining her, making it impossible to enjoy sex with anyone but him. He was ruining her, and she loved it.

But that pleasure was nothing compared to what shot through her when he brushed against her clit. She cried out as an erotic electricity jolted her very core, cried out and begged for more, but he only smiled. “Do you like that, bitch?”

“Oh fuck,” she said. “Oh fuck, I do. Oh, give me more!”

“If you wanted more,” said Dane, “you shouldn’t have told me how much you liked it. See, I like to take it slow.” And then, before she knew what was happening, his hands were gone from her vagina.

Rachel wanted to scream with frustration. There was a heat that had been rising inside of her, a flame that she wanted nothing more than to feed, but if Dane stopped, then...then there would be no way to do that.

But he didn’t stop pleasuring her altogether. His mouth found its way onto her nipple, sucking gently and even brushing it occasionally with his teeth; it didn’t compare to the feelings from her clitoris, but she was his to use as he wanted, his toy, his plaything; she was in no position to ask for more.

For a few minutes, they went on like that. His gentle ministrations were nice, but they never came close to that moment of gratification that had followed his pass along her clit. She grew hungrier and hungrier as time ticked on, more and more desperate for something better. The bonds chafed against her wrists and ankles, and though she struggled against them, there was nothing she could do to speed him up. She was completely at his mercy.

At last, though, he began to creep closer to the money zone once again. One of his hands inched its way down her stomach, moving agonizingly slowly towards her pussy, which was by now soaking with wetness. He lingered near her bellybutton, and again just above her vagina, simply leaving his hand there and allowing her to moan and writhe with anticipation. And then, at long last, he went in for the kill.

Rachel didn’t realize what was happening at first. She had almost stopped believing that her lover would ever grant her release, but now his finger was pushing into her slit, sending sparks flying through her body. After a minute or so, he added a second; she was being stretched now, and it felt so good that she pushed herself back against him, trying to milk every last drop of pleasure she could from the experience. A burning heat was building within her now, getting hotter and hotter with each passing moment.

Just when she thought it couldn’t get any better, his fingers began to rub her clit. She gasped aloud at the strength of the sensations. How was it possible for sex to feel this good? It felt like a whole new world was opening up, a world that only Dane could guide her through. This was...this was unforgettable.

For what felt like a long time, Dane continued his attack, and Rachel continued to melt under his fingers. She couldn’t imagine going back to how things had been before, not any more. She just wanted to go on like this forever and ever, to fall utterly and completely into her new life, a life as a fucktoy for her new lover.

But then he stopped. It was jarringly sudden; Rachel kept pushing herself back onto his now-still fingers for a moment or two, trying to keep the sensations flowing. Once she realized what had happened, she felt a deep, animal need for it to continue. “B-baby,” she said, “like, keep going! That was…”

A slap connected with her tits, leaving them stinging; she cried out in pain. “Don’t you understand, bitch? I do what I fucking want.” Dane’s expression was terrifying, a mask of anger and cruelty. “And what I want now is to destroy that cunt of yours.”

“Oh fuck,” said Rachel, “oh fuck yes. Please take me.”

Wordlessly, Dane pulled on a condom and mounted her. She was warmed up now, hot and ready to go, and no acknowledgement of the enormity of what was about to happen even so much as crossed her mind. Instead, she looked up into his eyes, begging wordlessly for him to treat her as roughly as he wanted, to use her just as she’d always dreamed of a man doing. Whatever inhibitions she might once have had were completely gone.

Then his thick cock was pushing at the opening of her cunt. She felt a twinge of fear as she realized just how big it was; none of her lovers had ever been nearly that size. He began to slide inside of her, gently but firmly, and she groaned as pain burned through her body. For a moment, she thought of the safeword, but one Dane’s cockhead was inside her, things got much easier to handle. As his shaft began to slide past her pussy lips, she even began to feel the first sparks of a deep pleasure.

Dane’s face contorted as his pelvis slapped against hers; the sensation of being all the way inside her had to be unmatched. It was his turn to feel good now, wasn’t it? For all his tough talk, he’d given her so much and asked for nothing in return. Grinning, she pushed up against him. She was planning to give him everything he wanted and then some.

Slowly, he began to thrust. He was careful and deliberate at first, keeping things slow, steady, and luxurious, grunting softly as he buried his shaft within her. Each of his motions sent waves of sensation echoing through her. It was different than when he’d been pleasuring her clit, not quite as immediate. Sometimes, doing vaginal with guys had been a disappointment, but Dane had gotten her warmed up so well that it was just another kind of wonderful, toe-curling pleasure. In bed, it seemed that everything this man touched turned to gold.

As her lover sped up, she felt a finger on her clit once more. Oh no, she wanted to scream, you didn’t. Truly, the double-pronged assault of pleasure that was now flowing through her body was the best gift anyone had ever given her. She moaned and writhed, strained at her bonds, tried to push against him even harder, to make the sensation even better.

All of a sudden, he hit something inside of her that released a whole new kind of pleasure into her central nervous system. There was a spot deep within her vagina – a spot she’d never known existed – that seemed to be far, far more sensitive than anywhere else Dane’s cock could reach. She nearly screamed with pleasure. How was this even possible?

For minutes, luxurious minutes on end, their bodies melted together in a sizzling-hot dance of lust. A warm arousal was building more and more inside Rachel, an arousal that she knew was bound to burst its banks and come flooding through her. The only question was when? When would Dane’s clit massage and steady thrusting prove to be too much, force her over the edge into orgasmic bliss? She wasn’t sure whether she wanted it right away or to have to wait impatiently for it; it would feel better if it came later, but she’d already been on the edge for what felt like forever…

And then she realized how close she was. The heat inside her had risen to a screaming crescendo, begging to be released, and she had no choice but to oblige it, to beg Dane to take her harder, to give her more. She was moaning, gasping, crying out his name, and she was barely conscious of what she was saying, but he was doing what she wanted, burying himself as deep as he could inside her –

That was when something inside her snapped. The reservoir broke its banks; a massive wave of pleasure came crashing through her body. For a moment, she was floating in another world, only vaguely aware of anything on Earth. Maybe Dane was cumming too? His cock was twitching inside of her. She was awash in perfect bliss. If only this moment could go on, stretch into eternity…

But it couldn’t. The pleasure began to drain away as quickly as it arrived, and Rachel’s mind was returned to solid ground with a bump when Dane pulled his cock out of her. He rested for a moment, and then, grunting softly, hauled himself over to the bedside table and retrieved a box of tissues, which he began to wipe himself off with.

“Fuck, baby,” Rachel said. “That was, like, good.”

“Of course it was,” said Dane. He tossed a wad of tissues into the trash and began to untie her from the ropes. “I know what I’m doing.”

“But, like…” Rachel paused. “What’s happened to me? In the last 24 hours, everything changed. I used to play tennis, but now I just wanna fuck.”

“Do both,” said Dane. “You’re a good tennis player. I guarantee you’ll be over your mental block now. And we can, you know, ‘cool down’ after every practice.”

“That, like...sounds pretty good,” said Rachel, beginning to wipe herself off. “I’m just worried about my husband. What if…”

“Don’t worry about him,” said Dane. “You’ll figure it out, I’m sure. You’ll do whatever it takes to get back on my cock.”

As he said it, Rachel realized that it was true. Maybe it was wrong, that she was so devoted to a man who wasn’t her husband, who she’d just met the day before...but that didn’t matter, did it? Not as long as he could keep giving her what she wanted, and he most certainly could. Smiling, she sat up. “Like, of course I will, baby.”


Sign up for updates!







Want to hear more about what Alyssa's been up to? Why not sign up for her mailing list?




You can learn more here!




While you're at it, why not follow her on Twitter?




Her page is here!


Books By This Author

Regency Bimbo

Eleanor Ridgley is a young country lady unlucky enough to be saddled with an insufficiently-wealthy father and a parade of intensely unappealing suitors. All that changes, however, when she meets a mysterious young man in the copse near her home. But it could be that Eleanor has bitten off more than she can chew...
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