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.
A recently single man has a new roommate. She's got a girlfriend so it's not going to be a problem, right?
--
I'd had a few break ups and undoubtedly, some stung for longer than others. During my University days, I hadn't managed to hold down a relationship -- not from a lack of trying but mostly from unlucky circumstance. In my first year, I got into a relationship with a girl in her final year and while we were solid for a few months, as her graduation approached and she got a job in another city, we knew that would be the end of it. In my second year, I walked into the kitchen at a house party to find my girlfriend tongue-wrestling with a guy she might have just met. It was her house so I couldn't even throw them out, as much as I'd have wanted to. I'd dated a bit after that but became a lot more guarded about relationships and probably over-thought it all.
It was towards the end of my final year when a few of my friends and I decided we need to take a night-off from relentless studying and just have some fun. We went to a bar in town and having felt like circumstance was always going against me, I had no complaints when I literally ran into Jen that night. Looking back, I never understood why I decided to break into a light jog to catch up with the waiter who had brought the wrong burger over. It was a busy bar and running into someone was almost inevitable. I knew immediately that Jen was full of class -- styling out the wine stains on her white shirt while proceeding to put me and my panicked state at ease, she was funny and pretty too. She said afterwards that she instantly knew we'd get on and it felt natural to move away from her friends and spend the rest of the night talking to me. Sometimes you know.
Breaking up with Jen was tough. She was a few years older than me and had got further along in her career than I had. She worked in policy (I still don't know what she actually did...) and she was aching to travel for work and all of the experiences that come with it. I was working as a project manager in a large technology company and was making good progress but I wasn't established. I worried if I left too soon it would be a huge mistake, having yet to deliver any high-value, career-making projects.
The tension began to eat into our relationship, our sex life and our happiness. Jen was extremely open and adventurous with sex. She was naturally quite submissive with a high sex drive and it would never take too long for her to get me in the mood and for us to have incredible sex. She loved to tease, often walking into the living room in lingerie or sending me a picture of her laying naked on our bed, ready for me to taste her sweet pussy. Sometimes she'd just drop to her knees without a word said, take my cock out and suck it until I came in her mouth. Eventually the sex started to drop away and we both realised we wanted different things. The choice was to either double-down and buy a house together or call it quits. I made the call and I think she was grateful as it gave her the push she needed to work abroad, as she always wanted.
It left me with a need for a new roommate as Jen and I had rented our place a couple of years ago and she wanted off the lease. I quickly realised going out to advert as a single, 25 year old man meant my roommate options were mostly limited to the kind of man-children I'd successfully shrugged off early on at University. Not good. A friend at work was working on our website upgrade and heard the PR Officer complaining about her lease expiring at short notice. He put me in touch with her after chatting to her and vouching for my character. I didn't know what to expect, I'd dealt with some of the PR & Comms people for some of my projects and found them to be a mixed bag. So it was with some hesitation that I went down to the on-site coffee shop to meet her.
When I arrived, I found a smartly dressed woman sipping her coffee and recognised the PR look. "Maddy?" I asked. The woman looked up, confused. Before she could speak I felt a tap on my shoulder and my attention was drawn to the tall, slim blonde who had followed me in and was now laughing sympathetically at me. I introduced myself and offered to buy her a coffee, apologising to the smartly dressed woman as I did so.
I joined the queue and was aware of Maddy watching me. No doubt assessing whether she could live with me. I hoped I wasn't too alarming to look at. We were about the same height -- she may even have had an inch or two on me and my 5'10 stature, despite the fact that II had been neglecting my haircut needs. Ordinarily it was short and brown, matching my eyes and my stubble but I was clearly feeling the breakup more than I'd admit as beyond work and home, I hadn't been doing much.
While our coffees were being prepared I looked over at Maddy and saw her pulling out a notebook. Maddy had her blonde hair slung over one shoulder, wearing a casual shirt and faded & ripped designer jeans. With her freckles, tan and trendy fashion sense, she could certainly turn a few heads. I felt reasonably confident I wouldn't face that issue. There just didn't seem to be that immediate attraction I always experienced when I met someone I knew i'd fancy. Sure, she was pretty and different and maybe even cool -- but it just wasn't there for me. So maybe it could work.
Taking the coffees, I walked over and received a warm "Thanks Adam!". I detected a hint of an accent so I began to suspect her tan was more natural than cosmetic. As expected, she really did interview me. She wanted to know about my interests as well as my lifestyle habits -- did I party? How about smoking? I thought I passed her tests and quickly thought of some questions to ask her too. Did she party, for instance? Was she expecting to have a load of friends over all the time? It seemed like her life was pretty calm, she spent a lot of time in the gym before or after work and saw her girlfriend a few times a week. She'd only just moved back to the UK after growing up here and needed to recreate a social circle. We were around the same age so that helped too. Maddy thought I'd get on with Jess and I took that as a good sign that my roommate search would be over soon.
***
Maddy moved in a couple of weeks later. I rented a van to help her do so and met Jess for the first time. She was the total opposite to Maddy, aside from height. She was tall and well-built and I wasn't surprised to hear they met in the gym. Jess was really funny and Maddy wasn't wrong about us getting on, which was a huge relief. I could see why Maddy liked her though, Jess was far from ugly and she'd found a look with her short hair and slightly less feminine clothes that really worked for her. I found out on the drive over that the relationship was fairly new which explained why Maddy was moving in with me, though I did wonder how long she'd be expecting to be on the lease for. Perhaps they'd move in together eventually or perhaps circumstance would get in their way too.
Jess hung out for a couple of hours and then felt she should leave so Maddy & I could get to know eachother a little more. I went to get a couple more beers at Maddy's request and walked back from the kitchen to find Jess locked in an embrace with Maddy that seemed to be quite intense. Maddy said goodbye and walked back into the living room rather breathless.
I said, "If that's how she says goodbye for an evening, I hope you haven't got any holidays planned without her!"
Maddy laughed but I saw some shyness there. "I like it," she said.
Maddy busied herself drinking some beer and we discussed what takeaway to get, eventually settling on pizza. It was a good first evening together and I suspected things would only get better as we settled into our routine. Later that night I went to bed and heard her using the bathroom for a while before settling down too. I thought about watching some porn (like Jen I also had a high sex drive) but decided against it, given it was my first night with Maddy in the house.
The following day I went with Maddy to set her up at my local gym. She mentioned that Jess had jokingly warned her off talking to the women in this gym. I laughed with her but silently raised a red flag in my mind. The girl needed friends! A gym was a good a place as any to find some. We worked out together and I was pleased to find I hadn't lost as much fitness as I'd expected.
I was in the free weight section doing some bicep curls with half an eye on Maddy who was working hard on the rowing machine. I could see the definition in her arms and her abs. I heard a whispered, "Dayum, that girl is fitty fit fit!" I looked over and saw a couple of the more bulked up men eyeing her hungrily.
"You're not her type," I said evenly. They looked over and I added "I'm her roommate." They nodded, a little embarrassed and dropped any intention to go over. I'd seen them psyche eachother up before when other new women would join the gym and knew what would have been coming.
Maddy & I finished up in the gym and went for a light lunch. I didn't mention the 'fitty fit' incident; she didn't need to hear that. I was heading out later in the evening to meet a few friends and asked it she'd like to join but she declined citing it being a Sunday.
As we worked through our lunch, she asked, "So, no girlfriend or boyfriend?"
I shook my head and told her about my recent breakup with Jen. It was the first time I'd spoken about it in great detail. I'd told friends various versions of 'it just wasn't working out' but Maddy had an easy way about her that led to me breaking it all down at length. It was therapeutic, whether she meant it to be or not.
She looked down at her food after I'd finished and said with a hint of sadness, "I broke up with someone before I came back here. I found out later that she was looking to propose."
I felt an instant sadness for her and wanted to reach out and squeeze her hand but decided against it given we'd only just started to get to know eachother. I settled for a sympathetic smile and encouraged her to continue.
"I wanted to move back here after my parents moved us to Oz a few years ago and she always knew that," Maddy said firmly and then sighed, "Ah well."
I smiled sympathetically again as all didn't seem to be well. We returned home and I got ready to go out a few hours later. I had a good time with the guys, most of them worked different shifts so didn't have work the next day. I was sensible and made it back late in the evening but at a reasonable enough time. I could hear voices and assumed Jess was over. I got changed into my house shorts and a comfortable t shirt before going out to say hello. Surprisingly, Maddy was on a video call with her parents. Sooner than I expected to meet the parents, good thing she's just a roommate, I thought.
I introduced myself, told them what I did and had a general chat about Australia as I'd never been -- infact, I'd never been outside Europe. Maddy looked at me in mock outrage and promised to take me to Vegas for my bachelor party. After a few more minutes, I politely excused myself and went to my room. A little while later I heard Maddy end the call and knock on my bedroom door. I pulled my eyes away from my phone and invited her in.
"Thanks for being so cool and chatting to them," she said, taking a seat on my desk chair and looking across at me on my bed..
I laughed, "You have cool parents, mine couldn't compete."
It was true, my parents had retired early to the coast and spend most of their days gardening and sitting by the beach. I couldn't imagine them dialling onto a video call and having such a chilled conversation with me, however.
As I got lost in my daydream, I initially failed to notice Maddy's mood change to one of sadness. Feeling that this time, I really shouldn't hold back, I rose from my bed and closed the distance, pulling her into a tight hug. She didn't have to say it, I knew she was lonely and a little lost.
"It will get easier," I promised. "Next time I go out, you're coming with me. You drink beer, the guys will love you already!"
My reassurance seemed to lift her spirits. So much so that as she got up to leave, she offered to make us dinner after work the next day. We'd already discussed being flexible with cooking and not assuming the other person would cook for both of us, so I really appreciated the offer but my thoughts had turned elsewhere and I wasn't as gracious as I could have been in having her leave.
After closing the door behind Maddy, I let out a deep breath. I closed my eyes and recalled our hug. I could still smell the coconut shampoo in her hair and I could still almost feel her apparently pierced nipples against my chest, something I'd never encountered before. Despite a lack of initial attraction, despite the fact she had a girlfriend and I was recently getting over breaking up with my own, I was turned on. Fuck.
***
Maddy and I struck up a really good routine across the first few weeks. We'd often travel to and from work together unless one of us had time to go to the gym in the morning, though even that started to become a shared activity. I also started inviting her out to drinks with friends from work or outside of work. She was great fun and more than held her own, able to take jokes as well as she could give them. There was no doubt we were starting to become good friends and as good as that was for Maddy, it was good for me too. I hadn't thought of Jen for weeks and was starting to feel like my old self. I even got that long overdue haircut!
The incident with Maddy in my room had worried me but I was extremely relieved to realise that I hadn't had a reaction like that again. I couldn't easily explain why it had happened though I told myself it was sensory overload and left it at that. It was a good thing too that 'The Incident' as I was now calling it, hadn't led to further thoughts about Maddy because as our friendship grew over the following months and summer turned to the colder months, her barriers reduced. She had taken to doing yoga in the living room when we didn't go to the gym and as such, I was often present while she did it. I spent a lot of time trying not to look at what was unquestionably the best ass I had ever seen, squeezed into yoga pants. She'd also stopped getting changed in the bathroom after her showers which had been cold and impractical, and now started walking with a towel wrapped around her to her room. Being as tall as she was, a towel couldn't cover her whole height and there was often a lot of leg on show, always smooth and shaved. There were other signs of her settling in, of course, but I paid particular attention to the things that might recreate 'The Incident' so I could keep things in check.
Jess was still around though not as frequently as I expected at the start. I had started to suspect that for Jess, it was becoming purely sexual. I was sure Maddy realised this but her general personality seemed to be to 'go with the flow' and not question it too much. It was always a surprise to see how different Maddy was at work. In the few times we'd had meetings together, she was assertive and confident, helping with the communication and PR for some of the higher-value projects I was starting to take on for the company. It was a good thing too as one of the projects involved job-cutting and was likely to face a lot of external attention over the coming weeks. I didn't want to do it but I could understand the business need.
On the way home with Maddy after a particularly gruelling day at work, I decided to skip the gym and get home to rest. Maddy surprised me by deciding to skip the gym too and offered to take care of things for the evening. She opened a bottle of beer for the both of us and got started on a stir fry when we got home and changed. I sat and closed my eyes and before I knew it, she was plating up. We sat on the sofa and watched a comedy, I felt the pressure of the day draining away but I remained tense. Maddy stood up after dinner in her little gym shorts and white ankle socks and walked over to me.
"You're still way too tense Adam and you have a long week ahead," she said.
"I'm fine, honestly. You've got the fallout from all this so that'll probably be worse soon!" I said with a small smile.
Maddy chuckled, moving behind me, "I know, that's why I'm doing this now, so you have to repay me when I need it." She proceeded to place her hands on my shoulders and start to massage me. I had to admit she was incredibly good at it, leaving me jealous of Jess and how she must often get this. I settled into it until she felt the noticeable relaxation of my muscles and then, surprising me further, kissed me on the cheek. I felt my skin warm and smelt the familiar scent of coconut as she moved back passed my ear, her hair following her. "You got this," She added reassuring.
I thanked her and took a sip of my beer to hide any other reactions to that situation. I knew then and there that I needed to start dating and soon, but work was going to make that very difficult. Later that night I messaged my friends to see if they were free to go out that Friday. I knew Jess was coming over so it provided me with a great opportunity to get out there, away from Maddy.
I was raring to go on Friday evening and had a great night. One of my friends, James, was fantastic at starting up conversations and soon enough, he brought over a woman he was speaking to and three of her friends. I was pleased to have got the number of one of them by night's end, sealed with a rather intense kiss.
As I got back home, seeing it was after midnight, I expected the lights to be off. Jess had normally left by now, she rarely stayed over. I was surprised to see the tv was still on and the shower was running. As I turned the tv off and stepped towards my bedroom, Jess walked into view moving towards the bathroom. We locked eyes and she smiled at me. It took me a moment to process what my eyes were seeing. Jess was naked; tattooed body and pierced nipple on show. More startling than that was the large black dildo strapped around her waist. It was glistening and clearly freshly used. She stood there proudly and smirked at my shocked reaction.
"She's a right little slut with my cock inside her, you should hear the way she moans while I fuck her. Then she sucks it clean like her life depends on it," Jess said.
I decided there and then that I didn't like Jess. This wasn't okay. Influenced by my prior alcohol, I replied with barely a missed beat, "I bet she'd like a real cock even more in that case," and walked passed her to my room.
Maddy didn't discuss my conversation with Jess the next day which led me to believe she had no idea it had happened. That suited me fine, the less I thought of Maddy taking that big plastic cock, the calmer my head would be. Given I also had a hangover, this felt particularly helpful. Later in the day after I'd recovered enough to go grocery shopping, Maddy messaged to say that Jess was on her way over and wondered if I could buy extra for dinner. Grumbling silently, I nevertheless politely agreed and made my way home a little while later.
After getting home and closing the door behind me, instinct told me something was different. Silence, and then loud voices from Maddy's bedroom.
"That's it slut, take my big dick, you know you love it!"
"Uh, fuck. Uh, fuck baby," came Maddy's unmistakable Aussie-tinged accent.



I stood fixed to the ground, immediately aroused though feeling dirty, having stepped into what was clearly a private moment.
I heard a loud slap, skin on skin and then Jess's voice, "Don't make me spank you again slut, what did I tell you to call me?"
"Oh God, Sir!" Maddy replied breathlessly, clearly getting fucked hard.
I needed to get out of there and turned to leave. As I did so, I lost what I was holding, dropping my keys and a bag of shopping to the floor where they clattered loudly. I heard them both go silent and then Jess appeared at the door. She smirked at me and then closed the door. As I put the groceries back in the bag I heard frantic whispering and then a little while later, muffled moans, indicated they were back at it again.
I stayed in my room until I heard them emerge and then heard them settle in the living room. Maddy blushed deeply when I appeared whilst Jess simply smiled and greeted me warmly, none of the previous smugness present. They quickly took my cue and didn't mention the earlier incident and after I updated on the grocery order, Maddy got to work on dinner. We were supposed to make dinner together but I thought after what just happened, she was keen to get out of the room as soon as possible. Unfortunately for me, that left me alone with Jess whose smugness had now returned.
"You know, after you caught us, I told Maddy you'd be going to your room to wank over her slutiness. She nearly creamed over my cock, thinking about it. Ironic for a lesbian, don't you think?" Jess laughed and I found myself deeply confused by her motives.
"What's your game?" I asked her simply.
Jess replied with her now signature smug grin, "No game," she said, "Just proving she'd pick my cock over a real one anyday."
"I'm happy for you," I said firmly, ending the conversation there. We sat in silence, not really watching the tv until Maddy announced dinner was ready.
***
Jess left later that night and by the following morning I still hadn't left my room. I was unsure how to interact with Maddy now and wondered how she'd approach the day before. Knowing Maddy as well as I now did, I was certain she would. As I got up to go to the bathroom, I remembered I still hadn't messaged the woman from the bar from Friday night. I shot her an opening text but my heart wasn't in it and it showed, so I had strong doubts that she'd even reply.
After I went to the bathroom, washed my face and got myself ready for a busy Sunday of chores and general life admin, I made my way to the kitchen via the living room, for breakfast. Maddy was in the living room as I walked in, doing yoga. What were the chances?! I walked passed her and said nothing, knowing not to interrupt while she was in midflow. I was midway through my cereal when she walked in, hair pulled and tied back, a slight sweat on her brow.
"Can we talk?" She asked.
I nodded and pointed to a seat while I carried on chewing.
"I'm sorry you heard that last night," she said.
I laughed, trying to break the tension and get this over with quickly. "It's all good!" I said, as airily as I could.
"No, Adam, you probably find me a freak or something. I'm not. I'd never been penetrated with anything other than fingers before Jess and I guess she's awakened something in me." Maddy looked down as she said it, embarrassed. I was reminded of the times early on in our friendship when she needed my reassurance and decided to give her some.
"Honestly Maddy, you've got nothing to be embarrassed about beyond, ya know, my walking in while you were being fucked," I said dramatically. "You certainly aren't a freak for being submissive, trust me, I've slept with my fair share of submissive women so if you're a freak, so am I. And calling me a freak is a quick way to get kicked off the lease," I added, jokingly. Maddy relaxed after that though I felt the conversation wasn't done.
Two days later as we walked back from the station after work she asked if Jess could come over later in the evening. I immediately agreed as it was Maddy's turn to get the stress from the project I was leading, with the relevant media outlets now getting wind of the company plans.
As we walked into our flat, Maddy waited until the door was closed behind us before saying, "I know Jess thinks I'm really into her but the reality is, my sex drive is pretty damn high and I've never been with anyone as directive and clear as her. So if I need to let her think that, so I can experience what she gives me, it's fine by me."
I laughed deeply, more in relief than anything else. "You know, she really does think she has you wrapped around her little finger."
Maddy smiled, "Well, just to prove I'm not, she'll be gone by 9 and we can watch Netflix together."
True to her word, after I made a quick dinner and went to the gym, I ran into Jess who was leaving long before 9. It was my turn to be smug and Jess's turn to be confused. Nevertheless, I tried not to dwell on how open Maddy had become about her sexual needs.
***
Later that week Maddy was due to meet a reporter for an IT-focused media website to discuss our company reducing its staff. As it was my project, I needed to be around though Maddy had assured me there was no chance I'd be doing any media. I spent longer getting ready that morning as I needed to put on a suit and tie. When Maddy emerged that morning, I was stunned. Gone went the casual shirts and artistically faded jeans and instead came the professional skirt and blazer, crisp white shirt and heels. She'd made up her face well and curled her hair slightly so it looked to have a natural wave. The walk to the station took longer than normal as Maddy wasn't used to walking in heels.
The day itself went fine in my eyes, though Maddy never seemed to stop, checking and double checking facts and figures, timelines and quotes. I was running around for her a lot during the day and found it to be quite fun. She'd definitely changed my scepticism about the joy of her job, despite the stress.
On the train home Maddy could barely stand in her heels, not helped by the fact that the train was packed and the journey less than smooth. During one rocky part of track, she almost lost her balance and grabbed at me, just about holding on. I put my arm around her to steady her and kept it there for the duration of the journey with her grateful approval. I was amazed how perfectly my arm seemed to fit around her waist and the way she just seemed to mould into me. Even on the train, I could smell coconut.
We slowly made our way home and I reminded her of how great she was to me when I'd had a bad day at work. So, I'd be cooking for her and wouldn't hear a word against it. When we got home I left her to get changed and after hanging my blazer up and taking my shoes off, went and grabbed us a couple of beers. I rolled up my sleeves and got to work making us some fajitas with all the trimmings. Maddy arrived in joggers and one of my old t-shirts that she'd stolen months ago. It fit her quite loose but when looking at a certain angle, particularly if she was stretching, it gave an unobstructed view of her breasts so she rarely wore it around the house. I could only assume she would be going straight to sleep after.
Surprisingly, she joined me on the sofa after dinner where I'd planned to finish the last of my beer and get changed for bed too. Maddy & I debriefed about the day while she periodically rubbed her sore legs and feet. Eventually I decided to take things into my own hands, literally.
"Stretch out on the sofa Maddy, I owe you a massage." I said.
"That's lovely of you but I don't need a back massage," she said, smiling at me.
"I know," I added, taking her legs and putting them on my lap so that they rested over the thin trouser material.
"Are you sure?" She asked, worried.
I nodded and slowly got to work massaging her. I'll admit that I wasn't skilled at massaging that area of the body and it probably showed at first, though I soon got into a rhythm. Maddy eventually closed her eyes and seemed to be really resting so I chanced looking at her legs with more focus. I always appreciated a good pair of legs and never saw the fascination (or aversion, for that matter) of feet. One thing I discovered with Maddy though was that there seemed to be no part of her body that wasn't both soft and toned at the same time. Her legs were firm but smooth and it was easy if a little tiring to massage them all over. Her toes were painted hot pink and as I worked up her feet, I felt my resolve crumble as I started to become hard.
The conversation over the past week and the intimacy of the moment -- doing something I'd not done for anyone else and finding an attraction to a part of her that I hadn't had with anyone else, meant I was fighting a losing battle. I realised too late that I was growing hard into the space under her feet and with my thin trouser material, there was little place to hide. I tried to shift my position but it only served to move Maddy's foot off my lap and in her haste to put her foot back on, Maddy ended up running her foot along my crotch and across my sizeable member.
I felt her immediately tense up and I didn't dare look towards her. My hands had instinctively taken hold of her legs (perhaps I was subconsciously worried she was going to kick it after feeling it!) and after what felt like minutes but was only seconds, I felt her relax again and took that as the cue that she would like the massage to continue. As I continued, I felt her slowly begin to rub her foot along my lap, feeling and sizing my penis. I was completely hard now and finding it difficult to concentrate on the massage.
"Do you have a foot fetish?" Maddy asked, out of the silence.
"No, but this is probably giving me one," I said with as much light-heartedness as I could muster in the circumstance.
Maddy smiled, almost slyly and said, "According to Jess, I've already felt a cock but this feels different. Warm."
I'd stopped massaging her now and was instead running my hands along her legs down to her feet.
"Can you unzip so I can feel it unobstructed?" Maddy said and quickly followed up with, "but don't take it out, let me find it and feel it."
Slowly, I unzipped while Maddy continued to rub me, I was barely breathing as she did so and could hear her breathing had slowed too. She delicately worked her way into my boxers with her foot and I watched her hot pink nails disappear under my boxers and felt her foot rub across my dick, unobstructed. She let out a low moan as she did so.
Unable to stand it much longer, I took the foot resting on my thigh into my hands and started kissing it slowly and deliberately. I worked my way down her foot and kissed her toe before planting a more open-mouthed kiss on it. She moaned deeply at this and rubbed my cock with more vigour. Throwing caution to the wind. I took her toe into my mouth and licked it all over.
"Fuck, Adam!" She said. I glanced over and saw she had put a hand under her t-shirt and was playing with her nipple. Her other hand had moved its way down and was in her joggers. I took her toe out of my mouth and went back to kissing her foot so that I could better watch her. Her eyes started to close as though she was beginning the journey to orgasm and before I knew it, her hand was withdrawing from her trousers as was her foot withdrawing from mine. She started to get up as I barely held it together with my cock aching for a return to the pleasure she was giving it.
"I'm really sorry, Adam. I can't go that far this quickly, especially not around you."
I nodded, zipping myself back up as she went to her room. I took a few deep breaths, got some water and tidied a few things up. By that point I had become soft enough to go the bathroom. I hadn't yet allowed myself to think about what had just happened but I promised myself I would when I got into the confines of my room. As I got my phone out of my bag and headed to my room, I found a message from Maddy.
M: I hope you know I don't regret that at all.
A: I'm glad, are you okay in there?
M: Depends how you define okay. I've just given myself an orgasm over wanking my male best friend with my foot.
A: Well, when you put it like that... I've just developed a foot fetish for my lesbian best friend. Am I okay?
M: You're okay, I haven't considered myself a full-on lesbian for a while now, ever since my girlfriend started fucking me with a strapon and I secretly started wishing it was you.
I came hard not long after. I wasn't sure what I specifically came over in the end. It could have been her gorgeous face, her amazing arse, her pierced nipples or the way an innocent massage became a sexually charged act, beyond anything I'd imagined.. Whatever it was, it was all her.
End of part 1?
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"Dan!"
Dan jumped at the sound of his Mother's voice coinciding with the vibrating of his phone on the desk. He picked it up on his way downstairs for dinner and glanced at it before grinning widely.
Steph: Nice work Champ, I may have to videocall into dinner and watch Mum's wild delight when you tell her the news, I could do with a laugh.
Dan: Only a year late, you'd think I was sitting around waiting for retirement, the way she's been going on!
Dan jumped the bottom step, dodged Roscoe, the family dog and sat down in time for dinner to be served. Roscoe, named after his Dad's old work enemy (despite his Dad's constant denials of it), took his seat on the floor beside Dan, a daily position he'd taken up about 5 years earlier when Dan's Sister had left for University in London. That's where they'd grown up until Dan's Dad got a fancy promotion and signing-on bonus to join a Sales company in Yorkshire and that's where they'd been for the last 7 years. Steph went back to London as soon as she got into University. London was where she thrived, it helped that she'd wanted to be an architect since she was 10. But that was Steph, she knew what she wanted and she went and got it. Dan knew what University she'd be going to long before she applied because Steph had told him so. She was confident, kind and smart - smart enough that the teachers at his school still mentioned her when they saw Dan's surname. Their Dad always bragged about how smart she was but their Mum always came back to "just how mature she is, I can't believe she's the age she is". Her actual age at that point in time mattered not, though more than once, Dan suspected Steph struggled to live up to the pedestal their Mum put her on. He wasn't 'mature' enough to be sure about this though, being as young as he was when she was still at home. One thing he couldn't fail to notice was that his definition of her maturity shifted rapidly to the physical when he'd see her at Christmas or summer breaks during University. She'd started dying her hair blonde (and reminded him that he must always confirm that it was her natural colour if asked), started toning up her slim body into a 5'8 pile of 'wow'. That was the general sound Dan's friends made when they saw her and that probably summed it up. Steph was a looker, alright. She'd always been blessed in the looks department but those small physical changes had made a huge difference to the speed at which the average stranger would spin their neck to look at her.
"Dan!"
For a second there, Dan thought he was back in his bedroom having forgotten the call for dinner but he hadn't, he was at the table accidentally ignoring his Mum's latest probing question about his career or love-life, he couldn't tell which but the questions were always the same. He'd skipped applying for University last year because he wasn't yet sure what he wanted to do. He'd got good grades and that meant he had his pick of career paths. It seemed stupid to him to decide on a whim and then realise he'd have to spend 3 years doing something he didn't actually want to do. If he was being deeply honest, dating Sarah at the time had helped make that decision a lot easier. It was something Steph had managed to get him to admit a couple of weeks ago during a long phone call at the behest of their Mum, who was beginning to become a nervous-wreck at the thought of him not applying before the deadline this year. Steph had painfully pointed out that he just had to decide if he was going to University or straight into a job. Even he acknowledged his current job as a trainee mechanic wasn't fulfilling him at all despite how helpful it was to his bank balance. It was off the back of that conversation with his Sister and her reminding him how much he missed London that he'd applied. She'd just read and liked his supporting statement before he got the call for dinner.
"Sorry Mum, I was just thinking about my application." He let it hang there in the air for a moment and saw his Dad hide a chuckle, knowing how quick his wife would be to take the bait.
"I see." She said. Dan went back to cutting up his carrots and waited for her excitement to overwhelm her.
****
A few months later and Dan's parents had helped him unpack the last of his boxes into the student accommodation. "Remember, your Sister's 20 minutes away, call her if you need anything!" his Dad said.
"Sure Dad, how many midnight calls from me asking to be picked do you think she'll handle before she formally disowns me?" His Mum chuckled at that, she'd really calmed down once he'd got into University to study Law. Dan felt immensely relieved about it.
A few hours after they'd left and he'd met the four people he'd be sharing a floor with, he settled down in his room. Gareth and Mark seemed pretty cool though he noticed Mark's slightly lingering glance in the very-pretty Rachel's direction as well as her subtly shift closer to Louise. Dan could sense either a very unlikely romance blossoming or a far more likely broken heart. He resolved to stay as far away from that situation as possible. His phone buzzed..
Steph: Busy few weeks ahead, how about lunch next Wednesday before the alcohol poisoning really kicks in?
Lunch would become a weekly ritual with Steph only missing it when work was particularly stretching for the Junior Architect or if Dan had a deadline. A combination of a year's working, allowance from his parents and a government maintenance loan meant that Dan didn't need to work until at least his third year so Steph was even treated to dessert when it was his turn to pay.
Dan never really was a clubber and was glad that, for the most part, his flatmates and friends he'd made in class, were the same. They'd often go out as a group with interchangeable members depending on who was free and who had exams that week. Mark suffered the expected heartbreak within the first couple of weeks and a few months later was even thanking Rachel for 'setting him straight' and leaving him free to pursue anyone in London with a pulse. Sadly for Mark and his recently repaired heart, that also included Steph who by pure chance, was out with her friends at the same pub as Dan.
She was wearing a smart grey jacket over a white blouse and short black skirt with tights. Dan had seen her in similar work attire many times before and recognised this as more of her 'casual, workshopping day' dress as oppose to her 'serious business meeting' attire which would have swapped out the skirt and blouse for a tight-fitting sophisticated dress and heels. Dan could only assume that Mark had had more alcohol than he'd let on as Mark wasn't often this misplaced with his hopes. Steph had her hair in a loose bun with a strand tucked behind her ear, wine glass in hand, smiling warmly but distantly to Mark as he tried to talk to her. Dan walked over.
"Is she bothering you?" He said to Mark. Mark, horror-struck and non-verbally threatening serious harm to Dan, shook his head, unable to form words. "Shame, I know her Father, I'd love to let him know she's pursuing much younger men."
Steph hugged Dan warmly, letting him know through the squeeze and the smell that this wasn't her first wine. "What are you doing here?!" Steph asked. Ignoring her question, he led her over to his friends to introduce her and her friend, Tia who was following them along ahead of the crestfallen Mark.
Steph and Tia stayed for a couple of drinks and then bid them goodnight. Dan offered to order Steph a taxi but after consulting her phone (something she'd done more frequently over the prior 15 minutes) she declined and said she'd message him in the morning. Dan was concerned but left her to it. He reasoned she'd been in London years before him and had been fine, plus he wouldn't even have known she was out tonight. Still, he was left with an uneasy feeling.
***
Christmas came and went a few weeks later. Steph was so busy with work she only managed to drive up on Christmas Eve and left again the day after Christmas Day. Dan and Steph didn't speak about the evening in the pub and who she was texting -- besides, too many lunches and messages had been exchanged to bring it up now. But given how closely she stuck to her phone over the three days, including a suspicious moment where she blushed crimson and left the sitting room without a word, only to return a few minutes later, breathless and an even darker shade of red. Dan pretended not to notice (a position he suspected his parents also shared) but he could barely concentrate for the next couple of hours.
When Dan got back to London, Louise was in the kitchen making some lunch. After a warm hug and general chit-chat, Louise asked Dan something that immediately made him nervous. "So... are you seeing anyone?" It was a strange question as Louise and Dan shared overlapping social circles so should know the answer. Louise was great -- kind, funny, good looking in a next-door kind of way, but Dan was determined not to date anyone in his friendship group, lest it be too awkward. He answered in the negative and excused himself shortly after with a need to unpack.
He knew he wasn't bad looking and certainly Steph needed no encouragement to tell him he was a handsome man: "5'10, fit, smart, charming" was the mantra she'd say whenever he answered in the negative to her girlfriend question. He tried to put the conversation from his mind and emerged again when everybody came to the shared kitchen to discuss New Year's plans. They'd all agreed, along with a few other non-clubbers, to go to one of the local pubs and celebrate New Year together. Dan was looking forward to it and joined in the conversation excitedly.
***
Bellowing Auld Lang Syne just after midnight surrounded by friends and plenty of alcohol, what could beat it, Dan asked himself, looking around. His question was answered moments later as Rachel, perhaps spurred on by a fair amount of alcohol and the promise of a new year, took Dan's hand, walked him over to an area away from their table and kissed him. Eyes-wide in surprise but certainly not disappointment, Dan kissed her back. They stayed like that for a couple of minutes before heading back to the table and their respective seats as though nothing had happened. Dan saw Louise smiling brightly at Rachel and then it clicked into place for him. 'Louise, you sly dog' he thought.
Without Mark or Gareth noticing, Rachel snuck into Dan's room that night. They were on eachother the second the door closed. Frantic kissing, searching for closeness and a way to extinguish the heat that had been building since the kiss. Dan pushed her onto his bed and told her to take her clothes off so he could fuck her senseless. It was an order given in heat but Rachel reacted wildly and did as she was told. She was a good 6 inches shorter than Dan with a chest that didn't easily belong on a small frame. Dan unbuttoned his own shirt and took off his shoes, matching Rachel's state of undress. "God, I want you" he said, looking her over. Dark hair, full lips, pointed nipples framed by good size areolas and a flat but not thin stomach. She oozed sexiness.
He took hold of her breasts gently but firmly enough to have her moan and licked slowly along her nipple, moving to the other one. He planted slow kisses over them, up her neck and onto her lips. She kissed back hungrily and moved her hands to Dan's belt, unbuckling it effortlessly and letting it drop to the floor. Dan pulled her knickers down and lined himself up. "Fuck me hard." Dan had barely heard Rachel swear before and with her posh accent, it sounded all the better. He gave her what she asked for and started pushing in slowly but purposefully. "Fuck, you're big." She said not with hesitation but excitement. As Dan picked up his thrusts, her moans started to reach a decibel that would have alerted the rest of the group so he decided to cover her mouth with his hand. Her eyes went wide and Dan felt her pussy squeeze him.
Instinctively, as though he knew what she wanted to hear and because it was what he wanted to say, he moved to her ear and whispered "You like that, don't you slut?" She nodded firmly and he added "you like being used, don't you?"
He removed his hand so she could speak and what she said gave him renewed energy and an animalistic desire to finish: "I love it, use me until you cum, just take my cunt." Dan didn't last too much longer after that though he was very pleased when he felt Rachel orgasm as he unloaded inside her.
They stayed in bed together and before they drifted to sleep she reassured him she was on contraception and he reassured her that he'd be tasting that tight pussy when they woke up. True to his promise and, after a quick shower, Rachel had the near-torture of being orally stimulated for almost an hour while having to moan under a pillow to prevent their hungover flatmates hearing her multiple orgasms.
Rachel snuck off to her room later in the afternoon and they'd agreed to go and grab a light bite to eat together. Before she left they'd had another intense fuck and she promised to sit at the table with his cum leaking out of her at dinner. Dan groaned and suggested she leave or they wouldn't eat tonight. Neither of them could face alcohol and they had worked up an appetite. They decided to meet at the restaurant rather than leave together to reduce suspicion.
Thankfully for Dan, it wasn't the awkward greeting it might have been though a part of him was quite disappointed with the friendly hug they shared. Initially they discussed other events from the night before as well as exchanging stories of firework displays with their families before they turned to the topic at hand. "So.... We need to keep this casual." Dan heard Rachel speaking the words but couldn't disguise the surprise. He knew Rachel picked up on it. Deep down, Dan was relieved but disappointed. Would he have taken a chance with Rachel? He still believed that dating in the friendship group was a bad idea but he & Rachel got on well and he now knew how sexually compatible they were.
"Casual works," he said "it gets too complicated otherwise." She agreed and before long they were discussing sex.
"So you're submissive?" he asked.
"No, I'm not, I like it rough and I like being used," she laughed at her comment "which I guess makes me submissive in a way but I don't get off to pleasing someone or being in that kind of dynamic." Dan nodded, that was fine by him but it did give him cause to wonder if 'that kind of dynamic' was one he wanted to explore.
Rachel and Dan continued their casual sex arrangement. Sometimes frequently, other times less so. Rachel was asked out by a football player just before Valentines Day and she happily accepted. Soon after it was clearly starting to become a thing. Rachel had made it clear to Dan that if he asked her to be his girlfriend, she would accept it and their casual arrangement would be over immediately. Dan understood and didn't want to jeopardise their great friendship so he agreed.
It was later that afternoon though that he found himself in Rachel's room, slamming into her from behind, her long hair wrapped around his hand pulling her head up and occasionally spanking her pale cheeks. They'd invested in a gag a while ago once they realised Rachel wasn't going to be able to stay quiet with Dan inside her. He enjoyed it as he could dirty talk to her and she could do nothing about it, driving her crazy. Today he was focusing on their earlier topic "do you think he's going to fuck you like the whore you are?" and "are you going to start using that 8-inch dildo again now you won't have the real thing?" Rachel came hard again and Dan followed soon after.
Jason turned out to be a really nice guy though Rachel admitted shortly after they started officially dating that he wasn't what she wanted in bed but "you have to know where you're willing to compromise and that's one area I can" turning away from the bar and back to the group as she finished her sentence.
Dan had spent a lot of time researching BDSM and in particular Dom/sub relationships. The more he looked into it, the more he reflected on his tastes and wants, the more he could see that dynamic becoming a natural part of his relationships if possible.
***
His sister had cancelled one of their weekly lunch with less than an hour to spare. He texted back after reading her message.
Dan: No worries but I was about to leave so you owe me a catch-up asap, I'd rather not re-iron this shirt haha.
Steph: How about this evening? I'll need a drink after today...
This was new for Dan, aside from the brief drinks last year, they'd never actually had a drink together.
Dan: Sure, how about...
He instinctively suggested a place he knew was close enough to her work but also classy enough he could get away with wearing an actual shirt and not the t-shirt he secretly had on. He booked a table and got on with some Uni work through the afternoon. He was actually doing quite well with his grades and attributed it to the 'no clubbing rule' peppered with some hard work.
Dan arrived early and was pleased to see a 2 seater cocktail table had been held for him. He ordered a beer and waited for Steph to arrive. She was about 10 minutes late and looked as though she couldn't wait to get some alcohol in her. She grabbed a passing waitress, pointed at the table and distinctly mouther "large white wine". It arrived not long after she'd sat down and Dan had sympathetically asked how bad her day was. Eventually she had calmed down sufficiently and after talking out her frustrations, was in a much better mood.
"Thanks for bringing me here," she said "I love it. I love that you just went ahead and picked it without waiting for me. Sometimes it's difficult giving instructions all day and then having to decide things out of work."
Dan looked at her quizzically which Steph picked up on immediately. "Oh I've been promoted! I'm actually managing one of the projects. It's small but a great opportunity!."
Dan immediately asked for a bottle of wine to share and pressed ahead and asked her all about her new job. It sounded incredibly exciting for her and Dan was reminded of watching How I Met Your Mother when they were younger, the US sitcom with an architect firm that designed a penis-shaped building. He reminded her of this which made her laugh loudly.
He joined in and jokingly added "I'm sure Mum will have reason to doubt your accuracy of such a building, you know, having never brought a man home." Dan was glad to have finally scored a point over her in the relationship battle.
"Oh please," Steph replied, "I'm more familiar with penis than that building elevator would be!". Dan's mouth hung open upon hearing that but he quickly recovered and laughed with her.
Steph was in a dark blue skirt, tight grey top showing off ample cleavage and low heels cut at the end so her painted toes were on show. Dan looked up from her shoes and along her recently waxed firm legs, up to the expensive watch on her wrist, matching nail varnish and stud earrings. He stopped at her hair which had grown out over the last few months but was clearly still being professionally dyed and trimmed.
"Your hair looks good, I can't believe you're a natural blonde!" Dan joked.
"I was wondering what part of me you were going to comment on after checking all of me out like that. Guess you like blondes huh?" Steph questioned with a smile. "Since you just checked me the hell out, I guess you're not getting any?"



Dan was horrified at her catching him so obviously and wasn't much happier about her next question. Given how calm she was about him checking her out, he felt he owed her. "No, I had something casual going with..." he paused as he didn't really want to reveal who but took the risk she'd forgotten her after their brief meeting "Rachel, who you met at the pub once."
Steph nodded, "Oh yeah, that firecracker, go you Champ!"
Dan smiled at her ironic tough-guy humour as she flagged the barmaid down and they ordered a couple of cocktails each.
Dan said, "It was going well but she wanted something a bit more serious and we both agreed that we'd keep it casual for the friendship." Dan paused, not sure if he should continue. But Steph had leant forward, enough that Dan could see the thin bra hiding her breasts and from a familiar place of guilt continued while sipping the cocktail, aware it was making him loose-lipped, "Well, she recently admitted to me that he doesn't fulfil her needs sexually and so it got me thinking about whether I'd be okay with that if I'm in a relationship. I'm not sure I can be." Dan let that hang in the air before excusing himself to the bathroom.
When he returned, Steph had ordered another cocktail each before their current ones had finished along with a bowl of chips. Damn, the girl could drink!
"So," she said "I'm guessing your sexual tastes aren't.. vanilla.. if you're wondering if you need to compromise?" Dan nodded so Steph continued "neither are mine Dan. I've tried both -- I've been in relationships that didn't have what I need and been in relationships where that's all it had."
Dan had a brainwave after that comment. "Like at Christmas?"
Steph smiled, "Yes, like at Christmas, it was the same man as the one you saw me texting at the pub. John. He ticked a lot of boxes but not enough of the others. I can't just be 'on' all the time, I need other types of stimulation -- conversation, new experiences -- he couldn't give me that so I could no longer give him me." Steph finished it somewhat dramatically as though she'd said it in her head a lot but not out loud. She looked at him, really looked. "I can't believe I'm going to tell you this, my own brother, when only a couple of very close friends know," she leaned in close to his ear, sharing this great secret with him, "I'm submissive." Dan felt the hairs on the back of his neck stand up as though charged by the soft, sexual way she said it.
"But," he started, unsure what to say or how to say it. "When we were young, you were always so sure of what you wanted."
She nodded and smiled, "I still am, I'm choosing to submit to someone, the right someone, it's a choice." Steph excused herself to go to the bathroom shortly after while Dan reflected on the last few minutes. He felt his phone vibrate and saw it was from Steph. Intrigued but concerned he opened the message.
Steph: Weird to be across the table from a Dominant man and keep having to remind myself who he is.
Dan: What gave me away? This is all fairly new to me, I haven't even got any experience as an actual Dominant.
He felt safer talking to her this way, clearly she did too.
Steph: A sub knows these things. Okay, how about a little bit of practice, I want you to give me one command tonight. Take it as training -- you need to assess the situation, the needs and signals you're receiving from the submissive and you need to understand how to put that to use. So: one command, if it's inappropriate, I won't be happy. If it's not quite right, I'll feedback to you later tonight. Don't rush it. Coming out now.
Steph walked out with a smile and they both acted as though the texts hadn't happened except for the part about Dan being dominant. Steph was keen to ensure Dan understood it needs to be sub-driven. Boundaries can be pushed and maybe even moved over time but any relationship needs to be built with trust and no sub can give that without clear and agreed rules.
They chatted a bit more about studying and whether Mark would ever find true love before agreeing to call it a night. This time Steph did agree to order an Uber. As it arrived and she hugged Dan goodbye, he said quietly but firmly into her ear "Next time I see you, I want you to have your hair how it was in the pub, loose bun with a strand behind your ear, understood?" Steph looked at him without another word and got into the taxi. As it drove off Dan felt his phone vibrate.
Steph: Yes Sir.
***
Dan got home a little while later feeling elated and frankly, horny. Gareth was in the kitchen making tea as Dan walked passed. "Have you been on a date?"he asked.
Dan had been on a few since the start of the University year but none had gone anywhere. "Not quite" Dan said as he walked on. He got into bed shortly after and went to message Steph.. As he opened the messages up he say her most recent one and didn't feel anything could top that. He knew she was home safe as he'd tracked the Uber on the app so he decided to take care of the raging hard-on the night had given him. Unsurprisingly, he found a porn video of a girl who looked a little like Steph though with a couple of nipple piercings. It made Dan wonder what Steph's body looked like.
Across town, Steph had her own porn video up. A blonde woman practically worshipping a thick cock, covering it with saliva and moaning around it. Steph pinched a nipple as she rubbed her clit, letting out a loud moan, grateful she lived alone so that she could enjoy these dark thoughts in peace. I'd suck you better than that that she thought, as she came hard over the cock being sucked. She fell asleep to vivid thoughts of Dan in bed behind her with a still-hard cock ready to wake her up in the middle of the night.
The next day, Dan signed up to one of the many dating apps his friendship group had been mentioning. He avoided the more superficial ones that most of his friends admitted they mostly used to pass the time when on the toilet and instead went for one that claimed to work via compatibility after answering a number of questions. Dan rationed that if someone as great as his submissive sister was out there, he wouldn't find her in a pub. His morning task had distracted him from thinking about the evening before until he heard a familiar buzz from his bedside table and saw his sister had messaged him.
Steph: That was fun, let's do drinks instead of lunch again.
Dan smiled and responded positively. They made general chit chat but he didn't dare turn it into anything more.
That Saturday Dan was studying in his room, completing an essay that he was very proud of. He'd missed Friday drinks to work on this and felt it was worth it. It would be a big chunk of marks for one of his subjects and he was determined to score well on it. His phone had gone off a few times in the last couple of hours but he ignored it until he'd proof-read his essay for the final time. Picking his phone up, he found a number of messages from the group chat with his friends, laughing about some incident at drinks last night. He then noticed a number of messages from Steph and worried, he opened them quickly. It took him a few seconds to skim read the messages and he felt himself blushing before he could process why. Messages bounced out to him like "95% compatibility, I'm impressed". Shaking the essay out of his brain, he read the messages properly. Steph had clearly found his profile on the dating app and had sent a screenshot showing their compatibility rating, impressed at how close it was. Then there were comments about their shared interests including rock, 80's music, a number of tv shows, relationship wants and other things.. It occurred to Dan how little they knew of each-other's day to day life. Dan immediately replied.
Dan: Shouldn't you be matching men your own age?
Despite her messages being sent two hours ago, Steph replied immediately.
Steph: I didn't match you Champ, too weird. I do match with men my own age, thank you very much. But I also have a broad age range because you never know there's a mature 19 year old hiding in plain sight.
Dan: Mark will be chuffed you're on the hunt for him.
Steph swore at him jokingly in reply and they discussed weekend plans. She was going to do a gym class shortly and was out for lunch with friends the next day. It seemed quite low-key but Dan found himself longing for that, away from the grind of studying and socialising. God, I'm only in my first year, he thought to himself.
He sent off his essay and decided to go for a run. He'd been running more now the weather was getting warmer. He'd always been quite fit but the winter months had been quite time- consuming so he wasn't exercising as often as he'd like. He was grateful London weather was warmer than Yorkshire, he couldn't imagine having as much motivation to run along the cold river back home. He was going back in a few weeks, a couple of days after his birthday in late March and promised himself he'd go for a run and visit some of the places he'd spent his school days hanging around.
The next day, Dan was browsing the dating app. He'd had a fair number of matches, more than he was expecting. Though he was surprised with how hard it was to connect with the women on there. When it felt like there was a spark, some fun exchange of banter, it quickly turned into questions of a hookup and even the occasional hint of a threesome with an undeclared boyfriend. Dan wasn't looking to hookup, he was looking to date. He narrowed his search settings to specify he was looking for dating or a relationship only and that re-adjusted his potential matches. He was surprised to see his sister on the list as one of his top matches. He browsed through her profile, noting her pictures were all of her with friends or infront of a great view. He saw a picture of her infront of Niagra Falls, a trip she went on a couple of years ago as well as a couple of pictures of just her, meant for her profile. Steph is something else, Dan thought to himself. She really was stunning, he couldn't imagine how many matches she had. Feeling reckless, he hit yes on her profile and was stunned to see the app say "it's a match!". That meant she'd actually hit yes to him too, despite what she'd said. He took a screenshot and sent it on Messenger.
Dan: Liar!
Steph: Whoops, my finger must have slipped.
Steph had replied immediately which piqued Dan's curiosity further.
Dan: Aren't you supposed to be at lunch?
Steph: It was brunch, I'm already back home, two hours bottomless prosecco was fun though.
Dan laughed but also felt a twinge of excitement. He was thinking on a reply when he got an alert from the app. While deciding what to message his sister, he opened the alert and saw it was a message from Steph.. on the app. Reading it, he recognised immediately that she was acting as though they didn't know eachother.
Steph_25: Hey there! How's your Sunday?
Dan_LND: Good, thanks, yours?
Steph_25: It was good, I went out for brunch, had a few drinks but my friend had to go so now I have a nice little buzz on but nothing to do!
Dan_LND: That sucks, now you're stuck messaging me, wishing you could replace my company with another drink.
Steph_25: Well, I have another drink, so I hope your company doesn't need replacing as I'm running low on interesting and handsome matches.
Dan_LND: Good lighting, I can't take all the credit for your alcohol-fuelled brain liking my pictures.
Steph_25: I dunno, I saw your pictures yesterday when I was more sober...
Dan_LND: Have you seen yours?! I mean, wow.
Dan chuckled to himself after sending that message, remembering the sound everyone used to make around Steph.
Steph_25: Thanks handsome! Shall we skip the chit chat and really get to know eachother?
Dan_LND: Sure, how would you like to do that?
Steph_25: Let's play a game.
Dan groaned at the suggestion but decided to see what it involved..
Dan_LND: Okay....
Steph_25: One question per turn and you can't ask the same question back. Blondes or brunettes?
Dan_LND: Blondes. But I guess I had to say that anyway! Nights in or nights out?
Steph_25: I guess that depends if I'm a natural blonde. And nights in. Long hair or short hair?
Dan_LND: Long hair has its uses... muscle men or fit men?
Steph_25: Fit men as long as they can throw me around a little.
Dan took in a breath at the thought of Steph being thrown around while he waited for her question.
Steph_25: Firecracker girls or more athletic ones?
Dan_LND: Athletic ones. I've always been legs and ass over boobs.
Dan debated what to ask next, wanting to push it further but worried about going too far. He knew she'd asked the firecracker question as an indirect way of asking if he found her or Rachel more attractive. While he was thinking it through, Steph messaged again. He realised he had to move his hand away from his shorts to reply as he'd been rubbing himself over his shorts as he was thinking of what to ask.
Steph_25: Damn you stole my next question!
Dan_LND: Sorry, guess I'm hesitating with how far too push this...
Steph_25: Go for it....
Dan_LND: Okay... Submissive just sexually or more than just the bedroom?
Dan cringed at the poorly phrased question and hoped he didn't have to explain it.
Steph_25: Wow! Who told you I was submissive at all?!
Dan_LND: A Dom can tell...
Steph_25: Ha, touché. Submissive across more aspects than just sexually.
Dan was floored but incredibly excited.
Steph_25: Excited by that or nervous?
Dan_LND: Excited. Are you excited about telling me or nervous?
Steph_25: You can't ask the same question back!
Dan_LND: Okay... are you feeling good down there or am I imagining things?
Steph_25: Uncomfortably wet. Did that make you hard or were you already hard?
Dan_LND: Already hard but that made it worse. Are you going to get off or suffer through it?
Steph_25: What do you want me to do?
Dan_LND: I want you to cum at least twice and tell me when you're done.
Steph didn't reply so Dan re-read their messages as he slowly stroked himself. He couldn't believe he was talking to his sister, no matter how much they ignored the fact. Eventually he felt his orgasm start to build and he came hard into a bunch of tissues.
A few minutes later he got another message from Steph on the app.
Steph_25: Done, thank you... let's catch up later so I can cool down.
Dan_LND: You're welcome, talk to you later. X
Dan decided to grab a cold shower to cool off too and then dropped back onto his bed, thinking things over. He'd just shared a mutual orgasm with his sister. They'd got eachother off through what was some serious sexting. He wasn't sure where to go from here. Clearly Steph wanted to separate out the conversation from sibling messaging on text vs the sexual messaging on the app.
Later that evening just before bed Dan had his hand around his hard cock yet again while he was reading Steph's messages, both of them now replying more slowly with a preoccupied hand.
Steph_25: I gave him head for almost an hour while he sat and watched the football on TV. I loved it, it was like I was just there to please him and that was it. I felt myself dripping down my legs and onto the wood floor. I was sweating from the effort and I just remember feeling like such a whore.
Dan_LND: Did he make you cum after?
Steph_25: No, he ran his hands along my pussy and had me lick my wetness off his fingers, then told me to go clean up.
Dan_LND: Brave of him. How did you feel about that?
Steph_25: I loved it. I was in the mood to be treated that way. I'm not always in that kind of mood -- on a different day I might have killed him if he didn't finger me or let me ride him, but that worked. It's all about sensing the mood when a Sub is in that kind of space.
Dan_LND: Is that the most submissive thing you've done then?
Steph_25: No but you're not getting all my secrets already, Mister!
Dan_LND: I think you mean Sir...
Steph_25: Cheeky. I need at least another 4 orgasms until I start calling you that!
Dan laughed at Steph's response. God it felt good talking to her. The chemistry was unbelievable and she seemed to love talking about her exploits as much as he loved learning about them. It was very helpful to know what made her tick and how to Dominate her just right. Deep down, they both knew that was where this was heading. They shared another mutual orgasm and went to sleep.
The next morning while getting ready for Uni, Dan got a message from Steph on the app.
Steph_25: What do you want me to wear today?
Dan_LND: But I won't be seeing you, will I?
Steph_25: No, but I'll take a picture for you.
She sent him a choice of outfits, or more accurately, a picture of two sets of clothes that could work interchangeably. A black or grey skirt, a white or dark blue shirt, black thongs or grey knickers, a dark blue bra or a white one, both lace. Finally, open toed or closed toed black shoes.
Dan_LND: Black skirt, white shirt, grey knickers, white bra. Open toed shoes.
Steph_25: Interesting... why the grey ones and why open toed?"
Dan_LND: Because grey will show your wetness a lot better when you take them off later on... and I've recently realised that well painted toes make a very good pairing with sexy legs.
Steph_25: Is that last part from experience?
Dan_LND: Yes, I was out with a very pretty woman recently and her legs looked so good with her shoes and painted toes. I've been thinking about it a lot.
Steph_25: Foot fetish?.
Dan_LND: No, just recognise how well it compliments the look.
A few minutes later she'd sent a picture of her body on the app, disappointingly from the neck down. However Dan was very pleased to see that her shirt remained unbuttoned and her skirt was not pulled all the way up, showing she was wearing all of what he picked. Her toned stomach looked incredible as did her legs in the skirt. Dan felt himself combing over every piece of exposed skin, knowing he'd be getting off to it before class.
A message came through from Steph, off the app this time. It was a selfie showing him her shoulders upwards. Clearly she was being careful in not sending such a compromising picture of herself on the app. She had her stud earrings in, make-up carefully done to perfection -- not too much but enough to really throw out her eyes and high cheekbones. Her lips had a red shade that matched her nails. She wore a necklace around her neck with her long hair over her shoulders. She looked stunning.
Steph: How do I look?
Dan: Stunning.
Steph: Message me on here today, I can't be on a dating app at work!



Dan: Are you sure you'll have time to reply in between beating all the men off?
Steph: Have I ever told you that you're a charmer?
Dan put his phone down, elated with the jump from the dating app to messaging directly along with the acknowledgement that came with it. It felt like this invisible wall separating fantasy from potential reality had cracked. He got himself ready for class without time for another orgasm, wondering how he'd ever concentrate on the 3 hour lecture. Louise was waiting for him at the door as they shared a class, with her studying Criminology. An hour in, he got a telling vibration from his phone.
Steph: Okay, you clearly have good taste as I've had a lot of second glances on the train today and one of the married men here is definitely being more flirtatious than he should be.
Dan: Well, it is a very complimentary shirt....
Steph: Thought you weren't a boob man?
Dan: Are you complaining?
Steph: No, just trying to keep my nipples under control now they know you're impressed with them!
Dan: I don't want to say it's all your fault but you should have picked more padded bras as the options.
Steph: I wanted you as horny as possible in class, so as long as that's the case, it will have been worth it.
Dan made sure Louise couldn't see his phone and carried on messaging. He'd have to ask for her notes after class and briefly wondered what she'd make him buy her as a bribe.
Dan: I'm VERY horny. I shouldn't have left my room without doing something about it.
Steph: If I was there I'd have done it for you.
Dan's eyes widened. They'd said a lot to eachother and shared way more about their tastes and desires than siblings should but this was the first time either of them had explicitly said they'd act on it to the other. Steph followed it up quickly.
Steph: I shouldn't have said that.
Dan: No you shouldn't....
Steph: Sorry.
Dan:..... because now I'm harder than ever and imagining that red lipstick sliding up and down my dick.
Steph: And kissing your balls... and further down if you wanted me to go there.
Dan felt goosebumps on his skin as he read the message.
Dan: You'd do that?
He waited a few minutes and didn't receive a response. No doubt she was busy with work and would reply when she could. It was after the break in the middle of his lecture that she did respond. He'd grown softer but was immediately hard again, thinking about the possibilities.
Steph: I don't think there's much I'd rule out for you...
Steph: I can't believe the way things have escalated. You're my little brother but I feel like a switch has been flicked and now I can only see you *that* way. What have you done to me?!
Dan: Genuinely, I have no idea. I feel the same. Ever since we went for a drink, it just felt like a date in hindsight and now I can't stop thinking about you as though it was.
Steph: That makes a lot of sense, when I got home after our drinks I thought about doing things with you. I expected to wake up feeling horrified but I didn't. I trust you, I'm attracted to you and I think we could have the dynamic I've been looking for.
Dan read the message, heart pounding.
Dan: Agreed but perhaps we should talk about it in person. Wednesday at lunch?
The reply came quickly.
Steph: Sooner, tomorrow evening?
Dan quickly cancelled his plans.
Dan: Sure, I'll have a think and let you know where. Don't forget how I want your hair.
Steph: I won't, Sir. By the way, you can't imagine the state of my underwear right now. Even just calling you that has me soaking for you.. Grey was a smart choice.
Dan: I'd tell you to show me but I'm in class and an image is hard to hide.
Steph: Lucky for me then as the embarrassment would probably kill me.
Dan: We'll have to work on that, I can't have you being shy about all the things I want to do to you.
Dan smirked, he knew his sister well enough to know the curiosity would be killing her.
Steph: In that case, maybe we should play a little game later, titled 'You share your fantasies and I'll try not to cum'.
Dan shut off his phone for the discussion part of the lecture and wasn't surprised to discover he was completely at sea with the topic. Louise sighed after class and asked for an upmarket supermarket steak and chips for dinner in exchange for her notes.
Dan went back to his room after a detour to the supermarket, unpacked his bag and turned his phone back on. Steph had left a few messages before realising he had clearly turned his phone off. He messaged her back letting her know he was back in his room and about to go for a run. Steph apologised and said she was now going to be busy for the rest of the afternoon and would speak to him later.
He had no complaints with that, he needed a run to clear his head and prepare for Steph's little game later. After a thoroughly exhausting run which came close to his personal best followed by a healthy early dinner, Dan read through Louise's notes and caught up with the class he might as well have missed. Soon after his phone pinged. It was Louise thanking him for the steak. He was disappointed it wasn't Steph and decided to message her again.
Dan: Up to much?
Steph: I've just been working out. I need to keep my body in good condition should I ever find the right man to enjoy it.
Dan: Makes sense, a flirt like you with a face like yours needs a body that can handle a pounding.
Steph: Anyone seeking to give me a pounding should be very grateful to my gym trainer and my pilates coach, now I think about it.
Dan: I'll be sure to send them flowers.
Dan laughed at his little joke and told her to message him when she got back in. Yet again he marvelled at the change in their dynamic over the last week or so, it was incredible. It felt like a question of when, not if, they'd take the next step. He remembered he needed to find a good place for tomorrow and set about finding one. He decided on a different bar, fancier, playing light music in the background. It wouldn't be cheap but Steph, sister or not, was worth it. It was at a great location between her work and house. He didn't want to presume but also didn't want to pretend it wasn't a possibility.
After Steph had got back and made dinner, exchanging a few casual messages with Dan, she asked about tomorrow evening and mentioned she was due to work from home that day.
Dan: I've booked a place, it's about the same distance from your house as it is from your work, so you should be fine.
Dan implied it was deliberately chosen due to her unknown work arrangements though they both knew what he'd done and why.
Steph: Great, what do you want me to wear?
Dan: Something dressy.
Steph: No Dan, what do you want me to wear?
Comprehension dawning for Dan, he thought for a spell. This could be interesting he thought.
Dan: Okay, I want you to wear a tight fitting but classy dress, preferably red, black heels that are not too high and underwear that I'll pick from 4 options that you find appropriate based on what I want you to wear. You already know how I want your hair." He'd need to start educating himself on her wardrobe and general fashion if this was going to become a recurring theme.
Steph: Wow, okay, that is.. wow. Yes Sir.
Dan smiled at her response. He was starting to really understand her tastes and desires. He wanted to learn more and made a mental note to ensure he focused and probed on it tonight and during their date tomorrow.
Half an hour later, Steph had sent a picture of 4 sets of underwear. Two red, one black and one dark blue, which he recognised from earlier in the day. He was instantly drawn to the black set, it looked sexy, all lace and thrill. That the set included a thong added to it.
Dan: Black set, definitely.
He could see her feet unintentionally in the picture and struck by a thought.
Dan:....and I want your nails to match the set.
Steph replied in the affirmative and went off to prepare. He took the time to iron a shirt and shine his shoes. Steph messaged him a short time later.
Steph: Fuck me Dan, it is so hot when you're demanding like that. Just getting myself ready for tomorrow, knowing everything I was doing was to please you when you see me, I could barely cope with my horniness.
The message spun off a wealth of possibilities for Dan as he imagined being able to unrestrain himself when it came to wanting things. Deep down he was a perfectionist and a thinker. He didn't expect to find someone who would want to see that much of that side of him. Steph seemed to want to. He resolved to explore that a little more with her too.
Dan: You like pleasing a demanding man.
Steph: Yes, sometimes the more demanding and the harder it is, the more I want to do it. In the right situations, obviously. Sometimes my exes have completely overshot their place and started demanding stupid things like wanting to have access to my phone all the time or whatever. That's lack of trust, not a show of dominance.
Dan nodded, he got that.
Dan: I wouldn't be that foolish. Be stupid to ask such things when I know I'm demanding enough to keep you too busy for anyone else.
Steph: There you go again, ruining my underwear Dan... want to make it worse?
Dan: Always...
Steph: Tell me some of your fantasies.
Dan: Only if you share some of yours.
Steph: Okay, 2 of yours gets you 1 of mine, deal?
Dan: Deal. I've been thinking about the football story and getting head while Arsenal were playing. And public stuff.
Steph: You're such a guy, but yes I can see why getting head while your team plays would be a fun afternoon... if they win! What kind of public stuff? I won't share mine until you're clearer.
Dan: Sex in a public place.
Steph: Hot. A remote control vibe, also in public."
Dan: Just as hot. 1) having all 3 holes in one session. 2) getting head while actually being watched.
Steph: You weren't kidding about me needing to be less embarrassed! Though I must admit I've had the occasional fantasy of being shared.
Dan nearly choked.
Dan: You'd really want to be shared?
Steph: Yep, if I trusted him and whoever he was sharing me with. Being seen as a possession to be shared would be thrilling.
Dan: You are something else Steph!
Steph: I know the normal thought process about something like this is that I must have something seriously wrong with me or some unresolved Daddy issues, but I don't. You know me, have I ever been anything less than 100% about something when I commit to it? I know what I want and what I like. You're seeing a bit more of a... wild side to me than most men because I trust you. Besides, you can keep me to yourself if you want....
Dan: Maybe at first, until I've stopped having constant hard-ons whenever you message me."
Steph: Tomorrow....
Dan: Seriously?
Steph: Yes, if you want to.
Dan: You know I do. I'm going to cum thinking about it right now.
Dan pulled his shorts down further and wrapped a hand around his sizeable penis.
Steph: I want to cum...
Steph left it hanging there, waiting for Dan's response. He knew what she was angling for.
Dan: You're not getting my permission gorgeous, until you've swallowed my cum.
Steph: Fuck, stopping myself crawling under the table tomorrow is going to be torture.
Dan read it and shot a load over his chest, deliberately not using any tissues. So far they hadn't seen eachother naked and Dan was going to keep it that way, for the most part. He snapped a picture of his cum-covered chest, avoiding getting his softening penis in shot and sent it to Steph with the caption 'are you sure you can swallow all of this?'
Steph: I just moaned. I'm a cum addict, are you sure you can make enough to keep up? Night Champ...
***
Steph had got to the bar first this time, to Dan's annoyance. Train delays on the unreliable London tube had left him about 10 minutes late. When he got there he saw Steph sipping a cocktail. She looked confident but he knew his sister enough to notice the slight shake to her hand as she held her drink. She was nervous.
"You look incredible!" He said, as he walked up to her.
They moved closer and Dan took the lead, kissing her cheek and taking her hand so he could look at her more closely. The dress was indeed red, plunging down to her chest, showing off ample cleavage as it wrapped tightly around her and crossing behind her back, showing plenty of tanned skin as it finished mid-thigh. Her hair was as he expected it to be, as was her nails. Her shoes were black and strapped, matching her nail varnish. As Dan looked back up he could see a slight rise of material at her breast area. Her nipples had risen at his appraisal of her and the thin bra he had chosen for her did little to hide it.
"Incredible" he said again. He saw and felt Steph relax a little more. "You were nervous about my approval, weren't you?"
Steph nodded instead of answering and Dan again recognised how the dynamic had changed. It felt as though Steph was already submitting to him and that gave him a boost of confidence to take the initiative and give her some reassurance. He took her hand in his and kissed it, looking her in the eyes, he saw the colour rise in her cheeks.
"You're stunning Steph, you have nothing to be nervous about." She smiled and Dan ordered a drink with the passing barman.
They settled into what could be considered a standard early date. General conversation about their day, laughing at awkward first dates, crazy University experiences and friends as well as Dan's plans for his birthday at the end of the month. It felt good, all the way through. Steph was excellent company and Dan couldn't understand how she was still single, despite her specific tastes. She was 25 but excelling in her career at a trajectory far above standard for her age, had managed to buy her own house (with their parents help) and was clearly keen to settle down. Dan considered his own future as he approached 20 and despite the age gap (and ignoring the very obvious sibling issue), he knew he could give her what she wanted. Like the previous week, they'd had a fair few drinks though this time it was accompanied by dinner and as such, they both felt more sober though with enough of a buzz that they'd lost some inhibitions.
Steph demonstrated their shared lowering of inhibitions first, asking if Dan needed proof she'd followed his clothing instructions down to the garment. He nodded and then smiled as she rose and excused herself to the bathroom. Dan watched her go, aware of the sly and not-so-sly stares as she walked across the bar. He kept reminding himself how lucky he was and how improbable it all was too. She returned a short time later with her clutch bag close in hand. When she arrived at the table she paused a beat for nearby heads to get back to their conversations before showing Dan her bag. The thong sat inside, visibly wet.
"I couldn't handle the underwear lines, they were spoiling the dress." She winked at him as she said it. "You didn't get everything right today though," she smirked as she said it "you didn't check if the toilets were a good place for a sneaky blowjob. I checked, they're not. So we'll have to leave soon so I can suck your dick at home." Dan called the waiter over soon after.
The Uber arrived promptly and they got into the back seat, Dan holding the door open for Steph and then moving around the car to get in the other side. They moved in close to eachother and found themselves holding hands, a nervous energy rising in the back of the taxi. Dan, in part to calm his shaking hand, started to run his free hand slowly up and down Steph's thigh. She exhaled slowly, clearly aroused by his gentle touch. She took their joined hands and move it onto Dan's lap so that her hand was pressing directly onto his crotch. She ran her hand along it slowly, trying not to be too obvious. When she felt the full length of his penis and gave it a light squeeze for good measure, her eyes widened as she looked at him. She leaned in closer and whisper in his hear before nipping it "I can't wait to have this inside me. I need it."
***
The taxi arrived at Steph's house shortly after, both grateful for Dan's logistical skills. He'd only visited once, when Steph had initially moved in. It was a new build in a secure complex. They were careful and quiet going up the stairs to her 2nd floor apartment, Steph taking some time to get the key out and into the hole, quipping about this mirroring Dan's potential performance as she did so. She let Dan through first and then followed, locking the door behind her. As she turned around she came face to face with Dan, only inches away and given her heels, at almost the same height. They looked into eachother's eyes for a moment before Dan leaned in to kiss her. Steph returned the kiss with passion and was soon pushed against the nearby wall as they kissed frantically. Dan's hands were all over her, feeling her body, running a hand up her legs, over her shapely ass and up to her breasts. Steph was alternating moans with deep exhalations and the occasional 'fuck' as she rubbed his thick cock back with vigour.
He took her hand and led her to the main room, it was as though she was a guest in her own house. It was his environment now and she was here to make it pleasurable for him. The thought aroused her and she leaked yet more of her juices down her thighs. Taking my underwear off was hot but impractical, she thought. She sat him down and promised to return after freshening up. She was gone for a few minutes and had unzipped her dress and taken off her bra, her hair had come loose from their kissing so she pulled it tight to her head and into a ponytail. She walked back into the living room, heels clicking loudly on the wooden floor, to find Dan had made them a vodka & lemonade each. She took a sip, grateful for the liquid and the courage. She bent to unstrap her shoes when Dan stopped her. "Keep them on." He'd not yet passed comment on her naked body and as she turned to him, she saw he'd taken his jacket off and was resting an arm over the sofa.
She took a step towards him but he wordlessly put out a hand making her stop in her tracks. He looked her naked body over. Her full breasts perked high on her chest. Pointed pink nipples around small aerolas. Flat, toned stomach seen in the picture but now looking perfectly proportioned for her chest. Wide hips hiding her firm ass. He saw her look at her pussy. She knew she had slightly bigger lips than most people. Her exes had liked it, would he? She'd shaved for him but silently cursed herself for not checking first. Would he take note? She knew he was inexperienced but she felt he would be filing it away to punish her later. God, they hadn't even talked about punishments yet.



He moved his finger around, indicating she should turn around. She did. He looked at her muscly, tanned back and her round ass, pushed up by the heels, making her legs look even firmer too. "Come to me." She turned and started walking towards him. He put his hand out again and she felt her heart race. "Crawl." She nearly passed out as she sunk to her knees, so overwhelmed with lust. How did he know I'd like this? She crawled to him, aware she was doing so in her own house, towards someone who had been in this house only twice now. She was naked, except in the heels he demanded she wear. She was sure he could smell her arousal.
***
Dan watched her crawl towards him, more aroused than he'd ever been. It was all he could do to stop him touching himself. When she reached him she looked up at him, hands still on the floor, waiting for permission. "Take my shoes and socks off, then my trousers." Steph did as she was told, kissing his thighs as she pulled his trousers off, running a hand along the edge of his boxer shorts once his trousers were on the floor. "Take them off too but don't touch it." Steph moaned, this was becoming torture for her but he was sure she loved his restraint and the way he controlled every step. She pulled his boxers off and saw his hard dick for the first time. He watched her eyes widen and she actually licked her lips. He had to chuckle, he couldn't believe she was almost salivating. She noticed and laughed too.
"Can you blame me? I want this so badly."
Dan smirked, teasing her some more. "Is that so you can finally cum?"
Steph looked up, she'd forgotten. "I can cum whenever you want me to," she said almost dismissively "but I need this."
Dan held it in his hand, keeping it away from her symbolically. "What will you do for it?"
Steph looked up. "Anything." She said, with certainty.
"Beg for it then. Beg for your brother's cock."
***
Steph looked at him, directly in the eyes. He was dominating her in a way nobody had and she was struggling to stay level-headed. Even the way he'd teased her mid-play and broken his role had deepened her attraction to him. This was bad. She knew she was ready to jump head-first into whatever this was but she hadn't expected him to be so good, to instinctively understand those secret fantasies of hers. She'd never even crawled for anyone, despite it being a deep fantasy of hers.
She swallowed and said what she knew what Dan wanted to hear and more importantly, what she wanted: "Please, please let me suck your cock. Please make your sister into your slut. Make me do anything you want to satisfy you, because I will." Dan took her hair in his hands and directly her down to him. Steph sighed happily and got to work pleasing her brother.
End of Part 1?
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I awoke the next morning having slept extremely well. Immediately, thoughts of Maddy entered my mind and I wanted to be close to her again. I wondered what it would feel like to have her in bed beside me, long hair tucked over a shoulder as she slept with her back to me.
I stopped myself, shaking the morning thoughts from my mind. We weren't there yet and I needed to be smart if I wanted us to be. I didn't know how Maddy would be feeling this morning and with it being a Friday before we had two full days together, I had to work that out and manage myself accordingly.
I got up, spent some time in the bathroom and walked into the kitchen ready for a coffee. I jumped on entry seeing Maddy sitting there having her cereal. Ninja silent.
"Hello roomie!" She said cheerfully. A good sign. I think.
"Jesus Maddy, when did you get so quiet in the mornings?" I asked.
"You should be grateful, I was up at 5," she said laughing and then in response to my questioning look added, "It's my Dad's birthday so we had a quick videocall before he headed out for dinner."
"Aw wish him Happy Birthday from me!" I said. I liked Maddy's Dad, he was pretty cool.
"Sure, I'll interrupt his romantic dinner to tell him." Maddy rose as I laughed. She'd thrown on a grey roll-neck jumper for the call but hadn't bothered with any trousers.
"Oh my god, were you on the call to your Dad with your underwear on?" I asked, incredulous.
Maddy stopped and turned to me, giving me an unobstructed view up her shapely legs to her black knickers. "Yes, well he couldn't see that could he?" she said, laughing at my reaction. "And please stop checking me out," she said, turning mock serious until I looked her in the eyes and she smiled at me,, "You're turning me on."
She span around and started to walk off before I had a chance to reply so I said rather loudly, "How do you think I feel?"
We got ourselves ready and left for work together. Maddy kept her roll-neck on but thankfully decided to put on some jeans and white trainers before leaving. It would hopefully be a calmer day for us both and a day to catch up. The train was packed yet again before it even arrived on the platform with me half-jokingly suggesting we move to a less commuter-friendly area.
We squeezed on as I found myself backed into a corner with a rail to hold onto. Maddy was pressed up against me and I'm certain we both took the opportunity to close the distance still further. Maddy looked around, seeing there was nowhere for her to hold onto and took my hold of my jumper instead. I held my hand over hers and gave it a small squeeze. Her familiar coconut smell washed over me and I felt content to be squashed up against her all day if need be.
As the train progressed we kept hold of eachother's hand and occasionally would catch eyes, smiling. I felt extremely close to her. There was little we could say, the train was packed and everybody was quiet, willing the week to be over already. As the train pulled into our stop and our excuse to hold hands would soon be over, I looked at Maddy who had been staring at me intently, waiting for me to look away from the window and at her. 'Thank you' she mouthed, letting go of my jumper and then reaching up to the railing above her that I hadn't noticed but clearly she had.
We got to the office and went to our separate floors as we weren't working together today. Infact, I didn't see Maddy until that evening when she joined me at drinks with some of the IT guys. The first time she'd joined us, it was almost comically cringe. Standing at just under 5'10 with silky and long blonde hair, a great smile and looks to match, this was not the type of woman most of my tech friends had been around before. That was just the reality of it. Maddy, as was her way, had put them at ease and was now being welcomed warmly, without any nervousness or awkwardness. I'd love to say I had overcome the same challenge when I was invited along to Maddy's Comms & PR drinks but like Maddy, they were all warm and friendly. I often left those drinks feeling quite tired and drained from the relentless conversation.
One by one they drifted off until it was just Maddy, Josh and I. He'd had a bad week and was still venting about it. Maddy made sure she listened respectfully but I had zoned out and was thinking about weekend plans. After finishing her drink, Maddy announced her & I would be heading off as she was feeling tired after a busy week. Josh turned towards his station and us ours. On the way to the station, Maddy stopped us at a bar playing quite loud music and had a bit of a vibe.
"I thought you were tired?" I asked, laughing at her obvious excuse.
"I don't want our night to end!" She said, pulling me in.
We started at the back of the queue to the bar, Maddy taking my hand and holding it. Slowly but surely we got to the front, ordering two vodkas and cokes. She took me by the hand and found us a little table. I saw some stares as she walked ahead of us, even though she wasn't even dressed up for a night out.
"Does that not bother you?" I asked.
"What, men looking at me? Why do you think i'm using you as a human shield?" She laughed, as she said it. We moved towards an empty corner and I was stuck with my back to the crowd. We leaned in close as it was loud -- not quite as close as the train but close enough that I could see the shine from her lip gloss. We made small talk for a bit but Maddy wasn't really engaging properly and when she had clearly stopped listening, I had to ask if she was okay.
"You know, like, you're the most important person in my life, right?" She said, rather awkwardly.
"I do know, and you are in mine. Girl, I mean." I said, just as awkwardly. She smiled at that and took my hands in hers again. I continued, "I know this is confusing for you because it is for me and frankly, you've got a lot more to be confused about."
She laughed at that and took a big sip of her drink. She replied, thinking it over as she spoke, "Well, yes it is. But I thought about this a lot last night and to be honest, I've thought about it a lot over the last few weeks too. Yes, it's confusing but it's also quite straightforward. If I remove all of the noise in my brain about having a girlfriend," she said this with her fingers making speech marks, "about spending my whole life only really into women, about never having been out with a man, about not knowing what I'd be doing in bed with a man or how the hell I got here with you, it's actually a simple question."
Maddy paused and I chimed in with a rather uncertain, "Okay?"
"Do I want to give this a go and risk losing the most important person in my life if it doesn't work or do I want to play it safe and see if my feelings fade?"
I swallowed and said, "And what have you decided?"
Maddy looked at me and smiled. I knew. "If I ever hear you saying something ridiculous about turning a lesbian straight, I will break up with you immediately."
I laughed loudly, relief and elation flooding me. Maddy joined me in laughter and we locked eyes. We leaned in and shared our first kiss. Then and there, I found another part of her that defied belief. She had the best-kissing lips I'd ever experienced. It was electric and sensual.
"Maddy, I don't want to kill the mood but this can't go further while you're with Jess," I said.
She nodded and added, "I don't want to kill the mood further still but I can't promise you I'll break up with Jess and then just start having sex with you. I want to, I know I do but I'm still processing the reality of it."
I thanked her for her honesty and assured her we would take it slow. We wanted another drink so I got up and made my way to the bar. Service was a lot slower when Maddy wasn't with me. When I started walking back, I saw Maddy from afar with her phone out and was messaging someone. I arrived and sat down.
"Why are you sitting?" She said.
"Huh?" With the loud music I was sure I hadn't heard right. She sighed and showed me her phone. It was open on our chat and I'd clearly missed her messages.
Maddy: There's a little dancefloor in the corner, do you fancy it?
Maddy: No sex doesn't mean no touching, just saying.
I read her messages and weighed it out. I hated dancing and that was probably because I couldn't dance but this was a great chance for us to get closer. But I also said no further while she was with Jess. Would this be worse? Even if so, I couldn't stop myself agreeing.
I had a great time, I didn't think I could dance but I did. Or, Maddy made me feel like I could. I put my heart into it, because I knew she liked to dance, having done some kind of dance when she was a kid. We spent most of the time pressed up against eachother on the packed dancefloor. At that point I felt her body, without hesitation. I ran my hands along her waist, up and down her sides. She felt incredible as she span to face away from me, before backing onto me and grinding onto me sexily. I felt her arse, so often the temptation testing my resolve, grind on my dick. I was so hard for her, it felt pointless to deny it. She didn't hide that she knew and seemed to take great pleasure in keeping me that way. She placed her hands in her hair and used my body as a tool to grind herself against.
With her back against me, she took my hands and firmly placed them above her chest. It was an invitation and it stopped my dancing with her for a moment. I slowed my hands and moved them down her chest slowly, as though going to fast would make me forget it all. I felt her firm breasts over her jumper and ran my hands across her nipples. I could just about feel the nipple bars over the jumper. She turned around eventually and pulled me closer to her, which I took as an invitation to feel her more. She moaned in my ear as I did so. When she could take it no more and when my hands were threatening to move themselves even more inappropriately, she turned away from me and suggested we get a drink before we got worse.
We danced for a lot of the evening, both of us tired and a little more drunk than we'd planned to be after having frequent breaks for drinks. Maddy had so many eyes on her across the night watching how sexily she could dance, I felt very fortunate to be the one she was with. We made one of the last trains home and got in, rather more noisily and sloppily than we would have without the detour to the bar.
We both drank a large glass of water each and prepared to sleep. I got changed into loose shorts and an old t shirt. Maddy went for the same. We looked at eachother and I wondered if she was debating asking the same question I had.
I said, "We've agreed nothing can happen and I'm probably risking that by asking this but did you want to sleep together? Just sleep."
Maddy hesitated and I immediately added, "Okay, bad idea, sorry."
She walked across and touched my arm. "No, you idiot, I'm hesitating because I want to but I also want to, you know, get you tonight and we shouldn't."
"Thanks, if my dick couldn't get any harder or balls any fuller." I said, laughing.
"Just imagining you with balls full of cum," she paused, thinking on the words, "If you told me 6 months ago that that would turn me on like this, I'd have slapped you."
She pulled me into a kiss as she finished her sentence. Not the kind of kiss we had earlier but one that spoke of her passion and desire. She opened her mouth so that my tongue could wrestle with hers. Her hands held onto my back while mine explored her body, I couldn't get enough of it. I moved my hands up her legs as we continued kissing, keeping one hand on her hip so I could keep her in place as my other hand continued exploring. I felt her ass, running my hand over it and giving it a firm squeeze that made her moan. I then put my hand into her shorts so I could feel her cheeks unobstructed. It felt so smooth and firm, as I knew it would. Maddy kissed me with more energy as I felt her ass, showing me she loved what I was doing to her. I lifted my hand out and ran it up and around her body, stopping at her breasts. They didn't feel as small as I suspected they might without a padded bra on, they were easily a B cup and maybe a C.
I broke the kiss for a second to say, "I love your piercings, they drive me absolutely crazy!"
Maddy didn't let me say anything else, pulling me back in to continue kissing. We were kissing relentlessly as my hand made its way under her t-shirt so I could finally feel her piercings. It was my turn to moan as I felt one and then her turn to gasp as I flicked her nipple with my thumb.
She pulled back long enough to say, "You have no idea how sensitive my nipples are, just start playing with them and it'll make me wet."
I cut off anything else she would have said by making her gasp as the hand that was on her hip, moved around her neck. She ran her short nails down my back as I resumed kissing her and squeezing her neck a little, while using my other hand to flick her nipple again. Her eyes rolled to the back of the head and she stopped kissing back for a moment before coming back to earth and purposefully moving her hands from my back to my shorts, pulling them down as she did.
Maddy took my cock in her hand tentatively, feeling it and then running her hand along it gently, as though she wasn't sure how much pressure to put around it. She started to develop an inexperienced rhythm while we continued to kiss and I continued to play with her nipples, alternating my time on them. We carried on like this for a time before I moved my hand from her nipples and down into her shorts. She didn't stop me and instead thrust her lower body forward. I moved down towards her pussy and recognised how warm she was. My hand travelled the last few inches and found what I wanted.
To say Maddy was wet would be an understatement. If she had been wearing underwear, they'd have been ruined. I ran my fingers over her pussy, feeling her puffy lips and hard clit, making her gasp as I did so. I moved to start rubbing her clit but she shook her head while we kissed.
"Finger me." She said, pressing her lips to mine.
I took my hand from her neck and took hold of her hair, which she audibly loved, especially when I pulled it firmly. She took the hand that was resting on my thigh and began to feel and rub my balls and surrounding area. We both couldn't get enough of eachother. I thought it couldn't get any hotter until my finger found her hole and I squeezed it in. I worked my way up inside her hole and began to finger her. She was so unbelievably tight. Once I'd opened her up enough, I worked a second finger in to join the first and began to thrust in firmly. By this point we had abandoned kissing and enjoyed the pleasure we were giving eachother. It wasn't long until I felt my balls beginning to boil and I knew I was close. I was surprised I'd lasted so long, the situation and stimulation all evening was so intense.
"I'm going to cum," I said, urgently.
Maddy moaned at that and moved her left hand to her clit while she stroked me. "Cum on me," she said, to my amazement.
It didn't take long and I felt myself start to cum. I moaned loudly and before my vision blurred I saw Maddy look at my dick for the first time just as my first spurt of cum left my dick and landed on her stomach.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck you're cumming," said Maddy as she started to rub her clit vigorously, feeling my cum continue to cover her until the fourth release which dripped between us. My dick, her hand and her stomach were full of cum.
I resumed fingering her, having been unable to do so during my orgasm and Maddy let go of my dick so we could focus on her. She moved her cum-covered hand to her stomach and she took a large amount onto her fingers.
"I'm gonna cum! FUCK!!" Maddy loudly exclaimed, no doubt enabled by the alcohol.
I fingered her hard and fast to push her over the edge and as her orgasm hit, she put her cum-covered fingers in her mouth and licked them. She quietened her own moans as she did so and I held her hair tightly to keep her in place.
"Oh fuck, you dirty girl!" I said, making her moan through her orgasm.
She waited for the orgasm to calm down before replying. "Your dirty girl now," she said.
We both laughed, we were completely spent. Maddy walked to the bathroom to clean up while I got some tissues to clean the floor and myself. When I got to the bathroom she had gone and after cleaning up I went to say goodnight to her. She wasn't in her room and neither was her pillow. I walked into my room and was pleased to see her under the sheets already.
"Moving in?" I asked.
"If you'll have me?" She said.
I answered her with a kiss on the lips and got into bed beside her. She'd taken my side of the bed but I'd survive the night and then jokingly sit her down and read her the rules tomorrow. She cuddled up close to me and I kissed her head.
"I figure we're both too tired to do anything more than sleep." She said. I agreed and turned off the light. In the darkness she added, "Oh and Adam, I loved the taste of your cum."
I moaned and spanked her. She giggled at my response and we settled after that.
***
The next morning I awoke with my fairly frequent morning hard-on. I took me a moment to process and remember the night before and that Maddy was sleeping beside me. I looked over and saw that she wasn't beside me. Looking around I realised she was on her knees at my groin, wanking me. Explained the hard-on.
"Fuck Maddy, you know how to wake me up happy!" I said, still trying to get my bearings and seeing it was just before my alarm at 9.
"I'm going to wake you up like this every day," she announced. "Or with my mouth, more likely. I told you, I have a high sex drive, once I start I won't stop."
I moaned, falling back against my pillow wondering how the hell I got this lucky. Maddy continued to stroke me and it wasn't long before she was directing my cum onto my stomach this time. I had no idea how I made so much cum again. Maddy continued stroking me until I went soft and some cum landed in my pubes, which thankfully I kept short.
Maddy looked at me when I was done, smiling at my pleasure. "Would you find it weird if I licked up some of it?"
I couldn't believe she I was hearing.. "Shall we make a rule that you never have to ask when it comes to satisfying your... cum fetish?"
She nodded and said, "Apparently so," before she got to work.
It was the closest I had gotten to a blowjob and if this was anything to go by, I was going to be very lucky. She had such a sensual tongue and she was still running her hands along my softening dick. I leaned forward and moved her hair over her shoulders so I could see her more clearly. As I did so, I watched her move her tongue towards her cum covered hand and start to lick it, licking my cock as she did it. When she was satisfied she wrapped her mouth around the tip and licked the drying cum from it. She stopped there and looked around at the bedside table.
"I need to leave a hairband in here, don't I?" Maddy asked laughing.
I pointed out the obvious in my response. "Well, if you plan to start sleeping here permanently, we probably need to have more than your hairband in here!"
She smiled at me and I saw something more behind it. "You're serious?"
I laughed at her surprised. "Well yes Mads, I can move a cupboard out of here later today and we can bring one of your wardrobes in for you until we work out how to do it all properly, if you want?"



Maddy was clearly delighted and said "All right then, deal!"
I grabbed her arm, "Speaking of deals, I owe you an orgasm. That was unbelievable and your tongue is something else, seriously." I was still in awe of it and still thinking about the little lick at the end.
"Baby, one thing you'll need to learn to understand about me is that I don't need orgasm equality to be happy and satisfied," Maddy said. She smiled and added reassuringly, "Right now, I feel incredibly satisfied and I haven't needed an orgasm for that. I expect that's going to be a common theme. I get off on pleasing my partner, you've literally heard how submissive I can be during sex but what you won't have known is how much pleasure I can get from simply giving without getting anything back."
I chuckled, shaking my head. "You are something else."
We got up and showered together. We kept it reasonably focused on the task at hand but I made clear to Maddy that I was absolutely obsessed with her body and focusing on anything else wasn't always going to be possible. Maddy turned away from the shower hose and faced me, with the water falling down from her head to the space below us, giving her an incredible, wet look. I was completely spellbound. She was going to say something but decided against it and kissed me instead before turning around. I soaped up her back and then her shapely ass, running my hands between her cheeks, over her hole. She shivered.
"To answer the questions I know you're thinking, no I haven't had anything there and yes if you want to then we will." Maddy said, flirtily, laughing at my open-mouthed reaction and getting out of the shower shortly after.
I went and made us coffee and breakfast while Maddy got ready and dried her hair. When she emerged her hair was in a ponytail and she was wearing jeans and a pretty pink top. She took her coffee and kissed me on the lips. Man this is going to take some getting used to.
"I'm going to be out for a lot of the day today," Maddy announced. "I need to see Jess and I need to go to the woman's clinic and sort out contraception. I've looked into it and if I get a certain time, we're safe immediately. I really, really don't want a pregnancy scare."
I had to have a sip of coffee while I processed all of that information. "Okay, that all makes sense, thank you on both counts. Can I come with you, to the appointment I mean, though I can provide back-up when you're with Jess, if you need?"
Maddy smiled that sweet smile. "No, you're fine, I won't want to risk Jess messing up your handsome face if she finds out we've got together." I knew Maddy was joking but I did have an uneasy feeling about Maddy going alone.
"Are you sure you're going to be okay?" I asked, seriously.
Maddy sighed, "Yes, this one is unlikely to involve a proposal revelation so I'll be fine. When I break up with you on the other hand, I'll be more cautious."
We both laughed and I added, "Well it won't take long for you to come to your senses and I doubt I'll have time to get a proposal ready in two days!" Maddy slapped my arm playfully and got down to eating.
When she finished eating she surprised me yet again -- it was starting to become a very regular pattern. "I'm taking you on a date later tonight, so dress sharp," she said and then followed-up quickly with, "And none of that stuff about a man needing to organise a date. I may not believe in orgasm equality but I do believe in gender equality so I'm doing it."
I put my hands up, I knew better than to argue. "Are you sure you'll even have the energy, it might be a stressful day?" I asked.
"Adam, I'd want to be with you tonight anyway and I need you to quickly understand how good you can have it with me so if you ever do fuck it up, you'll regret it for life." I smiled at that. The woman had a level of relationship-smarts that I was nowhere near.
***
I spent the day cleaning up, going to the gym, moving things between our bedrooms and having a call with my parents. I didn't mention Maddy, they knew that she was my roommate but that was all and I wanted to enjoy things as they were for now without worrying about telling anyone. Maddy was likely going to have to manage the reactions of a number of very confused people, notably her family.
Maddy returned in the middle of the afternoon, looking tired. "You look beautiful," I said. She saw through my cheesy line but smiled at me.
"I'm tired, I have a cut in my arm from the clinic and I'm single, where's the ice cream?" She flopped down on the sofa and I felt sorry for her so I prioritised getting her some. I went to get her choc chip and when I returned she'd taken off her coat and was looking at a large plaster covering the inside of her arm.
"Ouch!" was all I said. That seemed to sum it up.
"Sorting things out to be with a man is putting me off men," she said jokingly.
"Well, this is kinda awkward then," I said, showing her the rose I had hidden behind my back.
Maddy eyed me and the rose suspiciously. "What are you doing?"
I smiled, "Asking you to be my girlfriend."
Maddy smiled back, colour returning to her cheeks. "You idiot. Okay fine, I'll give it a go!" She said, laughing at me and taking the rose before leaning over to kiss me passionately.
When we broke away I answered her comment teasingly. "Well your plan about making sure I know I can never fuck this up is already working, I'm already making sure I do things right. I've done all the heavy lifting too so you'll have a lot of your stuff in our bedroom now."
Maddy rested for an hour and announced she was going to start getting ready. She took a few different items of clothing back into her (old) bedroom to work out what to wear. She emerged a little while later with her pink nail polish and applied it in the living room to both her hands and feet while in her underwear. I still hadn't started getting ready but I knew we had a couple of hours yet. So far all Maddy had revealed was that it was at a restaurant in town and it was set tor 8pm.
She turned to me after her nails had dried and asked as though it wasn't a big deal, "Before I start getting ready, would you like me to make you cum again?" I looked at her astonished as she shrugged and added,, "High sex drive and I'm obsessed with you and your dick. I can keep my urges in check if you can't keep up?"
"Challenge accepted," I said.
Maddy smiled, moving to her knees between my legs and taking my growing cock out. She stroked it hard and then licked the tip. Looking me in the eyes she took her tongue and ran it from the tip to the base. She ended up licking my dick all over, as well as my balls. As she was doing it, she'd started to stroke me too. Eventually she moved her mouth to my head and took my dick inside her. She sucked a little bit too hard which made me gasp and tried to go too deep too fast, having to pull up coughing.
"Shit, sorry!" She said, panicked.
I held her face in my hand and smiled reassuringly at her. "Maddy, you have nothing to apologise for, are you kidding?"
After some minor coaching, she had me moaning loudly on the sofa as she wanked part of my cock while sucking some of the rest. She had decided to avoid going too deep and instead focused on kissing, licking and sucking up to a length she was comfortable with. I told her she was unbelievably sexy and that she was a natural. She moaned around my dick as I said that.
She took her mouth off me and said, "Oh my god, I love sucking your dick!!"
"You're such a slut." I said to tease her but it had a different effect.
"Say that again!" She pleaded, before she went back to sucking my dick with even more energy.
I picked up my dirty talk as she sucked me. "Oh fuck yes slut, show me how much you love it. Show me how much you love having a cock in your mouth and having a cock you need to please."
I watched Maddy move a hand down into her underwear as I spoke and begin to touch herself to my words. I carried on with the dirty talk as I watched her and enjoyed the continuously improving blowjob.
"Look at you getting off to serving me. I can see how much you love it, I'm going to make sure you suck me whenever I want it." I could feel my balls beginning to boil as I spoke and knew I wouldn't last much longer.
Maddy spoke which she continued to stroke me. "Oh god yes, Adam, I will. I want to be the best you've had." Maddy had a wild look in her eye as she said it, continuing to play with herself.
I pushed her head back down onto my cock. "I'm going to cum now baby, straight into your mouth. You can't swallow it until you make yourself cum."
Maddy moaned yet again at this and began to stroke me to orgasm, as I felt myself unloading into her mouth. Some slipped out of Maddy's mouth and onto my thigh. "You'll be licking that up too slut."
She moved her hand off my penis and up her top, starting to play with her sensitive nipples too. Eventually she came, hard. It looked incredible, her whole body shaking, eyes closed and mouth locked around my dick. She pulled off my cock with her mouth and swallowed it all in two gulps. She then proceeded to lick and clean my cock before putting it away.
"Thank you Sir" she said, still feeling completely submissive to me. I wrapped my hands around her waist and kissed her cheek.
"You are incredible," I said again. Maddy blushed this time.
"Adam," she said, nervous. "I've become so into you, it's almost overwhelming. If it becomes too much, tell me."
I did my best to reassure her but in truth, the way things had progressed so quickly was overwhelming in a way. I felt a talk about it over dinner would help us both make sense of it. The dam had seemed to have burst with her. I went and had a shower, beginning to start getting ready to go on our date.
Maddy emerged from her room some time later looking breathtaking. She had on a turqoise dress under a long smart coat and black heels. I did wonder how she'd manage walking in them with so little support. Her hair had been pinned up with strands deliberately loose and hanging down. I was so relieved to have put a shirt, trousers and shoes on.
"Maddy, I'm struggling to cope with how incredible you are, in every way." I said in awe. She closed the distance between us and thanked me with a kiss. I could smell coconut and the subtle hints of perfume. It was all intoxicating.
We made the 10 minute walk to town, arm in arm. Maddy directed us towards Vincenzi's, the extremely fancy Italian restaurant that was specifically designed to cater for the affluent commuter types that lived locally. It was a fantastic-looking place with great reviews. I made her promise we'd be splitting the bill.
Unsurprisingly when we arrived, Maddy drew a lot attention in the form of side glances or people glancing at her from behind as she walked passed. Her long coat stopped them getting any more of a detailed view though. The host stopped us at our table and I pulled out Maddy's chair for her, making her smile and blush. She took off her coat and I had another look at how good her outfit was. How trendy she was. She really knew what worked for her and made her impossible to look away from. I don't know how I managed to avoid seeing it for so long.
When the waiter arrived I ordered a bottle of wine we both liked and when he returned Maddy had already decided what she wanted. When she wanted to eat, she could eat. We made idle chit chat until I could stand it no longer and asked for the details on the conversation with Jess.
Maddy chuckled a little and said, "She wasn't happy, I'm sure she wanted to be the one to do the breaking up so that must have wounded her pride. She kept asking who the other woman was. I promised her there wasn't another woman but I think that made her more suspicious. Anyway, it's done, she only had a few things at ours." Maddy looked into space and said with a smirk, "I sure will miss some of her toys."
I laughed, taking the bait and said, "Well I hope I don't disappoint in comparison!"
She looked me in the eyes and said firmly, "You know you don't Adam. Then again, I haven't had you inside me yet."
Deciding that two can tease, I said, "Well, nothing stopping us from filling one of your holes with some toys while my dick is in another." Maddy's mouth hung open in response, looking around to make sure we weren't be overheard.
After our starters I asked her the questions I was most curious to have answered: when and how did Maddy start feeling this way for me and how has it grown so quickly?
She took a sip of the white wine as she pondered my question. "I definitely know when I realised the when, so I'll go with that first. It was Friday after I gave you a massage. Jess was with me but I couldn't stop thinking about you and hoping you were okay. Then when she had sex with me, I wasn't really with her, I was with you and I was making you feel good. In the shower afterwards I finally admitted to myself I'd been thinking about you for a while, when I was having sex with her. I kept telling myself you were entering my head to put me off showing how much I liked the new things Jess was doing to me, which I know makes no sense." Maddy paused took a sip of wine and continued. I reached my hand over and held hers. "So that night I just laid there putting it all together. I won't lie to you, I was horrified at first." She laughed and I did too.
I had kept my composure as Maddy was telling her story but in the end, I couldn't help break into a large smile now we had shared a laugh. At her questioning look, I told her what Jess had said that Friday evening and she laughed awkwardly. "Well, she's not wrong, I absolutely loved doing it. I loved that she told me to because it took away any awkwardness about me asking to do it again after the first time I did it. Plus it stopped me thinking about why I wanted to. I was just doing as I was told and that was all I told myself.
Anyway, I laid there in bed," she said, "and even after some time, I still felt horrified but it was because I felt like I was with the wrong person and I know it sounds stupid but after the week we'd had, it felt like I cheated on you. I'm glad I didn't know about your run-in with Jess as I don't know how much worse I'd have felt in bed that night. It took me time to process that I had feelings for a man but sexuality is complex, right? You like who you like. I don't suddenly feel like I'm heterosexual because I like a man. I've checked out every woman in here but couldn't tell you what one man looks like."
I chuckled at that and went to reply but our main course arrived. We took a pause on the conversation and enjoyed the food. It was fantastic.
"You'll hate me for this," Maddy continued, pulling the ravioli off her fork slowly. God I loved her lips. "But the next day when you came home to us having sex, the only reason I agreed to let Jess carry on was because I wanted you to think of me sexually."
I smiled and cut-in, "Well in the spirit of honesty, I already had been. When we first met it was fine. I could see you were hot but I guess I was still getting over Jen and didn't really see you that way. But then after I met your parents for the first time and you came into my room, we hugged and I was turned on by you. I tried very hard to make sure that never happened again but it was a losing battle. Once I noticed you, really noticed you, the battle was lost."
Maddy blushed at that and looked down at her food. I had no idea how I was able to continue to make her blush so successfully, she must have seen and heard it all before, being as beautiful as she was but even my cheesiest lines got to her. We finished the main course and questioned if we should stretch to dessert. Deciding the food was too good to miss out on, Maddy went for a mini dessert with a decaf coffee and I chose a tiramisu.
After we finished ordering, Maddy continued, "So that's the when and I guess the how too. As for how this grown so quickly for me, well I've probably also answered that in part, too. It hasn't been quick, it has been weeks and maybe months. This just feels right to me, in a way nothing has before. I can't believe Danielle thought of proposing to me. The more I think about it the more I think: I wasn't even really all-in on that relationship. I wasn't spending all of my time thinking about her, wondering if she was okay and wanting to be close to her. Just giving you that massage felt more... right, than anything with Danielle. Which makes me sound pretty crap, doesn't it?"
I took her hand again and squeezed it. "No, it doesn't. It makes you sound honest. When I was with Jen, I knew I was holding her back but I did it anyway. Because I was selfish and felt like she was filling a hole in my life and she wasn't, not really."
Maddy nodded, clearly relieved I understood her point. "Exactly. That's why I'm diving right into this, because I now have something that is making me so happy and I feel like I'm starting to be my real self with you. That's why I can't wait really, I want to see what that person looks like." Maddy paused as our desserts arrived.
"You know, Jess actually said that too. She said I look happy in a way she hadn't seen me before. I guess it makes sense, I moved over from Australia and I'd lost touch with all my old friends so I didn't really know anyone here. But it felt right to be here. And now I know why." She smiled at me and then groaned, "Oh god, that was cheesy. Delete the last 30 seconds from your brain please!"
"Mads, I hear you. We're gonna do this, you know that right? We're gonna make this work. More than work, we're going to make it amazing." I said, firmly and with absolute belief I was right. She'd laid it all out on the table and there was absolutely no way I was going to let her feel that I wasn't with her every step of the way.
We paid the bill and left, making a slow walk hand-in-hand back to our house. "Thank you for an excellent first date Maddy. I'm glad you caved and let me pay half the bill." I said. She laughed as I kissed her hand.
We made It home and having made the error of not using the bathroom in the restaurant after half a bottle of wine, I rushed straight in. When I came out, Maddy was in the living room, standing around nervously. She'd hung her coat up and was now playing with her hands awkwardly. I walked over and asked if she was okay.
"Adam," she said nervously, making me begin to feel nervous too. "I'm not sure I'm in the mood to do anything tonight. I was hoping we'd come back and well, make love, but I'm emotionally drained and I just can't, I'm sorry."
I pulled her in close immediately and squeezed her. I felt her collapse against me a little. I pulled us apart but kept my hands on her shoulders and looked her in the eyes. "Maddy, this is really important and I need you to understand this: if you're ever not in the mood for sex, you never need to worry or panic about telling me and you certainly don't need to apologise for it. We'll make the next step for us when we're ready."
My reassurance worked wonders and Maddy kissed me on the lips, sighing into it. She left to get changed as I checked my phone and caught up with news from friends as well as the actual news. When I got to my room Maddy was sitting up taking her makeup off. She'd changed into her PJs already and looked incredibly cute.
"Are you sure this is okay?" She asked, pointing at the fact she was in pyjamas.
"Maddy, absolutely. The only way you're getting kicked out of this bed for wearing clothes is if they belong to a rival football team!" We both laughed and she cuddled into me for a second before going back to taking her makeup off.
She paused for thought. "So," she said, "if I came in wearing a football top and I was completely naked otherwise, I wouldn't be allowed in?"
I laughed and pushed her arm playfully. "No comment!"



"Interesting." Maddy responded, with a smirk.
I got changed while Maddy watched, removing her nail varnish now. I was briefly naked while I changed underwear. It felt very normal and very casual to be naked around her despite the sexual tension.
"You're pretty hot, you know? Like, objectively. You have a good body." Maddy said.
"Stop stealing my lines you flirt." I followed up. We both laughed. Again, it all felt normal.
I settled into bed after getting changed and Maddy joined me under the covers shortly after. Maddy broke the silence. "So this is it huh, this is what us being together looks like?"
"Yep, regretting it yet?" I asked with a smirk.
She leaned into me and I put my arm around her. "Nope," she said. "But we need to do something about this room. I know the lease won't let us decorate but we need to put some paintings up or something, staring at white walls will drive me insane."
I laughed and suggested we drive to the big homeware store tomorrow to get a few bits. Maddy happily agreed. I had a car that I used mostly at the weekends and kept to drive when I needed to see my parents or friends that lived far away. I offered to put Maddy on the insurance a couple of weeks after she moved in which she was delighted about but I had an ulterior motive -- I just wanted the car to get a bit more use!
We turned off the lights and got ready to sleep, Maddy moving into the small spoon as I put my arm around her. She put her hair over the front of her shoulder so that it was out of the way and moved up against me as close as possible, sighing happily. She moved her foot up and down my leg a little until I did the same and we started playing footsies, making us both laugh. I kissed her goodnight, set my alarm and I closed my eyes ready to drift off soon.
Maddy asked, "How do you want to be woken up tomorrow?"
My eyes shot open and I could see the light from her phone and looking closer, that she'd set an alarm for a few minutes before mine. She put her phone down and looked at me from behind, I still hadn't said a word, simply looking at her in disbelief.
She shrugged and said, "I told you I was going to do it every day or as close to every day as possible. Hand or mouth? And turn your alarm off, it'll be distracting."
I still couldn't believe it but did as I was told. "Surprise me," I said. "But Maddy, please only do it when you want to. I'll never expect it from you, okay?" I felt her nod and then we both drifted off to sleep shortly after.
I awoke to the sound of her alarm though it was just about far enough away and turned off quick enough that it didn't properly wake me up. I felt Maddy rise off the bed and leave the room, probably for the bathroom and then a couple of minutes later I heard her come into the room again. My heart started beating fast and I was fully awake now though I kept my eyes closed. I felt her get onto the bed, pulling the sheets away from me. A moment later she was taking my penis and balls out of my loose pyjamas. She wasted little time licking my growing cock along its length and taking the tip into her mouth, moving down and beginning to bob her head. Her hands were massaging my balls as she did so and I opened my eyes as I moaned.
Maddy moved her head off my dick and said, "Good morning baby," before going back to the job at hand. She hadn't forgotten to tie her hair up this time. After a few minutes, she took her mouth away and started to stroke me, moving her mouth to my balls, sucking them into her mouth and licking them as she stroked me. She kissed and licked my groin too, which was surprisingly sensitive. I'd brought her pillow on top of mine in order to better watch the incredible wake-up call she was giving me. She took her hand off my dick and dropped saliva onto it, before putting her mouth back on my dick. She was sucking and bobbing on it energetically, moving her mouth away periodically to spit on my dick and began to give me a wet blowjob. Maddy was starting to become very good at giving head, her enthusiasm far overcoming a lack of experience. I was in absolute heaven, I didn't want it to end but knew I wouldn't be long.
"I'm going to cum soon." I announced.
"Fuck yes baby!" Maddy said, before going straight back onto my dick.
I felt my balls start to contract. "Here it comes, fuck!" I came hard into her mouth, thrusting my hips up involuntarily as I did so, with her mouth and throat taking more of my dick than she had prepared for. Her eyes were wide but she didn't stop until my orgasm slowed and she swallowed what she could and then licked back up anything she had missed. I laid there completely spent, even though I had done nothing.
I felt Maddy move away from me and stand up. "If you want proof of how much I enjoy pleasing you..." she said, letting her words hang in the air until I looked up and saw her pointing to her underwear.
"Jesus, you're soaked!" I couldn't believe it, her underwear was visibly soaking wet, I could see it sticking to her lips.
Maddy left the bedroom for the bathroom and by the time she was out, I was outside, kissing her as we swapped rooms and leaving her to go back to the bedroom while I sorted myself out. When I got back to our bedroom she was getting changed, putting fresh underwear on, after drying herself with a towel.
"What are you doing?" I asked.
"Getting dressed, duh," she said, rolling her eyes.
I crossed towards her and kissed her with passion, pulling her top up and off her. She lifted her arms up willingly. "Absolutely not!" I said.
I pushed her back onto the bed and climbed on top of her, kissing her lips gently and then planting kisses on her cheek as well as her neck. Maddy wiggled underneath me, showing her excitement for my attention. I took one of my hands and held hers and used the other to run up and down her side, circling her right nipple as I moved to the left. Maddy gave my hand a strong squeeze and moaned at my stimulation. I absolutely loved her nipple piercings and how they made her nipples stand out to attention and become even more sensitive to my touch. I ran my hand down from her nipple and across her firm stomach, feeling the hint of abs.
Maddy gasped as my hand went into her new underwear that was now quickly becoming wet again. I started to move my hand across her pussy, feeling her lips and clit, memorising it through my touch. Her lips were bigger than I'd felt before but that just made it hotter for me. More to enjoy. I pulled her knickers down with my hand and with her help. I watched a thin strand of cum stick to her knickers as I pulled it down and then break away.
I kissed my way down from her amazing nipples, over her stomach where I kissed and licked her belly button and then down to her thighs, avoiding her pussy. I looked at it in detail, loving how her big lips stood out and how her swollen clit was exposed and ready. I blew on it and she gasped. I kissed around her pussy and she moaned, trying to thrust it towards me. I kept kissing my way down her legs until I reached her calves and then her feet. I kissed the top of each and then worked back up again.
"Every single part of you is incredible, Maddy." I said.
Before she could reply, I kissed her clit gently, making her gasp. I moved down and licked and kissed her lips. I sucked them into my mouth and felt her writhing underneath me, squeezing the sheets. I could smell and taste how aroused she was. It was strong and sweet, I loved it. I wanted more. I got to work kissing and licking her pussy, avoiding her clit for the majority of time but still giving it enough attention to keep her needy and breathless.
Eventually I put my finger towards her mouth and said "Suck it."
She did it sensually, keeping her eyes on mine and making sure my finger was soaked. She knew where it was going before I slid it inside of her, curling it upwards to find her sensitive spots. I fucked her with my finger for a bit while I got to work enjoying her clit. Maddy started becoming extremely loud and vocal. Our walls were pretty thick but any louder and there would be no doubt the neighbours would hear. I pulled my finger out and joining it with my middle finger, gave it to her to suck.
"Do you like how you taste?" I asked.
She nodded as she kept sucking and licking my fingers before letting them go. "I love it. I taste like I have a desperate cunt," she said.
That made me smile and bite my lip a little. She was so good at talking dirty.
"You better keep your noise in check or our neighbours will know what a desperate cunt you are." I said, teasingly.
She nodded again, speech was clearly becoming difficult as my fingers curled into her and started rubbing her pussy, "I only want you knowing that, you're the only one I'm desperate for."
I attacked her pussy again, focusing on her clit and licking it with the occasional gentle suck. Her moans directed me with what she liked and pretty soon she was becoming loud enough to need a pillow close at hand. Trying something that had worked for me before when my exes had reached a certain level (though Maddy seemed to get there quicker), I ran the length of my tongue over her clit, the constant pressured stimulus making her scream out. I held her down by putting my arm across her waist and carried on. Soon after I felt her pussy begin to contract around my fingers and Maddy started to moan afresh, surprisingly becoming quieter as her orgasm approached to the point where she was silently mouthing 'oh fuck' as it arrived, her hands squeezing the sheets and her leg muscles tensing as it happened. My fingers immediately felt wetter and her pussy kept contracting but I kept it up, fingering her while using my mouth and practically forcing another orgasm out of her. Her ankles rested on my head with her legs spread wide underneath me as I could see her legs shaking.
"No more," she gasped.
I tried to carry on but she reached down and literally pulled me off. I kept my fingers inside her and kissed her foot again.
"Oh god," she cried aloud. "I'm ruined."
I brought my soaked, cum-covered fingers to her mouth and watched her suck them clean, looking me in the eyes.
"Good girl," I said. Her eyes went wide and she sucked a bit harder. Another thing to explore with her, I thought.
I pulled my fingers from her mouth and we laid together on the bed, just relaxing in post-orgasm bliss for a few minutes.
"One day soon, I'm going to tie you up, gag you and go down on you until you can't take anymore," I said, running my fingers along her spent body.
"You'll kill me," she said in response, wide-eyed.
I ignored her and added, "And when I'm done, I'm going to line my dick up with your soaked pussy and fuck you until I empty all of my cum inside you."
She groaned and put her head back against the pillow, exhausted and content. I rose to go and sort us breakfast as I was starving. I'd worked up an appetite from eating her pussy, who would have guessed? I brought her breakfast in bed -- a coffee and crossaint but she appreciated it as though it was a 5-star meal.
When we finished we made it into the shower together, conscious that we needed to get going with our day. In the shower we couldn't get enough of eachother and on more than one occasion, Maddy had to stop me from putting my fingers back inside her and I had to stop her from going down to her knees for me. We could not keep ourselves calm, I'd never experienced anything like it and I still couldn't believe we were platonic roommates until a few weeks ago.
When we did finally finish and get ready, I went for a casual jeans and polo top with sunglasses as it looked to be warm day. Maddy, as usual, floored me. She had on sandals with a dark blue jumpsuit that I guess could be considered casual but she made it look dressy, without even trying. I shook my head and grabbed the keys to the car.
We spent a lot of the day out shopping for stuff for the house, groceries and even did some clothes shopping. It was hard to resist picking out a new shirt that I didn't really need when Maddy said she thought I'd look hot in it at work. Maddy clearly loved to shop and I clearly had forgotten just how tiring that could be. We eventually stopped for a long lunch after we'd made our way through about a third of the shops. By the end of the day I was exhausted while Maddy still looked energised and flawless. She even offered to drive home so that I could recover some energy, mercilessly teasing me about it the whole drive home. We had bought quite a bit -- a couple of paintings, a house plant, new mugs, a bigger set of drawers and other little bits that made me realise Maddy now viewed our house as a home and not really a place to live. To my very pleasant surprise, when we went our separate ways for a spell during the afternoon, I met up with her again and saw she was carrying a sizeable bag from a well-known lingerie store which she claimed had more than just lingerie in it.
When we got home, we made a light dinner, kissing and chatting the whole time. Maddy finally admitted that she too was tired so we decided on a quiet night on the sofa watching a comedy. Maddy got out a fluffy blanket for the sofa (another new addition) and we settled under it together. The film was funny to start with but the laughs dried up as it went and my focus turned back to the beautiful woman lying on me. We'd been slowly fidgeting with eachother throughout the film, either through running our hands over eachother or giving the other person little kisses wherever we could reach.
I had my arm around Maddy and had been running my finger across my arm for a few minutes when she looked up and kissed me, her lips lingering a bit longer. She went back to the film and I waited for her to kiss me again, with one eye on the film too. I felt her turn during a particularly boring sequence and met her kiss as she was about to give it. We kissed again and then a further time before we both stopped watching the film and just started to slowly kiss eachother on the lips. After some time, we moved to kissing with tongues in a way that was a lot slower and more meaningful than some of the passionate kissing we had done earlier in the day. The film had been forgotten, with Maddy pausing it without even breaking our kiss a while ago. I held her body close but my hands didn't explore the entire time we kissed. It just left like everything was about that kiss and us connecting through it.
We started to remove our clothes as we kissed, breaking apart only when a garment needed to separate us. We didn't say a word to eachother, we didn't need to. Before long we were both naked. I hadn't taken my eyes off her face so I could only feel how hard I was in the space between our bodies and I could only feel how wet she was when she sat back on my lap to resume kissing me.
I adjusted our angle, moving us forward so that she would find it easier to put me inside her. We looked at eachother as I entered her for the first time and her blissful face mirrored my own. She was so incredibly tight and warm, and welcoming. She gasped and then we both sighed, as she started on a rhythm on top of me. It wasn't fast but it was deep and sensual. It felt like she was trying to get me that bit deeper inside her with every thrust. Eventually she had got it worked out so well that she was able to push herself up as far as my tip and then slide back down to the base, making us both moan, whenever we weren't kissing. As I would catch sight of my penis, I could see it was covered in her juices. She came like that, having rode herself to orgasm. She closed her eyes and rolled her head back as she came over the base of my dick.
After that I did start to feel her tire, particularly when she wrapped her arms around me and leaned in close, using my body for support as she slowly rode me. I picked her up and off me onto the sofa, my penis shining with her cum and I laid the blanket on the floor, taking her down there with me. She laid on her back and took my hand, inviting me on top of her and back inside her. We took it slower than she had at first, until she got used to me again and then I started picking up the pace to the level she was at on my lap. I was pushing myself into her firmly and deeply, hearing her moan every time I bottomed out inside her. Maddy had wrapped her arms and legs around me by this point and soon after, I came deep inside her. We kissed as I came and she held her legs even tighter to me, making sure I stayed as deep inside her as I could be as I went soft.
We didn't say anything about how that felt, we just held eachother. I don't think either of us knew how to say it.
***
I awoke the next morning to Maddy's alarm blaring and realised she had snoozed it. After checking my own phone, I realised she'd snoozed it quite a bit! The night before had taken it out of both of us and I struggled to wake her up until I told her we were 45 minutes late. I'd never appreciated how much Maddy hated being late until I saw her sit bolt upright and spring out of bed. Despite the comedy of her movements, neither of us were in good spirits as we made our way to the office. It was Monday, we'd both had an amazing, unforgettable weekend and then we missed our alarm. I'd said to Maddy before we fell asleep that I wanted to wake up to an actual alarm and not put her in a situation where she feels obligated to wake me up a certain way, every day, especially our first day back at work.
We got into the lift together and said goodbye at our separate floors, her leaving first. We'd already agreed the night before that we'd make no mention of how our relationship had changed to anyone, for now. I knew Maddy had friends in her team that she'd probably like to tell but we were enjoying things too much to think about other people. I sat down and made the usual weekend small talk, leaving out all the exciting parts and focusing on a boring weekend that involved dinner at home on Saturday and shopping on Sunday. I spent some time reading through project updates for my current project and briefs for forthcoming projects I'd be leading on. It looked busy. To my excitement, word had clearly got around about how well I'd managed my big project and now there was talk of a pay-rise that would come with a sizeable bonus as well as me being a 'leading candidate' to manage other high-profile external projects that hopefully wouldn't involve job losses but would involve more Maddy. I sent the email from my manager off to her accompanied with a smiley face. She wrote back not long after on our IM channel so that conversations weren't as easy to be tracked at a later date -, a handy tip her PR experience had taught her.
Maddy: I feel like sh!t but seeing that has made me a lot happier. If the bonus comes through, I have my eyes on a really fancy pair or shoes....
Adam: No amount of convincing could get me to spend my bonus on that.
Maddy: Well, I'd look really pretty in them and I seem to remember something related to you and my feet but I can't think what. Hmmm.
Adam: Haha. I'll get you back for that later.
Maddy: Hope so, need something to look forward to.
I laughed and got on with things, exchanging the occasional check-in message with Maddy but otherwise I was mostly getting on with work and catching up with colleagues. The day finished a lot better than it started.
I met Maddy at the train station with her head in a book she was reading. Some kind of thriller she was refusing to properly tell me about because she thought I should read it afterwards. She looked up when she saw me standing over her. I tried to look menacing but quickly laughed.
"Someone had a good day!" She said laughing at me.
"Well, between that email and thinking about your sexy feet all day, how could I not?" I said, with a straight face.



"Seriously?" She asked, suspicious of my easy release of such valuable information.
"No! You are too easy," I said, shaking my head.
She sighed as the next train pulled in and she put her book away. "Well if that's your way of getting me back, that was boring and lame."
I chuckled and quickly said, "You won't be saying that after your spanking."
Maddy was stuck without being able to reply as the train doors opened and people piled out. I watched her stare at me with an open mouth and then mock-menacingly. When we got onto the train she was able to lean in close and whisper, "Do you promise, Daddy?" Maddy could barely contain her laughter.
When we made it home and closed the door, we kissed passionately, making up for lost time during the day. We couldn't get eachother's clothes off quick enough as we kissed our way to the bedroom. We landed on our bed and Maddy broke the kiss to move towards my crotch. I stopped her and indicated she should spin around and get on top. She grinned and did so. She lowered her pussy onto my face as I felt her mouth engulf my cock. Wasting little time, I licked her already wet pussy, going to work on giving her pleasure, being rewarded with a moan around my cock. I was addicted to her sweet taste and was lost in licking her pussy for a long time, despite how good Maddy was now becoming at sucking my dick. It wasn't until I felt my dick hit something resistant and realised Maddy was trying to deepthroat me. I slowed my licks and kisses so that I could be teasing her as she gagged on my dick, coming off it to cough and then trying again. I knew my dick was above average, especially in thickness and it wasn't easy to deepthroat. Even Jen, who would say she lloved my dick, wasn't always able to do it.
Maddy swung off me and moved her body round so she continued to suck my dick but now faced me. Her eyes had clearly been streaming and her saliva was caught around her throat and chin as well as covering my dick and balls. She looked a mess but I don't think she cared in the slightest. She had got my dick a considerable way down her throat and then pulled up, still coughing slightly but generally starting to become very relaxed at it. She moved back towards my dick but paused with her mouth an inch away from it. She looked up at me and smiled while I shook my head in wonder, in response. I watched her slowly move her mouth down, felt my dick push through the resistance of her throat and she kept going until her lips almost touched my trimmed pubes.
"Holy fuck, baby! Shit!" I gasped and my dick pulsed while in her throat, releasing precum.
She kept her mouth there and reached out for my hand which she took and squeezed, keeping our hands together as she rose off my dick, gasping for air, leaving strands of saliva behind her. Her eyes were streaming and she was covered in saliva. Her face was red and some of her hair had stuck to her face and neck through a combination of sweat or spit. Maddy rose on unsteady feet, releasing my hand and walking to a wardrobe, opening the door and looking at the mirror inside.
"Oh my fucking hell," she breathed, looking at herself. She was still breathing heavy which probably added to the shock of her look. She caught my eye from the mirror and saw I was stroking my wet cock while looking at her amazing body.
She turned to me and said, "I want you to fuck me from behind while I watch in the mirror."
My eyes went wide, I licked my lips and gladly complied. I got up quickly and threw her on the bed playfully. "Don't be gentle," she said, looking at me meaningfully.
Well if that's how you want it. I grabbed a bunch of her hair and used it to drag her back around towards me and flipped her over roughly. She moaned at my treatment. I moved onto the bed behind her, positioned myself so that my legs were over hers and spanked her firm ass hard, making it shine red. I did the same to the other cheek and then gave both a few more firm spanks for good measure. Maddy's cheeks were glowing red and she practically couldn't move.
"Told you I'd spank you!" I said.
Maddy moaned in response and gasped as I used my left hand to hold her face down firmly against the bed and the right to spread her legs enough for me to enter her in her prone position. I pushed in slow enough not to hurt her but firm enough for her to know I wasn't going to hold back. Once I had a steady rhythm going I moved my hand from her face, noticing how her eyes had rolled back and she was gripping the bedsheets. I pulled her face up by her long hair and told her to look at herself being fucked. Her eyes shot open and she gasped. Her face was still a mess but now she had me on top of her, practically all over her. Her legs were stuck in place, all she could do was move them around and kick them up slightly, she just had to lay there and take it.
I began to fuck her hard and fast, taking my pleasure from her as I knew she wanted. The slapping sounds as we collided were unbelievable and I had to take my hand from Maddy's back and cover her mouth to keep her quiet. This seemed to ignite her fantasy still further as she began rubbing and pinching her nipples. Eventually I moved my hands away from her to adjust our position as I continued to fuck her.
"Oh Adam," she gasped, making me look up at her but my continued thrustings had taken her voice away.
I carried on at a better angle that I felt I could hold until I was ready to unload inside her and got to work. I used her ass cheeks for leverage and made sure to spank them again, keeping the red marks burning brightly. I felt and saw Maddy slide her hand under her body with the movement of her arm telling me she was rubbing her clit. I knew from the way I was on top of her and holding her down that she had minimal room to properly play with herself so I suspected all she'd end up doing was teasing herself. It was a minute or two later when I saw the telltale signs of her body beginning to tense and realised she was going to cum. Rubbing her clit had pushed her over the edge. I picked up the pace so I could heighten her orgasm even though I knew it would hurry up my own.
"Cum for me," I said to her loudly and firmly, how I knew she'd want it.
"I'm such a whore," she gasped, "Oh god, I'm such a whore for you."
I felt her begin to cum around my cock as she vocalised her fantasy and as her tight cunt contracted around me still further. At that point, I couldn't hold back and began to shoot inside her. I leaned forward and moved on top of her completely, pinning her down, triggering loud moans from her as she felt me cum and was being made to take it.
"I'm cumming inside my whore," I whispered in her ear. She was looking at us in the mirror with a look of pure pleasure.
Both of us rode out our orgasms and I moved off of her, giving her space to stretch and breath. She looked at me smiling and I returned my own. I kissed her and after collecting the last of my energy, I stood up.
"Where are you going?" Maddy asked, with a hint of worry in her voice.
I squeezed her hand and kissed her forehead. "I'll be right back, I promise," I said. "Trust me."
She nodded and put her head back down on the bed.
I returned a few minutes later. "How are you baby?"
She laughed quietly. "Sore and tired. Having sex with a man is physically demanding."
I smiled at her and took her hand in mine. "Come with me," I said.
"Adam, I can't. I can barely move." She said dramatically, though probably quite honestly.
She did though begin to move and I helped her out of the bedroom and into the bathroom.
"What are we --" she started and then saw it.
I was running her a bath, had lit some candles and poured out a glass of wine for her. She looked at me, shocked.
I explained, "You can be a whore or a slut in there but it will never, ever change how I feel about you and I'll always take care of you afterwards."
She hugged me tightly and for long enough that I worried the bath would overflow. I'm not sure if she was crying but she was certainly emotional enough that I felt I needed to busy myself sorting the bath for a bit longer, with my back to her. I left her to it with a kiss.
She emerged about an hour later with a towel wrapped around her and in her hair. Again, she looked beautiful. I'd managed to change the bed and decided I was too tired to cook so a chinese takeaway would be arriving imminently. She joined me on the sofa after changing into her PJs and we spent the evening laughing at a sitcom, eating a lot of Chinese (we'd worked up an appetite) and then Maddy read some of her book comfortably on the sofa while I caught up on the sports.
Part 3 will follow.
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Volunteer
Steph's mouth was working up and down the soft skin of Dan's thick cock, coating it with her saliva as she worked to release and swallow his cum.
"You're such a good slut," Dan gasped, hand holding her ponytail, controlling the pace of her blowjob.
Steph moved her head up Dan's cock, releasing more of her saliva as she went and licking the head as she moved her mouth off him. Raising her brown eyes to his, she said, "I know." Smirking at Dan, she licked his tip and added, "Your slut needs your cum, Sir."
Dan moaned, forcing his sister back onto his thick cock so she could resume her blowjob and he could give her what she needed. A few hours earlier, she'd been waiting for him at the bar with her red dress and black heels on; waiting for him to take control of her. Their dynamic, one of sibling friendliness but emotional distance, had irreversibly changed. Dan's sister, the golden child who was always on hand to share advice and help guide him through life's decisions now had a very different role in private. As Dan looked down at Steph, only her heels remained from when he first saw her and the woman before him was not just his older sister but his submissive too.
All of the physical stimulus Steph was applying alongside the thoughts of their changing dynamic, had Dan approaching climax with Steph's mouth against his base. Dan warned her what was coming and she moved up slightly to catch her breath before deepthroating Dan's dick again and looking up at him, watering eyes making the last of her mascara run down her face while her black nails ran along his stomach and chest. Dan exploded into her mouth and down her throat, making Steph's eyes scrunch shut as she focused on swallowing his cum. Dan could feel how much he was coming inside her throat and mouth while she diligently swallowed it all and he wondered how he'd be able to continue to cope with blowjobs this good. Steph eventually released his cock after licking every piece of cum over his sensitive head and running her tongue along every part of his softening cock.
She said breathlessly, wiping her eyes as she did so, "I am going to love worshipping this cock and having all of your cum!"
Dan leaned back, feeling totally spent despite doing very little and starting to feel the effects of the alcohol. Steph was still on her knees looking up at him.
"Are you okay?" She asked.
"Tired, you've drained me already!" He laughed, as Steph joined him in laughing. She rose and brought both of their drinks over. They both drunk large amounts and Steph placed it on a side table before joining Dan on the sofa. She leaned against him and he put his arm around her.
"You're very good at that," Dan said observationally.
Steph chuckled. "When you get off to giving people pleasure, you become pretty good at the things that give them pleasure."
Dan noticed the use of 'people' and not 'men' but said nothing of it.
He instead asked, "What else are you good at?"
Steph laughed again, playfully slapped him and replied, "Being able to hide my skillset until I need to use it!"
They settled together for a minute, lost in thought. Dan was looking at Steph's feet and in particular, her black heels. He'd wanted to fuck her in them tonight, they made her ass and legs look incredible, but that now looked unlikely. He could imagine how good she'd be, bent over the sofa and penetrated from that angle.
For her part, Steph was wondering how she was going to make this work, because she now knew she needed it to. She was drawn to Dan in a way she couldn't yet explain or understand. She was determined to find out why that was and how they'd be able to make it work.
Steph broke the silence first. "Shall we perhaps go to bed? Or is there anything you want to discuss right now?"
Dan shook his head and took Steph's hand, rising up from the sofa and yet again, leading her in her own house. They stopped by the kitchen on the way and Steph went to the bathroom to clean up, meeting Dan in the bedroom. She'd taken her makeup off, brushed her teeth and found a spare toothbrush for Dan to do the same. When he returned, Steph was sitting on the end of the bed waiting for him.
"Am I okay to take these off, Sir?" She asked, pointing at her shoes.
"Well, if you don't, I'll have some bruised legs from all your wriggling," Dan replied.
"Wriggling? Better than your snoring!" Steph came back quickly.
They'd only shared a room a few times when they were young but knew enough about eachother's sleeping habits to suspect what their first night together may be like. They got under the covers soon after and moved together under the cold sheets.
"So, your clothes --" Dan started.
" -- is one of the ways I like to submit and be controlled, yes." Steph finished, jumping in. "It hasn't got to be something you do or always do, if you'd rather not, but you deciding what I wear is something I would find very fulfilling."
"I like it," Dan said. "No, I love it," Dan added, seeing Steph smile. "But why do you?" He asked.
"Because," Steph said, "I love giving that control up to the person I'm with. Knowing they decide how I look and what I wear. It means I look good for them and I please them. That's what I want," she said.
Dan looked her over and saw his beautiful, stunning older sister and saw how lucky he was. "I look forward to making everybody jealous of not being able to have this," he said.
Steph smiled, "That's exactly it, I'm yours. And besides," she added, "Sharing me is now out of the window given I'm fucking my brother! So they definitely can't have this!"
Dan looked at her, "Were you serious then about wanting to be shared?"
Steph laughed, "Not really, I was trying to shock you as I could feel my sibling power slipping away. Didn't really work though as I ended up here anyway," Steph said, wiggling her naked body against him.
Dan put his arm around Steph and drew her closer, which she seemed to love. He kissed the back of her head and the side of her neck, causing her to let out a slow breath.
"How late can you be for work tomorrow?" Dan asked.
He felt Steph wriggle subconsciously before answering, "I can take the morning off..."
***
Dan woke earlier than expected, before Steph's alarm. He looked over and saw she was sleeping comfortably on the other side of the bed. He got up, washed his face, used the bathroom - which was difficult given his considerable erection that morning and returned to bed. He got back in gently so as to not startle Steph and then moved closer to her. Dan moved his hand under the sheet and started to run his fingers along Steph's beautiful body. It was when he felt her nipple harden under his touch that she began to stir. Steph moaned quietly and moved back towards Dan, grinding her firm ass against him as she did so.
"Mm, good morning," she said.
"How'd you sleep?" Dan asked.
"Good but I haven't woken up as sore as I'd hoped," Steph replied.
Dan smiled as Steph looked behind her, as beautiful as ever with her perfect white teeth and full lips framing her cheeky grin. He grabbed her shoulders and pulled her onto her back firmly and got on top of her in one swift motion, pinning her down by her wrists and then moving to holding both of them with just one hand. Steph's eyes widened.
"How sore can I make you?" Dan asked, putting his hand around her throat, which led to Steph's eyes rolling behind her head and her body relaxing into submission.
"As long as I can cover it..." she whispered, tailing off as Dan squeezed her neck firmly at the sides and then kissed her passionately.
They kissed while Dan had Steph's moved his other hand away from her neck and ran it along her body, pausing at her hard nipples to pinch them, causing Steph to moan into their kiss. Dan stopped again at her increasingly wet pussy. Instinctively, as though already understanding her needs, he pulled his hand back slightly and slapped her pussy firmly.
Steph pulled away from the kiss and cried, "Oh god!"
Steph spread her legs wider, inviting Dan to do it again. He did so twice more, repositioning for a better angle and making sure he caught her clit both times, driving Steph visibly wild. She looked up at him with lust-filled eyes and kissed him hard. Dan bit her lip as they kissed, making them both moan.
Dan knew Steph was wet and ready for him, that much was obvious. But he didn't want to give in to his own lust and need so soon. He wanted to push her need to please him further before he gave her what she was craving.
"How badly do you want my cock, Steph?" Dan asked, noting her moan at him using her name.
She looked at him and had a determined expression before she answered, "Badly."
Dan smirked, ready to tease her. "You can do better than that," he said. "My Slut can do better than that," he rephrased.
Steph groaned under him, "When did you get so good at this?!" When she didn't receive any response beyond a smirk, she resigned herself to giving up any further pretence about not absolutely loving it and continued, "I want your cock so, so badly Sir. I think more than I've ever wanted any cock before now. I want it inside me more than I can even... articulate. Please."
Steph looked at him submissively, in awe of her younger brother's ability to pull the slut out of her. Dan released her wrists and got off her. A moment of worry filled Steph, especially after just begging him in the way she had. Dan got up and went to her bedside table, searching.
"You like sucking cock, don't you slut?" Dan asked with his back to her.
Steph nodded, still laying down, body exposed to Dan should he want it. She realised he wouldn't have seen her so answered, "Yes, Sir".
Dan turned around and showed her the large pink vibrating dildo she kept in her drawer. Steph groaned, yet again, she noted to herself. This was becoming the sexiest kind of torture.
"I guess I won't have any secrets from you anymore Champ?" Steph said, laughing slightly.
"Where are your tights?" Dan said, ignoring her for a moment while he focused on the task at hand. Steph nodded in the direction of a set of drawers and Dan went over before adding. "No, I don't think you will Stephanie, I think I'm going to know everything there is to know about my submissive, don't you?"
Steph looked at him, loving the use of her full name and the power it gave her brother in the way he used it. "I don't want any secrets Dan, I want you to own every part of my life," she said, surprising herself with her candour and the depth of her desired submission to him.
"Let's start with your orgasms then," Dan said, turning back towards her with leggings in hand, his outward confidence hiding the nerves behind her confession.
Steph stretched out with her hands close to the bedposts, instinctively knowing what Dan wanted. "Since I know you like games, we're going to play one, Stephanie," Dan said, confidently. He walked towards her and tied up her securely to the bedposts, giving her enough room to wriggle but little else.
"I'm going to use this toy, my hands and my mouth," Dan paused, running his hand along Steph's body, making her shiver, "to make you cum." Dan said. He watched Steph shift around, waiting for the rest of the game to become clear.
"Each time you have an orgasm during the next 15 minutes, I add another 15 minutes until I fuck you." Dan finally added, smiling down at her.
Steph's eyes widened in shock, clearly torn between wanting the orgasms and wanting Dan too. "You're evil," Steph breathed.
Dan moved down towards Steph's perky breasts and took a hard nipple into his mouth, running his tongue around it and then nipping it firmly. He looked up at Steph and saw the questioning look in her eyes.
"No, we haven't started yet. Just to warn you, anything over half an hour and I'll be expecting breakfast first!" Dan playfully added, making Steph groan loudly in frustration.
Dan moved his hands down to her wet pussy and spread her lips. Steph gasped at the suddenness and the brazenness of it. She felt her heart already begin to race as he switched on her toy.
"Dan, please. I cum a lot, you're going to kill me." Steph gasped.
Dan turned on the toy, teasing her clit as he moved his head to her ear and whispered, "If I don't fuck you before work I'm going to punish you later."
"You're -- oh god -- so twisted." Steph rushed out, silenced by the toy being pressed against her swollen clit.
Dan got to work alternating between using the toy on her clit alongside using his mouth. Her taste was addictive, sweet and a little salty, it was definitely enhanced by just how wet she was, completely starting to soak her sheets. After a little while, Dan worked a finger inside of her and noticed a significant rise in the volume of her moans. So, penetration does it for her, Dan thought. Working his finger in, he curled it upwards and started moving it into a steady, firm penetrative motion. Steph started to buck her hips against him, pulling at her restraints.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum, I'm going to..." Steph started, part excitement, part frustration.
Dan kept going, taking the toy and holding it against her clit, drawing her orgasm to the edge and then forcing it out of Steph as she screamed expletives.
"So that's one orgasm and I think you have about twelve minutes left, Stephanie." Dan said, while working a second finger into her and giving her clit a momentary rest.
Dan started to finger her hard and fast once Steph had got used to being stretched further. Deciding to experiment with what she liked, Dan took his free hand and held her face so that she was looking right at him while being fingered. She had a glassy-eyed expression and was breathing fast but seemed to be focused on him. He stroked her cheek, showing his affection for her and trying to transmit how glad he was to be doing this to her. Without pausing, he pulled his hand back slightly and slapped her. It wasn't enough to leave a mark but it would be enough to startle her.
Dan felt her pussy squeeze around his fingers as he slapped her and looking down, saw her toes curl in pleasure. "Thank you Sir," Steph said, surprising Dan.
Dan stroked her cheek and then moved his hand further down, over her chest. He watched Steph push her chest out, asking for it. He gave her a firm slap on the breast, over her nipple. This was harder than the one on her face and it left a mark on her breast. Before she could do much more than gasp, he did the same to the other breast so that her pale skin glowed. He picked up the pace of his fingering and slapped her twice more, feeling a sting on his hand that he knew would be replicated on her chest.
He pulled his fingers out and took hold of the toy, working it inside Steph while his other hand remained on her chest, now playing with her breasts and puffy nipples. Steph wiggled against her restraints and sighed deeply as she felt the toy penetrating her. He turned the vibration on as he worked the toy inside her, causing Steph to moan and thrust her hips down towards it. Dan moved his mouth down to a nipple and started to nip at it while fucking Steph with the toy.
"Oh God, Dan. Oh my, fuck, fuck, fuck." Steph started before her words turned to moans and blubber that Dan zoned out of, focusing instead on the sexiness of her writhing body and the feel of her nipple on his tongue.
Before long Steph was tensing to her second orgasm. Dan, so focused on enjoying the way her body looked when she orgasmed and the sounds she made, kept the toy inside her and inadvertently forced out another orgasm.
Steph shook her head, "Please no more, no more."
Dan pulled the toy out slowly and after turning the vibrate off, moved it to Steph's mouth. She opened it and sucked the toy clean, tasting herself as she did so. Dan watched her lick the toy clean and then cast his eyes downwards, seeing the state of her soaked, swollen pussy. He couldn't resist and had to taste her again, knowing he was seriously risking the time he would have inside her.
"How do you taste?" Dan asked, moving towards her swollen clit.
"So good," came Steph's needy reply.
Dan didn't wait any longer and went back to tasting her with his mouth. Having already been down on her, it didn't take long for him to apply his technique into making Steph thrash against her restraints. He licked, sucked and nibbled her clit, drawing her along the path to another orgasm. He reckoned he still had a couple of minutes left of their game and was determined to make Steph cum again. He took hold of her firm ass cheeks and used them as leverage to hold her in place and attack her clit from a new angle that made Steph grind her pussy into his face. She wrapped her legs around his back and applied pressure when she felt another orgasm start to rise and hit her.
When Steph finally calmed and her eyes came back into focus, Dan climbed back on top of her, face to face and untied her. They kissed passionately, even as Steph was shaking the blood back into her arms. Dan felt all over her body from her neck, down her chest, stomach and onto her wet pussy. He then ran his hand behind her, over her ass cheeks and in between them. He rubbed his hand along there and Steph moaned.
Dan smirked at Steph, "You know that was 4 orgasms, don't you Stephanie?" Steph nodded so Dan continued, "So that means you don't get the fucking you need for another hour and that doesn't give us much time at all."
Dan could see the frustration on Steph's face and loved the sexual torture he was putting his beautiful sister through. He continued to tease her by adding, "I'll have to fuck you later on now and send you to work all hot and needy."
As Dan said it, he slapped Steph's pussy again and squeezed a nipple to keep her aroused. He felt her gasp and suspected she was a bit sore from Dan's rough treatment.
"I think you'll be wearing an outfit without a bra today, give your nipples a rest." Dan said. Steph's eyes went wide but she didn't disobey. Afterall, she had said she liked being told what to wear and Dan was going to take advantage of being able to see her wardrobe.
After sharing another kiss, Dan rose and went to the small second bedroom which effectively served as Steph's walk-in closet and looked through the wardrobe with her work clothes. He noted the different shirts, blouses, jackets and dresses before settling on a loose-looking navy shirt, a grey skirt and tights. He took the items into the bedroom and rested them on one of her drawers. As he did so, Steph walked in, still naked though clearly having freshened up. She saw him putting the clothes down and walked over to Dan, kissing him passionately.
"This is unbelievable," she said, moving her arms around to indicate the whole situation. "I know I said I could take the morning off but it would mean working late. If I get ready now, I won't be too late and I can get that dick of yours sooner. Fine with you?" Steph asked, smiling slyly.
Dan smiled and blushed, how could he not with Steph's sexiness, confidence and candour? "Fine," he said, "but I'm serious about the no bra."
Steph kissed Dan again. "I know, you're the only one I'd do this for, you know that right?"
Dan returned the kiss and started to feel the passion build. He pulled away before it could really get started and before he lost his focus. He was keen to maintain the dynamic and the rules he'd set. It would be crucial in making sure he gave Steph what she needed and that would hopefully mean she'd be all-in on this, because he certainly was.
They both got dressed, Dan in the clothes he was wearing the night before. Steph made them both a quick coffee. They kissed at the door before Steph opened it, agreeing for absolute safety that they wouldn't do anything explicit in public. Very few people knew they were siblings but they didn't want to risk it.



As they walked to the station, Dan looked Steph over, being slightly more subtle than previous occasions at checking her out. Still, Steph noticed quickly and warned him to be careful.
"You look so fucking good, Stephanie," Dan said, noticing how the skirt shaped around her arse perfectly and sat on her hips just right. Her loose shirt was perfect with her lack of bra though her jacket currently hid that. She'd put her hair up at Dan's request.
"I guess I have you to thank for that," Steph said, winking at him.
Dan stopped himself from kissing her, not wishing to make leaving her any more difficult. Before they parted at the station Steph handed him a spare key and smiled. No words were needed, that was as good a goodbye as they could manage.
***
Dan made it back to his room in enough time before his seminar was due to start. He snuck in, thankful nobody saw him in yesterday's clothes and had a quick shower. When he got back to his desk he saw he had messages from his sister.
Steph:I had better not stretch too much in this shirt.
Steph: And you better not turn me on today!
Steph: Thinking of you, Sir.
Dan smiled as he read her messages and paused to think of how best to reply.
Dan: Well, we were up quite late so I'd imagine you'll be stretching at some point, try to be in an empty room when you do! What are you thinking about?
Steph: What took you so long?! And what do you think I'm thinking about?
Dan: I was having a shower. I think... you were thinking about a nice quiet night to yourself?
Dan smiled as he sent it, before starting to get ready. It took him a minute before he read Steph's reply.
Steph: Nope! Really active imagination there Champ! I was thinking about you bending me over later this evening and enjoying me. But now I'm thinking about you in the shower.
Dan: Funny that, I was thinking about you while I was in the shower...
Steph: Did you do anything about it?
Dan: Why waste it when I know you want it so bad?
Dan didn't get an immediate reply so took the time to pack his bag and leave. On the walk to class he got a response.
Steph: I moaned reading that. So I had to put my phone down before anyone came over. Then I sat there thinking about it and had to go to the bathroom. Now I'm here hoping you'll let me cum?
Dan had to bite his lip to stop from making any noise in public and he instinctively drew his phone closer to him.
Dan: I want you to cum hard thinking about my nice thick dick, pounding your tight little cunt.
Steph responded with heart emojis and then went quiet, no doubt making herself cum. The thought of that had Dan hard and he was grateful for the short walk from his room to class on campus. When he got into the building he made a beeline for the bathrooms and locked himself in. He was glad he did as he saw he'd received a picture message from Steph. Opening it with barely contained excitement, Dan saw a close up of Steph's now familiar pussy, clearly wet with her lips slightly parted.
Steph: It's your tight little cunt now. I cannot wait for later!
Dan: I was on the way to class but had to go hide in a cubicle so I could calm down.
Steph: I'm such a bad influence. Your own Sister, disrupting your studies.
Dan: I think you'll be going to hell for a lot worse haha
Steph: Get to class Dan, I'm not going anywhere...
Despite Dan's protests, Steph was adamant and wouldn't reengage with their sexual talk so Dan resigned himself to calming down before leaving the cubicle and heading to class.
He was, mercifully, able to focus on the class and got the topic well. When he left class he saw a more serious text from Steph.
Steph: I'm going to be a lot more careful with when we message Dan. I can't be the one disrupting your studies when you're doing so well and at the home stretch. When you've got class or need to study, promise me you'll tell me?
Dan smiled at her thoughtfulness and knew she was right.
Dan: I promise, Steph. I'm out of class now too.
Steph: Good! As a reward for being so good, I'll make you dinner tonight.
Dan: Your cooking is my reward?!
Steph: Ha, the cheek! Yes and I'm good at it so count yourself lucky I enjoy cooking for my partners or you'd be having burnt baked beans on toast.
Dan laughed, he did feel lucky in more ways than just Steph's cooking prowess. They continued to chat throughout the day but between Steph's meetings and Dan's other class, they kept it friendly.
After his class, Dan decided to travel over to Steph's -- this time with a change of clothes in his backpack. He got there about an hour before Steph was due back and let himself in with his spare key. After dropping his bag, he had a walk around the flat, looking at it in more detail and comparing it to when Steph first moved in. The main difference seemed to be that she had turned the small second bedroom into a walk-in wardrobe but otherwise it was much the same. Dan took a seat on her comfortable sofa and turned on the tv to the sports channel. He snapped a picture and sent it to Steph.
Steph: Good, make yourself at home. Help yourself to any snacks and I think I have some beers if you fancy one. Though I may need to buy more now you have a key.
Dan: You really are spoiling me.
Steph: Glad you finally agree after that cooking dig!
Dan: I was only kidding, I love you really.
Steph: I know you do, Champ. Which is why I haven't got to worry about how desperate I come across when I say: Please can you fuck me the second I get home?
Dan: The way I'm feeling I may just take you against the wall.
Steph: Yes please!
By the time Steph put her key in the door an hour later, Dan was nursing a beer while watching sports news on tv. He smiled when he heard the key turn and then the sound of Steph's heels on the wooden floor. By the time he rose from the sofa she'd come into the living room with purpose and kissed Dan hard on the lips. Wasting little time, Dan pulled her closer in the kiss and took the clips from her hair so that her long blonde strands fell down to the middle of her back. Steph had already unbuttoned most of Dan's shirt so he worked to catch up. When he got to the second button down and her chest was exposed, Dan couldn't stop himself from breaking the kiss and looking at the firm breasts and hard nipples behind her shirt. He moved in to lick a nipple while Steph pushed his head closer to her and they continued unbuttoning eachother's shirts. When they were both topless, Dan threw Steph onto the sofa where she bent over, wiggling her arse at him invitingly. Dan removed his jeans and underwear hurriedly as Steph pulled her skirt, tights and underwear down. Her shaved pussy was just visible under her firm arse and Dan could tell she was wet and ready.
"Please put it in me baby," Steph begged. Dan watched her bend over further, putting her face and body into the sofa and shamelessly pulling her cheeks apart for Dan to fuck her. As Dan stepped up to penetrate her, Steph added, "Just go slow at first, you have a really thick cock that I'm not used to."
Dan lined himself up with Steph and pushed himself in slowly. He wasn't surprised to find her soaking wet and whilst that aided the ease he was able to enter her, she was still incredibly tight. He took hold of her hips and squeezed them firmly so he could control his speed.
Steph gasped and said, "Oh god, I already need to cum."
"Do it," Dan said, "Cum as much as you want."
Steph immediately started to rub her clit as Dan started to work more of himself inside her. Moving an inch or two at a time, withdrawing to the tip and then pushing back in, moving an inch deeper as he did so. Steph clearly loved the way he was opening her tight pussy, her moans rising in volume and her words increasing in frequency. By the time Dan had bottomed out inside her, Steph's orgasm was rising fast so to push her over the edge, Dan pulled out of Steph to the end of his dick and then pushed back in hard and fast. Steph screamed out in pleasure and started rubbing herself more vigorously. Dan was spurred on by this and took a dual action of thrusting himself hard inside her while drawing her body back towards him to the point where he was effectively using her body to fuck him. Steph started to cum, hard and loud, as he pounded her. She threw her face into the sofa to keep quiet but Dan wasn't about to have that and pulled her up by her hair, wrapping it around his hand and pulling it on while continuing to fuck her hard, with a hand on her hip to keep control.
"Oh my, use me, fuck, use me," Steph repeated, moaning out the words.
Her words were paused by a firm spank on the ass by Dan. Her love of the way Dan was treating her led to Steph rubbing her clit again, forcing another orgasm from herself. Dan let her have it before he pulled out and flipped her over, where she stayed laying submissively, waiting to be penetrated again. Dan instead put his cock to her mouth where she sucked it in deeply, tasting almost all of herself on Dan's dick in one go. He let her suck him for a couple of minutes while he recharged and his boiling balls settled.
When he pulled his cock from her mouth, he asked if she liked tasting herself. Steph replied breathlessly, "I love it. I'll clean myself off your perfect dick whenever you want it."
Dan didn't reply and instead dragged her to the edge of the sofa for a better angle and lifted one of Steph's legs over his shoulder before sliding back into her stretched pussy in one thrust. Steph sighed as he pushed deep inside her. He began to fuck her hard and deep while holding one of her pert tits and playing with a nipple. Steph went back to rubbing her clit and moaning, pushing Dan on and telling him how good he was. Dan moved his hand down to her stomach and felt the definition of her well-exercised body.
Surprising even himself with his demand, he said, "I want you to keep working out for me Slut, I want this body in perfect condition for me, is that clear?"
Steph looked up at him wide-eyed and excited, "Fuck yes!" She said, kissing him hard.
Dan smiled at how she just loved the demanding, assertive side of him and went back to pounding her, watching her tight pussy take his thick cock and how it was covered in his juices every time he pulled out to the tip. He kept up the hard pounding for a few more minutes, using her firm thighs to pull her body back to him and creating loud slapping sounds. Eventually he could hold off no more and he came deep inside her. Feeling him cumming sent Steph back over the edge and she came too, just as Dan finished.
Dan moved to Steph's ear and whispered, "Next time i'll cover your face with it."
Steph moaned and they kissed passionately. Dan softened and pulled out, leaving cum to start leaking from her used, swollen pussy. Steph quickly grabbed her underwear and held it on her pussy, stopping any cum from dripping onto the already wet sofa. She then pulled Dan towards her and took his softening cock into her mouth, cleaning it of their joint cum. Despite only just having an orgasm, Dan felt his cock stir, something that Steph started to notice.
"Oh my," she gasped. "This could be fun," making them both laugh.
Despite the potential of another round, they both rose and made their way to the bathroom. Both Steph and Dan settled for a quick washdown, aware that they were unlikely to have sex just the once that evening. Steph put clean underwear and a thin t-shirt on before walking to the kitchen to prepare dinner. Dan walked in a little while later to find her with her hair in a ponytail, still barefoot, chopping onions.
"What's Chef Steph making for me?" Dan asked, walking to Steph, wrapping his arms around her waist and kissing her neck gently.
Steph sighed contently before answering, "I'll tell you what I'm making if you can tell me how my own brother turns me on better than anyone ever has?"
Dan considered it for a moment, trying not to be too distracted by Steph's soft skin. He settled on a response that sounded flippant but may also be true. "Perhaps the incest turns you on?" He suggested.
Steph turned her neck to kiss him on the lips softly and replied with their lips still centimetres away from eachother, "Perhaps you're right to an extent. But I think it's also about me knowing or intuiting how demanding you are, which is what I know I am attracted to most in a dominant partner, coupled with the trust I have in you to be demanding of me. I suppose both the trust and the intuition come from the fact we're siblings so I know you, but it's more complex than simply the taboo of it. I really do find myself drawn to submitting to you...." Steph paused, looking up at Dan, weighing up if she should finish what she wanted to say, "...and serving you," Steph added, quickly turning back to the prep and avoiding Dan's questioning gaze.
"Serving me?" Dan asked. He'd read up quite a bit about Dom/Sub dynamics over the last few weeks but this was new, or at least unexplored.
"Yes, serving you. Being someone who submits to you more than just sexually and does things for you that are more to serve you, I guess. I want to cook for you, work out for you, look good for you, take care of you." Steph said, mincing her words a little as she tried to explain it.
Dan was amazed at how good her multi-tasking was as she explained it. She'd finished the onion, had taken out the mince and began to fry things up all while casually telling him that she wanted a deeper, arguably more intense dynamic and relationship. He needed to spend some focused time thinking it through.
"Okay, I'll let you focus on dinner and I'll think this over and consider how I want this to work for me, and us." Dan said, almost as awkwardly.
He took the last beer from the fridge and went to the living room. The sports news was still playing quietly on the TV as he sat down on the sofa but Dan paid it no attention. Taking a swig of beer he thought over Steph's desires and started reconciling them against his own. He'd already found himself drawn to being a more dominant partner because of the control he liked to have over situations, the way he thought and planned things, and if he was honest, he liked the power of the dynamic in the same way that Steph liked to give it over. If he was even more honest, he knew he was someone who liked things done a certain way and only liked things the way he wanted them to be. His general frustrations with not having a fully formed plan about going to University had probably sped the end along with his ex Sarah, though the more he looked back, the more he realised that was never going to work. Now he was studying, his essays had to he perfect or written in the way he wanted them to be written or he'd start over.
So what did he physically like about Steph then? She said she wanted to look good for him so he reasoned he'd better think about what that would mean. The easy answer was that she looked incredible. She worked out, she looked after herself with good skincare, haircare and whatever else she did that Dan had no clue about. She knew how to dress to suit whatever look she was going for. The more difficult answer would be to pick out the specific elements that he would demand she continue to do. He wanted her to continue to work out, to continue getting her hair done, her nails done and all the other elements of waxing and tanning. He wanted to decide how she had her hair, the colour of her nails and lipstick and what she wore on that day -- because he knew Steph wanted that too.
Dan took the same approach to thinking through how he'd want her to take care of him as a partner, sexually and otherwise, and before he knew it he'd finished his beer and Steph was plating up. He joined her in the kitchen and thanked her with a kiss on the lips.
Steph had made lasagna with salad. Dan's eyes widened, he wasn't expecting homemade lasagna and was certainly impressed. She'd made it faster than expected too, clearly she'd worked her way around the recipe before.
"Wow," was all Dan said. Steph smiled and offered him a glass of wine which she poured for both of them. They clinked glasses to a toast of 'to us' and tucked into the meal.
Dan made his way through the lasagna at a fast pace while Steph chewed hers slowly, looking up every so often, both to see Dan enjoying it and to silently question when he'd break the silence. Once he'd got through a reasonable proportion of the lasagna, Dan set his knife and fork down and Steph waited, feeling a growing nervousness.
"So," Dan started, looking Steph in the eye, "Your intuition is right, I do have that demanding side to me. A side that I keep to myself because I know how much of a perfectionist I can be and I know I want things done the way I want them done. If I let that bleed into my relationships of any kind, that could be quite a challenge." Steph nodded, inviting him to continue. "So I keep that side to myself. But it is there. I've been thinking about the way I want you to look and what I want you to do to please me in that way. I've also been thinking about how I want you to serve me. I'm not going to write it out in a list as I expect you to learn and intuit, understood?"
Steph nodded, excitement in her eyes.
Dan paused, took a sip of wine and continued. "I'm going to need you to tell me where your red lines are as we come up to them. Obviously, we'll keep all of this private and anything in public, even subtle, we'll make sure is not around anyone we know. So no collar, no visible marks and no outward-looking changes. You're still my sister and I'm not going to fuck our lives up. We're still equal in autonomy and right; this is a choice and I know that. I'll need to make sure I still see my friends often so as to avoid suspicion that I'm seeing someone. You should do the same. When we're alone and even when we're not together, you serve me, is that clear?"
"Yes Sir," Steph breathed, taking Dan's hand and squeezing it, thinking of the possibilities. She had no doubt after the morning they shared that Dan would be a creative dominant.
"Just to start us off, often do you go to the gym?" Dan asked casually.
Steph thought on the average before replying, "About three times a week."
"Make that four now and at least one of those with a personal trainer," Dan said simply, keen to be clear to her that he meant it when he said he'd be demanding. Steph nodded again and Dan could see the familiar sight of her arousal and something else that he felt was warmth of some kind.
"Thank you," Steph said, smiling at him.
"What for, making you work out more?" Dan asked, laughing.
Steph laughed at that and shushed him, "No, you idiot, for recognising this is a choice and that we're equal in every other way. For reassuring me you won't take advantage of my submission and for thinking through how we make this work."
Dan smiled and kissed her hand. "Okay, now that's sorted, can I finish your amazing dinner?"
Steph laughed and slapped Dan's arm. "See, told you!"
When they finished, they cleared the table and Steph loaded the dishwasher. She washed the few remaining dishes that weren't able to go in while Dan took a seat in the living room with the glasses and the bottle of wine. When Steph entered the room she was smiling widely and looked content. Dan reached out for her hand and took it while she stood above him, cheeks beginning to turn red as she looked at him.



"What?" Dan asked, stretched out on the sofa.
"You're really good looking," Steph said, looking him over.
Dan playfully slapped her bum as she laughed. "Now who's checking who out?" Dan rhetorically asked. "Anyway, why do you still have clothes on?" Dan added. Steph looked at him with an inviting stare.
"Later, for sure," Dan said, smiling and checking his sister out. "But as a general rule, I want you naked when we're alone and there's no good reason for you to be wearing clothes."
Steph smiled. "This is going to be different," she said, taking her t-shirt off and then her underwear, slowly. Dan admired her perky boobs and big lips. Yes it will, he thought.
"Before you sit down, you can model the clothes I picked out for you before you got in so I can decide what I want you to wear for work tomorrow." Dan added to Steph's obvious surprise.
***
Later that evening Steph and Dan were cuddling together on the sofa, watching a crime drama on Netflix. Steph had found it a little difficult at first, to be casually naked around Dan and it not be leading anywhere. It took a full episode before she accepted that even curling up to Dan in her naked state would lead to her arousal and the evidence of it would be obvious. Once she accepted it, it became a lot easier to lay there aroused and wet, sensitive to his every touch. For his part, Dan made sure Steph never went too long without an arousing run of his finger down her body or the rub of a nipple. He knew Steph was getting used to the new normal and was very aroused by it.
They made it through most of the second episode of the crime show in a similar pattern of Steph being gently touched and aroused. Dan was starting to become tired and knew they should head to bed after this one which meant Steph would need to find out what that now required of her. Dan started lengthening the pattern of running his finger along Steph's body. This time he moved it further down, closer to her pussy, and further up towards her mouth. He heard and felt Steph breath deeply at the change of pace. He continue increasing the length of his stokes until he began to feel her wetness. Steph had kept her arms where they were and hadn't tried to hurry him along, seemingly content to be slowly turned on further.
Dan stopped when he was able to feel enough of her wet pussy and began to run his fingers over it gently, causing a sigh from Steph. Once he knew he had enough of her wetness on his fingers he brought them to her mouth where Steph sensually sucked and licked them clean.
"Knees," was all Dan said and it was enough for Steph to sensually move to her knees and put her hands on his waistband, looking up for further permission with lust in her eyes. He nodded and added, "Whenever we're together, I expect you to make me cum before bed. Sometimes through sex, other times like this," he said, holding her hair up so that she could start sucking his dick. "Sometimes I'll let you cum, sometimes I won't. Today is the latter."
Steph licked along the underside of his dick, looking up at Dan. She moved to suck and lick his balls, focusing on them. Dan put a finger underneath her chin and had her look up at him. "Show me how slutty you can be Stephanie," he said. Steph smirked at him, as though she knew something he didn't, and slowly dropped some saliva onto his dick, stroking it as she did so.
***
When they got into bed after a quick shower and brushing their teeth, Dan asked Steph evenly, "How do you feel after making me cum, especially like that and not getting anything yourself?" He was keen to understand how she felt about it given the lengths she went to make him cum with her mouth, taking next to no time at all with the lack of shame she put into it.
Steph kissed him, given him the reassurance he was looking for. "I'm extremely horny, but happy. I want to please you Dan. I told you, my pleasure comes from that, I don't always need an orgasm to have my needs met."
***
Steph's alarm blared earlier than either of them were ready for. In part because they knew they wouldn't be seeing eachother that evening and didn't want the day to begin. They still had their Wednesday lunch to look forward to later in the day but would have to keep that platonic. Dan would be going out with his friends that evening and Steph was going to a gym class as well as sorting out a personal trainer.
Steph kissed Dan before quickly getting out of the bed, putting on a thin gown to protect against the cold and heading to the bathroom. When she left the bathroom, she almost ran into Dan who was waiting for his turn.
"We need an en suite," Steph joked.
Dan found her back in bed with the sheet half-covering her naked body. She looked at him invitingly and beckoned him over. "We have some time..." she said.
Dan wasted little time in getting back into bed and kissing Steph passionately. He wasn't surprised to find her already wet when he started to finger her as she stroked him hard. It didn't take long for him to be ready to be inside her, forgoing any foreplay at Steph's pleading request. He worked up to pounding her hard, deep and consistently, as he knew she liked it. Her hot pussy continued to soak his dick as she worked up towards orgasm. It wasn't until Dan turned her over and fucked her from behind with a hand on her back holding her down, that Steph came. Dan pounded a second, smaller one out of her as he added dirty talk to the equation, driving her over the edge.
"You're such a good girl Steph, sucking your brother's dick last night, now giving him another warm hole for him to use." He said, knowing some combination of what he was saying was really getting to her. "Are you going to cum over being your brother's whore? Cum over having such a hot body for him to enjoy?"
"Oh god Sir, I'm a whore, I'm your whore, I fucking love it," Steph continued between Dan's hard thrusts.
Dan came inside her afterwards, impacted by the dirty talk and her ready agreement of how much of a whore she was. Before he pulled out, he reached over to her drawer and pulled her toy back out. He started to go soft inside of Steph's well-fucked pussy and put the toy in her hand before pulling out and moving towards Steph's mouth where she sucked him in greedily and moved the toy to her pussy. She came again while cleaning him off.
After catching their breath, they went and got ready for their day. Steph made them breakfast and then got ready for work, wearing the outfit Dan had picked out for her. They said goodbye at the station, going on their separate lines. However, Dan gave it a few minutes and jumped on the same line that Steph used, heading into the centre of the City towards the main shopping street. When he got there, he followed his phone and got to the specific lingerie store that had the item he had found on his phone after Steph had finished modelling her clothes the night before. It would be pricey but very worth it. The attractive brunette behind the till smiled at him as she packed it for him. "Kinky," she said, winking at him. Dan smiled back, his thoughts on his sister.
***
Dan got on with some pre-reading for class before he got ready for lunch, taking his backpack with him and travelling to meet Steph at their usual lunch place. He sat in the restaurant waiting for Steph who was running a touch late. When she arrived, he had a chance to look her over before she found where he was sitting. She was wearing a crisp white shirt with a dark red skirt under a beige coat and heels. She looked striking and hot with her red lipstick and hair over one shoulder, as Dan had suggested she have it. She walked over, beaming at him and took a seat.
"Hello stunner," Dan said, smiling back.
They chatted about Steph's morning and how her design project was going after picking their lunch. Lunch with Steph had long been Dan's favourite time of the week though the recent additional activities with Steph were starting to compete for that title. Their lunch arrived -- Steph going with Eggs Royale and Dan opting for a burger. He reasoned that Steph had been working him out enough to earn a burger.
After they'd cleared most of their plates, the conversation soon turned to Dan's morning, making him smirk and immediately raising Steph's suspicions.
"What did you do?" Steph asked.
Dan smirked again, "Went shopping."
"Okay, did you get anything exciting?" Steph asked slowly, instinct telling her she was in dangerous territory.
"Funny you should say that," Dan said, going into his backpack and handing her a small gift bag. "I'd like you to go to the bathroom and open this."
Steph sensed his assertive tone and did as he asked without question, placing the gift bag in her handbag and walking to the bathroom.
Dan waited a few minutes with an eye on his phone.
Steph: OMG, are you serious?!
He smiled, expecting that exact response.
Dan: Yes, it's all set up to my phone.
There was a delay before Steph eventually replied. Before that point, Dan had seen the app sync and knew Steph had turned it on.
Steph: I'm actually shaking.
Dan: Are you that nervous about it?!
Steph: I'm a little nervous but mostly excited.
Dan watched Steph exit the bathroom and walk over slowly, as though getting used to walking after a long time laying down. Steph gave him a hard look as she gingerly sat down, half between 'You Bastard' and 'I want you right now'.
"How is it?" Dan asked.
"Nice, I think. I like being filled it's just going to take a few minutes to get used to it." Steph replied.
Dan smiled, well worth the money then. "I won't turn the vibrate on until you're comfortable," he said with a smirk. Steph slapped his arm in response.
"So, is this toy going to be inside me whenever you want? Silly question, of course it is. But what about my meetings or the gym or when I'm out with friends?" Steph wondered aloud.
Dan took her hand and held it. "Steph, this is one of the ways I'm going to remind you that I own you. Having it on all the time won't be fun. So when you've got work meetings, message me so I know to avoid those times and you obviously can't have a remote-control dildo inside you while you're in the gym! However, I do expect you to have it inside you when you're with friends if I ask you to."
Steph nodded and whispered, "I'm starting to soak, I can feel it."
Dan took his hand off hers and went into the app, turning the vibrate onto the lowest setting. He saw Steph jump a little but otherwise she maintained her cool. "That's nice," she said.
The app could be controlled from anywhere within a significant distance, so Dan was looking forward to testing it out across Steph's daily life.
He took the app up to the 3rd setting and Steph, surprised, gasped and gripped the table. "Oh my, this is good," she said, wide-eyed.
Dan kept it there for a spell and saw Steph start to get into it. He felt if he kept going she'd either beg him to stop or, it seemed, orgasm right there so he turned it back down to the first setting, allowing Steph to calm down.
"Okay, if you can handle the highest setting for one minute, I'll let you cum later." Dan teased. "Or you can cum now, infront of all these people like the slut you are," he added in a whisper as a waitress walked passed.
"Do your worst," Steph said desperately, loving it.
He turned it up to 5 and saw an immediate change in Steph who closed her eyes tight and started to breath deeply, again gripping the table but this time moving around in her seat.
She lasted about 20 seconds before her eyes shot open and she gave Dan a pleading look. "Please stop, I'm going to cum," she tried to whisper but was louder than she had meant to be, in her aroused state. Sensing caution was needed, Dan dialled it back down to 3 which had Steph whimpering quietly but drawing less attention to herself. She made it to a minute, just barely, with any sense of composure now gone.
Dan switched it off and let her recover, expecting her to be mad at him for pushing her that far. Instead when she calmed, she looked back at him lovingly. "I love what you do to me," she said simply.
They ordered another coffee each to allow them both to calm down properly and Dan deliberately changed the subject to his plans for later so that Steph could bring herself back under control. When they finished and he paid the bill, Steph was in a much better condition and excused herself to the bathroom to freshen up. She was again smiling brightly when she returned. They left together with her saying goodbye with a kiss on his cheek at her turning towards work while Dan went back to the station, as he saw a message come through from Steph with her meeting times and when she'd booked the intro session with a personal trainer so that Dan could avoid those times. His thoughts drifted to his planned afternoon run and the way he'd be teasing her while at the pub with friends that evening. He went underground and lost signal, when he came up from his station he saw messages from Steph.
Steph: This is so hot, I can barely cope.
Steph: Knowing this is how things will be now has me so unbelievably happy.
Steph: I cannot wait to suck your dick again, I'm going to be the perfect cocksucker for my man.
Dan smiled and walked back to his dorm.
***
Later that evening, following a long run and a quick trip to the library, Dan was out with his flatmates and friends. When he was at the bar with Gareth he checked the time and saw that Steph would have just finished her first PT session. He brought the drinks back to the table and got through half of the pint before he messaged Steph, giving her a chance to get back in and shower first. Being ultra-cautious, he also temporarily deleted her name from his contact list so only her number would be on-screen when she messaged, should anyone notice.
Dan: How was it?
Steph: It was good, I'm glad a certain someone told me to sign up as I think he'll like the fact that a lot of the areas that make him hard are currently quite sore. How's your evening?
Dan: Wow, you had better pay that PT double if he's making you work out your boobs. It's going well, we're all having a good time. I took your name off my phone, just to be safe.
Steph: Smart man, another reason I'm so into you.
Dan: Speaking of, how's your toy?
They traded texts back and forth, Dan being careful to still be engaged in the conversation at the table so his replies were a lot slower. He couldn't help reminisce about earlier in the afternoon when Steph had a gap in between meetings and Dan had slowly increased the intensity of the toy until Steph had to go to the bathroom and cum. She'd sent him a picture of the toy mostly pulled out of her wet pussy, covered in cum. Dan had cum hard over that picture before going for his run.
Steph: It's being charged at the moment as it was running low and I think my man wants it back inside my slutty cunt.
Dan: You really do know how to turn me on.
Steph: Ditto Champ, I'm so twisted for you.
Dan smiled and put his phone away so he could play an active part in discussions around exams, studying and summer plans. They were all very keen to throw Dan a birthday party for the following Friday but Dan was going back home in time for his actual birthday on the Saturday so suggested a night out the following weekend which they all agreed.
As the conversation moved on, the group chat broke apart into smaller groups and Dan, not specifically talking to any of the small groups, took the opportunity to send Steph another message.
Dan: How twisted are you, Stephanie?
He looked up while waiting for Steph's response and saw Louise becoming very friendly with one of Gareth's art friends. Her behaviour was in contrast to Rachel who seemed to be having less positive discussions with Jason. Mark and Gareth were in deliberately loud conversations about Dan's birthday party and needing an ambulance on standby. He pretended not to hear them as he saw his phone light up again. He had to rearrange his expressions, reading the message as he was sure he had let his composure slip for a beat.
Steph: Twisted enough to want this toy inside my pussy while you're in my arse or fucking my throat.
Dan excused himself to the bathroom before replying, feeling a tightening of his jeans as he did so.
Dan: You are so hot, I had to go to the bathroom to catch my breath and reply. I've never done anal but it sounds like that needs to change.
Steph: Well, I was writing out other ways that I'm twisted for you but now all I can think about is starting to stretch my arse out with some toys so you can have it when you want it...
Dan groaned.
Dan: Steph! You're not making it easy to concentrate over here! But two can play at that game.
Dan turned the app up to the second setting and put his phone away. He took a breath and left the bathrooms. He felt his phone vibrate in his pocket just as Rachel walked passed him but with her head down and a busy crowd, she didn't notice him.
Steph: Do you want me to stop?
Dan typed out a quick, reassuring reply.
Dan: No way, I love it. Tell me more about how twisted you are.
Dan again put this phone away and joined in the conversation with Mark and Gareth who were talking about two pretty women at a nearby table.
"Go and speak to them!" Dan said, making them both jump.
Even Mark seemed to be lacking confidence. Dan, emboldened no doubt by his relationship with Steph, impulsively went over to them, speaking to them for a spell, sharing a laugh and then walking back to the group, a few of whom had stopped to look. His expression was neutral as he sat down at the exact moment that the two women rose and brought their stuff over.
"This is Jenny and Kate, they go to one of our competitor Unis! That's Gareth and that's Mark, everyone else can introduce themselves." Dan said, smiling at them and pointing around to the group. He watched as Gareth and Jenny, Mark and Kate started to get to know eachother.
He shot a quick text off to Steph without reading the texts she'd sent him first.
Dan: Just set Mark and Gareth up with their future wives, feeling good about their wedding speeches!
Little did Dan know that Gareth had just met the woman he was going to marry, it just wasn't Jenny.
He put his phone back into his pocket and now a little left out of the conversation around him, saw a kindred spirit in Rachel who was drinking quietly whilst Louise and Gareth's friend continued to chat. Dan moved round to Rachel and asked where Jason was, taking a seat beside her.
"Probably with his tongue down someone's mouth," she said sadly. Dan looked up at her in shock.
"What?!" He said, startled.
He took her hand and dragged her up to the bar, catching Louise watching out of the corner of her eye.
"What happened?" He pressed.
Rachel shook her head, caught the barman's eye and indicated she wanted two shots. He poured it and she handed one to Dan, who did it with her after a quick cheers.
"Some things just aren't possible to come back from, you know?" Rachel said firmly. Dan nodded but he didn't really know. After that, Rachel had a taste for shots and kept at it, sharing them with whoever wanted one and ensuring they all became increasingly drunk, with her in the lead. By now word had spread across the group that Rachel and Jason had split up. Only Mark and Gareth remained unaware, too engrossed in conversation with Jenny and Kate.



Dan pulled out his phone to see some more messages from Steph, though she had slowed down over the last hour. He realised he too was becoming quite drunk as he couldn't properly take in all of them. Particular ones stood out though.
Steph: This setting feels great, you're going to have me cumming all night.
Steph: I realise that every time I cum, the thought that pushes me over the edge is having your dick in one of my holes.
Steph: This may be the orgasms talking but I feel like I'm being shaped to serve you. Sir doesn't even seem enough now.
Steph: I want you to own my ass like you own everything else.
Steph: I just had a call with Tia and had to take my toy out to stop myself cumming on the phone to her. Wish I had you inside me while I was talking to her, trying not to give the game away.
Steph: I'm so twisted, I'm thinking about things I won't do for you and the list is frighteningly small.
Steph's messages did a good job sobering Dan up, as did the fresh air as he went outside to properly read them. He couldn't believe what he was reading and how hot she was. He was aching to go and stay with her but knew that wouldn't be possible. They'd already agreed he had to go home with his flatmates to avoid any suspicion.
Dan: Sorry I'm so bad with replying right now but that was an amazing group of messages to come back to. I'm stunned and so hard for you. What are you thinking about?
It took Steph a few minutes to reply.
Steph: Honestly, quite a lot of boundary-pushing things that I'm not ready to share yet, particularly as I'm drunk with horniness and ready to beg you to come over.
Dan groaned and reminded Steph of what they'd agreed about tonight and the fact she even suggested it.
Steph: I know, but it's fun tormenting you after you've spent all evening tormenting me from afar, mostly without trying.
Dan: Well you did it very well, makes me want to spank you and keep you in line.
Steph: Yes please!
Dan had to quickly put his phone away as a very drunk Rachel was being supported out of the pub by Louise who had spotted him and was asking for help. They supported Rachel through the five minute walk back to the house and Dan left Louise to look after Rachel, wishing them both goodnight which Rachel returned sloppily.
Heading into his room, Dan messaged Steph, asking if he was still up.
Steph: Yes, waiting for you to get home so I can let my sisterly worry die down.
Dan: Liar. I've just got home by the way.
Steph video called Dan immediately.
"Hello Champ," she said, smiling at him, face up close to the camera. "Are you alone?"
Dan spun the camera around the room in response.
"Good, two can play that game," Steph said with a smirk, moving the camera away from her face and showing her naked body.
Dan groaned. "I'm honestly so hard, I can't cope with you!" Dan said. He saw Steph blush and bite her lip.
"Good thing I called to make you cum before sleep then." She said grinning and moving down to her shaved and wet pussy.
Dan held his breath watching her gorgeous pussy on camera. He wanted to spread her big lips with his rock hard cock and fuck her hard.
"How many times have you cum tonight?" He wondered.
Steph blushed and hesitated. "I don't want to say, you'll probably punish me for being such a needy slut."
Dan laughed, "I already know you're a needy slut so you'll be punished either way," he promised.
"Nine," Steph whispered.
Dan moaned as he started stroking his dick.
"It would be ten if I had that in my mouth right now." Steph added.
"Get your little vibe out and hold it against your clit until you make me cum, don't let it up until I cum, no matter how many times you do." Dan ordered her.
Steph did as she was told, with only a small groan of protest. Despite her best dirty talk, telling him in great detail about what she'd do to please him and what he could do to her, she had three orgasms before Dan unloaded into his towel. Steph loudly moaned as she watched the close-up of him cumming, forcing out another orgasm herself.
"That was 13," Dan said contently. "I'll round that up to 20 because I can and I'm going to give you that many spankings this weekend for being a horny slut."
Steph moaned, playing with her nipple. "I love you Dan," she said, looking at him sincerely.
"I love you too Steph, very much." He said back to her.
They signed off and went to sleep soon after.
***
Dan had busy days at University across Thursday and Friday. He told Steph that he was going to work intensely across both days and during the day on Saturday so that he could spend the rest of the weekend with her. Steph was touched by the thought and impressed by his studying attitude. 'You just get sexier and sexier', she'd said, after they'd videocalled the next morning.
Dan was excited in a number of ways, as he finally left his room on Saturday, to stay at Steph's. He'd made an excuse about working late in the library knowing his flatmates were out that evening and wouldn't know if or when he'd come back. He had no plans to and had booked a surprise trip to the theatre for Steph. It was one of her favourite things to do and while tickets for good shows at a good price were hard to come by, he'd secured good seats for a new play.
Dan: I'm leaving a little later than planned so I actually need you to get ready fairly soon. We're going out this evening. I was hoping to surprise you when I got there but I know how long you take to get ready!
Steph: Wait, are you joking? What are we doing?
Dan: You'll see. Put a nice dress on, you don't need to be able to move in it, we're not dancing, I promise.
Steph was one of those rare ex-Uni students who hated clubbing and dancing. Too many groping hands in dark, loud clubs had seen to that. It was part of the reason Dan also hated clubbing -- he didn't want to be that kind of man.
***
When Dan arrived, Steph opened the door, clearly having seen him walking up the road. She was still touching-up her makeup but had put on a blue, patterned dress with a slit up to her thigh, showing off her leg as it wrapped tightly around her figure. As always, she just looked divine. She'd straightened out her slightly wavy hair and it hung down to the middle of her back.
They kissed as Dan entered, taking the opportunity to feel how her ass felt against her dress. Steph moaned, it had already felt too long for both of them.
"Do we have ten minutes..." Steph asked, leaving the question hanging.
"A very quick ten minutes," Dan replied, undoing his smart trousers and the lower two buttons of his shirt. Steph pulled her dress up her thighs and Dan took her against the wall, close to her frontdoor, moans silenced by a hand over her mouth or by her pressing her mouth into his shoulder. He emptied what felt like two weeks worth of cum into her, despite the fact that Steph had been taking care of his needs over the last few days, even virtually. Steph moaned and cried as Dan filled her up.
"I've missed this so much," she said, as she felt the last of his cum empty inside her.
Dan pulled her knickers back up, kissed her lovingly and pulled his own trousers back up. They kissed for a few minutes until Dan became seriously concerned they'd miss the start of the show. They broke apart and with a final kiss, Steph quickly went to finish her makeup.
***
When they got out of the taxi at the theatre and Dan nodded that they were indeed here to watch the new Disney move on stage, Steph let out an excited screech, kissed Dan on the lips and they joined the queue. Dan saw a lot of eyes on her as they waited to enter, from other guests right through to security. Steph ignored all of them, her eyes only for Dan. He made sure to do the same, recognising her complete commitment to him, even when distraction would clearly be so easy for her.
During the intermission, Dan bought Steph some branded merchandise, to her absolute delight. She kissed him passionately on the lips and kept kissing him on the cheek as they queued for drinks at the bar. Dan recognised the behaviour and tried to comprehend it. He kept reminding himself how lucky he was, to the point it had become an almost constant mantra since he matched with Steph on the app.
"I love you," he said, being clear with his look that it was more than just sibling love.
Steph looked at him and kissed him on the lips again, more slowly. "I love you too Dan, it's what I keep saying."
They watched the second half of the show and took a taxi back. Dan reflected that dating someone not in University like Steph, was actually quite expensive for someone with limited earnings. He was going to start looking for a job over the summer. Steph seemed completely comfortable to pay for almost everything but Dan was silently adamant that he wanted to give her the dates and experiences she deserved.
While waiting for the taxi, they had a brief conversation about Dan's birthday the following weekend.
"Mum's asked me to drive you back, she's organised a meal with the 4 of us plus Nan and Grandad," Steph informed Dan. He'd gathered that would be the case.
"So you're coming?" Dan asked, quite aware how surprised that sounded and internally punching himself. Before all of this had happened, he wouldn't have been surprised if she'd missed it
Steph looked at him harshly, a little offended. "Bloody hell Dan, it's your birthday!"
Dan raised his hands apologetically and explained his thinking. She understood, nodding as he spoke.
"Okay fine, but obviously I'll be there. Can you stay at mine on Friday night so I can drive us up early?" Steph asked, her previous harshness thawing.
Dan agreed, explaining he'd planned to get the train up and had already delayed the birthday party his friends had planned, by a week. Steph looked sympathetic as the taxi pulled up and they jumped in.
"I'm sure Julie and Max will be very appreciative," Steph said, referring to her parents real names in the presence of the taxi driver. "As am I," she said, kissing him deeply on the lips.
They continued kissing intermittently until the taxi pulled up at Steph's house. Dan watched her shapely ass from behind as she climbed the stairs ahead of him, loving that he could do this after all those years avoiding it. When they made it through the door and Dan shut it behind them, Steph was waiting for him by the living room door, almost his height in her heels.
Dan closed the distance between them and kissed her lovingly. He ran his hand along her thigh on the split side of her dress, making her shiver. Taking her hand in his, he took her to the bedroom and picked her up, placing her on the bed slowly like she'd shatter if he did it any other way. Steph returned to the slow, passionate kisses they were sharing, exploring eachother's mouths with their tongues. Dan broke apart and moved to the edge of the bed to take his shoes off, Steph taking the time to do the same. She moved over to him and stroked his back gently while he undid his belt and took his trousers off too. He turned around so that they were face-to-face and could resume kissing, Steph rising to her knees so that Dan could lift the dress over her. He undid the strap of her white lace bra and it dropped away, leaving him a full view of her firm breasts and hard nipples. He licked and gently sucked each one, leaving them shining.
Steph smiled up at him as she unbuttoned his shirt leaving it hanging open. She kissed her way up his body from the top of his boxers to his neck, wrapping her arms around him by the time she made it to his lips so that they could kiss passionately. Dan moved his hands down to her white thong and pulled it down slowly, Steph moaning into his mouth as he did so. She broke the kiss and laid on her front, pulling Dan's boxers down as he took his shirt off. Steph took Dan's cock in her hand and licked along his length, taking it into her mouth slowly and sucking it lovingly. Dan groaned, taking hold of her long hair in his hands and moving it away from her face so he could watch her suck him.
Steph had covered every inch of Dan's cock in her saliva before she turned herself around and lay on her back facing him, legs spread wide and invitingly. Dan moved onto the bed and on top of her, kissing her passionately as she took his cock in her hand and guided it into her wet pussy. They both moaned as he entered her slowly but purposefully, aided by Steph's strong legs wrapped around his waist and pushing him in.
Steph gasped when Dan made it about halfway in. "I'll never get tired of the way you stretch me as you penetrate me," she said.
"I'll never get tired of how good your pussy feels," Dan said in response.
He put all of himself inside her before pausing and kissing her deeply. He began to thrust gently, enjoying the feel of her wet pussy as it wrapped tightly around him, squeezing him whenever Steph tensed. She had her eyes closed but would respond whenever Dan kissed her lips. Her arms never left his neck as they made love for a long time, never changing position, just at one with eachother and enjoying how it felt physically and emotionally to be this way.
"I'm going to cum soon baby," Dan said, calling her something that he felt fit the mood and emotion more.
"Cum in me, please," Steph breathed.
"You haven't cum," he noted with a hint of a question to it.
She shook her head slightly, "I won't cum like this but that's okay, I don't need to, this feels incredible," Steph replied, still not opening her eyes.
Dan couldn't hold off for much longer and started to cum, his load still large despite the quickie earlier. Steph's eyes slowly opened as she felt him cum and they looked at eachother, Steph's smile and Dan's content face, sharing a kiss as he finished. He went soft inside her, still kissing her. When he slipped out, Steph made no move to clean up the cum that was leaking from her. Dan kissed her some more and then rolled off to the side. Both of them laid there for a moment, catching breaths they didn't know they'd been holding.
Dan went to move down to Steph's pussy, not caring that he'd be tasting his own cum, just wanting her to share the pleasure he had just experienced. Steph opened her eyes as she felt his movements and stopped him.
"I don't need it Dan, honestly. I love that you want to especially right now, believe me, that's rare. But I don't want or need it. I'm very satisfied, in a different way." Steph said firmly.
Dan nodded, if she was happy without an orgasm then fair enough, as long as she knew he was keen to give her one. He laid back down and she cuddled into him, getting some of their shared juices onto his leg.
The last thing he remembered was thinking he should suggest they shower before sleep but when he woke, it was early morning and he had an urgent need to pee. Steph had barely moved and was sleeping soundly on his chest. He unwrapped himself from Steph as delicately as he could and went to the bathroom. He was thirsty too and brought two large glasses of water back to the room. Steph was awake, waiting for him to return.
She sat up and said sleepily, "You always see to my needs," she quipped, reaching for the glass.
She went to the bathroom afterwards and came back to bed. Dan set an alarm for 10am so they could go and have brunch at a spot nearby that Steph had mentioned liking. It felt like no time had passed at all when Dan was silencing the alarm drowning out Steph's groaning. He got up and let her sleep for a few more minutes while he made them coffee.
He woke Steph with a hot mug and saw her smile sleepily. "So you get coffee and breakfast and I just get coffee?" She joked.
Dan laughed and said, "No, you get breakfast too, I'm just taking you out to Mona's to have it."
The sound of her favourite local brunch spot woke Steph up and she stretched out after a sip of her coffee. Dan started to react at the sight of her naked body which Steph didn't fail to notice.
"Do you want me to have my toy in when we go out?" Steph asked innocently.
Dan nodded and bit his lip, "I always want it in you when we go out to eat together."
Steph smiled and took her phone in hand. "Okay, I better set a reminder for Wednesday morning's then!"
Dan laughed and kissed her before pulling her up to get ready. It was a warm day so after sharing a quick shower, Steph picked out a crop top without a bra and jean shorts that went right up to the tops of her thighs. Dan groaned looking at her, wondering how she was hiding the vibrating toy with so little room. He'd checked the weather in advance and packed a t-shirt and jeans. He kissed her hard on the lips, letting her know how much she aroused him. She giggled and shook her ass in Dan's direction, earning a playful slap.
"Thanks for reminding me I owe you a spanking," he said smugly. Steph just groaned and walked towards the door.
***
They had a great brunch and a couple of cocktails. Dan had been using the app on Steph at varying levels all through their date, leaving her hot and needy by the time it was over. She practically dragged him home and kissed him hard on entry as Dan unbuttoned the top of her shorts and put his hand into her underwear. He found it completely soaked and Steph groaned as he rubbed her clit while they kissed. He pulled her shorts down to her thighs and moved her knickers to the side, grabbing the end of the toy and lightly fucking her with it. Steph threw her head back against the wall and spread her legs as wide as she could with her shorts in the way.
"You love being fucked, don't you slut?" Dan said, holding her face and stroking her cheek. Steph nodded, mouth open but no sound coming out. "You love cumming with something inside you," Dan continued. Again, Steph nodded.
"Good, let's see how you get on when I don't let you cum then." Dan said.
He kept hold of the toy but took hold of Steph's hair turning her around slowly and guiding her towards the bedroom with the toy still inside her. With her shorts still around her thighs and Dan fucking the toy in and out of her, she made slow progress ahead of Dan.
"How do you feel right now?" Dan asked, checking to make sure she was comfortable with what he was doing to her.
Steph knew what he was getting at and replied lustily, "I love what you're doing to me Sir."
Dan moaned and pulled her hair back firmly, making Steph gasp as she looked up. Dan kissed her as Steph wrapped an arm around his neck at an awkward angle. Dan fucked her with the toy for a few seconds as they stood there kissing. He released his grip on her hair and pushed her forward. When they made it to the bedroom Dan pushed her onto the end of the bed on her front so that her ass and legs were hanging over the bed. He got his phone out and turned the vibe on and up onto its 3rd
setting, leaving Steph to loudly moan 'oh fuck'.
Dan put his phone on the bed, got undressed, sat down beside her and pulled her up and over his knee with her top half still on the bed. "Oh God Dan," Steph said as he spanked her firmly on each of her bare cheeks.
"Nine more sets to go," Dan said. "If you cum I start over."
Steph looked back at him with fire in her eyes. "Don't hold back," she said, gripping the sheets with her face down on the bed.
Dan spanked her other cheek hard, eliciting a loud moan from Steph. By the 5th set of spanks, Steph's cheeks were burning red and Dan's hand was starting to sting. He made sure he paused and rubbed her cheek after every spank. By the 7th, Steph was grinding on his leg, painted toes pushing against the carpet trying to creat more friction for her pussy on his leg while the toy worked inside her. On the 8th she screamed her frustration into the pillow and begged him to finish on the 9th. He took his time on the final spank, rubbing his hand along her wet pussy and rubbing her juices onto her burning red cheek.



"You can cum as soon as I'm done," he said to the back of Steph's head.
Steph nodded and braced herself as Dan's hand spanked her cheek hard. She moaned loudly into the bed and then put her hand under her, rubbing her clit furiously as she came within seconds, the toy falling out as she did so. Dan's thigh was soaked from the start but he felt a gush as she came. He was pretty sure she'd squirted but kept silent while she recovered.
He gently placed her fully on the bed and kissed the back of her head. "Are you okay?" He asked, concerned he might have overwhelmed her. He watched Steph nod her head.
She turned her neck to face him and added, "That was one of the most intense, submissive things I've ever experienced, thank you." She looked up at him in post-orgasmic bliss.
"Thank me? Thank you! That was incredible." Dan said firmly. Steph smiled and blushed. "I'll be right back," he added, rising and going to the bathroom.
He returned with soothing lotion which wasn't perfect but would be a good substitute to help her recover and relax. Her cheeks were red and there'd likely be some bruising but some good aftercare would help. Steph was watching him as he got onto the bed and put a leg over so he was resting on his knees behind her. He squeezed some of the lotion onto each cheek and gently massaged it in. Her round, full ass felt incredible to touch and made Dan wonder why he hadn't massaged her sooner. He ended up giving Steph an almost full-body massage while she sighed gently every little while.
By the time he'd finished massaging her, the lotion had dried in and Steph's red marks had paled. He peppered both cheeks in kisses, making her moan. He had a perfect view of her ass and her holes from his position at the end of her legs. He leaned forward again and kissed them some more, making his way slowly over to her pussy. Steph's rosebud caught Dan's eye and on a whim, he leaned in and licked it, surprising even himself as he did so. After what she'd been doing for Dan, it didn't seem so bad and certainly didn't taste bad either.
"Oh my!" Steph gasped, eyes open wide as she felt Dan's tongue on her.
Soon it had started to feel good for Steph to the point where she had put a hand under her body and was slowly rubbing her clit. Dan helped her along by putting his index finger in her pussy, moving it around and in until his whole finger was inside her. He began slowly fucking her with it, listening to Steph making appreciative sounds at the slow build.
Pulling his finger out of her pussy, he moved his mouth away from her and slowly inserted his finger into Steph's other hole. She gasped as she felt it enter her, visibly trying to relax. Dan slowly probed and stretched her and to his surprise, Steph started to become quite vocal with his penetration, wanting it deeper and harder. He withdrew and poured some of the lotion on both fingers while Steph watched silently, hair masking half her face as she lay flat with her legs spread and her hand still rubbing her clit.
Dan looked at her, silently asking the question and she nodded. "It's yours, take it!," she said demandingly, causing Dan's cock to rise further. It had already been hard over the previous few minutes but that took it to another level. He pushed both of his fingers in slowly, stretching her tightest of holes so that he could widen it enough to take his dick. He'd never done anal before but with his sister, nothing was off the table it seemed, for both of them.
When Dan felt like he'd stretched and lubed her enough, with his Sister's nod, he covered his own dick in the lotion and started to press in slowly. Steph moaned and held her cheeks wide, face down on the bed, breathing deeply and ready to take him inside her. It was a slow process and at times, Dan had to check to make sure he was still pushing insider her as Steph's ass was so tight it felt like there was genuine resistance to his progress. Steph had clearly had anal sex before as she was excellent at keeping herself relaxed.
About halfway in, she gasped out, "Oh fuck, this is already starting to feel different."
Slowly Dan managed to get all of his dick inside her, moaning and gasping himself at how tightly her ass squeezed him as he pushed further in. When he bottomed out in her, he leaned forward from the effort, hitting a new angle and making Steph gasp in pain.
"Shit, sorry!" Dan nervously said. It was going well up until that point.
"It's okay," Steph grimaced. "Just no more sudden movements."
Taking it slowly and steady and applying more lotion, Dan started to pick up a rhythm. It took Steph some time but her deep breaths started to become pants and eventually her ass had been stretched enough that she could start to enjoy the fucking. Dan used Steph's increasing moans of pleasure to guide his speed and soon he was fucking her hard and deep, at a pace he'd never thought was possible when he penetrated her.
"This feels so good," Dan gasped. Her tightest of holes creating a level of sensory stimulus that he hadn't experienced before.
Steph looked back at Dan's expression with a look of lust. He saw her reaching around near his legs and suddenly she had the fallen toy in her hand which she squeezed under her body and pushed onto her clit as Dan held her down firmly by her sore ass cheeks and rammed into her mercilessly.
"Enjoy me," Steph gasped, losing herself from the pleasure she was feeling and the way she had given herself to her brother. "Just fucking enjoy me," she added, loving the way she felt from him using her.
"Fuck, you're so tight, your ass is going to milk my dick," Dan gasped, speaking his mind as best he could with the pleasure overload he was experiencing.
Steph came hard while Dan thrusted in her and despite being in the other hole, the way her body tensed seemed to squeeze him hard all over again, making his balls boil. He pulled her up by the hair and kissed her shoulder biting down on it as he came deep inside her stretched hole.
He leaned forward and down on top of Steph, completely spent. He pulled himself out before he became soft and felt the cum leaking from her. Steph laid flat underneath him, panting and covered in sweat but smiling.
"You've ruined me," she said, mouth widening into a small laugh.
Dan didn't know what to say -- he couldn't disagree, so said nothing. Instead he kissed the shoulder where he had bit her and kissed her cheek too. "I love you," he said, feeling it reciprocated in the way she had given herself to him and needing to reassure her he felt the same. Steph turned and kissed him on the lips gently, clearly exhausted. They napped after Dan had rolled off of Steph and pulled her into him. He stirred when he felt Steph's weight lift off the bed and her walk gingerly to the bathroom.
"Are you okay?" He asked, worried about the condition she was in.
Steph turned back and smiled. "I am, but I'm going to run a bath."
"Let me," Dan said, getting up and moving ahead of her.
Steph stood against the doorframe, watching Dan prepare the bath and while it was running, he jumped into the shower cubicle and freshened up. He emerged to find Steph testing the water and looking tired but relaxed.
"You really did a number on me there Champ," she said light-heartedly.
"Are we okay?" Dan asked, closing the distance and squeezing Steph's hand.
She looked at him, almost confused. "What, I loved it Dan, I'm just teasing you!"
Relieved, Dan laughed and rolled his eyes, kissing her lightly on the lips and heading back to the bedroom for some clothes.
***
It wasn't until Wednesday's lunch date that Dan and Steph saw eachother again. Dan had yet another surreal moment, recognising that those lunches were now actual dates, with someone who was basically his girlfriend, in secret.
Dan saw Steph walk into the Japanese restaurant (their pick for the week) before he saw her. Afterall, he'd picked what she was wearing right now to the underwear that currently had the sex toy hidden in it. Steph was still taking great joy in the weekend they had had together, saying it had kept her satisfied enough until she could get Dan's dick inside her again. Given how busy he was of an evening, trying to cram all his studying in to keep his birthday weekend back home free, Dan was wondering if either of them would last that long. The sexually charged messages they exchanged that morning for their mutual orgasms told Dan they were both desperate to see eachother again.
They managed to keep the conversation casual and appropriate through their sushi. Still, the subtle behaviour, the hinting way they said certain things, had both of then sensing the other's arousal. Steph paid for the meal and excused herself to the bathroom before leaving. Dan watched her ass in her dress, her smooth tanned legs on show the cut of her dress just above her knee. Dan felt his phone vibrate while Steph was in the bathroom and knew she'd be asking for permission to cum after a particularly high proportion of the lunch had the toy at a higher setting. Dan had to admit to himself that his unmet lust over the last few days had led to him teasing Steph more than normal.
Steph: This bathroom looks roomier than I expected and we're close enough to the exit to slip out if we're careful...
Dan: You are a very bad influence.
Dan smiled and rose from his chair, putting on his coat and heading to the bathroom, thinking about bending Steph over and making sure they both left satisfied.
***
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"You are such a perv!" Maddy said, without breaking eye contact from the yoga instructor on tv. Maddy was in some kind of front-facing position which allowed me a fantastic view of her long, toned legs leading her up to her firm ass, held in place beautifully by her black and grey yoga pants. Heaven. The instructor had called the pose a 'Low Cobra' but it looked like a sex position to me, and Maddy knew it. I rubbed my eyes and carried on walking into the kitchen, grateful I knew the house well enough that I could make the walk with an eye on Maddy.
I set about making us a smoothie each and waited until I heard her packing up before turning the blender on. The noise would have taken her out of 'The Zone' and I really didn't want her to kill me when things were going this well. As if to remind me of this, Maddy walked in barefooted with her yoga pants and top still on, her nails the hot pink colour I loved on her. She kissed me sensually, wrapping her arms around me loosely as she did so.
"Good morning baby," she said. I'd always found that word a little cringe between couples but clearly they knew something I didn't, as with Maddy it just left normal.
"Hello Stunner," I said, allowing my hands to roam down her body and onto her ass where they always ended up. "You're doing a lot of different moves, it's becoming hard to pick a favourite," I quipped.
She smiled and moved her way down my body, making my cock stand at attention in anticipation. "Aw, am I teasing you too much?" Maddy said, running her nails along my thighs and kissing my clothed crotch. I nodded, breathing out slowly. She smiled, looking up at me and said, "You know I always deliver."
She proceeded to give me head right there on her knees, in the middle of the kitchen, until she swallowed every drop of my cum. This wasn't the first time she'd done this in the month or so since we'd got together and I doubt it would even be the last time today. Our sex drives had only increased since we'd started having sex and we couldn't get enough of eachother. Maddy could make me hard instantly and somehow, I seemed to arouse her whenever I wanted to and sometimes without even trying.
Things were better than ever between us, the early bubble we were in seemed to have no danger of bursting and we were moving at the pace we both wanted. We were starting to tell our friends and families that we were together which was adding a welcome deepening of our relationship. Neither of us had told our work friends, however, bar a very close few. I had officially been promoted but unbeknown to either of us, our company frowned on colleagues dating if they worked at different levels. My initial jibes to Maddy about being her boss had turned to shared concern when Maddy's friend in PR let her know of the rule after a scandal a few years before. So if our company found out, we'd no longer be able to work on the same projects together. Maddy would still need to be involved in the projects from a PR perspective which meant I'd be transferred to another area and all my hard work would be undone. So we were keeping it a secret as best we could, aware our time at the company would be coming to an end with both of us now looking to leave.
That meant only the friends I'd had since childhood knew we were together, though they hadn't met her yet. Maddy had started a running joke about it being the first time she'd met a boyfriend's friends which I saw immediately as her way of highlighting how nervous she was. She had absolutely nothing to worry about. I had told my Mum and Dad we were together, mostly because they still worried about me after my break up with Jen and I thought they could do with knowing I'd moved on. Maddy cheerily spoke to them on the phone with my Mum later labelling her as 'charming'. They'd known she was my roommate and the next time I spoke to him, my Dad had a smug hint to his voice as though indicating he knew this would happen all along.
Maddy's Dad didn't have quite the same reaction. Maddy had spent one particularly awkward video conversation with her family, telling them that she was dating a man. After giving them some time to process the news, she let them know it was me. I was glad Maddy had sent me out for a walk for the call as according to her, her Dad was certain I had done something unscrupulous to have convinced his daughter to date me. His reaction hadn't come as a surprise to Maddy; he'd spent a long time processing her coming out to her family in the first place. Maddy's Mum and older sister seemed altogether more pleased she was happy and in the end all three of them left the call offering Maddy their full support. They did want to meet me though, officially, as her boyfriend. I had an anxious pit in my stomach whenever I thought about the upcoming weekend when we'd agreed to have the call.
So life was great and I owed it all to the woman who was now walking away to the bathroom and was reminding me to get ready for work. "Isn't it your project brief sign-off today?" Maddy asked, stripping off her yoga pants by the bathroom and looking back at me.
"Huh?" I said, completely mesmerised, ignoring her reminder about meeting a Director today to sign-off a massive project.
She laughed and pulled her top off now too, showing me her pierced nipples and then she leaned against the doorframe. I looked my way up her smooth legs, shaved mound, stomach and breasts before stopping at her smiling, naturally-tanned face that had a hint of freckles.
"At work. You know, that thing you do when you're not perving at me. You know, the thing we get on that big tin can for and get squashed up together like sardines?" She said in mock-exasperation.
"Maddy if you're talking about work, I can assure you, I have no plans to go to it if you're still going to be standing there like that all day," I said.
Maddy laughed, picked up her clothes and chucked them at me. "Go and get ready or we'll definitely be late. If we delay any longer, you'll be hard and I'll want to fuck."
I begrudgingly took the hint and moved passed her in the hallway though not before giving her a light spank on her slightly bruised ass cheeks. The bruises were now a common enough sight on Maddy as she had developed a love for being spanked, to which I gladly obliged.
***
I was sitting at my desk early in the afternoon, still riding out the wave of adrenaline after my project brief had been approved without any amendments -- almost unheard of with this Director. It was a sizeable business change project that I'd taken forward off my own back after the job-cutting project and was excited to get stuck in. My actual boss had taken me out for lunch (minus paying the bill) as a well-done and I feared my adrenaline dying down in combination with the big lunch was going to make me sleep on my keyboard.
I had heard Maddy walking over before I saw her, mostly from the cheery greetings she got as she walked passed desks in the open plan office. She stopped and chatted to a couple of our friends on the way over and by the time she'd got there I'd woken myself up and was pretending to work hard.
"Oh hi Maddy, didn't hear you coming over," I deadpanned, looking over at her. She was wearing a dark grey dress that went down to the middle of her thigh and long black boots that stopped at her knees. She looked so sexy I could immediately feel myself becoming aroused, even though I'd seen the outfit on the journey in with her leather jacket too. She'd upped the dressiness of her outfits at work, partly to tease me and also because I think she enjoyed looking good for me -- and reminding me how good I had it!
Maddy rolled her eyes at my joke and pointed towards the empty conference room across from us. "Have you got 5 to discuss a press question?"
"Sure," I said, grabbing my notepad and walking over as she followed, closing the door behind her and leaning against it, beckoning me over with a finger.
We kissed passionately, trying to be quiet and restrict our movement as best we could to avoid being seen from the tinted windows. We sat down opposite eachother and I opened my notepad.
"So, what's up?" I asked.
Maddy looked confused and then caught on. "Oh I already answered it but it gave me a chance to come over and let you know how proud I am of my bigshot boss and how hot I find it knowing he'll be ordering me around at work some more as well as at home."
I bit my lip at her words, knowing how much she loved our dynamic. "Christ Maddy, you are going to get a pounding tonight for that!"
She stood up and smirked, "Promises, promises. I haven't been your little anal whore for a few days now, just saying."
She opened the door before I could respond and walked off knowing I was watching her walk away. She'd bought an anal plug, a paddle and a few other kinky items during our first shopping trip as a couple and we'd been using those as well as growing our collection since then. I shook my head and got back into work, the conversation waking me from any plans I had to snooze.
***
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Maddy moaned, her hands held behind her back while she was on her knees taking me in her ass from behind.
"Who's my little whore?" I demanded, using one hand to hold both of her hands against her back from behind and the other to pull her up by the hair, so she was taking me at a deeper angle, putting her flexibility to great use.
"I'm your little whore Sir," Maddy immediately replied, breathlessly.
We were really developing as sexual partners, starting to push our boundaries and explore together. For Maddy, only her ex Jess had really started to awaken her submissive side and it only felt like the start of it. I'd had sexually submissive partners before but it was already feeling different with Maddy, there was a level of comfortableness and openness that allowed us both to try new things.
"Fuck, I love your ass my filthy whore," I said, adding to the dirty talk. "I know you never expected to be a 3-hole slut for a man and now look at you!"
Maddy took my cue and looked up into the large mirror we recently bought that faced our bed. Her eyes rolled up after studying herself and I felt her shiver.
"Exactly," I said smugly, loving the play and the power I had over this gorgeous goddess. "I'm going to put a collar on you so you know who you belong to," I added trying to appear confident while hiding a worry I'd gone too far.
Maddy only moaned in response, clearly working out how she felt about that. We both knew how much she loved to please and I also knew she loved reassurance and feeling like she belonged with someone. I'd felt for days that this could be something that would tick many of those boxes during play.
I felt her move her hand onto her clit and start to rub herself again. Maddy loved anal sex, we'd both realised that during our first time when, once we'd got used to it, she found herself in a world of pleasure that led to multiple orgasms over a small period. The whole experience meant I didn't last long at the time, though we'd done it frequently since and I was able to pound her for a good 20 minutes now, leaving us both very satisfied. I was exhausted now though as Maddy could take a pounding like I'd never experienced before. Between years of dancing and fitness as well as yoga, there was very little she couldn't handle. She came again as I pulled out and came on her arse cheeks, both moaning loudly as I did so. I moved and laid beside her, stroking her hair and smiling at her. She smiled at me happily.
"Collar me then," she whispered.
"Seriously?" I asked, a little surprised.
She nodded and cuddled up closer to me. "I'd been thinking about it," she admitted, to my visible surprise, making her laugh. "I love submitting to you and I've never felt so safe with a partner. I want to look in a mirror and be reminded of that. But only when I'm in the mood," she said, adding the last part and looking at me in the firm way that I knew was not for negotiating, not that I wanted it to be.
"I'm crazy about you, you know that don't you Mads?" I said, shooting her a similarly firm look but in a much more playful way.
She smiled, rising slowly and taking me by the hand so we could go to the bathroom together. "Show me," was all she said.
We showered together where I took my time cleaning and caring for her before drying her in a towel. I made love to her on the bathroom floor, which showed her exactly where my head was at with her.
After I'd made us dinner, we were shopping for collars on my laptop, Maddy scrutinising them and then dismissing each just as quickly. I wouldn't have ever expected to undertake an activity like this with her, let alone hear her say "I'm a slut, not a princess," when looking over them. We eventually agreed on a black one with a ring on it and the wording Maddy preferred. She left to make the brownies she was baking to take into work tomorrow, so I took the opportunity to look for jewellery. She popped her head into the doorway unexpectedly and caught me minimising a page. Interest piqued she came over and I knew from her look that I'd better show her. Her face changed as I did and she blushed deeply.
I blushed back but managed to string a sentence together to explain. "I was thinking you might perhaps like jewellery of some kind that signified that safety in a different way. So I thought maybe a bracelet would be a good idea..." I trailed off. Sometimes I was like a teenager with a crush around her.
She leaned down and kissed my cheek. "Buying me what looks like expensive jewellery, we're definitely getting serious," she said. "I love it," she added after a pause and another glance at the screen. She walked back into the kitchen leaving me wondering if she meant the bracelet or the sentiment.
Later that night as we got into bed together with Maddy as usual in one of my t-shirts and black knickers, I mentioned how good her brownies were. Maddy laughed, "Fuck, we're so domesticated!"
"Well, for what it's worth," I started, my laugh turning into a teasing smile, "You're meeting my friends on Friday and I'm re-meeting your parents on Sunday morning so we may not be together by the end of the weekend."
I picked up the thriller novel Maddy had convinced me to start reading from her and used it as a shield from the swinging pillow she aimed at me. I never got to read the chapter I was on -- Maddy and I started kissing soon after which turned to heated making-out and then passionate sex. We fell asleep with my cum leaking out of Maddy and her head on my chest where her I drifted off to the smell of coconuts.
***
Maddy was in a stressed state on Friday morning, deciding what to wear. I made the mistake of trying to be reassuring with an "Oh my god, it's casual and they're going to love you." I was swiftly sent to the living room to think on my sins.
We were meeting three of my friends after work with one of them also bringing his girlfriend. I was really looking forward to them meeting Maddy and could see absolutely no reason why she was so nervous. Eventually she emerged in a blue jumpsuit I'd previously seen her in, boots and her leather jacket. She looked smoking hot and took plenty of reassurance from my reaction.
We left holding hands, walking slightly faster to the station so that we wouldn't be too late. We squeezed onto the train again allowing me to reawaken my grumblings about wanting to move to another town. Maddy just moved closer and kissed me while I wrapped my hand around her waist, which always seemed to fit perfectly into me.
"We can look for somewhere else after this weekend, if you want?" Maddy suggested.
I caught her slip-up. "Ah, so you're worried about this weekend?" I asked.
"No, you idiot, you're not getting rid of me that easy, remember?" She nodded towards her wrist where the silver bracelet now rested. I smiled.
When we got to the bar later that evening, I did have some nerves, though none that I admitted to Maddy. For her own peace of mind, I wanted the night to go well and I hoped that her and Jane would get on. I needn't have worried, from the intros it all felt natural. Mark and Jane had a great time bonding with Maddy in a couply way to break the ice while the drinks flowed and we grabbed some nachos around our standing table. James and Sam joined me at the bar for a round and nodded their approval, not that I needed it but it was gratefully received regardless.
Maddy was smiling when we made it home, as was I. The night had been good fun and we both had quite a bit to drink. Her and Jane had made plans to go out for some drinks next week and I was kicking myself for not suggesting it sooner. In my defence, Mark was a Chef and it was rare he had an evening off. Maddy had jokingly said she was dating the wrong guy. We cuddled up in bed as we got ready to sleep. One down, one to go. Now I really did feel nervous.
***
Maddy and I woke up early on Sunday morning so we could have a video call with her family. Or rather, Maddy woke me up.I felt her hot, wet mouth on my growing dick and moaned as she got me hard enough to ride. She fucked herself with my cock inside her as I played with her pierced nipples and enjoyed the sensations of her tight pussy and firm body riding me to her own orgasm. I shot my load deep inside her shortly after as she leaned down and kissed me, flicking her hair over a shoulder while I held her sweating body to me.
We just about managed to get ourselves up and showered before we risked falling back to sleep. We had coffee and a light breakfast before Maddy dialled us in with the laptop on the coffee table and us on the table. Maddy's family joined us soon after, including her sister, to say hello. They were sitting out in the garden and I could see the sun was shining brightly.
"Hey Mum, hey Dad, how's the weather?" Maddy asked cheerily.
Katie burst out laughing and even I grinned. Sensing she needed rescuing and that I also needed to be proactive, I took over. "Hi John, Denise, Katie," I said, nodding to Maddy's Dad, Mum and Sister in turn. "Nice to see you again."
Maddy's awkwardness seemed to thaw any tension, she became the only one who was nervous on the call though I couldn't blame her. As much as Maddy said her Dad would be a problem, he seemed pretty relaxed about it all, as I hoped he would be. Denise wanted to understand how this had happened, to which I deferred to Maddy to take on a dual role of explaining how we got together while leaving out all of the sexual aspects of it. It was a generally easy conversation, I'd met them quite a few times in the background of Maddy's laptop when she wasn't on calls in her room. The difference was that they perhaps showed a little more interest in me now.
"So," Denise said, working out how best to phrase this and looking at Maddy as she constructed her question. "I don't want to jump ahead too much here Adam but it occurs to me that we're over here and you're both over there. It could be very bad for my daughter if you break up. Losing her place to live and boyfriend in one go. So how serious is this for you?"
I knew a question like this was coming, it was only fair given how far away they were from her and being able to support her. Before I could jump in, Maddy responded.
"Mum, stop! Katie, make them stop! This is not happening!" Maddy said, somewhat dramatically.
"No can do baby Sis, I want to hear this too," Katie said.
John chose that moment to point out Maddy's bracelet. "I doubt you bought that for yourself sweetheart.."
Maddy held her head in her hands as I smiled. I was relaxed, I knew where I wanted things to go and I thought her family would want to know too but I didn't want to make it that clear to Maddy when we hadn't discussed things yet.



Choosing my words carefully I said, "Without trying to make this any more awkward for Maddy, I don't plan to put her in that situation, ever. When we first started dating she said I need to understand how good I can have it so I'll regret it if I ever mess it up. It took me all of about a day to agree with her. We haven't had a conversation yet about the future but I think you'll all be very reassured when we do." I reached out and took her hand off-screen as I finished.
All three of her family seemed happy enough with my answer and Maddy was actually blushing now. We all made general chat after that -- weekend plans as well as plans over the next few weeks. They suggested we try to fly over when we could and I happily agreed. Maddy, ever the voice of reason, reminded us all how expensive flights were. When they hung up, Maddy moved around to me and hugged me tightly.
I answered her unasked question. "Yes I meant it," I said. "I'm crazy about you, I can't even describe to you how much," I said honestly. "To show you how much you mean to me, I'm willing to start getting ready now and spend all day getting early Christmas presents with you," I finished dramatically.
Maddy jumped up excitedly with a bit of a squeal and dragged me up to get ready while I laughed. It was an emotional and tiring morning so I wanted to break the emotion up a little by going out and having fun. Fun for Maddy, at least.
Both of us dressed in casual jeans and t-shirt with a coat for the day ahead with Maddy putting her hair up into a bun. As she walked to the door, I took her arm and stopped her, spinning her around gently so we looked at eachother eye-to-eye. We smiled at eachother and I kissed her softly, feeling her soft lips and tasting her lip gloss. She started to kiss me back with passion just as I pulled away, teasing her.
"Okay, we can head off now," I said, spinning her around and opening the door while giving her a light slap to the ass.
Maddy turned back and scowled. "You are so mean," she teased.
After we went downstairs and got into the car I looked over at her, ran my hand up her thigh and said firmly, "I'm going to fuck you so hard when we get back later."
Maddy moaned, instantly turned on in the way only I could make her. "I'm happy to go back upstairs..." she said, letting the offer hang there.
I shook my head. "Nope, teasing you all day is how I can make shopping fun for me. Just think, we could have spent all day indoors with you being my perfect sex slave," I said, smirking and hoping to get a rise out of her.
Maddy bit her lip and looked at me with lust in her eyes. "How do you do this to me?" She said, exasperated.
It was my turn to bite my lip. "What are you thinking about?"
"Wearing my collar all day and having sex with you however and whenever you want it, doing whatever you want me to," she breathed. I moaned and then she leaned over to me, squeezing my hard cock through my jeans and whispered in my ear, "See, two can play at this game... Master."
She moved away and I had to take a moment before pulling off. Maddy kept her hand on my cock for most of the drive.
I had to spend all of my energy focused on the drive, given how distracting Maddy's hand threatened to be. We passed a couple of commuter towns that we both liked the looks of and agreed to look into them later that evening. Maddy decided to up the teasing at that point by adding, "After I've thoroughly pleased you of course, Master."
I glanced over and saw her smug grin, thinking she'd won. So I upped the teasing myself. "Don't pretend you're not now secretly thinking about what it would be like to spend all day serving me. Sucking me and fucking me whenever I want, getting me drinks, cooking for me and being a good girl for me." Maddy was biting her lip, clearly picturing it. "Look at you thinking about spending your life serving your man!" I pushed.
She closed her eyes and sighed. "Shut up," she said weakly. Point to Adam.
We parked up at the large shopping centre and Maddy kissed me passionately on the lips before unbuckling and getting out. I mirrored her and we decided to take a methodical approach through the sprawling centre.
By lunchtime we'd bought our first artificial Christmas Tree together replacing my current withered one, alongside some new decorations, all of which were safely in the car. I was all for a random assortment of decorations but Maddy wanted them to be colour themed. She won by kissing my neck and thoroughly distracting me. We'd spent most of the morning in different shops, touching eachother in subtle, teasing ways. I'd been hard for hours now and Maddy had permanently red cheeks that I continued to tease her about. She claimed it was the cold and nothing else.
When we sat down at a Café for lunch, she took her phone out and I did the same, checking on messages, replying to one or two. I saw a notification from Maddy come onto the top of my screen and quickly clicked it.
Maddy: You've really done a number on me, I'm soaked. I hate you right now.
I looked up at her and smiled. She had her face buried in the menu but I saw her phone lit up behind the menu, meaning she was actually waiting for me to reply.
Adam: Do you hate me because of what I've got you thinking about or because of what I've been doing to you all morning?
Maddy looked up at my reply and scowled but I saw a smirk forming as she hid again behind the large menu and replied.
Maddy: Both but mostly the first one. You're corrupting me...
Adam: You love it.
Maddy: I do...
Maddy: It makes me want to suck my Master's big cock so bad right now.
I barely breathed, reading the message as it came through. Maddy smirked putting her phone away and catching the waitress' attention so we could order. I put my phone away too, unable to reply. Point to Maddy.
The afternoon carried on much the same. We spent a lot of it in shops buying gifts for different people. Maddy got most of her gifts for her family across the afternoon, aware she'd have to ship it all over and it was more cost-effective to do it all in one go. We also spent much of the afternoon teasing eachother to our absolute limits. In the end I couldn't tell you who felt more teased and turned on.
Maddy volunteered to drive home and taking the same approach as she did on the drive there, I kept my hand on her thigh and then over her pussy throughout the drive. I could feel just how wet she was, almost seeping through her jeans with her whole area feeling warm to the touch and wet.
"Our naughty fantasy of being my sex slave has really done it for you," I observed, opening it up for her to talk about.
Maddy nodded, eyes on the road. "I don't even know what it is but just the thought of being that naughty, that slutty... that submissive to you, it does things to me. Just imagining serving you like that and then going to work the next day with nobody having a clue what I do for you..." she trailed off with a distant look in her eye that made me want to remind her she was driving. She came back to the present before I could though.
We made it home sooner than I expected and spent the next few minutes bringing all of the bags upstairs. Maddy and I would run into eachother on the stairs going opposite ways and the one without the bags would take the opportunity to tease the other. During her last trip down, she walked by with a big smile on her face and flashed me. I growled with lust and promised to make her pay when she got back.
When Maddy brought the final bags in, I was waiting for her and kissed her hard, the second the door closed. She did well not to drop the bags without a crash before kissing me back just as passionately, her hands around the back of my neck. We stayed where we were, not able or willing to break apart long enough to move to the bedroom or the sofa. Maddy moved a hand down to my groin and rubbed my desperately hard cock, over my jeans.
Maddy broke our kiss long enough to breathlessly say, "Please put this in me."
I responded by unzipping her jeans and putting my hand inside her soaking wet knickers so I could rub her clit. Feeling her heat and wetness added another layer to my arousal and I was pulling her jeans off before I knew it while Maddy continued to rub my jean-covered cock with greater intensity.
I moved down to my knees in the hallway and pulled Maddy's knickers down, making her gasp. Her beautiful, wet pussy was in my eyeline as I kissed her thighs and then planted little kisses over her big, glistening lips. I loved that her bigger pussy meant that there was more to taste and enjoy. Maddy was letting out little whimpering sounds as she held a hand in my hair and rubbed her nipples. I knew how wet nipple play made her and fully expected her pussy to be twice as wet over the next few minutes as a result of what she was doing and what I was about to do.
I licked up along her pussy, finishing at her clit, making Maddy gasp and then moan as I sucked it into my mouth and then released it. My lust meant that teasing her wasn't something I was willing to do and I got to work without delay, in making her cum. I felt her knees starting to go weak under my attack so used a hand to pin her against the wall and keep her in place while I enjoyed her sweet taste and the sounds of her moaning. Before long, I used my fingers to feel my way into her tight, wet folds and increased the volume of her cries. Between my mouth and my fingers I made her cum in no time.
"Oh fuck, Adam, oh god yes! I love... "Maddy cried in the throes of her orgasm and then abruptly stopped herself.
I didn't relent even as the hairs on my arms felt as though they were standing at attention and my heart raced. Maddy covered my face in her wetness and I felt her juices run down my stubble as my mind focused on what she had stopped herself saying. Once I relented and let her body go, Maddy slid to her knees facing me and kissed me on the lips, tasting herself as she did so. We stared at eachother with lust but at the same time, searching eachother for understanding of what she had almost said.
"Please fuck me," Maddy begged, desperate not to wait any longer.
I pulled her up as we kissed and led her to the living room.
"Strip," I said commandingly, throwing her onto the sofa.
Maddy did as she was told and took her pink knickers and jeans off from around her ankles and then followed with her t-shirt, bra and white socks. I took my clothes off and moved over towards her face where she hungrily took my cock into her mouth and sucked on it. Her stroking became more energetic when my hands found her pussy and rubbed along it firmly. Once I inserted two of my fingers back inside her, her focus reduced significantly and I let her play with my cock while I fingered her to another orgasm.
"That's three now," I said with a smirk.
Maddy grinned at me and smirked back. "My Master knows how to please me," she said lustily.
I groaned and moved down to her soaking hole. I put my hands on Maddy's thighs and forced her legs wide apart, almost to the point where she could be doing the splits. Maddy let it happen, very comfortable being stretched that way after years of dancing. I sunk inside her with one thrust and used my grip on her thighs to push right in. Maddy's eyes rolled to the back of her head and her hand immediately moved to her clit. I kept my left hand on her thigh, stretching her legs wide and keeping the deep angle while my right hand made its way to her neck, squeezing the sides.
Maddy's eyes came back into focus as she looked up at me and breathed an aroused "Fuck yes, baby."
I started to fuck her hard and deep, alternating between hard and light pressure around her neck every little while. Maddy kept rubbing her clit and started to play with her nipple too, loving the way I was relentlessly fucking her as she took everything I could give her. My woman was incredible. I kept fucking her hard and in time I felt her body movement start to change, becoming almost more still and rigid as she spent her entire focus on rubbing her clit and taking my pounding.
"I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna cum, I'm gonna --" Maddy kept repeating until finally her pussy contracted hard, forcing my cock out of her hole as she squirted out of it.
"OH FUCK!" She screamed, completely losing herself as she covered me in cum.
I couldn't believe what I was seeing, having never made a girl even get close to squirting before. I realised my cock was actually sore from the fucking and I let it rest for a minute before putting it back up inside her. Maddy was looking up at me utterly spent with a face that mirrored my own shock.
"You just made me squirt..." she trailed off, wide-eyed.
I nodded and leaned down, kissing her softly. "You never fail to amaze me," I said.
Maddy smiled sheepishly and took hold of my cock, lining it back up to her pussy. I slowly fucked her now, in complete contrast to the hard, almost animalistic fucking minutes ago. I let go of Maddy's thigh and she wrapped her legs around me, throwing her head back into the sofa as she enjoyed my deep fucking. My cock felt different inside her after her squirting -- not unpleasantly so and her soaking pussy seemed to create even more stimulation around my cock.
I sucked on one of Maddy's pierced nipples as she leaned her head forward and whispered sexily, "Enjoy me baby, this body is here to please you."
Her words turned me on to another level and I bit down onto her breast, making a lovebite. Maddy gasped as I did so and moved my head to her other breast so I could do the same. When I next looked into her eyes both of her breasts had multiple lovebites starting to form.
Maddy looked up at me as I felt my balls beginning to boil and said, "They're yours."
I groaned as I came inside her, kissing her passionately as I did so as she wrapped her hands and legs around me, pushing me inside her as I came as deeply as possible. Eventually I felt myself going soft inside of her and started move out of her slowly as we kissed lovingly. Before we knew it, we'd fallen to the floor in a tangled mess as we shared a laugh.
***
Maddy worked from home the next day and spent it sans bra to rest her sore breasts. Her pierced nipples were barely disguised under her thick jumper and I strongly suspected she could have done a better job at hiding them.
Adam: You secret exhibitionist, you're loving showing yourself off.
Maddy: Excuse me Mister, they're under my jumper. Not my thought your eyes lock in on them!
Adam: Liar, you went for a tight jumper deliberately.
Maddy: You can't prove it...
Maddy spent the rest of the day sending me selfies of varying poses showing off the top half of her body. Sometimes she'd pull the jumper tight to her and other times she'd pull it up so that her bruised and bitten nipples were on show. By the end of the day I was rock hard and desperate to get home.
Maddy was waiting for me in the living room in probably the sexiest outfit I had ever seen, nevemind seen in person. She had put her long hair into a neat bun and made up her face in a way that her eyes popped behind mascara and eye shadow, her cheeks glowed and her lips were a hot pink. She was standing in high heels with black stockings held up by a suspender belt, wearing a crotchless thong and a lace bra that did very little to hide her overflowing breasts and pierced nipples. Her collar had clearly arrived as she was now wearing it around her neck, the black leather matching the shade of her outfit with 'slut' studded in.
I stopped in my tracks and breathed a 'wow', completely floored by how beautiful, sexy and slutty Maddy looked.
"Welcome home Sir," Maddy said, taking on the role of some kind of submissive wife.
Maddy walked over in her heels and kissed me on the lips, helping me take my jacket and jumper off leaving a t-shirt underneath, before steering me to the sofa where she promised to return with a drink. She did so moments later and passed it to me before moving to her knees between my legs and taking my trousers off.
"Perhaps Sir would like to relax with his drink and the TV while I make him feel good?" Maddy asked.
Taking her cue, I turned the TV on and sipped my drink in a state of aroused disbelief while Maddy proceeded to gently kiss and lick my now hard cock.
Maddy looked up at me while sucking my cock and we caught eyes. "You are incredible," I said, for what felt like the millionth time, which probably wasn't far off that number.
She blushed at that and went back to sucking my cock, taking it deeper into my mouth. I marvelled at how I was still able to make her blush, even now and even when she was doing something like this.
I continued to sip my drink while Maddy gave me head. It was clear that she was intending this to be a slow, pleasurable blowjob for me and she was very much succeeding. I wasn't watching the tv; the sight infront of me was too sexy to turn away from. Maddy's kneeling position really showed off how good her ass was and I found myself wanting to grab and squeeze it even though it was out of my reach. I was able to reach her nipples and squeeze them gently, making her moan around my cock. Maddy's hair was starting to fall out of its bun so I used my free hand to hold it in place and create a visual illusion that I was controlling the blowjob when in reality, it was all Maddy.
Maddy took me deep in her throat, holding me there until she was breathless and her eyes would water and her mascara would start to run slightly. Her gag reflex had effectively disappeared now and she was able to take me in her throat until she needed air, creating the incredibly pleasurable sensations that only Maddy had ever given me. I held her face lovingly as she pulled her mouth off me and breathed in deeply, a strand of saliva yet to break between her mouth and my cock, which was shining wet with her saliva.
"I love your cock," Maddy said quietly, taking her hand and starting to stroke it. "I love pleasing you Adam," she added earnestly. "Being submissive to you turns me on more than anything ever has and satisfies me more than anyone ever has," Maddy admitted before going back to suck my cock, almost to hide from what she just said.
"I'm very lucky," I said, rather lamely. In my defence, it was extremely hard to be articulate when I was this aroused. Trying harder to draw words together I added, "Knowing how much you love it gives me more pleasure than any single thing you could do to me. And that's saying something!"
Maddy pulled her mouth from my cock and smiled. "Is that a challenge?"
I groaned as I felt her swallow my cock in one go and start to massage my balls. She took her other hand and started to stroke the remaining part of my cock not in her mouth and alternated between sucking and bobbing on my cock. Out of nowhere I felt my balls begin to boil and Maddy pushed her head down deeper than she had yet until I came straight down her throat.
"Holy fucking shit," I gasped, my legs tensing as I came hard down her throat.
Maddy kept her throat around my cock for as long as possible until she pulled up gasping for air and coughing, face red and mascara now really running.
"Where did that come from?!" I asked, amazed and in awe of her talent.
Maddy caught her breath before responding and said between licks to clean my cock, "I've been reading up on blowjob techniques, I want you to have the best blowjobs I can give you."
"Fucking hell Maddy, I don't deserve you," I said, completely in shock by yet another way Maddy was throwing herself into our relationship and dynamic. We'd only been together a few weeks but this was already the best relationship I'd ever had. Crazier and more exciting than anything that had come before but at the same time, more stable and committed.



We made our way up slowly, Maddy using the bathroom and freshening up while I decided whether to match Maddy's state of dress in just my boxers. Eventually I settled with putting my t-shirt back on so I could cook safely. Walking into the kitchen I found Maddy in exactly the same outfit as before, covered by an apron and her hair in a high ponytail, preparing dinner. I walked over and kissed her passionately, her returning my kiss with energy. I moved my hand under her apron, first feeling her nipples and then moving further down to feel the heat over her thong.
"I can't stop myself," Maddy said, letting me know how crazy I drove her. The feeling was mutual.
Without further delay I took her apron off and rubbed her for a spell, kissing her lips and neck as I did so, until her knees went weak and she backed up a few paces to the counter where she rested her palms against the edge of the surface and spread her legs. I felt myself starting to get hard already and kept teasing her until I was pressing outwards against my boxers.
"Go and bend over the table, spread your legs and then spread your cheeks apart," I said firmly.
"Yes Sir," Maddy replied lustily, walking to the dining table and doing as told.
I walked to her and slapped her exposed holes. Maddy gasped, not letting her hands move away despite how obscene she looked and pushed her hips towards me for another slap which I gladly gave her.
"Stay right there, don't even move an inch," I said.
I left before her firm "Yes Sir," knowing full well she would do as she was told.
I returned with bondage tape, lube and a small dildo we had used a lot over the first couple of weeks we were dating to get Maddy used to anal penetration. Maddy hadn't moved at all when I returned. Her legs were still spread wide, holding her full cheeks apart, legs supported by her high heels. I noticed she was considerably more wet -- just that simple act of obedience had clearly got to her. I wanted to play on her obedience as well as her love of being used.
"Good girl," I said, rubbing her pussy, making her moan.
"You love to obey, don't you Maddy?" I teased, knowing just admitting it would turn her on further.
"Yes, Sir. I lo-love doing what you te-tell me to," Maddy replied between gasps as my hand rubbed her wet pussy and started to use it to wet her rosebud while she continued to keep her cheeks spread.
"I'm going to tie your hands together and then decide which of your holes I'm going to fuck. How do you feel about that?" I probed.
Maddy looked over her shoulder with a look of pure lust. "I feel so fucking good," she breathed. I could feel that she did too.
"Lay your hands out infront of you and stretch along the table." I commanded. Maddy did as she was told and I spanked her hard. "Further," I added, pushing her down flat onto the table.
Maddy was completely stretched along the table pushing her athletic body to the limit, legs straight and wide, holes on show. I walked around the table, pulling my boxers off as I did so. I put my cock to her lips and she excitedly took me in her mouth and sucked me with enthusiasm, getting all of my cock wet as I tied her hands together and then to the leg of the table. Maddy continued to suck me even from a slightly awkward angle.
"Good girl," I said, pulling my cock from her mouth and running my hand along her cheek gently.
"But you're not always good," I added, walking back around behind her. "No, sometimes you're a slutty tease who just needs to be fucked. Spending all day teasing me, you know how hard it is to resist you," I said, spanking her hard.
Maddy gasped and bit her lip, looking back at me pleadingly. She was noisy, especially when being restrained and pounded and we both knew it. "No gag for you today Slut, you'll have to be quiet or the neighbours will hear what a slut you are. You're already building a reputation of being a slut at work, so why not at home too?" I teased. She wasn't building any such reputation and we both knew it but I could tell how much she was enjoying the idea of it nevertheless.
"Oh god," Maddy gasped as I entered her wet pussy and started to work it inside her without hesitation. Maddy groaned as she took it, always turned on when I didn't wait for her to get used to it and made her take it.
"Did you enjoy teasing everyone on your calls? Teasing them with your nipple piercings and a hint of how slutty you really are," I pressed as I worked my way in and got started with a steady fucking motion in her.
"Uh ye-YES," Maddy cried out the last word as I bottom out inside her tight pussy and slapped her ass in pleasure. "It got me so wet for you, I knew you'd be coming home to fuck me."
I smiled behind her and grabbed her spanked cheek, squeezing it and used it as leverage to thrust into her harder, making her gasp. "Ah, so that's why dressed like this," I noted. "You wanted me to treat you like the slut you are." Maddy nodded and I continued, "Well you're going to be my slut for the rest of your life so you better get used to being fucked like this."
Maddy gasped and looked behind her, "Is that a promise?"
I leaned over her, putting my weight on her which created an upward angle for my cock to fuck into her pussy as well as making her feel even more used. Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as my hand took hold of her neck and I fucked her hard, making the table shake loudly.
I leaned close to her ear and whispered in a way that sounded more like a growl, "Yes, just mine."
"Only ever yours," Maddy whispered back, a look of bliss on her face.
We kissed hotly at our awkward angle and I slowed my thrusts to hard and deep ones while we kissed. I pulled out of her and broke our kiss, moving around to her front while I grabbed the lube and squirted it onto her other hole. Maddy took me straight into her mouth, never having any hesitation or shame when it came to sucking my dick after it had been in one of her holes. I let her suck me as I worked a finger in, enjoying the pleasure she was giving me and knowing she was deliberately sucking me in a way that would keep me hard but not make my need to cum arrive anytime soon. Her motions did pick up when I inserted a second finger, now too horny to show enough restraint so I pulled out and walked behind her.
I marvelled at how her holes lined up at the perfect height to my cock and wondered why I'd only ever dated shorter girls. Maddy was perfect for me, in every way.
I pushed my cock inside her slowly, aware that while Maddy was now very used to being anally penetrated, she still had to stretch a lot to fit me in. "You're perfect, Maddy," I said in awe. "Everything about you."
I saw her look back at me in shock and then her cheeks reddened and she looked back ahead, breathing slowly as I bottomed out inside her. I slowly started to thrust in and out, applying more lube to make it easier for both of us. I watched, mesmerised as her stunning body took my cock. It fit inside her perfectly. Her legs, her ass, her whole body, was just perfection to me.
"You're made for my dick," I said firmly as I pushed deep inside her and held myself there. Maddy cried out but didn't reply, I felt she was loving the contrast between our rough, dominant sex and the love behind it. "Every part of your body turns me on," I added, running a hand along her back and then underneath to her pussy.
Maddy didn't respond so I took that as her way of saying she needed that anal fucking now. I duly obliged. With Maddy restrained and in a fixed position, I took advantage of being able to fuck her relentlessly, using her hole to give me pleasure in the way we both loved. I started to fuck her hard and deep, building up the pace as I got into a rhythm. I could tell Maddy was desperately trying to keep quiet but was fighting a losing battle. Her moans and words were starting to reach a high volume.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm such a slut, I love this so much," Maddy would cycle through a plethora of words and phrases as I fucked her. Every so often I had to slow down to stop myself from cumming. The combination of Maddy's behaviour, incredible body and tight hole, threatening to be too much for me.
At one point I pulled out to the tip and her hole stayed wide and gaping. "Fuck, I've left you gaping," I said in awe.
Maddy gasped and looked behind her. I saw her red face and sweat covered forehead. Her lips were red from biting them to keep quiet. "You've ruined me for anyone else," she said slowly. I knew she didn't just mean her ass.
"You've done the same for me baby." I said lovingly. "I'm going to fuck you until I cum now." I heard Maddy suck in a breath, immediately aroused. "I'm going to untie you so you can cum over being used like a whore."
Maddy shook her head and looked me in the eyes. "Use me until you cum, don't even think about my pleasure," Maddy said in challenge.
I nodded and pushed myself back in. "So be it," I said with a smirk.
Without hesitation I slammed into her, making her cry out. I started to fuck her hard and Maddy could no longer stop herself from being loud. I knew I wouldn't last long and didn't even try to prolong it, just taking her hole in the way that would give me the most pleasure. I squeezed her hips and used them as leverage to fuck myself into her. Maddy crossed her legs around me as best she could, giving even more of herself to me by losing any physical resistance she had to brace against my pounding. Immediately she started to scream and moan loudly.
"FUCK! FUCK FUCK!"
"RUIN ME!"
"YOU OWN ME AND I LOVE IT!"
And then as I felt my balls start to boil, she added, "I LOVE IT AND I LOVE YOU!"
I felt myself cum inside her as she said it and I was too aroused and overwhelmed to speak. I collapsed ontop of her as I filled her with cum and as Maddy moaned at the feel of my orgasm. I stayed ontop of her, kissing her shoulders and neck. I got off her as I felt myself going soft and reached over to get some paper towels before I slipped out. I held it in a wad against her as I slipped out. Maddy rolled over and took the wad from my hands, allowing me to clean my own cock.
"Hell of a way to tell you I love you," Maddy said with a rueful smile, not looking at me.
I felt bad as I knew what she meant, I'm sure she'd have preferred to have said it at any other time except during sex. I smiled and leaned down to kiss her lips gently. She barely returned my kiss.
"I'm not going to feel bad about that Maddy, especially because that's the best thing you've ever said to me. It even pushes you saying you wanted to give us a try, into second place." I said. Maddy smiled but still didn't look at me.
"We can either pretend you didn't say it or we can acknowledge you did and you can say it again when you're more comfortable," I said. I took her cheek in my hand and waited for her to look me in the eyes before continuing, "Either way, I feel the same."
Maddy smiled widely and I saw her eyes start to water. Trying to spare her further embarrassment I added, "Now go get cleaned up as I'm starving and need my Sous Chef here."
I saw her wipe her eyes as I turned away and she quietly muttered a 'fuck sake' with a chuckle as she walked off. By the time we both cleaned up and after Maddy joined me in the shower, it was late and we abandoned plans for Maddy's original dinner, going with a quick pasta dish instead.
"You should have spent less time kissing me in the shower," Maddy said shaking her head.
"You're right, I always forget kissing a whore always costs in some form," I countered dryly.
Maddy chucked a towel at me and laughed.
***
Wednesday evening I found myself indoors without Maddy and with nothing to do. Maddy had gone for drinks with Jane and wasn't planning to be home early. I liked the idea of an evening to myself where I could go to the gym, grab a takeaway and catch a football game on TV. Maddy was great with football and was trying to show a genuine interest but in the nicest possible way, she was incredibly distracting. Between asking me to explain certain things, generally looking sexy (without even trying) or having her feet on my lap while we watched the game and unknowingly reminding me my foot fetish definitely did now exist, I don't think I'd fully focused on a football game and zoned out in weeks. Then again, I was still reeling about Maddy's sex-driven confession. I hadn't stopped thinking about it and couldn't wait for the right moment to declare the same. It was way sooner than I'd ever felt like this with anyone. But Maddy was special.
I managed to watch the game and do some internet browsing on travel sites before Maddy returned. Hearing her open the door, I knew immediately that she was more than a little drunk and I smiled. She made her way in with a huge smile.
"There's my handsome man," she announced.
I chuckled, this could be fun. "Have a good time, gorgeous?"
She nodded. "Jane is super fun." She looked at me and then whispered dramatically, "We did shots."
I gasped, teasing her. "On a work night?!"
She walked over and sat next to me, looking at me with drunk, distant eyes. "I'm drunk," she said, almost surprised.
"Indeed you are," I said, chuckling and rising to get her some water and making her a bite to eat.
Maddy followed me into the kitchen as I handed her some water and made her some toast. She drunk the glass and then wrapped her hands around me from behind. "Aww my man takes care of me in every way," she said happily.
I chuckled, having fun and making mental notes to remind her of this tomorrow. "I hope you didn't say that to Jane!"
Maddy fell silent so I turned around suspiciously to find her going red. "Maddy!" I said. "What did you say?"
She stuttered, "Well, just, you know, I said I was ermm obsessed with you..." She trailed off but then sped up in response to my questioning stare, "Okay fine, I told her I'm your sub and we have crazy, kinky sex almost every day, happy?"
I knew from her look that she wasn't joking and despite my apprehension about Mark who had been my friend since childhood potentially finding out about my sexual kinks, her nervousness made my look falter and I smiled. "You are in so much trouble when you're sober," I said, giving her ass a light spank.
She pouted and smirked. "Oh no, has your Slut been a bad girl, Master?" I groaned at her teasing and added another mental note to remind her tomorrow.
"Very," I said, squeezing her ass. "She's lucky she's too drunk to be punished right now."Maddy looked at me with unreserved lust so I withdrew my hand, recognising I was in dangerous territory. "Eat your toast and then we'll get you changed."
***
I eventually got Maddy into bed, taking more effort and time than I expected to spend that evening. When my alarm went off the next morning it felt like I was raising the dead. Maddy just groaned and turned back over. Eventually I convinced her to get up and gave her a strong coffee.
"I'm never drinking again," she declared, believing her own lies.
I chuckled and replied, "Of course not, until next time."
Maddy looked at me with an anxious expression. "I'm sorry I told Jane," she said.
I let out a laugh, more in surprise than anything. "You remembered!" She nodded, looking guilty. "It's fine, honestly. I'd rather they didn't know about our sex lives, kinky or not, but it is what it is!"
I cuddled her and let her stay that way for a few minutes until the combination of the coffee and my reassurance woke her up some more.
"So you had a good time?" I asked.
"Really good, Jane's great fun!" Maddy said with a smile. They had already made plans to go for drinks again.
I let her get herself together and got ready myself. Maddy took so long to get ready she almost made me late. Eventually we did make it in and before parting, I asked her to see if she could work from home on Friday.
"Why?" she asked suspiciously. Before I could properly reply the doors to her floor opened and she got out. I sent her a text when I got to my desk and got started for the day.
Adam: Taking you away for a romantic weekend....
Maddy: Oooo really? Where?
Adam: I've booked out the crappy hotel on the edge of town. Thinking we could have kinky sex all weekend!
Maddy: You weirdo, we have kinky sex all weekend anyway! And i'm not putting my body on those sheets. Enjoy your party of 1, I'll definitely be working in the office then x
Adam: Fine, I want to take you away for an actual romantic weekend that I booked while you were getting drunk. It's a surprise. Please will you work from home on Friday?
Maddy: Well... since you're going to all that effort to get into my underwear, I can probably work from home.
Adam: You're too good to me!!
Maddy: If you think that now, I wonder what you'll say when I spend an hour on my knees later, apologising for having such a big mouth last night.
I had to put my phone down and cool off. Maddy was just too arousing to cope with, when she turned on the flirting. I felt my phone vibrate again.
Maddy: I bet you're trying to distract yourself now, focus in on your work, Mr Bigshot. Your slut is desperate to worship your cock.
I really couldn't resist replying, my rock hard cock wouldn't allow it.
Adam: I'm going to fuck your face so good later.
Maddy: Yes please! I may even put some make up on, I know you like it when I do...
I managed to get on with work for the rest of the morning and gathered Maddy must have been in meetings as it wasn't like her to give up so quickly with the teasing. I checked her calendar and saw it was blocked out for another few minutes. I decided to get in ahead of her with the teasing game before going back to my project plan. She replied almost immediately after her meeting ended.
Adam: Thinking about anything interesting in those meetings Mads?
Maddy: Just my boyfriend's big cock and how addicted I am to pleasing it. You been thinking of anything interesting?
Adam: Just my girlfriend's incredible body and filthy mind and how horny she makes me. Thinking I need to make her beg for my cock later. Given how desperate she seems to be for it, it could be fun.
Maddy: She'll beg for it, shamelessly.
Adam: What do you think she'll say?
Maddy: Hmm probably something like: Please, please can I have your cock in my slutty mouth Sir? I've been thinking about it all day and I'm desperate for it. So desperate I want to leave work early so I can have it sooner.
Adam: Sounds a bit tame for my slut, I'm sure she'll do better later...
Maddy: I hate you and I hate how much that message has turned me on.
I spent a lot of the day teasing Maddy as well as getting on with work. I made it so I could break and text her whenever I got a piece of work done. Surprisingly, this seemed to increase my productivity no-end and by the mid afternoon, I definitely could have got away early if I wanted to. Instead I made an excuse to Maddy that I need to work late so that she'd get home first. I ended up doing a lot of my planned work for Friday and thought that if Maddy worked in the car, we could probably get away with heading off at lunch.
When I made it home, Maddy was waiting for me in a little red lingerie set that barely covered anything. I could see the top of her pussy and even a hint of nipple spilling over her bra. It definitely wouldn't be something she could get away with on the beach!
"Do you like?" Maddy asked, leaning against the doorframe sexily.
I had already prepared myself for what I knew would be an incredible sight awaiting me when I got home and had resolved to tease her in a way that would match the way she was currently teasing me. She'd done her makeup and her hair was pulled back in the way that told me she was going to stick to her promise of giving me head. She'd even repainted her nails and hadn't bothered with heels.



"Yeah, you look good," I said, unenthusiastically. "Not sure I'm really feeling it though, busy day."
Maddy bit her lip, instantly getting it and I could see, becoming more turned on. It looked like I wasn't the only one who realised she enjoyed some light, safe humiliation as a kink.
"Please," she whispered breathlessly, "Let me take care of you?"
I took my coat and jumper off and then my shoes as Maddy stood watching. I moved towards her smiling at her and then when I got close and she thought I'd given in, I rubbed her side and smiled sympathetically, before walking passed and sitting on the sofa with my eyes closed.
I heard Maddy walk over and then felt her put her hand on my knee, leaning towards me and whispering in my ear, "Let me suck you off, you haven't got to do anything, I'll just give you head on my knees like a good girl." Maddy licked my ear before pulling away and not noticing the lip biting I'd just been doing to keep myself under control.
"I'm not sure that would be fair Maddy, you'd have to give me long, slow head for ages, probably until your jaw aches as that's the only way I'd be interested. And I'm not in the mood to have sex or do anything back," I said slowly. Maddy moaned shamelessly at that, she couldn't hide how much serving me in that way was turning her on. I was barely keeping the act together by this point, now completely aroused too.
"Please let me do that for you," Maddy begged. "Please. I want to worship your cock until you decide to cum. Anywhere you want. Down my throat, in my mouth, on my face, on my body, anywhere. Maybe it would help if I went and poured you a drink so you can relax while I take care of you?"
I nodded and Maddy left the room, giving me a chance to readjust my tight boxers and let out a deep breath. I wasn't really sure which one of us was being tortured now. Maddy returned carrying a glass of coke and a beer. I pointed to the beer and she leaned over me, her boobs inches from my face and the pleasant smell of her coconut shampoo washing over me. My mouth was dry so I took a sip. I looked Maddy over as I drunk and wasn't surprised, but was nevertheless incredibly aroused to see, a wet patch forming over her red thong.
"I'll turn the tv on too, so you don't even need to focus on me. You can just relax while I quietly please you."
Maddy walked to the tv, turning it on and took hold of the remote. "Crawl back to me," I said to her from behind. She paused for a second and I could have sworn I heard her moan but it was drowned out by the tv coming on. She turned to me and caught my eyes, showing a look of pure lust. She slowly moved to her hands and knees, crawling back to me.
It took barely a few seconds but it was as though I'd been teasing her for hours as when she got back to me, she looked up at me, body between my legs and pleaded with a level of desperation I was shocked by. "Please, please let me suck your cock. I'm actually begging you now," she said with a look of need and desperation.
I nodded and she sighed, kissing my cock through my trousers and then unzipping me. She pulled my trousers, socks and boxers off and surprising me still further, kissed her way up from my feet to my thighs and then ran her tongue along my groin and balls, licking underneath them and putting her tongue mere inches from my own ass, over a sensitive spot that made me gasp at her touch. She looked up at me and then went back to licking the same place.
"Would you like me to move further down?" She asked in a curious way. In that moment I knew she'd have no hesitation in rimming me. It was something I'd never done or thought about until then. I shook my head so she moved further up and took my balls in her mouth.
Maddy looked up at me and managed to non-verbally remind me of our little game. I tore my eyes away from my beautiful sub and look at the tv, turning it to the sports channels as she moved her mouth over my cock and took my head in her mouth, sucking it gently. Eventually I found a live match in a European league I had no interest in. Prompted by Maddy's lingerie, I decided to root for the team in red and spent the next few minutes trying to focus on the football when for all the world, I was desperate to focus on the blowjob Maddy was giving me.
She sucked me for the rest of the half, the adverts and the halftime show. I was honestly unbelievably horny, spending a considerable time shifting in my seat and surprisingly, had even built up a sweat. Maddy had so far licked and worshipped my cock, throated it and the drove her own face down repeatedly, fucking it into her throat without so much as a thrust from me. She alternated between her movements and a brief glance down at my cock when her mouth was around my balls, showed me it was coated in her saliva and leaking precum.
Deciding to push her further I said, "I'm not sure I'm going to cum tonight, I'm just not feeing it."
Maddy seemed to become wild with my subtle challenge and took my cock down her throat in one go, gripping my thighs and then fucking her own throat with my cock, making loud choking noises.
She released my cock from her mouth and looked up at me pleadingly. "Please cum for me Sir, I need it so bad I'll go all night." I knew then that she wasn't joking or playing.
In truth, it was becoming quite difficult to hold off. Maddy was excellent at giving head, by far the best I'd ever had, even though a couple of months ago she'd never even sucked a dick before. She knew how to really turn me on and learnt more of what I liked every time she gave me head. I took her ponytail in my hand and her face in the other as I started to feel my balls beginning to boil. I could imagine Maddy was taking a lot of pleasure in the change in my behaviour and I certainly felt the difference in the way she was now attacking my dick.
Before I started to see stars I said, "I'm going to cum on your face and I want you to make yourself cum before it dries."
Maddy gasped around my cock and went back to sucking me deep in her mouth and throat, pulling out to wank and suck me every few seconds. I stood up as I felt myself start to cum, pushing Maddy off me where she leaned back on her legs, looked up and closed her eyes with her mouth open, ready for it. I came hard, moaning loud and swearing in pleasure as I emptied a huge load onto her willing face. Her hand was in her thong but I was too distracted to see what she was doing. I let the last drop fall onto her tongue and then used it to clean my cock. I sat back down and watched her finger herself as she opened her eyes, looking at me.
Maddy's legs were spread and she was standing within reach, getting herself off as the cum started to dry. I decided then and there that I'd pay her back for what she did all those weeks ago. I moved my foot to her pussy and gently rubbed the top of it over her wet, thong- covered pussy. Maddy gasped and moved her hand away from her pussy, drawing it up to her clit which she rubbed while I used my foot to rub up against her covered hole. She then used her other hand to pull her thong out of the way which gave me unobstructed contact with her soaking pussy. I'd never, ever, known anyone to become so aroused by giving oral. Maddy was beyond soaked.
Losing herself in lust and the throws of her orgasm, she leant forward and started to grind her pussy against my foot, rubbing herself against it while she frigged her clit hard. I heard her gasp and her left hand squeezed my calf, her nails digging in as she came.
"Oh fuck," I said in amazement.
"Thank you," Maddy whispered, coming down from the high of her orgasm and moving away from my foot slightly to give her pussy a rest.
"For what?" I asked, confused.
"For making me cum like you did and playing like you didn't want it, so convincingly. Begging you for it really turned me on..." Maddy finished, tailing off, as she felt her face and sucked some of the drying cum from her finger.
"Thank you for being so confident with your desires, you never need to worry about me not wanting it, you're irresistible!" I said firmly. That led to a familiar blush from her.
"You know," she said thoughtfully, "there's not much I won't do or try if you want it. So have a think about your fantasies and tell me how I can make them happen." My mind spun off to fantasies I'd not thought were possible before Maddy. Threesomes, costumes, exhibitionism, impact play. I knew Maddy was up for trying the whole range.
Maddy rose and went to the bathroom to wash up. I followed her, feeling very close to her and never wanted to miss any moment where I could stare at her fantastic ass. I stroked it as she bent over the sink to wash her face. Before I knew it, she was bent over, gripping the edge of the bathtub as I ate her out from behind. She was back to being as wet as she had been, in no time. It was easy to shove my fingers into her, curling them slightly so I could rub her g-spot as I fingered her. I gave her pussy a long lick from her clit downwards, not stopping until I got to her ass where I proceeded to lick it.
Maddy immediately gasped and moaned out, "Oh fuck baby!"
Her breathing became shallower as I continued my joint attack on her pussy and ass. I shouldn't have been surprised to see how turned on it made her, given her love of anal sex and how much she loved being spanked. She came like that, without even playing with her clit.
"Oh my," Maddy whispered, her legs going weak leading to her moving to her knees and leaning her side against the bath. "I've never had anyone do what you do to me, everything is electric."
She leaned over and made to kiss me. I raised my eyebrows, reminding her where my mouth had just been. "I don't care," she breathed.
We kissed and Maddy pushed me onto my back, climbing ontop. She stroked me to hardness and then lined me up before lowering herself onto my hard cock which was definitely starting to become sore and spent. She rode me like that until her body was covered in sweat from the effort and from the two orgasms riding me drew out of her. I spent most of the time kissing her breasts and sucking her nipples or grabbing and spanking her ass. Her body was flushed, sweating and covered in light marks by the time she shook her head and indicated she wanted me on top. I flipped her over, only just slipping out and then lined myself back into her. I fucked her passionately as we shared a final orgasm together for the evening.
We stayed on the floor for a while before picking ourselves up, having a joint shower and making dinner together. By the time we'd done that, it was time for bed.
"We have been very kinky tonight," Maddy commented evenly as we cuddled together in bed later that evening.
I chuckled against her and kissed her shoulder. "I know, I'm exhausted."
"Good thing we're working from home tomorrow then," Maddy said and then paused before adding, "Are you seriously not going to tell me where we're going? How will I know what to wear?"
"Hmm good point," I conceded. "Okay," I said, pulling out my phone and bringing the large country home up. It had large grounds, sports facilities and a majestic looking room that I'd booked with an oak 4-poster bed.
Maddy took the phone from me and started scrolling through. "Fuck Adam, this is expensive! Amazing, but expensive," she said, now worried.
"It's fine, you're worth every penny and more," I said firmly.
"I love you," Maddy said with her back to me but turning around to look at me as she said it.
"I love you too," I said, without hesitation. In a way, it was the perfect way to declare our love for eachother. Casual, intimate, no need for a grand gesture.
***
We made the drive up to the hotel late the next day. It was 4 hours in total and I had offered to drive so Maddy could work for the rest of the afternoon. Annoyingly, we caught Friday evening traffic and didn't get there until 2 hours later than planned. It was entirely our fault though, as we didn't do any packing the night before and when we should have done so in the morning, we instead spent the time making love.
We spent a frantic lunchtime packing and I was surprised to see Maddy putting as much effort into deciding what sex toys to take as she was what to wear. Some of the kinkier items that we had bought in a shopping spree during the first couple of weeks of our relationship and yet to try, were now packed in my suitcase, 'just incase' the mood took us there.
Indeed, despite the stress of packing and the risk of running into evening traffic, we still thought it would be a good idea to spend half of Maddy's lunchtime with her face hanging over the bed and my cock fucking her throat while I used a large dildo we'd bought during that spree and had now found, to stretch and fuck her tight pussy. There was no way another man would ever be inside Maddy but we both loved when I used 2 or even all 3 of her holes, treating her like the whore she fantasised about being, and owning her holes.
It was no surprise when we pulled up that I was achey and tired from the drive, keen to unpack and shower. I let Maddy shower first as I honestly wasn't sure if I could stop myself wanting to do things with her and we had a reservation towards the end of serving time in the posh dining area. I'd specifically bought a dinner jacket knowing we wouldn't get in otherwise.
I took longer than normal in the shower, relaxing my aching body and knowing I'd still have time to kill when I got out. Maddy was sitting on the bed when I got out and I groaned seeing her, still naked, painting her nails with her long tanned legs stretched out across the bed. I walked over and ran my hands along her smooth legs before kissing the top of her feet. Unable to stop myself, I kissed her toes too and put one in my mouth, kissing it before putting her foot back down.
"I love it when you do that," Maddy admitted.
I smirked, "Now who's got the foot fetish?"
"Still you," she said laughing. "But it always reminds me of the first time we were intimate and how it just felt so different, even then."
I smiled, thinking back and then chuckled as she looked at me quizzically. "Nothing," I said honestly. "I was just thinking about my exes and how there's no way I'd have done that," I said, pointing at her feet.
She chuckled too. "So I should be lucky I've made you into such a weirdo?"
I laughed, she never made me feel bad, even when teasing me. "You said last night you wanted me to have a think about my fantasies... giving me a footjob would be one."
Maddy looked at me and bit her lip. "I told you I'd make anything happen if you wanted it and that's something I can definitely do. Pleasing you is probably my biggest kink," she admitted.
She rubbed her foot up my thigh and along my crotch, instantly starting to arouse me. I couldn't explain it but I knew this had developed because I found every inch of her sexy and attractive. There was something about this so-called taboo area being yet another way she gave me pleasure, that was really arousing.
I took her foot in my hand and held it against my cock, rubbing it along it slightly. Maddy let me do it and watched me with an expression I recognised as one that was leading to her arousal. I had to stop it here before we missed dinner. I kissed her foot and put it down and she got the hint.
I put some underwear and socks on before turning on the tv, allowing Maddy to get ready at pace. When her nails were dry and she started work on her makeup and hair, I took that as my cue to get ready too. She was keeping her hair up in a classy bun, with strands running down, drawing attention to her beautiful face. I helped her put on a necklace and watched her take a midnight blue dress off the hook. It was already a favourite even though she hadn't worn it yet as it felt soft to the touch and was sleeveless and strapless on one side, stopping just above her ankles. It created a really classy, sexy look, perfect for her tall frame. I put on my own shirt and trousers while she got the dress on and was done by the time she was ready to zip up. I noticed she hadn't bothered with underwear and there was a decorative layer of additional material along her chest that likely would hide her pierced nipples. I marvelled at how perky her tits were, holding the dress up as though she was in a push-up bra. She finished the look with elegant cream sandals that complimented her peach nails. The bracelet I got her dangled on her left hand as she took my face and told me again that she loved me.
"It feels good to hear you say that," I said with a smile and tearing myself away from her eyes so I could put my shoes on.
"It feels good to say it, even though its only been two months or so," she said.
We shut the hotel room door behind us and got in the lift to go downstairs. I couldn't stop looking at Maddy, she was breathtaking. I felt like I was utterly out of my depth, being with someone as amazing as her. At the same time, I knew we were perfect for eachother. She smiled as she caught me looking at her in one of the mirrors.
"Perv," she said.
"Not this time," I said quietly, without her hearing.
We were directed to the dining area from reception and made our way in to the sound of soft classic music in the background. Maddy had her clutch bag in one hand and my hand in the other as we were taken to our table. I ordered us an expensive bottle of red wine soon after we were seated and Maddy smiled at me, loving that I was pulling out all the stops to spoil her.
"I still take that seriously, you know? You saying you'd always remind me how good I have it. I know how good I have it," I said to her. She looked genuinely touched.
"Sometimes I can't believe I'm with a man," she said. "But if you keep treating me this well, I guess I can stay with you a little longer," she finished with a smirk.
We had a chat about nothing in particular until we came round to further Christmas shopping and the plans for the weekends ahead.
"Are you planning to take me to any other fancy retreats this year? Just so I can plan in some days off," Maddy joked.
I chuckled, "Well, not before Christmas, no!"
She took a sip of wine and then asked, "So... Christmas, what's the plan?"
I must admit I was confused at first. In my mind Maddy and I would be going up to spend Christmas with my parents. Maddy didn't have family in the country aside from some distance cousins so it made perfect sense. However, I now realised that I had spent the time assuming she'd now this, as though being psychic was another amazing talent she had.
"I am so sorry," I said, taking her hand and shaking my head. "I'd spent the last few weeks assuming you'd come up to my parents with me I forgot to even ask you if that sounded like a good plan."
Maddy smiled, clearly happy with that. "Sounds like a good plan to me!"
"Great, we'll stay in a hotel so we can have some privacy and they've got a beach nearby and that'll be fun!" I said, overcompensating
I proceeded to give Maddy an overview of the seaside village my parents now resided in. They'd done well off my Dad's retirement money and even though it was only a small cottage, it had a huge garden and was in a great location -- for a retirement town anyway. By the time our main course arrived, we were working out gifts and logistics, with me agreeing to call my parents later in the week to finalise Christmas plans.
We stayed at the table to finish our wine and then had a glass of whiskey each -- a dangerous combination that left us both feeling quite merry and certainly a little horny. When the bill was paid, we went and got another drink at the bar and found a quiet booth in the corner. I don't remember too much of the conversation but I certainly remember Maddy brazenly reaching over and grabbing my hard cock over my trousers.



We did leave soon after with an obvious desire to go back to our bedroom as soon as possible. I didn't take Maddy's hand and instead placed my hand clearly on her bottom as we walked out. Maddy made no attempt to move it and when we got to the lobby and passed reception, I saw her adjust her dress so that one of her pierced nipples was now pressing against the fabric, the outline clearly visible. While waiting for the lift to take us up, we moved close together and I put my hand on her breast, rubbing her nipple. She backed onto me and ground her ass against my crotch. We were looking at eachother in the reflection on the wall nearby which also mean we could keep an eye on anyone appearing. We were already lowering the class of the building through our antics over the last few minutes.
"You'd let me fuck you right here, wouldn't you?" I asked confidently.
Maddy exhaled and nodded, always loving when I pusher her limits.
"You'd please me even better knowing there was someone watching, wanting what I have."
Before she could answer, the lift doors opened and we walked inside. Maddy answered my comment with a passionate kiss and a plea to be fucked hard.
"When we get upstairs I want us to open the curtains and a window while I fuck you." I said firmly.
Maddy moaned, knowing some of the rooms had private balconies and guests were smoking downstairs. If she wasn't quiet, she'd be easily heard. When we made it into the room, we kissed hard and made our way over to the bed. We wasted no time with foreplay and instead took eachother's clothes off in record time. When we were both naked I told Maddy to go and do what I said in the lift. I watched her walk over with shaky legs, knowing she probably wouldn't be seen but finding the fear arousing nevertheless. Which she did it, I went to my suitcase and got out the gag we packed and a pair of handcuffs.
"Because I can't trust you to be quiet, I'm going to gag you. Then I'm going to cuff you to the poster and fuck you senseless," I threatened.
Maddy kissed me on the lips gently and with passion. "Ruin me for anyone else," she said sexily, almost challenging me with her tone.
I threw her on the bed and did as I said I would. I spent the next half an hour fucking her senseless, watching in awe at the amount of times her eyes rolled upwards in pleasure. Given she was gagged, I made sure she knew that tapping me on the arm twice would make me slow down and three times would mean I'd stop. Maddy loved every second of it and when she finally felt my cum inside her, she pulled at her restraints to try and get closer to me. Her pussy dripped of my cum and her juices as I pulled out and watched it run out of her well-fucked hole. When I un-cuffed her and removed the gag, she simply laid there, looking as spent as I felt.
"Are you okay?" I asked, concerned.
Maddy smiled at me brightly, looking content but tired. "I'm good, sore but in a really satisfied way," she admitted.
I nodded, that was certainly to be expected given what we'd been doing across the day. Maddy got up with shaky legs, cleaned up and used the bathroom. Our sleep preparations merged thereafter with Maddy also picking out a loose t-shirt after taking her makeup off. She settled in bed beside me and leaned into my chest as I started playing with her hair and generally just helped her relax and settle. She dozed off shortly after we'd turned the light off and kissed goodnight.
***
We woke up in time for breakfast which was certainly well needed to mend our slight hangovers and replace the energy we'd exhausted after leaving the bar. I took extra care with Maddy when she was getting ready, getting things out for her and brushing out her hair.
On the way down to breakfast, hand in hand, Maddy dryly quipped, "It's amazing how much energy you need to have to lay there and be fucked,".
I laughed at that and it was made even more funny by an older couple walking into the lift just as she finished speaking.
"Fancy a game of tennis later?" I asked, eager to stretch my legs. It had been a while since I'd played tennis and Maddy claimed to be quite good too.
"Sure," she said enthusiastically. She waited until we got out of the lift before adding, "about time I pounded you at something!"
I laughed out loud, drawing attention to us in the lobby. We spent all of breakfast trash talking eachother before I suggested we make it more interesting and bet on it. Maddy immediately agreed.
"But nothing sexual because let's face it, anything you want me to do if I lose, I'm probably going to want to do anyway," Maddy said evenly.
I couldn't argue with that. "Okay, the loser has to do all the washing, cook for the next couple of days... and drive home."
I'd just spent the last few minutes reminding Maddy how tired she already was along with being a touch hungover so I felt like this could be something I could gloat over her for days. I knew she was competitive so I wasn't at all surprised when she agreed.
We went back upstairs after breakfast, let our food digest and then got changed before heading down and renting a couple of racquets from the facilities area that also housed the spa and sauna. We spent a few minutes warming up and hitting balls casually to eachother. Maddy seemed to move pretty well so looked like she'd be a fun tennis partner. I'd played quite a bit in my teens and at Uni so could hit the ball pretty well and could serve properly too.
I served first over to Maddy, thinking I'd put a pretty good one over to her backhand. She returned it at speed down the line while I watched with my mouth hanging open.
"Lucky shot," Maddy said smiling.
By the 6th point, I was cursing myself for not asking why Maddy was so adamant she'd win. It was to the point where hitting it back to her enough to form a rally was an achievement.
"Maddy..." I said questioningly, letting her name hang there like she was in trouble. She always responded honestly when I did that, making me think she used to be Teacher's Pet at school.
"Well, I might, might have been playing junior tennis against my age group until I was a teenager," she said smugly.
"Shit," I muttered.
I managed to build up some form, aided by Maddy's growing tiredness towards the end, but she smashed me. It wasn't even close.
"I wish I'd thrown a foot massage into the bet now," Maddy said at the end, walking over to me as I'd sat down in exhaustion at the final point.
"I thought we weren't including things we'd do anyway?" I quipped, making her laugh.
"How about an actual massage?" Maddy suggested brightly.
I was happy to agree to that. We handed our racquets back and shared a shower in our room where Maddy washed me all over as a 'reward for not being a sore loser'. I returned the favour to the victor for a great game, and because I absolutely loved being close to her. We called down to reception and booked a couple of massages for an hour later, spending the time relaxing and recovering.
When we made it down to the massage area, we were greeted by a really pretty brunette who was a few inches shorter than us with a bright smile and a soothing voice that most masseuses are either born with or develop. Maddy went first and I couldn't help my mind drifting towards the two of them being alone in a different room. It was an extremely arousing thought so I had to keep it under control as I hung out around the pool area waiting for my turn. It had quite a lot of people around but the pool and spa area was sizeable so there was plenty of space.
I went back to the waiting area when it was time for my turn and Maddy left the room a few minutes later looking incredibly content and with a slight shine from the oils. She kissed me softly and walked towards the pool with her towel. I watched her walk off in her casual black bikini before drawing my eyes back towards the room while I waited for the room to be ready.
It was the kind of massage that I never knew I needed so bad until I had it. The time flew by and I rose from the table slowly, feeling relaxed and content. I thanked the Masseuse and headed out to the pool area to meet Maddy. I found her swimming in the pool, a blur of black and blonde and took a seat next to the towel I recognised as hers. I could see the occasional glances from the men around the pool, including some who were sitting with their partners or wives. I was getting used to it to an extent but any lack of subtlety would still annoy me.
Maddy climbed out of the pool a few lengths later and walked over, spotting me as she did so. When she got to me, she leaned over and gave me a slow kiss on the lips. The men looking over certainly got the message.
"How was your massage?" She asked, settling on the chair after drying herself with her towel.
"It was really, really relaxing and energising," I admitted. "Even though I haven't got the energy to actually do much now! Yours?" I asked.
"It was good too," Maddy immediately replied and then paused which made me look over questioningly. "She erm, definitely touched me in a few areas that weren't part of the massage."
My opened my mouth in shock, ready to protest but saw from Maddy's body language that I didn't need to. "You were okay with that?" I half-asked, half-stated.
"I think so. I'm not going to pretend it wasn't nice to be touched by a woman again, which I hope you understand. It was just subtle grazes but it felt good," Maddy said looking over apologetically.
I raised my hands, "Absolutely," I said. I did understand, she'd given up a part of herself to be with me and she'd done it willingly. I wasn't going to be a jealous dick about it.
She stared off and then on deciding what to say, looked around to check we wouldn't be overheard and said, "I have been thinking about, you know, bringing another girl into the bedroom every once in a while."
I raised my eyes, genuinely surprised. "I thought that was off the table at the same time we agreed I never wanted you with another man?"
"And I never want another man near me, more importantly," Maddy corrected me, to which I nodded. "I would love to be with a woman again in the future but quite honestly, I'm just not sure how I'd cope seeing her pleasure you. If I felt you'd enjoyed her more than me, I don't think I could come back from that," Maddy added.
I recognised just how much she was putting her heart on her sleeve and sought to reassure her and at the same time, find a way forward. "I guess in a similar way, I couldn't imagine you and another woman without me there. Blame Jess for that," I joked. "But maybe there are other ways forward. Maybe I could just watch or maybe I'm only intimate with you?" I suggested.
"Hmm," Maddy said thoughtfully, "Maybe that could work."
"Anyway, we haven't exactly got to the plan that out now unless the Masseuse gave you her number?" I said with a chuckle.
Maddy shook her head and chuckled back. "I think she was just copping a bit of a feel. I liked her doing it though, I liked the way I became a sex object to her," Maddy admitted, biting her lip and seeking to turn me on. She managed it easily.
"You are one kinky girl," I said with a wink.
We laid back on the lounger and rested. When I felt like my body was ready, I jumped in the pool and swam a few lengths. I wasn't a strong swimmer so I suspected if I had half as many eyes on me as Maddy had, it was because I was causing too much splash.
I finished my afternoon in the sauna, which Maddy was only able to join for a few minutes due to her nipple piercings becoming too hot. We went to the room and had another shower which became a quickie under the jets. I took Maddy from behind in a standing position as the water hit her back, running off her body over all of her intimate areas. I had my hand around her neck, squeezing the sides the way she liked it and with her getting off to the intensity of the fuck. I made sure to feel my way over her body, treating her like the sex object she craved to be that afternoon. I came hard on her ass and had her suck some cum from my fingers, not releasing her neck until my cum was all washed off.
I towel dried her myself, making sure she felt like the Goddess she was, no matter the sex we had. We had booked the restaurant for an earlier time that evening and we were both feeling like a steak dinner and another bottle of wine was called for. I let her get ready in the bathroom and snuck a few printed pieces of paper into my dinner jacket while in the bedroom.
I put another white shirt on and Maddy opted for a simple white dress that fell just above her knee with a slightly longer cut towards the bottom right of the dress. She kept her hair down today, freshly blow-dried with a slightly curl that sat over one shoulder. She looked like elegant perfection. I sometimes had to remind myself of the way she used to dress so casually at work and how, even then, I could never picture her wearing an elegant dress and heels. Times had certainly changed.
We made our way down, hand in hand as always and in a far less flirtatious, horny mood than we had been in every time we had been in the lift so far. There was a far more romantic vibe about our touch that evening. When we were seated, we didn't waste too much time looking at the menu, ordering our steaks as planned paired with a bottle of red.
I looked over at Maddy and smiled to myself. I was so unbelievably happy, it would feel quite nauseating to describe aloud. I was going to wait to surprise her at the end of the meal but couldn't wait. I pulled the papers out of my jacket pocket while Maddy was people watching so she didn't notice.
"So.." I said, drawing Maddy's attention back to me where she immediately noticed the paper and looked at me with a curious stare. "So, I convinced our department head to sign off on getting part of my promotion bonus early -- as in, some now and some at Christmas."
"Great!" Maddy said enthusiastically, thinking that was what I wanted to discuss. "Presents are all on you then."
I laughed, "No no, that isn't what I wanted to say, that just explains it. What I was trying to say was that maybe we shouldn't ship our Christmas presents to your family?"
Maddy looked at me somewhat perplexed. "Oh?"
By way of answer I handed her the papers I was holding and give her a minute to scan through. I watched as her mouth fell open in shock, looking up at me every few seconds as she read through the details. I did feel very pleased with myself, surprising her as I had, so I enjoyed watching her reaction.
"You're not serious?" Maddy said in shock.
"Very, it's all paid. Flights and a hotel so we can have our own space." I'd left out the price which was substantial but I got a really good last minute deal, all things considered.
"Wait, you've bought us tickets to Australia and a 5* hotel? Adam, I... thank you. I don't even know what to say." Maddy looked completely shocked and just stared at the tickets for a full minute.
Eventually she looked up at me, genuinely choked up and clearly deciding she had given up on words, stood up and kissed me passionately over the table.
"So this is what you meant when I asked if we had any more trips planned and you said 'not before Christmas'? I did wonder." Maddy reflected.
I laughed, "I snuck that through on a technicality. I'm sorry it's only for two weeks but I didn't think our work or my bank manager would allow for longer!"
Maddy had taken a few large gulps of wine, processing the news and almost spat her wine out at my poor joke. I blamed the wine -- there was no way someone as cool and classy as her found my constant Dad jokes this funny. She dabbed at her mouth as the steak arrived and we tasted it, sharing the same near-orgasmic reaction as we tasted it.
"You're kidding, right? I think it would have been another year before I could afford to go back. My parents keep offering to pay but I wanted to do it myself. It would have felt much more satisfying." Maddy said and then quickly added dramatically, "thanks for buying these tickets and leaving me unsatisfied, as always." Maddy followed it up with a deep sigh and the back of her hand against her forehead for added dramatics.
I laughed loudly and the table next to us scowled. Ignoring them, as clearly we were the ones enjoying our dinner. "You know me, I'm crap at taking care of you,"
Maddy rolled her eyes and then sushed me. "Okay, be a good boy and enjoy your dinner quietly while I tell my family and friends they'll be graced with my presence at the end of January."
"You're enjoying being dramatic, aren't you?" I asked rhetorically, with a chuckle. Maddy ignored me.
I loved watching Maddy so excited. All I wanted was to make her happy really and I took great pride in being able to make her this happy, even if it was showing an interesting bratty side. I finished my steak and the rest of my glass before pouring myself another and topping Maddy's up too.
I leaned over which drew Maddy's attention away from her phone and I beckoned her closer with a finger. "I'm going to have a talk with you later about your rudeness."
I let it hang there and watched Maddy's arousal start to become evident. "I'll make it up to you later," she replied leaning back and then brazenly gave a blowjob sign that the woman on the table beside us definitely saw.
"Finish your steak or you'll be in the kitchen washing dishes to pay for it," I said firmly, taking my assertiveness a step further, seeking to calm her brattiness.
"Yes Sir," Maddy said submissively and with a bite of her lip, putting her phone down and picking up her cutlery instead.
"Good girl," I answered back, moving away from her and leaning back against my chair, drinking my wine and taking her in.
When Maddy finished her meal, we ordered another cheaper bottle of wine, safe in the knowledge we could take it back to our room if we didn't finish it at the table. We also stretched to dessert, I went for the most chocolatey thing on the menu and Maddy going for some fruity dessert that I felt had no business being on the dessert menu.
"What are your parents saying?" I asked, giving her an excuse to check her phone as we drunk our glasses of wine. She hadn't touched it since she put it down earlier.
"I doubt they're up yet --" Maddy said and then with a huge smile, I could tell they were as she fell silent and read the messages on her lock screen.
She turned her phone around and showed me some of them.
Mum: That's wonderful news, we can't wait to see you!
Katie: OMG you're bringing a guy home, never thought I'd live to see the day.
There seemed to be a ton of messages from 'The Girlies' which looked like a groupchat with Maddy's Aussie friends who were, it seemed, already planning activities. I rather stupidly hadn't quite realised how full-on the two weeks would be.
And then another message appeared that added to my feeling of overload:
Katie: You two are gonna get married, even Mum agrees!
Maddy pulled her phone away in response to whatever expression I had on my face but in that moment it could have been anything.
"Shit," Maddy said with a hint of panic. "Ignore her, she's just winding me up."
"It's all good," I replied reassuringly, taking her hand in mine. "None of those messages freaked me out, especially that one. But I am starting to see we'll have a very busy two weeks!"
I felt Maddy relax at my answer and she agreed with my suspicion. We finished the bottle of wine slowly, Maddy spending half her time on her phone and even I got my phone out to catch up with things. We were one of the last ones in the restaurant and it must have looked like we weren't having a good time to an outsider, watching us spend all our time on our phones but infact, we both left in extremely good spirits.



When we got to the lift, Maddy put her phone away and kept it there, giving me her sole focus, which I was very touched by given the circumstances. When we got back to the room we both undressed and Maddy took her makeup off. She barely wore any, in truth, often just mascara and lipstick.
I got into bed and turned on the tv while Maddy wondered about, sorting herself out. I settled for watching an action film that was halfway through and in the middle of a big action scene when Maddy joined me, kissing me on the lips. Without any hesitation, she pulled back the covers and took my cock out of my boxers before I could even ask what she was doing. She then took my cock in her mouth and started to lick it appreciatively, moaning around it as she did so.
"Maddy, you really don't have to," I said awkwardly, already under the influence of her talented mouth and unsure if I did actually want her to stop.
Maddy took my cock from her mouth and continued to stroke it. "One day you're going to realise how much I love pleasing you and let me do this whenever I want without feeling guilty or reminding me I don't have to. I'm perfectly capable of turning you down if I don't want it, Mister." Maddy said casually but in a way that made it very clear that I needed to stop thinking I was taking advantage of her too much. "I said I'd apologise for being a brat earlier and now I am."
I sighed and leaned back against the pillow, losing myself in the sensation of her blowjob and the heightened feeling I was getting as I relaxed and looked up at the ceiling.
"Good," I heard her say, "let me take care of you. And by the way, the way you put me back in line earlier was really hot."
She went back to sucking my cock and didn't relent until I came a few minutes later, keeping me in her mouth until I grew soft and then making sure I was thoroughly cleaned before she put my cock back in my boxers. I'd done nothing but yet I felt completely spent. Maddy came back up alongside me and curled into me as I cuddled her into my little spoon, kissing the top of my head.
"I'm lucky to have you," I said honestly.
"Says the guy flying me to Australia so I can see my family," Maddy laughed. "Seriously though, I know we're nowhere near marriage yet but I hope we get there."
"Me too Mads," I said, "Me too."
***
Maddy hadn't let me forget I lost the tennis bet which meant I spent the first couple of days when we were back making the dinner and doing the washing, cursing Maddy for lulling me into a false sense of security about her tennis skills. We maintained a really good routine over the next few weeks where we made sure we had some time apart given we lived and worked together and often socialised together too. We'd go to the gym together and separately, often based on who was working from home on a particular day. Maddy saw Jane a couple more times over the following weeks as well as friends from work. I did the same with my friends and the guys had made plans to meet up a few days before Christmas with Maddy and Jane joining us.
With Christmas the following week, our company had a big Christmas party where Maddy and I officially told our friends, under an oath of secrecy lest we shorten our time at the company further still, that we were together. We hoped it would have led to much more shock and chatter than it had. As Maddy's drunk friend in the team, Chloe, put it:
"It looked like you've been together for most of the year, only difference seems to be he's getting to put his dick inside you now."
My work friends were not as blunt but there were still lots of knowing nods as though they suspected it all along. All in all, Maddy and I were pleased it had such a low-key reaction, mostly because the gossip was unlikely to spread too much that way. For appearances sake with senior managers at the party, we kept ourselves very professional.
When we got home Maddy cuddled into me the second we got home. "That bad?" I asked sympathetically.
"I'm in so much pain Adam," Maddy said, letting herself go after keeping it together for the evening.
"I'm sorry baby, why don't you go get changed and lay in bed, I'll fix you up a nice hot water bottle," I suggested with a warm smile, trying to offer her some comfort.
She nodded and we went in separate directions, worry filling me again faster than I could fill the hot water bottle. Maddy's periods over the last couple of months had suddenly become pretty awful, this month even worse than last. I was adamant she needed to get it looked at as I was sure it was related to the contraception. She'd managed to get an appointment in just before Christmas.
Normally she'd be quite low energy for a few days but would generally be fine. Now she was in pain for a prolonged time leading up to her period and then for a few days after as well. She had even lower energy than normal and really low mood. I walked into bed a few night earlier after staying up a bit later than Maddy to finish a movie, and found her crying. Rushing over to ask what was wrong she admitted she hadn't felt horny in days and was becoming extremely concerned. For someone with a sex drive as high as Maddy's I could imagine this felt rather alarming.
I held my tongue given the state she was in but we had our first argument the next morning when I asked Maddy if she had faked being horny a couple of nights earlier when she gave me head before sleep after spending a few minutes beforehand turning me on. She nodded, not looking at me.
I kept my voice as normal as I could but told her firmly, "Maddy, never do that again. Seriously. You've made me feel like I've taken advantage of you and that is a really shit thing to think I've done to the woman I love."
Maddy cried again which was totally unlike her and we later said that was definitely the point where we knew Maddy needed to see the Doctor.
"I'm sorry," she said, pulling herself together. "I know it's irrational but I'm just stupidly worried you're not going to put up with me if this is what happens every month."
I spent the rest of the morning comforting her to the point we both ended up having to work from home and Maddy wouldn't go on camera for the first couple of meetings until her puffy eyes calmed down. Things improved dramatically after that and I made sure to increase my hugs and fussing of her so she felt as loved as she was.
***
As bad luck would have it, Maddy's period finished a couple of days before her appointment so all she had to go on was a description of her symptoms and her mood. Thankfully the Doctor shared her concern and sent her to a woman's health clinic the following day, which happened to be Christmas Eve. We had planned to go up to my parents on the 23rd but now couldn't so we called the hotel to cancel the night and let my parents know we'd be up the following day in time for dinner.
I went with Maddy to have the contraceptive device removed from her arm and have a scan. The lady who did the scan was extremely friendly, assuring Maddy there'd be nothing to worry about. I drove Maddy home and let her have a nap for a couple of hours before we left, having packed the night before and that morning, unusually for us.
When we were a few minutes away from my parents, I sensed Maddy starting to become nervous from the way she kept checking herself in the mirror and shifting around.
"You've got nothing to worry about Mads, they already love you." I said reassuringly.
"Yeah but they've met Jen, what if they like her more?" Maddy said. It was the first time she'd ever actually compared herself to my ex in any way or even mentioned her, as far as I recalled.
I squeezed her thigh briefly before putting my hand back on the gears to slow down around a corner as we approached their road, the coast just a little further down.
"Maddy, they're going to love you. And they're going to see how I am with you, how different I am when I'm with you and even just the way I look at you. Even I know I look at you differently," I said honestly.
We parked up along their drive and Maddy took a deep breath before getting out. They were clearly looking out for us as the door opened while we were walking up the drive. My Mum let out a loud greeting and I hastened to make the intros before she got carried away. My Dad was quite a bit older and much more stoic so I didn't have the same worry though he still greeted us warmly.
"Mum, Dad, this is Maddy. Maddy this is Susan and Charlie."
Maddy went to shake their hands but my Mum ignored her, pulling her into a hug instead. My Dad shocked me and did the same. I even got a turn and then we followed them in, me giving Maddy's hand a brief squeeze. It was reasonably warm out despite the time of year though it was extremely windy given the location.
"I'm always sad when it doesn't snow at Christmas, it doesn't feel right," my Mum said as we went into the kitchen and sat at the dining table while tea was made for us.
"Well in Aus, it's always the height of summer, that feels even weirder." Maddy said smiling.
"You know, Charlie almost moved out there in his 20's long before we met, you might never have been born," my Mum said casually while my Dad nodded at her casual retelling of my potential erasing from existence.
"It's true, I just felt this pull to go out there, all my friends were going though most came back a few years later so I guess I made the right choice," my Dad said.
"Ermm, you met a girl 12 years younger than you a few years later," my Mum said sternly, "I should think so!"
We all laughed, my Mum certainly kept my Dad young, he didn't look like he was in his early seventies. It was weird at first, being in school with a Dad who was far older than the others -- my Mum had me relatively late in comparison to the other Mum's which made him relatively ancient but over time it didn't really bother me.
We made small chit chat, my Mum taking a clear strategy to make Maddy feel relaxed and at home. She even took her on a tour of the house and the sizeable garden they both spent their days tending to. My Dad and I stood finishing our teas by the back door as my Mum talked Maddy through their spring gardening plans as though they were designing a new house.
"So," my Dad said, breaking the silence quietly so that his voice didn't carry, "This is pretty serious, eh?" He said, wiggling a finger between Maddy and I.
I nodded. "I'm going to marry her," I said, looking at her feigning interest in the garden and knowing without doubt it was true.
"When you know, you know," my Dad responded in his usual short manner.
A little while later Maddy and I made a few trips out to the car, bringing the presents in as well as some food we'd ordered in for Christmas dinner so we could contribute. My Mum kept smiling at us across the evening, leading me to believe my Dad had told her what I said. My suspicion was confirmed when Maddy excused herself to the bathroom.
"So.. marriage hmm?" She whispered over to me.
I put my hand up indicating she should calm down. "I'm not planning to propose for a while yet Mum and who knows if she'll even say yes."
My Mum laughed loudly enough for Maddy to hear it on the other side of the house. "You must be joking dear, you must see the way she looks at you?" I did feel my cheeks reddening.
Maddy returned shortly after asking what was so funny. My Mum replied in a beat, "You know Adam and his little jokes," she sad.
"Yeah I do," Maddy replied, looking at me lovingly with a big smile on her face.
'See' my Mum mouthed behind her back.
We stayed to watch a Christmas movie and then left just after 10pm, making the short drive to the hotel to check in. The enthusiastic receptionist handed us a piece of paper advertising the special Christmas breakfast they were serving in the morning. She left us to it and we spent the next few minutes bringing our cases up from our car as well as the presents we got for eachother.
We unpacked a little and then got out the Prosecco we'd brought over, pouring it into a couple of the hotel glasses.
"To our first Christmas together," I said, cheersing Maddy.
We shared a sip and then Maddy put her glass down, reached around the back of my neck and kissed me hard and passionately. I instantly felt my arousal growing and put the glass down carefully before taking her in my arms and kissing her back passionately.
"I've been wanting this all afternoon," Maddy said, grabbing my dick over my jeans.
We unzipped eachother's jeans and took our tops off, foreplay not even under consideration after it had been this long. I pushed Maddy back onto the bed and got ontop of her, kissing her again and taking off her bra. She took my boxers off and then lifted herself up so I could pull down her knickers exposing her shaved, wet pussy.
Maddy's contraceptive pills wouldn't start working for a few days so we picked up condoms earlier in the day. Both of us laughed at the fact we'd never actually had sex together with a condom on before. I got off her to go and get one and when I turned around, Maddy was gently fingering herself.
"Let me suck you for a bit baby," she said.
I knew it was partly because giving me head always made her wet and she wanted to be as aroused as possible before I entered her, given it had been a while. She made no indication to move however and beckoned me over and ontop of her. She nodded when I positioned my cock over her face with my knees either side of her face. From there she was effectively stuck in position with no way to move if I started to fuck her face. She'd just have to take it. The thought turned me on even if I wasn't in that mood and made a mental note to try that at a later date. Instead, Maddy held onto my lower back and asked me to slowly fuck her mouth. I did so, each time coming out of her mouth covered in her saliva, making my cock extremely wet.
When we both agreed I was hard and wet enough, she said, "Stretch me out without the condom, please, I want to feel you again."
I couldn't refuse that and moved away from her mouth, lining myself up with her now dripping pussy and entering slowly. Maddy felt incredibly tight, hot and wet. I made her gasp as I pushed my way in slowly but firmly, just how I knew she liked it. We looked into eachoher's eyes as I slowly started to fuck her, enjoying the closeness and intimacy that we'd missed. I held her cheek in my hand as I fucked her, occasionally kissing her. She started to feel so good, I nearly forgot to put a condom on.
I pulled out reminding Maddy who nodded and followed me off the bed, getting on her knees to suck me and taste herself as I opened the wrapper and put it on. It had been quite a while since I'd worn a condom and found it quite strange at first, especially as I could feel the difference in my sensitivity. Maddy bent over the bed, inviting me to take her from behind, which I duly obliged.
"I forgot how thick you are," Maddy gasped. "You fill me up so good."
"I forgot how perfect your pussy is for my cock," I replied, squeezing her ass cheek as I pushed in deeper and bottomed out with my balls slapping against her pussy. "Your pussy was made for my cock," I said with lust.
"Mm fuck yes it was baby, it was made to please you like I am. So fucking enjoy me!" Maddy said passionately, really switching it on with my cock deep in her.
I started to thrust in and out and knew immediately I was going to last awhile with the condom on.
"I'm going to ruin your pussy all over again," I said, reaching under and lightly slapping her clit as she did so, making Maddy moan.
"It's yours to ruin, make my pussy loose for you baby," Maddy moaned.
I picked up my pace, developing a rhythm that was spurred on by Maddy's moans and the slapping of my balls on her pussy. Maddy started to scream over my relentless pace, grabbing a pillow and moaning into it. I slapped her ass a couple of times whenever she started to get too loud, knowing our walls were likely to be considerably cheaper in the budget hotel. I heard the telltale signs of Maddy starting to quieten her moans down, losing the ability to be vocal as she approached orgasm.
"Cum over being my fucktoy, you know that's what you're made for," I said to her, moving her orgasm along with dirty talk. "You've needed this cock in you for years, that's why you're so satisfied now."
"Oh god yes, I'm so satisfied," Maddy whispered. "You've made me your whore and given me everything I need."
I reached around her legs and started to rub her clit as Maddy started to squeeze the sheets and rub against my hand.
"Look at you humping my hand like a shameless whore, you're lucky I know how to treat you," I said, finishing that last part with a slap to her pussy that made her gasp and buck against my hand.
I had fully stretched her pussy by this point, easily pumping my big cock in and out of her, my balls wet with her juices. I pushed down firmly on her back and increased the power of my thrusts, knowing I'd only be able to keep going at this intensity for a short period and gambling it was enough to push her over the edge into a strong orgasm. I was right, as she came hard against me, her body tensing as I felt her pussy contract and then flood my dick. I kept pounding her, even as I tired, intending to force out another.
"Enough," she gasped, begging me.
I ignored her and kept fucking her, starting to slow down but just enough in the tank that when I did slow down she was well on the way to another orgasm, gripping the sheets and moaning incoherently as I slowly drew out another orgasm, almost as strong as the last. I didn't feel too close to cumming so pulled out and turned her exhausted body over. She looked up at me with a satisfied smile. I kissed her as I moved two fingers down towards her pussy and fingered her. I worked another one in and started to finger her, moving my fingers around to keep her hole stretched and trying to stretch it still further. I moved my 4th finger in and she looked down at it, eyes wide but making no move to stop me. I got all of my fingers in her and was able to fuck her with my hand slightly, both of us exchanging expressions of shock and lust.
"Four fingers in your cunt, Maddy." I said, as though it was just an observation.
"I'm such a whore," she gasped, loving it.
I fucked her with my fingers a bit longer and then moved down her body, lining my cock up with her gaping pussy. I slid in easily, both of us noticing that, leading Maddy to moan over it. I started to fuck her hard immediately, not building up to it as there was no need. Maddy took it and wanted more, wrapping her legs around me so I could give it to her harder.
"You're going to be so sore in the morning," I told her in between breaths, really tired now.
"I deserve it, whores should be sore from pleasing their Master," Maddy said back, equally breathless.
I pulled her hands up behind her head and held them down, keeping at it until I felt my balls start to boil. Maddy helped me along with dirty talk.
"I never want a tight hole again, I just want it loose for you to have whenever you want it."
"I want your initials over my pussy, I never want to forget you own it."
"I want you to tattoo whore on my body so everyone knows what I am for you."
Her relentless, filthy talk sent me over the edge and I pulled out, ripping the condom off and wanking myself over her body. "Cum where you want to brand me," Maddy said, now frantically rubbing her clit, aroused by her own dirty talk.
I came hard on her stomach and down to just over her pussy, marking her all over. She came as my cum dried on her body and I collapsed next to her, spent.
"I'm actually crazy for you as I think I might have meant that," Maddy admitted, holding back a laugh as she breathed in deeply.



I had clearly caught my breath quicker as I did manage a laugh. "You're going to be the death of me Maddy."
"Only once you put a ring on it though," she added.
I kissed her passionately until she pulled away, still out of breath. I pulled her up for a shower to clean our sweating bodies and then we got back into bed, totally spent.
***
I don't remember either of us setting an alarm or falling asleep but I woke up slowly, checking the clock on the side table and seeing it was just after 9, well in time for breakfast. I blinked a few times trying to work out why I felt strange. I realised, looking down that Maddy was at my waist, my cock in her mouth.
"I wondered how long it would have to take for you to wake up and realise," Maddy said with a chuckle. "Merry Christmas baby,"
"You are insatiable," I said with a laugh. "But I'm really sorry, I need the loo!"
Maddy got off me with a dramatic sigh and said to my retreating back, "I couldn't even enjoy my Christmas present properly!"
I laughed and shut the door, needing to wait a few minutes for my erection to subside before I could do anything. When I came back out, I playfully attacked her as we wrestled for control. She started to put effort into pinning me down and getting ontop so I doubled my efforts, now determined to win. After sone more rolling around,. I won and pinned her down again.
"This is becoming familiar, are you just letting me win?" I teased.
She shook her head, starting to become aroused. "I was trying to win," she whispered, trying to break free.
"Don't bother," I said smirking. She ignored me and tried to wrap her toned legs around me to spin me over. I resisted.
"Who's in charge?" I asked her, watching her bite her lip.
"You are," she said lustily.
"Good girl," I said, letting her hands go and kissing her. She kissed me back with passion until I broke it off and told her to get ready for breakfast before they stopped serving.
She looked at me, ready to suggest an alternative plan but then thought better of it when she saw my firm look. We got ready, Maddy shooting me suggestive glances and making sure I had a full view of her body as she got dressed. I held firm but raised my eyebrows as put on a tight tank top over her bra, the kind she normally only wore to bed and certainly not one she ever wore out.
"Is this one okay or shall I change it?" She asked innocently, seeking to get a rise from me.
Deciding to push her I replied, "It's good but the bra needs to come off, the top's far too tight to your chest."
Maddy looked at me, shocked and torn. She could either stop the game or play it. We were at a crossroads. Slowly, as though weighing up whether she should go through with it with every movement she made, she pulled her t-shirt up exposing her flat tanned stomach and took her bra off, chucking it on the bed with a finality that told me she had chosen the road she wanted to go down.
"Great, now let's go and eat," I said as though nothing unusual had happened, offering her my hand and opening the door. She walked over to me, tight top doing nothing to hide her piercings and her nipples hardened further under my gaze.
We went down to reception and followed the signs for the buffet breakfast. A member of staff showed us to our table and brought the coffee cups over, doing his best not to look at Maddy's chest. We were used to men sneaking glances at her and often Maddy wouldn't even notice anymore but she seemed hyperaware now.
The breakfast area was mostly empty, as I expected it would be so late into the morning on Christmas Day. People were probably heading on to family or else upstairs opening presents. Maddy and I didn't need to be at my parents until lunchtime so we had time to kill.
"Why don't you get us a couple of coffees from the machine," I suggested evilly.
Maddy looked at me, wishing me a painful death but at the same time, betraying a look of excitement as she rose and turned away, walking over to the machine. There were only a couple of people sitting down and they had their back to her as she walked. There were a few more at the buffet tables. I knew carrying two cups of coffee would open her body out in such a way that her chest would be on show with the added bonus of it being in the direction of people watching her. I sat and watched her press the button for the two coffees with her back to me and then take a deep breath and turn around, carrying the coffees back. I had a straight-on view of her flat stomach and perky, pierced nipples behind her top, as did a number of the guests. She walked back to the table slower than I think she'd have liked, keen not to spill the coffee. It allowed a couple of the men to take longer, lingering looks as she walked passed and sat down, putting my coffee in front of me.
"Thank you gorgeous," I said casually, having a sip. "Shall we get some food now?"
Maddy nodded and we made our way to the buffet table together. I piled my plate with eggs and bacon, ignoring the fact that my Mum would be making enough for 10 when the 4 of us ate later. Maddy also filled her plate, making me laugh as she had no idea what was coming to her at lunch.
"What," she said, "a girl's gotta eat!"
I shook my head, letting her know what to expect for food later. She shrugged and reminded me that I'd worked up an appetite in her from the night before. We sat down and Maddy took her phone out to see her Christmas messages, I did the same while shovelling eggs into my mouth. I got Christmas messages from all the usual suspects, which I replied to in turn. Then to my surprise, I saw one from Jen. It looked to be one of those blast messages that she had sent to all her contacts. I debated if I should reply. We wasn't on unfriendly terms so I sent her a cheerful response. To avoid opening any cans of worms at a later date, I told Maddy about it who simply nodded without any negative comment, as though it was no big deal. I had never got the vibe that Maddy was the type that was jealous about exes so I let it be, hoping that would be the end of it.
I finished my food a few minutes later and drained my coffee. Maddy saw me put the mug down and bit her lip, debating whether to ask something. She opted to text it, nodding towards my phone which I looked down at and waited for the message to come through.
Maddy: I want to get you another coffee...
Adam: And you want to be told to...
Maddy read my message and gave a subtle nod.
"Go and get me another coffee please Maddy. Can you make sure it's not half full this time?" I said calmly, even though I felt myself being aroused already.
She did as she was told without comment, making a slow walk to the coffee machine. I sent her a quick message while she was walking away that she could read when she got back. This time I watched her fill my cup almost to the top, walking back slowly to stop it spilling and trying not to make eye contact with anyone staring at her.
When she got back, her hands were shaking from the adrenaline. I nodded at her phone and she picked it up after putting my coffee down, giving me a close-up view of her chest.
Adam: I'm not fucking you when we get back upstairs even though I know you're soaked.
Maddy looked at me and if possible, seemed to become even more aroused. She nodded, accepting it. I only had a couple of sips of the coffee before we went back to the room, my hand openly on Maddy's jean-covered ass. I felt her up from the front when the lift door closed, feeling how wet she was. Maddy spread her legs and let me touch her, breathing deeply as I did so. I moved my hand up to her breast and felt it just as the lift door opened. Maddy looked beyond me to see if anyone was waiting to get in. If there was, they'd have seen me openly touching her. There wasn't anyone on this occasion and we stepped out.
"Shall we open presents first or do you want to call your family?" I asked, changing conversation.
"Maybe my family actually, as it's been Christmas all day for them already."
I laughed, "Deal."
Maddy got changed into something more appropriate before she video called her Mum on her phone and wished them Merry Christmas. To our shared dismay, her family were out in the garden having a bbq on Christmas Day. They hadn't sent her any presents, like us they were waiting until we got there. But they did send us a card with a cheque for Maddy to 'enjoy January sales' which Maddy opened while on the phone. I had a brief chat with them too and then we said goodbye.
"Okay my turn," Maddy said, putting the phone to the side and getting my Christmas card out of the bag. We swapped cards and Maddy grinned and blushed appropriately at my well-meaning romantic words and well wishes for the year ahead. Her message in my card put mine to shame.
Adam,
I'm so in love with you, I don't even know how to describe it. It feels cliché to say but I truly don't think I'd experienced real love before you. You've helped me to discover myself and never once judged me for it.
I can't believe its only been a quarter of a year. The idea of feeling this way all through the next year and years afterwards, feels overwhelmingly exciting.
Merry Christmas baby.
Yours, in every way,
Mads xxx
I re-read her card and had the biggest grin on my face. I looked up at her, speechless.
"I know," she said smugly, "that's why I work in PR."
I laughed at that and leaned over to kiss her. Then it was the presents and yet again I felt I had massively underwhelmed. Maddy had bought me a brand new silver watch, with gold detail. It was a 'proper watch' which I'd once mentioned preferring, and not one of the digital ones. I matched her with the jewellery, buying her diamond stud earrings and raised her with gift vouchers to her favourite store. Maddy took my gift vouchers and presented me with 'sex vouchers'. These were coupons that she had made herself that I could cash in whenever I wanted.
I flicked through the bunch. Things like 'I want to fuck your throat', 'I want a footjob', 'I want you to dress up in X outfit for me' and 'dealer's choice' were frequent occurrences in the book of vouchers.
"Keep going," Maddy urged, even as I stared over at her in shock and undisguised lust.
Other vouchers towards the back included a couple of: 'I want you to wear an anal plug all day', 'I want you to be my slave for the day' and then at the back, there were two final vouchers:
'I want you to bring a girl back home for us to have sex with'
'I want to bring a girl back and have you watch me fuck her'
I looked up at Maddy in disbelief. She blushed hard but didn't shy away from it. "I'm not completely ready for that last one yet but maybe one day it'd be hot watching you treat someone like you treat me," she said dreamily.
I leaned over to kiss her though this time it was a very different kiss, filled with passion and horniness. She grabbed my cock, clearly wanting in her, which cleared my lust-filled brain.
"Not yet," I said, shaking my head. She pouted in protest.
I kissed Maddy some more, continuing to arouse us both as we got hot and heavy to the point where we were practically dry humping eachother. I pulled off her with some difficulty, both of us breathing deeply and Maddy's hair a mess.
"We had better get ready," I said, checking the time.
Maddy sighed but agreed. I got changed into a smart-casual shirt and Maddy put a thick jumper on which complimented her jeans and then her black boots. Before long we were ready to go. I wisely called my Dad to come and get us, knowing we'd have a few drinks by the end of the day and would need a taxi back by the evening.
When we got there, we were greeted by the smell of roasting lamb and Christmas songs on the radio. Maddy and I had recently discovered our favourite Christmas song was 'Fairytale of New York' and we took great pride in duetting it to eachother whenever it was on. We held back when we first heard it at my parents but by the end of the day, filled with food, wine and spirits we joyfully sung it when we next heard it.
My parents had got us another weekend away, where I jokingly voiced alarm at needing to top the last one.We bought them a range of stuff for the house and garden, little bits I'd made notes on whenever they complained about needing new ones across the last year. That included a new kettle, bbq and vacuum cleaner.
As expected, my Mum's dinner was massive and we had plenty of leftovers for boxing day lunch as well as dinner after the drive home. On Christmas Day evening, despite the way Maddy and I had started our day, after the food, alongside a lot of alcohol and dessert, we couldn't even contemplate the idea of having sex. Instead we laid on our backs on our respective sides in bed, moaning in discomfort as we watched a late night romantic comedy set at Christmas.
We slept in on Boxing Day, missing breakfast altogether and driving to my parents house, we enjoyed yet more food there before taking home tons more. We said our goodbyes, promising to visit soon and I drove us back this time which allowed Maddy to fall into a food coma most of the way.
We were working during the week leading up to the new year but as most people had taken extended leave, it was extremely quiet. Maddy spent a glorious afternoon on her knees under the table, quietly giving me head while I mostly pretended to work. I returned the favour with urgency later that evening, not letting her up until I had eaten her through multiple orgasms.
Maddy's contraception kicked in just before the new year. We spent most of New Year's Eve in bed having all kinds of hot sex without a condom between us. We were at various times across the day fucking relentlessly, making love, laughing or laying beside eachother panting. I'd managed to put three loads inside her before we finally agreed we had better get up and change the bed before getting ready. Maddy wanted a long bath so she could soak and properly shave for the evening. We'd booked Vincenzi's in town again and I had the pleasure of seeing Maddy in a black cocktail dress that would leave me lusting over her all night.
When she was ready to leave, in black strapped heels with her bracelet, diamond earrings and necklace, I felt massively underdressed, despite wearing a shirt, trousers and dinner jacket. We both made our way over in long coats to protect from the cold, Maddy doing an excellent job of not letting the temperature get to her. When we got to the restaurant and were shown to our table, I could have sworn everyone nearby watched me take Maddy's coat off and watched her shake her hair loose so it flowed down to her shoulder blades. She was saving her next haircut for a few days before our holiday but you never would have guessed she'd done her hair at home, sitting on the edge of the bed ignoring my casual stroking of her back and stomach.
As we knew we would, we had a great meal and spent some of the conversation reflecting on what was an incredible year. It was crazy for both of us to think that we might never have been here at all if Maddy hadn't mentioned needing a place to live in that one specific team meeting. I didn't believe in fate and neither did Maddy but we both agreed that we believed in luck. We made our way back home a little while before midnight and we poured some champagne as we sat on the small balcony chatting and waiting for the fireworks. We weren't underwhelmed when we saw the fireworks in the distance as well as on the tv in the living room for good measure.
New Year's Day found me cashing in the first of my vouchers. Maddy smirked as I handed her it from my bedside table, which is where the book now sat for safe keeping. Soon after I was getting my first footjob, Maddy on her back using her dancer's flexibility and poise to run her feet over my hard cock while she slowly teased her clit and I stood over her, enjoying the sight. It felt very intimate and it reminded me just how sexy my Goddess was in every way, but it didn't do as much as I thought it might for me and I felt unlikely to use one of those vouchers again. I ended up cumming over her wet pussy, her orgasm sending me over the edge more than what I'd hoped from the voucher.
***
Over the first couple of weeks of January, we shifted to holiday mode. We spent our evenings either going the gym, shopping or catching up with friends. It became quite busy and passed in a blur. If it was possible, Maddy became even hornier across those two weeks. After my 4th orgasm that day, she said that all of the working out and yoga she was doing to get 'beach ready' was turning her on no end. I pressed her about it and she admitted to fantasising about being shown off and looking hot for me while we were away.
"There's something about coming back to Aus, looking like the perfect fuckable woman for my man that really gets to me. I keep thinking about my friends seeing how much I've changed and it turns me on no end." I certainly had a very unusual girlfriend but I wasn't going to complain.
My friends would keep joking about our honeymoon period ending soon. They were certain we'd fall into the standard trappings of a relationship imminently. It was hard not to gloat that we were having sex as often as ever and more importantly, we were still intimate and close in other ways, always laughing and ribbing eachother. It never felt like our honeymoon period would be over.
However, less than a couple of weeks before we were due to go away, it all came crashing down when I made the worst call of my life.
I was walking out of the gym on a Wednesday evening, making the short trip home when I pulled my phone out of my gym bag and saw a number of missed calls. Some were from my parents house including a voicemail and others were from a private number with another voicemail. I listened to the voicemails first and felt the colour draining from my face as my heart felt like it had stopped pumping. The open air felt harsh and constricting around me. I shakily played the next voicemail which was from the hospital and contained a status update and the number to call. I dialled it and got through to the ward nurse who put me on hold until my Mum's voice appeared. I was on autopilot as she updated me, finding myself at our building by the time she hung up and then taking the stairs two at a time until I got to the top wheezing, having barely been breathing for the last few minutes.
I opened the door in a panic, stumbling into the living room where Maddy was doing yoga with her back to me. She didn't turn around.
"Maddy..." I said breathlessly. She spun around immediately, registering the pain in my voice. "My Dad's had a heart attack. They don't think he's going to make the night."
I collapsed on the sofa, the last of my energy spent giving voice to the awful news. Maddy was on her feet immediately. She came over and held me, kissing me on the head but it barely registered.
"Okay, I'm going to sort us an overnight bag and drive us over. Please go and get changed Adam and I'll sort everything out."
I did as she asked and took off my gym gear as though my mind was far away from my body, looking in at the absurdity of the situation. I jumped as my phone rung again with the private number. Maddy was looking from me to it, nervous. I felt my mouth go dry as I picked up and heard my Mum speak, sobbing. Maddy could hear enough to guess my Dad hadn't made the hour, nevermind the night. I spent the next few minutes trying to console my Mum and promising to be there as soon as possible. When we hung up, Maddy came over and hugged me tight, not saying anything. What could she say?
I felt myself closing off on the drive and didn't know how to stop myself. I hadn't even cried yet. It occurred to me that I'd never actually lost someone close to me so this was all new to me. How would I organise a funeral? I didn't even own a black suit, I thought to myself stupidly.



I was present enough on the journey to see it was a horrific drive for Maddy. A large stretch of motorway was closed and we had to divert through a different stretch of road that added another hour to our trip. Maddy was exhausted by the third hour and I had enough sense in me to know she was nervous about suggesting we break so I took the decision away from her and told her to pull in at the next stop. She grimaced at the harshness of my tone and indicated the car towards the exit. I felt immediately guilty but I couldn't bring myself to add any warmth to my voice.
We hadn't had dinner yet but the prospect of food made me sick to my stomach. I made Maddy order herself some food from the takeaway burger bar at the service station and she ate it looking guilty for taking time away from the drive. I squeezed her hand reassuringly, it was about the best I could manage at the moment.
We arrived at my parent's house, which was now just my Mum's house, at well after midnight. Maddy was absolutely exhausted, I could see it in her. I'm not sure what I must have looked like but if the pit in my stomach was anything to go by, it couldn't have been good. Most of the lights were on and when I unlocked the door, I found a couple of neighbours sitting with my Mum. They left us to our grief shortly afterwards as Maddy went to make us both a cup of tea.
I held my Mum until she stopped crying and went upstairs to try to sleep. We both knew she wouldn't sleep but she needed all the energy she could for the next few days. Maddy was sleeping soundly on the other sofa, looking peaceful. I took a blanket out of the cupboard and covered her before getting my laptop out of the overnight bag Maddy had packed and deciding to research funeral directors. There were multiple directors in the area, no doubt based on demand from the local, mostly older population. I felt my eyes finally start to close and managed to send off an email to my boss, letting him know what had happened and asking for compassionate leave.
I awoke the next morning slumped over the armchair, to the sound of Maddy's hushed voice in the kitchen, clearly having some kind of heated debate.
"No Sarah, I'm not working today, I'm not going to and you can fire me if you have to."
I walked in groggily but on alert based on Maddy's tone. She looked stressed. She saw me walk in and took a deep breath.
"Okay, thank you, I'm sorry for exploding, that's great, thank you."
She hung up and walked over to me, wrapping me in a hug that I melted into. "Is everything okay?" I asked, pulling away from her enough to look her in the eyes.
"It's fine, honestly please don't worry," she said and then added before I could protest further, "Sarah wasn't playing ball about me taking the next couple of days off on account of you being my roommate. So I told her the truth and told her she could fire me if she wanted to but I'm not going to work. She backed down and asked me to email her saying it was one of my cousins instead."
I nodded, smiling slightly at her, touched by her ultimatum. Our company weren't that severe but we both knew our roles would need to change if they found out we were together and it wouldn't make it sustainable to stay there if that happened. That was currently at the bottom of my list of worries, however.
My Mum walked in shortly after, Maddy & I moving apart quickly, aware that the last thing my Mum needed to see was a couple. Her eyes looked bloodshot and her skin pale. I busied myself brewing us both a coffee as Maddy excused herself to send the work email.
The first day of 'the new normal' as I called it in my head, passed uneventfully but extremely emotionally. We spent the day making calls, telling people he had passed and sorting out appointments. My Dad was older than my Mum and from what my Mum kept saying, was always aware of this likely eventuality. He had sizeable life insurance that was split between my Mum and I though we were going to spend a good amount of it on the funeral. He was a popular man and the invite list was large, including many of my childhood friends who had fond memories of him picking us up from weekend football matches.
I had messaged Jen and told her the news. She'd met my parents many times before they moved away and was close to them. It felt surreal to look at the phone and see Christmas well-wishes positioned against the news of my Father.
Maddy was such a rock, I was closer to breaking down in tears of appreciation for her more than I was crying for the loss of my own parent. Though I was certainly still in a state of shock and despite days of emotional things to do, it still hadn't sunk in. I kept looking up at the door whenever I heard the key in the lock but it was always Maddy, bringing us back food or going on some other errand.
The funeral was arranged for the following Tuesday at a local church. Neither of my parents were religious but we picked it for its beauty and its size. Maddy had spent most of Monday working in a coffee shop nearby. When she returned late afternoon, I saw the days were catching up with her as her eyes were bloodshot and she looked like she hadn't slept in days. I hugged her when she came back and she squeezed me firmly before excusing herself upstairs.
I slept soundly, the night before the funeral. Now it was here it felt like I could rest. In a bizarre way, I was annoyed with myself for managing to sleep the night before the funeral. How dare I?
My annoyance transferred onto the person closest to me and I spent the first few hours of the morning snapping at Maddy quite harshly. She took it without comment but I could see I was upsetting her. Minutes before the funeral cars would arrive, I was struggling to do my tie. Maddy walked over to help me.
"I can do it, Jesus leave me the fuck alone," I snapped.
Maddy looked at me like I'd slapped her and stopped in her tracks. I felt an overwhelming feeing of guilt to the point where I wanted to throw up. Her look sobered my emotions in the way nothing had managed over the last week and I stared at her in panic, worried I'd pushed away the person I needed the most.
I felt my emotions overwhelm me and burst through. Not now I thought, not with the cars on their way. But I couldn't stop myself. I felt my eyes burn with tears and collapsed onto the floor, leaning against my bed.
"I'm so sorry Maddy," I said, bringing my breathing under control.
She sat down next to me and put her hand on my back. "I'm glad you're back," she said reassuringly.
I smiled at her but at the same time, I felt like I'd failed her. Looking back, I'd barely spoken to her or checked in, I'd been snapping at her almost constantly and she had been walking on eggshells. I had been sleeping with my back to her the entire time we'd been here and I hadn't once thanked her for being here. I felt dreadful. My Mum had been saying all week that she was lucky to have found the love she had, and here I was treating the woman who was completely devoted to me, like crap.
I steadied my breathing and stood up, a new resolve inside me. Maddy stood up with me.
"Can you help me with my tie?" I pointedly asked.
Maddy smiled. "I love you," she said.
***
The funeral itself was a blur. I know a lot of people came over to us to pay their respects but I couldn't take in who or what. It was all the same and all a blur. I spent my energy focusing on getting through it and supporting my Mum to do the same. She cried as he was buried. I looked around at the trees, the birds and the noise in the air, saving it all to memory, knowing my Mum would be a frequent visitor here.
Maddy hadn't left my side for pretty much the entire time. When she sensed I was feeling overwhelmed, she took my hand and squeezed it. She stood by my Mum whenever I went to the bathroom and sat beside her when I read at his service.
After the funeral at the pub we'd rented out, I started to spend time talking to the people who had joined. My childhood friends, James and the rest, were in a corner. My Mum's cousins and partners in another. Some kids were running around stealing sweets and sandwiches. My Mum was playing the grateful host, walking around and thanking everyone for attending. I felt I had better do the same, walking around to the people that were here for me. I spoke to my friends with Maddy for a spell and turning around to move on to others, I noticed a pretty brunette on her own standing by the bar drinking a cider. Jen.
I walked over to her and she saw me coming, Maddy just behind me.
"I'm sorry Ace," she said, hugging me. It was a nickname she used to call me sometimes.
"Thanks for coming Jen," I said honestly. "Maddy, Jen. Jen, Maddy."
They shook hands and yet again, full credit to Maddy, she moved to the woman standing on her own and struck up a conversation. She smiled at me as if to say 'don't worry about it' and turned back to Jen. I went to the bar and ordered a shot. The whiskey burned my throat but it was what I needed.
"Need a drinking buddy?" I heard a voice behind me. It was Jane. Her black hair was in a bun and she wore a skirt and white shirt.
"Hey," I said. "Where's Mark?" I asked, aware her and I had never really spoken to eachother much 1:1 before. She nodded her head towards the other corner of the room. Mark had his back to us, playing on the gambling machines.
"Ah no," I sighed, immediately worried. Mark was a recovering gambling addict, though it was extremely low-key and only his very close friends and Jane knew, not even family.
"Yep," she said simply. "I told him I'd break up with him if he started up again so here we are. I'm going to get him into rehab and let him know I'm done."
Some might have considered it harsh but I knew what Jane had to sell to clear his debts and knew she didn't have anything left.
"I'll talk to him," I said firmly.
"Don't bother Adam, I moved the cash out of our joint account already. I'm already ahead of him."
I ordered her a shot and while the barmaid was still pouring it, ordered two more.
"To shit circumstance," I said, raising the shot glass to toast. Jane drunk both in quick succession and then ordered a glass of white wine which she took over to Maddy and Jen, joining their conversation.
James walked over with a grin. He was always one for cracking the jokes and often I was dreading what he'd come out with in certain situations but today I needed a joke, even a bad one.
"So your ex girlfriend and your current girlfriend are getting to know eachother. Who wins when there's a throwdown?" James said with a grin.
"You tell me," I countered.
"Oh Maddy, mate. Hands down. That girl would kill for you." I smiled as I looked over at her. She could sense me looking and glanced my way, brushing her hair behind her ear and smiling, even as she focused on Jen and Jane.
"You better not piss me off too much then," I joked.
James and I shared a drink and reflected on memories of my Dad until I drained my glass and felt the first signs of an appetite. I made my way over to the buffet table to pick through what remained of the food.
"I've saved you a plate," I heard from behind me. Maddy had walked over to see me and drew one of the barmaid's attention with a grateful smile. I drew her into me, so grateful to have her. The barmaid came back a few minutes later and brought a couple of plates out from the back, freshly microwaved. "I thought you could try and get Susan to eat too."
"I don't know what I'd do without you Maddy, you're stuck with me for life." I said in complete seriousness.
She gave me a look in return that I couldn't place and changed the subject quickly. I tried not to look into it too much but a flash of panic ran through my mind that I'd blown it and Maddy was simply waiting for the right time to finish with me, like Jane was with Mark.
We walked over to my Mum with the plates in hand and her friends seemed to melt away, as did Maddy. I put the plates down between us and handed my Mum a fork. She took it with a pained smile and started to pick at it.
"Good turn out," she said conversationally.
"Dad would have been pleased," I said with a smile, looking around at his friends who were quite far into their beers and were celebrating his life joyfully.
"He'd have been most pleased about the buffet being eaten," my Mum replied, with a true smile. I returned her smile, we were very alike in that way, my Dad and I.
"How are you doing Mum, honestly?" I asked. I knew she could be honest with me in a way she hadn't been with others.
She thought for a moment, cutting up a sausage. "I'm doing better than I thought.. Your Father was always prepared for this to happen and in a way, it meant I was too. It's just going to be hard not seeing him around. Its helped seeing you with Maddy. I haven't had to worry about you as much."
I smiled, glad she was doing okay. "They say it gets easier." My Mum looked sceptical at that and seemed keen not to think on it for too long so I changed conversation to the other topic she raised. "I'm not sure Maddy and I are okay," I admitted, seeking her advice. She peered over, surprised but didn't interrupt. "I haven't treated her well over the last week and now whenever I bring up our future, she doesn't talk about it. It's as though something's changed and I've realised it too late."
My Mum took my hand and gave it a squeeze. "You're worrying over nothing dear, you both are made for eachother. But if you are really worried, fix it before she goes on Thursday."
I nodded, not keen to discuss it much more but with plenty to think about. Maddy was travelling back home alone in a couple of days and I was joining her at extra cost a few days later so I could spend a bit longer with my Mum. Jet-lag aside, I would have a good 7 days there.
The guests slowly thinned out into the evening. Most of my friends and some of Dad's friends remained by the time my Mum called it a day and went home. I offered to join her but she was having none of it. I caught up with Jen a bit more and found out she was now a director at a national charity, cutting her travelling short. She seemed to be in a good place and I was happy for her.
I gave up on my attempts to stay behind with the guests, Maddy and I leaving the last few stragglers behind and walking home. Maddy took my hand for the walk but it felt distant. I told myself that it was nonsense and not something to be gleamed from holding someone's hand but I couldn't shake the feeling.
***
Any plans I'd had to fix our issues the next day were derailed by me forgetting it was a Wednesday and Maddy needed to work on her handover after spending the better part of the last week doing very little work and asking her work colleagues to pick up the slack. Adding the fact that she was on holiday again from the very next day and it was the most stressed I'd ever seen her at work, including when she was dealing with the media for my projects.
We left her to it in the early afternoon, going to see Dad's grave for the first time. It was painful but comforting, for both of us. At that moment I was truly glad they'd moved out here. The grave was just a short walk away from the house, the beach back down the other way and the community was full of life and activity for my Mum's age group along with the friends she already had here. She'd be okay.
We came back later in the day after going for a late lunch and I made my way up to the spare room, which Maddy was using as a base. I put my ear to the door to check if she was on a call and hearing nothing, I knocked briefly and opened the door. I caught her chucking a bunch of tissues in the bin. She'd been crying. Something really wasn't right.
"Are you okay?" I asked with worry.
"I'm fine, don't worry," Maddy replied mechanically, with a wide smile.
"Maddy, something's going on, please talk to me."
"Adam," she said, her tone telling me she was not up for talking. "I've got a lot to do, can we just not right now?"
I offered to make her a cup of tea which she declined and then made my way downstairs. For something to do, I ended up checking my work emails on my phone. It didn't look like I had missed a crisis while I was on leave.
Maddy came down a few hours later having just finished work, by which point I'd abandoned any hopes of going for dinner with her and suggested a pizza so she could finish packing. We made general conversation with my Mum while we watched tv in the background. It was late by the time Maddy finished packing and I was dropping her to an inner-city station in the morning so she could get an early train to the airport. The train journey, going back to where we lived and beyond, would take the best part of 6 hours.
Maddy jumped up quickly at the sound of her alarm and I was awake too after a mostly sleepless night. She packed the last of her stuff and hugged my Mum goodbye and thanked her for the hospitality. "No, thank you, for everything," my Mum said in response.
We left in plenty of time as I'd suggested working up an appetite on the road before Maddy spent too many hours starving on a train. We sat in silence for the first part of the drive but when we saw the first sign come up on the motorway indicating the city wasn't too far away, I asked Maddy if there was anything she wanted to talk about.
She sighed before responding. "Yes, but I can't talk about it while you're driving so can you pull in somewhere for us to eat?"
I found a service station a few miles down the road and parked up at a coffee hub. We both ordered a coffee and croissant, my nerves killing my appetite and seemingly it was the same for Maddy. We sat down opposite eachother and had a sip of coffee. Maddy started to fidget with the zip of her hoodie while I waited for her to speak.
I'd almost run out of patience when she finally spoke. "I got the results of my scan back, the day before the funeral."
It took me a moment to comprehend what she as walking about and then it hit me like a bag of bricks. I could feel the colour draining away. The scan before Christmas, the one I'd forgotten about.
I took her hand in mine. "I'm sorry Maddy, with everything that's happened in the last few weeks I just forgot all about it."
She squeezed my hand but couldn't speak, her mouth had gone dry. She sipped her coffee and continued. "It was okay at first when you were... focused on other things. I could just deal with it myself. But now you're a bit more present, I'm struggling Adam."
"What did the results say Maddy?" I asked, a range of thoughts going through my head.
Maddy pulled her hand away and played with her coffee cup intently before answering. "I can't have children," she said.
It was the answer I was most expecting out of all of the possibilities but it still hit me hard. My heart broke for her. We hadn't discussed children but there was this unspoken view that we both wanted to get married to eachother in the not too distant future and children would probably follow.
"Okay," I said, "but this changes nothing for me Maddy."
A flash of anger appeared on her face. "Don't downplay it Adam, this is serious. I can never have kids Adam. If in the future we get married and you want kids and I want kids, I can't give us that. If we continue to stay together, I'm going to need to stay on contraception for as long as I'm fertile or else I'll miscarry. My Mum cried when I told her, she couldn't even hold it back."
My heart broke, not for me but for her. Maddy looked broken. I had no idea how she kept it together over the last few days. I took the time to choose my words and held my hand close to her, hoping she'd take it. She did, nervously.
"I'm so sorry Maddy. You don't deserve this, we don't deserve this. But I say again, this changes nothing for me. You mean everything to me and nothing will change that," I said adamantly. "If you want to take some time in Australia to figure it out before I arrive or infact if you decide you don't want me to arrive, just let me know before I get to the airport."



Maddy nodded.
End of part 3.
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"I'm so sorry Maddy. You don't deserve this, we don't deserve this. But I say again, this changes nothing for me. You mean everything to me and nothing will change that," I said adamantly. "If you want to take some time in Australia to figure it out before I arrive or infact if you decide you don't want me to arrive, just let me know before I get to the airport."
Maddy nodded.
***
The days after I dropped Maddy to the airport crawled by. She landed safely and sent me a picture of her beaming face in the Melbourne sun which brought a smile to my face. I sent one back of me with a view out of the rainy window.
I was due to head out in a few days time, going back home first to undertake a massive amount of packing and also to sort the house out after it had been empty for over a week. I spent the day I dropped Maddy off getting on with work. I signed in, cleared emails and worked on a handover for another project manager. Taking a shorter trip actually made things easier as there was less to miss at work and I was technically working on a day I should have been flying.
I handed over my work thoroughly, meaning that I could go away without leaving my team in the lurch. I received a few apologetic messages for my loss, thanking them for their thoughts in a generic way. Of course, whether I was actually flying was still to be confirmed. Maddy and I had taken the drive from the coffee shop, back to the train station, in silence. Maddy sat quietly crying though squeezing my hand every so often, whenever I had stopped the car at a traffic light or was cruising. Honestly, I didn't know where we'd end up. I felt like this news had broken a spell for her and that worried me massively.
The evening before I was due to leave for home, I took my Mum for dinner at a Thai place. She'd spent the last day or so reassuring me that she'd be fine and in turn, I spent the time reassuring her that Maddy & I would indeed be fine so she had one less thing to worry about. We talked generally about what she was going to do for the next few months. It mostly involved keeping herself busy, joining various clubs and volunteering which sounded sensible to me. I made a mental note to make sure I checked up on her more often and visited her more - especially across the winter months.
I packed up my limited stuff when we got back to my Mum's and spent a restless evening and then night wondering if I was wasting my time packing tomorrow. Nobody really liked January but I knew I'd spend my future looking at that particular month as a bad one every year from then on. It was well passed 3am when I heard my phone vibrate on the bedside table. I hadn't heard from Maddy barely at all for the whole day, partly due to the time difference, but I knew immediately it was her. I picked up the phone and took a breath. The preview of the first line was enough to worry me before I opened the full message.
Maddy: I'm messaging you while you sleep because it will be easier for me to write this out without interruption.
I waited for the next message to come through with a mixture of hope and fear. It took a few minutes before it appeared on my screen.
Maddy: I wish you were here. I want you here. Its been amazing seeing everyone but it hasn't felt like I imagined it would, because you're not here. I haven't been able to introduce them to my amazing boyfriend.
Maddy: I'm struggling to write this out but I need you to know it. I'm glad I'm messaging you at the dead of night.
I was trying to stop myself from being too impatient about her slow messaging because I sensed hope in the messages. I also sensed a 'but' was coming though. I decided to try and scroll through social media to distract me while I waited for the next message.
Maddy: I spent most of the flight trying to talk myself into breaking up with you. I hate that I've said that, but it's true. The people around me must have felt like I was mad, spending the flight scribbling out what to say out on a notepad and crying every so often. I wanted to take the decision away from you because I'm scared that you'll eventually break up with me because of this anyway.
I was really tempted to start writing out a reply but used all of my willpower to hold off. She had messaged me at this time of night for a reason and I needed to let this play out or I could have made it worse.
Maddy: It's hard, even for a PR person to write out a good break up message if you don't believe in it. I can't break up with you, I just can't. I love you too much and I want to spend my life with you, even if it's now going to be a different one to what I started to dream about.
Maddy: When I told Mum and Katie what I'd spent the plane journey trying to do, they said I was crazy to even think about breaking up with you and that it was a cowards decision. I hate to admit it but they're right. I'd be doing it simply to take the decision away from you, which isn't right.
Maddy: So I want you here and I want to go back home with you, where I belong.
Maddy: Let me know how you feel when you can. I love you xx
I spent a couple or minutes processing her messages and thinking over what to say. There was no way I was going to sleep after those messages so I decided to give it 15 minutes incase any other messages came through before I constructed a reply.
Adam: Thank you for being honest with me. I can't believe you are/were considering breaking up with me. You're trying to save a ridiculously small chance of potential pain later by making definite pain now. I'm never going to give up on you or us.
Maddy replied almost immediately after my message.
Maddy: Shit, you're awake. That must have been hard reading at 3am.
Adam: Ha yes it was, but again, I appreciate you being honest. You're not a coward, just trying to handle something you should never have had to handle.
Maddy: I'm not considering breaking up with you anymore, that's what I mean. I can't do it. And yes, it's not rational to weigh those two things together but the pain I'd feel if you broke up with me in a few years would far outweigh the pain now. I just wanted to go nuclear because I panicked.
Adam: In terms of how I feel: I feel the same. Nothing's changed for me and nothing will. You're stuck with me for life. There are other ways to have children in our lives, if we want them.
We were talking at crosswires now so I paused.
Maddy: I love you, Adam.
Adam: I love you too. Now go and enjoy the sun, I'll be there in about 65 days, I mean 2 days. It just feels that long.
Maddy: Wait until you experience the flight...
I groaned, I wasn't looking forward to the flight. For my first flight out of Europe, I couldn't have picked a further journey. Worse now I was doing it alone.
Still, not even the journey could kill my mood now we'd cleared the air somewhat. I managed to get some sleep, waking up later than I planned, well after 10 but feeling a lot more refreshed. I checked my phone and found a ton of messages from Maddy, general updates about her day and then two pictures. One of her naked infront of the mirror, already tanning and another with short jean shorts and a white cotton shirt. I was instantly hard even if I wasn't emotionally settled. God I missed her.
Adam: You seem busy! Hope you've gone out in the second outfit not the first!
Maddy had replied by the time I got up, changed and brushed my teeth.
Maddy: I feel so good now we've spoken. The first 'outfit' is just for your eyes. and you can see it the second we get back to the hotel, this bed is no fun without you.
I could see where Maddy was trying to take the conversation but I wasn't quite in that headspace just yet. She'd clearly spent hours feeling better about things but I was hours behind her in that regard.
Adam: I'll be there soon enough. I need to get going with my day soon so I can get back home and see if our place is still standing! Is there anything you forgot to take?
It turned out there was a list of stuff that I needed to add to the notepad I had used the night before. I got up, got dressed and pulled together all of the stuff that had spread across the room over the last few days.
My Mum was moving around downstairs and was quick to reheat the sausages she had cooked that morning, at my original alarm. She was smiling when I made it to the kitchen and flicked the kettle on.
"What?" I asked, deeply confused.
"You're leaving today," she said, as though it was obvious. "After today, we can all begin to move on," she added simply and with a hint of relief.
"And you're okay with that?" I asked, checking.
She nodded firmly. "I want you to live your life Adam."
I walked over and hugged her, holding her close. She went to the oven dabbing her eyes and I fixed myself coffee, taking longer than necessary.
By lunchtime I had packed my car and was aiming to make it home before the evening rush hour. My Mum waited by the car ready to see me off. We hugged tightly and I promised to message her when I landed as well as during the holiday, ignoring her persistent downplaying of the need to do so.
Our flat was in good shape when I made it back, dragging my case in after collecting the scattering of letters by the door. I was greeted by an advance notice of a rent increase, among other things. I sent a picture of the increase to Maddy for her to see when she woke up. It was another reason in my eyes, to revisit the moving home discussion.
I spent all of the afternoon preparing for the flight and packing my clothes, feeling a mixture of apprehension and excitement. It felt worse to be going out there when Maddy was already there, having to reconnect with her alongside meeting all of her friends and family... after a ridiculously long flight.
I arrived at the airport early and had a couple of beers after check in to steady my nerves and then some food to settle my blood alcohol level. When the flight was finally called, I was one of the first on, eager to just get on the plane and get it over with. Maddy wasn't wrong about the plane ride, it dragged by, not helped by a stop in Singapore which ordinarily I'd be fascinated by but at that point it felt like an unnecessary delay. I'd interchanged between sleeping, watching new movie releases, eating, drinking, sobering up and drinking again. For the first time, I released just how soothing a presence Maddy was to me generally, going as far back as stopping me spinning out after my breakup, long before we even got together.
The descent into Australia was worth the whole day that came before it. Not just because I was nearly with Maddy again but because the sight that struck me out of the cabin window was one of pure amazement, looking at an area of land that felt so alien and picturesque to me. We touched down with a hard bump and I gave myself a little imaginary pat on the back at making the flight without travel sickness. We landed and disembarked but in contrast to boarding, I was one of the last off, my nerves now returning. Beyond just the awkwardness of the situations across the last few weeks, Maddy was just the most beautiful woman in the world to me and seeing her again had me feeling butterflies.
After a long queue through passport control and baggage collection, the aircon doing little to acclimatise me to the warm Australian air, I saw her through the exit doors waiting patiently for me, chewing her nails. She demonstrated the nerves that I felt and again, I felt myself wondering how and why this incredible person felt for me the way she did.
When I made it through the double doors, shielded by the crowd, I made it to her at a distance of 5 feet away before she saw me. She had on a white vest top and tan shorts, her legs, arms and face already bronzing magnificently. Her hair was up in a bun, hidden behind the sunglasses resting behind her head. Her face came to life when she saw me, moving under the flimsy taped barriers that channeled new arrives down to a wider greeting area. She ran the short distance towards us and flung herself around me, planting my cheek with kisses and then pulling back to look at me with wet eyes.
"Shut up," she said, before I could even tease her with a joke. She knew me so well.
She kissed me passionately and for as long as she could reasonably justify, on the concourse. I didn't push her away, it was reinvigorating after the flight and the last few weeks. It wasn't long enough in my opinion, before she pulled away, taking my hand and walking with me towards the short-stay car park.
"Are you hungry?" Maddy asked.
I nodded and she pulled me towards a sandwich shop, wasting little time in picking up a random sandwich and a drink, taking it to the checkout. I laughed - Maddy had little patience for unplanned activity when she had a destination in mind. We heaved the suitcase into the boot first of all, her groaning at the weight of the suitcase and then falling silent as I listed out some of the extra things she'd asked me to pack, from memory. She let me open up the sandwich when I was safely in her sister's car which she had borrowed to pick me up.
"Adam,"she said, letting in hang there.
I looked towards her, midway through the second bite of my sandwich.
"Mm?" I said through a large amount of bread.
"I don't even know what to say," she said, not moving from the parking space and just looking at me hard. "I'm never going to let that happen again," she said.
I swallowed, "Neither am I," I said, referencing the way I'd been before the funeral.
She squeezed my hand and then moved hers over to the gears to get the car going. I doubted that would be the last time we'd talk about it but even if so, the first obstacles felt overcome.
I finished my sandwich and got my phone out, letting it load up to Australian settings and carriers before shooting my Mum a text letting her know I had landed fine. Maddy had directed the car onto a motorway and was racing around the city at speed.
"Our house is on the other side of the city," she said.
It was almost an hour until she moved off the highway and started moving down more domestic roads. She looked over at me and flashed a smile while we waited for a traffic light to turn green.
"I love you," she said.
I could feel Maddy's excitement and relief that I was here and I realised I was an equally soothing presence for her. I took her hand while it sat on the gearstick and ran my fingers along hers. It wasn't deliberate but before I knew it, I was feeling up and down her ring finger. I didn't stop, even after I recognised what I was doing. I didn't want her thinking I'd realised it and then pulled away immediately, so I kept my hand there.
"Shit proposal," she remarked conversationally.
Maddy had a way about her that could bring laughter to even the most awkward moments and she did it there.
"I wasn't even taking notice," I admitted while still laughing.
She grinned at me and kept driving, slowing down and turning into a side street that was one-way and had a row of houses lined along each side.
"Is this Ramsay Street?" I joked, referencing the Australian soap.
"Ramsay Street wishes it was this street," Maddy replied coolly, behind her sunglasses.
We pulled up outside a large cream building that looked to have had an extension added to the side, easily bigger than most of the other houses along the street. Maddy parked up outside the small fence, mainly because there was a big construction van as well as a pickup truck parked outside the drive. Maddy's Dad was a successful builder who was running his own business. No doubt he was responsible for the extension as well as the packed driveway.
"I look forward to getting back to the hotel later," Maddy said, kissing me on the cheek and unbuckling her seatbelt. "I hope the tyres don't pop with that heavy suitcase in the back."
I looked at her, mock-offended. "It's mostly your stuff, you should be carrying it anyway!"
She laughed and slapped my thigh, kissing me on the lips this time before getting out. I met her around the other side and took her extended hand.
"Nervous about bringing a guy home?" I joked, referencing Katie's messages from weeks earlier.
"Massively," Maddy deadpanned in response. "If you fuck this up, I'm done with men."
I laughed and walked across the well maintained lawn, waiting for Maddy to dig out the key as I looked around the pristine neighbourhood. Maddy had certainly taken a big gamble, leaving this life behind.
Maddy stuck her head through the door and while I hoped for a second's respite, she didn't let me have it and instead shouted loudly, "Mum, Dad, we're back."
Maddy's Mum appeared out of a room midway down the house to the left. She was shorter than Maddy with blonde hair that was starting to grey. She had the same nose and cheekbones. If you'd taken a picture of both of them and compared that area, it would be hard to see the difference. She smiled warmly when she saw me and walked over with her arms wide.
"Hi Denise," I said warmly, "It's so good to meet you in person."
She said a hurried 'good to meet you too' before pulling me into a warm hug and holding onto me for a while, rubbing my back soothingly. I patted her back awkwardly with a sideways glance at Maddy who was trying not to laugh. If felt quite weird that she was clearly trying to soothe me about either my Father's death or Maddy's news, or both but it felt like I was the one doing the soothing.
Eventually we broke apart and Maddy got to have me back again as we walked down the hall into a large living and dining room with wide open doors that backed onto a spacious garden. I spotted a ginger kitten sleeping on the top of a cushioned armchair as Maddy led me out to meet the rest of her family in person.
John had thinning hair and a slightly rounded belly, as though he ate well and exercised well but had lost the fine balance between the two. He had a cheery face and some stubble which seemed to be more from tiredness than preference. He shook my hand and I felt the roughness of his before he went back to the smoking BBQ. No doubt he was judging my smooth hands as he flipped the burgers, not toughened from a life of manual labour.
Katie had darker hair, mirroring her father. She wore glasses and had a bright smile. She too kept her hair long and it shined in the sun. She wasn't as tall as Maddy but had a similar frame with long legs and a thin body, though less blessed in the chest area than Maddy. She greeted me with a teasing smile that I saw in Maddy so often and walked over to shake my hand.
"Ah, Maddy's great love arrives!" She declared.
I laughed and shook her hand warmly back. I turned around, looking over my shoulder, "Where?" I said, confused.
Maddy laughed loudly and Katie smiled politely before scowling at Maddy. "That joke was horrific but you're laughing like a teenage girl. Dad, do you remember when she used to be cool?"
John laughed but didn't say anything further after noticing Maddy's red cheeks. I decided to get in on the act a little.
"You know," I said thoughtfully, pausing briefly to thank Maddy as she pushed a cold coke into my hand, "when I first saw her, I thought she was so cool. Like one of those cool kids everyone gravitates around at school?"
Katie nodded. "And now look at her."
"I still think she's really cool," looking Maddy over and smiling brightly.
"Ah," said Katie with a chuckle, everything falling into place. "So you've learnt your sappiness from him?"
She laughed and then pushed her sister playfully on the arm as Maddy rolled her eyes. "I don't even care," Maddy said, leaning over to kiss my cheek.



Katie walked back to the table with a smirk as I asked for directions to the bathroom so I could freshen up.
"I'll show you," said Maddy brightly.
We walked back into the house and down the hallway towards the front door. "That's a little guest toilet but I'll show you the one upstairs which you can use and I'll grab you a clean towel too," Maddy said a little loudly.
We made our way up to the second of three levels which had two bedrooms on either side of a bathroom. I guessed which one of them was Maddy's room and peered in. It was pretty plain and empty, a couple of photos on a side table and a painting on the wall. Most of her actual stuff was at home with me.
"I'll be right back," Maddy said, heading up to the next floor. I used the time to empty my bladder and then unlocked the door to find Maddy waiting outside, towel in hand.
I took the towel with a grateful thanks and went back to the sink, to wash my hands and face. I heard Maddy lock the door and when I dried my face she put her hands around me from behind, planting kisses from my neck to my back, lowering her body down to her knees as she continued to kiss her way down. She planted a kiss on my ass cheek, covered by my shorts and then slowly turned me around until I stood over her and she looked up at me submissively on her knees.
"Are you sure?" I asked her, very keen for it to happen but not wanting to get caught by her family within 20 minutes of meeting them!
Maddy nodded. "I need to please my man," she emphasised firmly.
She unbuttoned my shorts and pulled them down to my ankles before taking my growing cock out. It had been too long since I'd felt her touch and I grew hard immediately in her hands.
"I need to serve you," Maddy said, kissing my cock along the top as she held it in her hands. I sighed as I watched her do it, my cock growing even harder around her fingers..
"I need to submit to you," Maddy said, kissing the underside of my cock.
"I need to be yours," Maddy added, licking the head of my dick which had started to leak pre-cum from her hot words and the intimacy of her actions.
She looked up at me, staring into my eyes, almost searching for my soul, as she took me in her mouth and moved my cock as deep as her throat would allow. She licked around my cock and it was slippery and wet when she pulled it out.
"So tell me who you belong to," I told her firmly, once my cock was no longer between her lips and I could form words again, knowing she needed my dominance as much as I needed her submission, within the loving dynamic we had built.
"You," Maddy breathed, "mind, body and heart."
My own heart rose with joy at her words. As horny as my mind was at that point, I knew right then and there that we'd be unbreakable.
"And I'll never give this up," I said, specifically seeking to reference what I'd said when things were going south between us.
Maddy worshipped my cock in a way that only she could, unashamed to suck and lick it in a way that nobody had before, doing everything she could to bring me pleasure. I gasped and came hard in her mouth within a couple of minutes, easily the quickest I'd cum by her but not in the least bit surprised given the attention she was giving me and how long it had been since I last felt close to her.
Katie smirked when we reappeared and out of earshot of her parents who were plating up a big lunch to welcome me, whispered, "Slut," to her sister.
I blushed and then turned a deeper shade of red when Maddy replied, "Oh you have no idea."
Katie flashed me a look as though seeing me in a new light. I didn't take anything sexual from it but it was more that she was reconsidering her initial views of me and what I was like with her sister in private. She stared at her sister again and then grinned, shaking her head.
We had a really pleasant lunch though with somewhat stilted, awkward conversation as they tried to avoid anything related to the last couple of weeks with my Dad. Eventually Maddy asked how my Mum was doing, allowing us to address the elephant in the room a little better.
I was already melting from the warm sun, Maddy noticing me crisping up and taking it upon herself to apply another layer of suncream to my arms and neck as we sat in the garden. I was grateful for the cold beers late afternoon when it became cool enough for Henry the kitten to come out into the garden, enjoy a few ear scratches from me and then settle under the table.
Katie suggested her and Maddy make a stop at the store to get some more drinks. Maddy mechanically agreed and I had to hide a smile behind my beer glass at their poor acting.
"Anything you'd like baby?" Maddy asked unashamedly.
I shook my head, thanking her. She stood up, kissed me on the top of my head and left with Katie. We watched them go until Denise opened another beer for herself, drawing my attention back to her.
She smiled at me as she saw me looking over and I smiled back, unsure what to say. Either Maddy & Katie had left so that a very specific and as yet unknown conversation could take place, or she wanted the three of us to get to know eachother better organically. With either option, I decided to let them dictate the direction of the conversation accordingly.
They didn't seem to have anything specific to say so a comfortable chit-chat fell between John and I, with Denise seemingly in thought. We talked a little about football and the slight connection between our jobs - he could build a house and I could keep the project on track.
"You know Adam," Denise said once the conversation paused. I looked towards her with polite interest while she chose her words. "I've never seen Maddy like this, have you John?"
John shook his head and added a "Never".
I was a touch confused and part of me wondered if they had found out what we did in the bathroom.
Denise saw my confusion and explained, "She dotes on you and doesn't care how she comes across around us when she's with you. I couldn't imagine her calling anyone baby," she laughed and both of us followed.
I held my hands up, "Me neither, honestly." I smiled, playing along.
John continued, "She used to bring her exes over and it was like they were reasonably close friends. Now she's fussing over you and can't be apart from you."
"It's nice to see, is all," Denise added, ending the somewhat uncomfortable reflections.
"I'm the same with her, for what it's worth." I said, not strictly being truthful. I certainly felt more for Maddy than anyone else before and my behaviour reflected that but not to the contrast that her parents had just described. I was curious to discuss my suspicions with her, if the situation allowed for it.
Maddy returned a few minutes later, unloading the shopping with Katie. She brought me out an ice cream unasked and kissed me on the lips. Denise gave me a look as if to say 'see'.
Maddy caught the look and defensively responded with, "What, I can bring my boyfriend an ice cream, surely? Do you both want one?"
John held back a laugh, "No thank you, sweetie." Maddy scowled and walked back off.
We stayed for a light dinner of ham sandwiches and crisps before saying our goodbyes until the following day and heading to the hotel where a beautiful bed would be waiting for me.
"You're not getting into it until you've been into me," Maddy said with a pout that distracted from the hotness of her line, as we left the house and I announced my plan for the evening.
"Are you asking or telling?" I said, turning my dominance on.
"Asking and then begging if I need to," Maddy said quietly, biting her lip.
"Good girl," I said to Maddy as we got into the car. Katie was letting us use it for the next couple of days while we settled in.
"I've been so wet all day," Maddy whispered, looking at me.
I put my hand between her legs without invitation and she widened them, letting me feel her as she sat in the driving seat.
"We better go," I said, not moving my hand.
Maddy whimpered and moved the car into drive.
"Is that because you've been looking after me and serving me all day?" I asked, voicing my suspicion.
Maddy looked at me with wide-eyes and breathed a "yes", as I rubbed my fingers against her pussy as a sign of appreciation.
"Be careful with how obvious you when we're around your friends. They won't be as oblivious as your parents were about your pleasure from serving me and I won't pretend to be."
Maddy stared straight ahead with her lip between her teeth. "Fuck that's hot," she declared loudly.
"How wet are you going to be when I order you to do things for me, infront of them?" I wondered aloud. Maddy's breathing became shallow.
"I wonder how long until they question it. Question why you're obeying me." I added. Maddy started to shift in her seat so I paused as it was getting dangerous to arouse the driver this much.
When she moved off the fast roads and towards the beach and our hotel, I continued. "Sure you'll deny it at first, claim you're just being nice as you did today. But one or two or them will dig deeper and then what? Will you deny you love serving me, if they ask you directly?"
Maddy moaned and slowed at a traffic light. I took the opportunity to move my hand from her thigh where it had been resting onto her soaking wet pussy, my teasing having a dramatic impact on the heat around her pussy.
"No, I'll admit I've never been more sexually satisfied in my life," Maddy admitted firmly, shocking me in a deliberate attempt to tease me back. She succeeded as I felt more blood rush into my cock.
"Serving me brings you that much satisfaction?" I asked, breaking the spell of the tease for a moment.
Maddy nodded, pulling me back in as she said, "Nothing turns me on more."
We pulled into the hotel parking lot as she said that and focused on getting the bag out and my checking in as a non-resident. When we were safely in the empty lift riding up with my suitcase, I continued as though we hadn't been interrupted.
"So serving me beings you more satisfaction than making yourself cum?" I asked, taking hold of her waist and bringing Maddy close.
"Yes," she breathed without hesitation.
"What about when I make you cum with my mouth?"
She paused and bit her lip before nodding.
"More satisfaction than the feeling of being fucked in the pussy?"
"Yes."
"More satisfaction than the feeling of being fucked in the ass?"
Maddy paused, winking at me. "Just about."
We got out at our floor and Maddy guided us to our room, putting the keycard in. Before she opened the door she leaned over to my ear and whispered, "But nothing gives me more pleasure than serving you with my tight holes."
I groaned in the hallway, slapping her ass playfully before I heaved the case in as Maddy moved out of the way and kept the door open. I dragged it in and had a look around. It had a fantastic view out onto the city - sadly my budget wouldn't stretch to a beach view - and I looked forward to sitting on the balcony later as the sun set. I turned around to find Maddy looking at me with lust in her eyes, waiting to be told what to do.
I didn't hesitate. "Get the lube and the big vibrator out, I want to test your theory. I'm going to have a quick shower. And I'll let you work out how my submissive should look, when I come out."
"Yes Sir," Maddy said, immediately moving to my case with undisguised excitement.
I watched her for a moment before heading into the bathroom and freshening up under the huge showerhead. I felt as good as new when I stepped out and dried myself, ready to enjoy my love in the way we were both craving it.
I found Maddy on the bed lightly playing with herself, her collar around her neck. I could see the tan marks around her breast and pussy, showing despite her ordinarily tanned skin, just how much she'd bronzed already. She had her eyes closed and was clearly edging herself along while waiting for me.
I walked silently towards her on the carpeted floor and placed my hand over hers at the same time as I covered her mouth, stopping her from crying out. "Having fun?" I asked.
Maddy nodded, eyes wide and full of lust. She went to pull her hand away from her pussy and towards my naked hard cock. I kept it in place, shaking my head.
"Oh no, that's not happening yet. We're going to see if what you've said is true. Does serving me give you more pleasure than making yourself cum?" I asked, reminding her of what she said. "Take the toy in your hand," I ordered. Maddy reached for it with her free hand. "You know what to do," I added.
She bit her lip, and moved the vibrator to her clit. She was the sexiest creature I'd ever seen, filled with lust and longing, giving me no choice but to start stroking my cock slowly while I watched her press the toy down and turn on the device. Her eyes rolled almost instantly, Maddy clearly not in the mood for a slow buildup and instead wanting the fast release she'd been craving all day.
"Oh fuck," she moaned, starting to feel an orgasm building already. She really had no problem making herself cum and I loved that about her.
I watched as she orgasmed in no time, holding the vibe to her clit and rubbing the toy along it as her body tensed. I put my hand over hers and kept the toy in place as her eyes went wide and she looked up at me, knowing what was coming. She didn't resist, just squeezed the sheets with her free hand, muttering 'oh fuck' every few seconds until her back arched and she threw her mouth open in a silent O.
I let up just as her orgasm finished, tutting at her. "Needy slut," I said with a smirk while lovingly running my hand over her cheek. "You know what's next, don't you?"
Maddy nodded, lust in her eyes.
"Am I going to have to restrain you or can you handle it?" I asked.
"I can handle it baby," Maddy breathed, already starting to touch herself again.
I smiled, moving in to kiss her on the lips, trailing a path down her body with my hand, that my lips soon followed. Maddy was bucking upwards, trying to get her pussy onto my lips, by the time I'd made my way down. I paid special attention to her pierced nipples which were now shining with my saliva before my lips stopped an inch from her pussy. I looked up at her and smiled. The fingers that were rubbing her pussy before I reached there were now instead playing with her nipple. She was breathing slowly, waiting for it.
I licked along her big lips slowly, savouring the taste. Maddy gasped, urging me on towards her clit. When I got there, I blew on it, making her shiver. I tapped it with my open hand, making Maddy gasp in surprise and before she could properly react, I sucked it into my mouth.
Maddy screamed out, "OH FUCK ME!"
She kicked her legs out into the air beside me, trying to wriggle as I pinned her down. I attacked her clit with licks and sucks that had her moaning and taking my hair in her hand as she held me in place. I continued my attack for a few minutes, my tongue and jaw in good shape and my cock still rock hard as I enjoyed pleasing her. It didn't take long at all until I sensed the change in her movements and breathing leading me to sense an orgasm was incoming. Her body became rigid and her breathing shallow.
She gasped out, breathless, "Oh my god, not already,"
I focused on the task at hand, not letting my excitement at how much pleasure I was giving her, distract me. Her muscly legs locked me in place and was the sign I needed to double my efforts in drawing out her orgasm. Unusually for Maddy, she shouted loud as she came, my lips awash with her cum as I kept licking and tonguing her through it.
"YES, OH FUCK YES ADAM! UHH! UH FUCK!"
I revelled in the vocals of her orgasm until she pushed me away firmly, begging for a break. I gave it to her, having witnessed just how strong her orgasm was. I moved away slowly, kissing the inside of her leg as I worked my way up on my knees above her. Maddy looked up at me, breathless and in pure bliss.
"I love you," I said with emphasis.
Maddy smiled back, still breathing heavy. "Love you too," she managed.
I smirked at her exhausted state. "Are you sure serving me brings you more pleasure than the last few minutes?"
Maddy looked at me and nodded. "Trust me, it was a surprise to me at first too," she said with a tired laugh.
"I'll try not to take offence to my oral skills," I said with a wink. Maddy managed a breathless laugh, slapping the shoulder she could reach.
I laid down next to her, giving her a break as I took her hand in mine and kissed it. "You know what's next, right?"
Maddy nodded. "I've never experienced or imagined I'd experience anything like what I do with you," Maddy said seriously, a look of amazement to her expression.
I wondered if my ego would fit through the door after that compliment. I shook my head, wondering if I'd ever get used to having this Goddess look at me in the way she did.
We stayed silent for a little longer, my arousal still definitely present but my cock having gone soft from lack of attention. Maddy noticed and leaned over to whisper in my ear, "I'm ready to get your cock nice and hard so you can pound my holes with it."
My hairs stood on end and it was my turn to moan quietly as Maddy kissed her way down from my neck until she got to my cock, taking it in her hand and slowly dropping some saliva on it. She looked up at me as she tucked her hair behind her shoulder and licked along the underside of my cock. Her hair fell back over her head as she did so, so I leaned forwards and took it in my hand, using it to control her movements. Maddy followed my steer without hesitation, keeping her mouth around my cock for as long as I wanted until I would pull her up by the hair to see her emerge gagging and breathless, strands of saliva around my dick. She barely even gagged.
The sight turned me on even further and I couldn't resist further inflating my ego further when I said smugly, "I've trained you to give head like a pro,"
Maddy moaned shamelessly as I said it, which only aroused me more. "I'm your own personal slut baby," she said before pushing my cock down her throat without my steer.
I had to pull her off after she did it again a couple more times, reminding myself I still had two other holes to enjoy. Maddy pouted and then gasped as I pulled her by the hair and threw her beside me, climbing ontop of her without pause.
"Guide me in," I growled with lust.
"Yes Sir," Maddy said, with the familiar look of submission and bliss on her face as her left hand lined me up with her hole as I pushed into her firmly. I loved having her do that when we fucked.
My cock was wrapped in her tight folds which felt even firmer as I hadn't been inside her for so long. Maddy gasped the moment I started to push my cock inside her and stretch her out, with her hands on my head and back as she looked into my eyes and mirrored my own pleasure. We took it slowly at first, just enjoying the feeling of being intimately connected again.
Soon I could feel Maddy wanted it harder and deeper, as did I. She started to push forward into my thrusts and had a look in her eye I knew she only had when she wanted to be fucked hard. Risking an earlier than planned orgasm but finding Maddy impossible to resist, as always, I pushed her legs up and back, using them as leverage to pound harder and from a higher angle. Maddy started to rub her clit frantically, moaning like a needy slut in the hotel room.
"Further," Maddy gasped.
I wasn't sure what she meant so shot her a confused look while trying not to break concentration. In response, Maddy stopped rubbing her clit and put her hands on the back of her knees, drawing her legs even closer to her body, almost folding herself in half. I was in awe of her amazing flexibility which now gave me unobstructed access to her tight pussy.



"Oh fuck yes!" I moaned excitedly.
"Fucking enjoy me!" Maddy moaned loudly back, giving up on her own orgasm and instead taking pleasure from the pounding I was giving her.
I fucked her hard and deep, grateful for my considerable thickness which stretched her pussy wide as well as my length which fucked her deep enough that her eyes glazed over and stayed that way with every thrust. I finished deep inside her pussy, moaning and gasping as I orgasmed and felt how exhausted I was. Maddy started frantically playing with her clit the second she felt my orgasm inside her. I sucked and kissed her nipples while she rubbed herself to orgasm around my softening cock.
When we both caught our breath and fell apart next to eachother I said, "I was hoping to fuck your ass too but I couldn't resist you, I enjoy you too much."
Maddy smiled as I mirrored what she said in the throes of passion. "I'm not complaining," she said with a smile and then added after a pause, "if you wanted, I could..."
Maddy tailed off and blushed. This was most unlike her. I waited with raised eyebrows, immediately very interested.
"Go on..."
"I could fuck myself in the ass and you can ask me if serving you feels better?" She said shyly.
I was immediately turned on, even if my cock couldn't quite show it yet. Maddy saw it too and bit her lip. I nodded and she grabbed the lube and a thin dildo we often used to fuck her ass if I was in another hole.
Now almost regretting my lack of restraint inside Maddy's pussy, I thought of an idea. I deliberately picked up her phone and not mine, asking her to unlock it. She did so without hesitation and I pulled the camera up before taking one of the hotel chairs to the end of the bed and getting the phone camera ready to record. Maddy laid in the middle of the bed with her holes exposed, shamelessly showing herself off to the camera.
Before I hit record I said, "You can make me cum on your knees while I watch this later." I could tell from Maddy's reaction, the suggestion turned her on hugely and I was about to get a show. She loved to give me head while I watched other things, paying her no attention. "It sure beats watching crappy European football games!"
Maddy chucked and then silenced herself by taking the dildo into her mouth, showing off the oral skills that she had developed and used solely for me. I watched her suck the dildo, the act arousing her enough that she could start using her own pussy juice around her ass before using lube. Maddy shamelessly fingered her holes on camera, moaning whenever I complimented her or praised her for being a good slut. She lubed and then worked the dildo into herself, eventually needing to turn over and get on her knees so she could fuck herself from a better angle. It was an incredibly arousing sight, watching Maddy do that to herself and seeing the pleasure she was taking from it as she rubbed herself to orgasm. I stopped filming after she had her orgasm, mostly because my cock was rock hard and she had two other holes that needed to be filled.
***
I awoke the next morning feeling groggy and taking time to remember where I was. I could feel Maddy next to me but it took me some time to remember I was on another continent with her. Recognising the jet lag, I focused in on what I remembered the night before. I had fallen asleep before Maddy had finished in the shower but she was certainly awake now and seemed to be sitting upright given the tapping away on the screen of my phone behind my back.
I turned over and she smiled down at me, moving her phone to the side. "Jet lag?" She asked sympathetically.
"Mm seems so," I said, rising slightly.
"Take it easy, we have all morning to chill, deliberately," Maddy said, watching me rise from the bed and walk to the bathroom with my aching bladder and morning wood. "Nice package, will it come back later on?"
I laughed and headed into the bathroom, splashing my face with cold water after I'd gone to the toilet. When I came out, Maddy was kind enough to have made me a coffee using the hotel's complimentary sachets and it gave me enough energy for us to make our way down to breakfast after getting changed.
I took her hand on the walk to the dining area and kissed it. Maddy looked over and smiled at me. "Feeling okay after last night?" I asked with concern, aware she was likely to be sore.
She kissed my hand back. "You're too cute but I'm fine handsome, we've trained me well!"
Only Maddy had or ever would be able to give me butterflies and arouse me, in the same sentence.
We sat down and ordered our breakfast. The hotel was clearly trying to be more upmarket than a buffet which I was unhappy with but at least we could serve our own coffee at the table. Maddy kept glancing at me and looking away before I could catch her eye. Having fun, I decided to copy her and soon we were both looking at eachother and then quickly looking away.
Maddy broke first. "Stop it!"
I laughed at her. "What's wrong?"
"Nothing," Maddy replied, blushing. "I'm just happy you're here."
***
We spent the rest of the day at Maddy's family home, spending more time with her family, which was what we'd ultimately come to do. We had a surprisingly good time at the local supermarket and shopping centre where I teased Maddy relentlessly for how Australian her accent had become. There were a few times that I saw Maddy's Mum look over at us with a big smile, watching how we interacted with eachother. It was nice for both of us to know they were seeing what we were always like when we were together.
Towards the middle of the afternoon, I started to crash and we decided to head back to the hotel directly from the shopping centre so I could have a nap before we went out later to meet Maddy's best friend Isabelle.
I snoozed my alarm more than I'd planned as Maddy had already left by the time I checked the time and sat bolt upright with a start. I found a note on the small desk which Maddy had written out, basically telling me where she'd be and not to rush.
I still got myself going at pace and left the hotel room in a hurry. I followed the direction on my phone and found myself at a modern bar along a busy street. One that looked like it had a good food menu and decent atmosphere, if the reviews were anything to go by. I walked in and started to scan for Maddy. I saw her telltale blonde hair tucked over one shoulder, sitting with her back to me in a short brown one-piece talking to a truly gorgeous brunette with long hair, dark eyes and a winning smile.
I could imagine the stares they'd have been getting over the last hour or so and I absolutely wasn't surprised to see a bloke stand up after some egging-on from his friends and approach the table just as I too started walking over. By the time I was close enough, Isabelle already seemed to be putting him out of his misery. She didn't seem someone to mess with.
"Honey, while I think it's fantastic that your friends can influence your decision to speak to us to such an extent, I'm here with my friend.... who's very much in lurrrve with a handsome Englishmen who even looks tasty when he's jet lagged," Isabelle changed tack midway through the conversation when she saw me coming, clearly recognising me from pictures.
Isabelle nodded my way as she finished and Maddy spun round, instantly excited to see me which made my heart swell. I walked across to her and she planted a passionate kiss on my lips which I returned with equal energy. She looked gorgeous with her long tanned legs leading into the tight shorts and sleeveless top that made up the one-piece. She clearly had on a thin bra as her nipple piercings were slightly visible and she'd even put some make-up on despite the evening heat.
We broke apart and I extended my hand to Maddy's friend. "Good to meet you Isabelle,"
She took my hand with a grin. "It's Izzy, nobody calls me Isabelle when they've spent longer than 10 minutes with me. And I gather you'll be around for a while according to our Maddy." The man who was trying to talk to them both walked off, taking the unspoken cue that he was wasting his time.
"Yep, the prison system's less harsh in the UK. Sentenced to decades of house arrest with Maddy," I quipped.
"And I get the torture of your bad jokes," Maddy responded without breaking stride in the conversation.
"I grow on you," I assured Isabelle. "Drinks?"
I got us three more beers and joined the conversation. "Maddy was telling me all about your little fight before you arrived-"
"Izzy!" Maddy said exasperated.
"Relax dear, I'm sure he's aware you had a fight."
I laughed. Izzy had this intense, middle-class vibe but at the same time, she had a really disarming way about her. I could imagine she'd need a pretty secure man to play off or she'd eat them alive.
"-She said how amazing you've been about her little baby-making problem." I grimaced a little as Izzy said it so carelessly but Maddy seemed pretty relaxed - perhaps she was used to Izzy and her matter-of-fact attitude. "But I said to her, 'honey have you seen yourself? Men would chop their balls off to be with you and is that really any different, honestly?'"
I laughed out loud at the punchline. Izzy smiled, giving Maddy a knowing nod and Maddy smiled back, putting her head on my shoulder. We exchanged general pleasantries about back home and how Izzy would never live anywhere where the weather didn't necessitate topless men.
"You can see why Maddy wanted you to meet me first, can't you? It only gets easier from here," Izzy laughed and then added suddenly, "I need a smoke."
We watched her walk away, turning some heads as she did so. "She's really quite something," I said with a laugh.
"Don't go crushing on her," Maddy warned with a smile that gave away the joke behind her tone. "But yes, she's great. She keeps me young in a weird kind of way. There's never a dull moment, you know? Leaving her was probably the hardest thing to do. I think she took it as hard as anyone."
I sensed Maddy's sadness now she was looking back on it so I grasped her hand and squeezed it. "No regrets?"
"None," Maddy replied with a smile as she leaned forward and wrapped her arms around me, kissing me passionately.
Maddy went and got the next round and had it back by the time Izzy returned. "I saw you two slobbering all over eachother through the window," Izzy said conversationally. "I kept having to remind myself that that's my Maddy. Dressing up like a smoking hot babe for some casual drinks and engaging in PDA? Never expected I'd be seeing that on your grand return!"
Izzy was fantastic company and meeting her would end up being one of the highlights of the trip. We moved through alcohol at pace from beer to spirits and then shots. We were taking it in turns to pay so Maddy & I assumed Izzy had had too much to drink when she left the table to buy another round after buying the last one.
"Iz, I've got this one," Maddy pointed out.
"Oh honey," she replied, putting her hand on Maddy's. "I haven't paid for a while now."
With that she winked at the barman who I noticed had his eyes on Izzy all night. Maddy laughed as did I. "God I hope he's a good fuck. How does my bestie get with one man in her entire life and him turn out to be this great shag with a big cock and I can't land on a big dick to save my life?!"
We all howled with laughter, while I blushed terrifically and shooting Maddy a surprised look. She simply shrugged and sipped her drink. We all continued laughing and bantering for the next hour or so over various things until we definitely had enough to drink. Izzy alone looked as though the alcohol had only just hit her. We eventually parted outside the bar, Izzy walking to the barman who was waiting at the end of the street.
"If you thought she was intense, wait until tomorrow evening," Maddy said with a laugh. "You may want to break up with me!"
***
We woke up to the horrible sound of the alarm that I'd set for breakfast, blaring bloody murder. The naïve hope of making it to breakfast was quickly lost when I felt my sore head and sick stomach. Maddy groaned next to me until I shut my alarm off and got up. We didn't make it down until lunchtime when we went to restaurant and stacked our plates with carbs and protein, trying to overcome sizeable hangovers.
Maddy checked her phone and looked up at me in shock. "She's at work today after leaving 'dud dick' at 3am."
I shook my head, laughing. Izzy was reminding me, as if I needed reminding, how good I had it with Maddy. There was no doubt in my mind she could have had free drinks all night with a flirty bat of her eyelashes but I genuinely got the impression she was completed oblivious to what someone with looks like hers could do. Except to me, of course.
Maddy and I spent the following few hours taking it easy by the pool so I could rest my hangover-tinged jet lag and we could prepare to meet the rest of Maddy's friends for drinks later in the evening. In an ideal world, I'd have had a few days to acclimatise before being put infront of what were, if the group chats were anything to go by, a crazy group of friends. However, arriving late to the holiday had put a stop to that plan.
After a shower, I put on some chino shorts and a blue shirt. Maddy went for a cream coloured lace mini dress. I looked twice at the floral patterns making up the artistically designed holes as they showed a lot of skin but at the same time nothing at all.
"Christ you look good, I'm already going to start up against it when they compare you and I." As always, Maddy looked amazing.
"You know what's worse?" Maddy teased. "Izzy called it last night. It's crazy how much I want to look good for you compared to what I was like with my exes."
I laughed and chucked a pillow at her which she sidestepped with ease. "As if you've ever not looked good! I don't buy that."
Maddy shrugged, "Well I guess we'll see if they agree. Of course, what they don't know is I know how much you like me looking good for you... and I love being irresistible to you," she finished it with a smirk at my instantly aroused reaction and stepped into her heels, doing the strap up. "It's why I no longer even hesitate about doing something like this."
I looked at her questioningly and watched pull her white thong down, deciding to go commando. I groaned and walked over, planting a kiss on her waiting lips. She put her thong in my hand as we kissed and I could feel the wetness on it, already.
"I already know what you're thinking so if you think you can be quick and can settle for not cumming inside me, then it's yours," Maddy said with lust.
I pushed her against the wall and hiked her tight dress up, eager for the quick release. Maddy sighed into it, slightly taller than me with her heels on. I fucked her hard and fast against the wall until I came and we managed to sort our appearances out so that nobody would have guessed Maddy had given me her pussy to enjoy.
I wasn't sure whether it was her intention or not but the quickie settled some nerves as we walked down to the strip near our hotel towards one of the cheesy bars that did karoake and apparently, good cocktails.
We walked into screams of "MADDY!" "Oi Oi" and even a wolf whistle which was definitely directed at Maddy. I stepped back and let her enjoy it. From what she's said, she'd already seen almost everyone at the 3 tables the group were congregating around but not all at once, until now.
"Everyone, this is Adam, the new ball and chain, you can introduce yourselves individually," Maddy quipped.
I took a deep bow and put on the most 16th century voice I could before saying, "It's simply a delight to meet you all!"
The group fell about laughing and I mentally ticked off 'good first impression' from the list of things I needed to get right tonight. I was pulled towards the crowd by Izzy who dragged me towards a few of the guys while Maddy was swamped by her friends. I couldn't believe how many of her friends there were.
"This is Jonathon and this is William," Izzy said, taking on the intros as she introduced me to two very fashionable-looking men who clearly spent a long time on their hair and perfect beards. It was impressive attention to detail.
"I prefer Bill, much more macho," Bill said with a wink.
"Funny that, I thought you preferred Jonathon," Izzy quipped back with a smirk, clearly proud of herself as the two men scowled at her.
"And this is Nick who's engaged to Shannen and is therefore an official member of the group. And this is his brother John, who's not an official member of the group as he's too busy trying to shag the rest of us."
Both brothers, sporting scruffier beards, curly hair and a clear resemblance, rolled their eyes as they extended their hands to me.
"Now that's done, I'm going to get poor Adam a beer and a shot so he can get through the awkwardness of being our centre of attention all night." Izzy said, walking off.
I laughed, which made her turn back and smile, though she was completely unaware I was laughing because she was likely to be the main cause of the awkwardness. I set about talking to the people I was introduced with until Izzy returned with a shot for the pair of us and a shrug of her shoulders to the rest. I took the shot and deciding that I had better meet everyone else, went about introducing myself to the little groups that had broken out around the tables.
Eventually I landed back where I'd started, with Nick and John, who seemed to be keen for me to join their little group.
"Haven't you got a reputation as the group pest to keep?" I asked John with a laugh, gesturing to him being apart from the bulk of the group.
He scowled in response and Nick explained. "Izzy thinks he fancies everyone in the group because he keeps hitting on her. She can't put two and two together."
The penny dropped; neither had I.
"Ah," I said simply.
Both of them laughed. "Yep, I'm fucked." John said with a resigned laugh.
I put my hand on his shoulder and made to agree before shaking my head. "You're not fucked. You've probably accidentally helped yourself."
"-helped himself with what?" I heard a voice say cheerily, as my beautiful girlfriend wrapped her arm around me, kissing me on the cheek.
I weighed up telling her, glancing at John. "Helped himself be interesting to Izzy," I admitted.
Maddy raised her eyebrows at the three of us. "Oh, okay then, I must hear this!"
John admitted it all and Maddy smiled sympathetically.
"John, you definitely need to be more forthright. You need to be brave. Izzy doesn't like weak men, unlike me, I love them." Maddy winked at me as she finished and bit her lip at my threatening eyes.
"No, you need to let her know you can keep up and match her, some women really like that." Maddy said, the implication clear that I could not. I knew she was baiting me but she was certainly on her way to a spanking.
I stared her down and I could have sworn I saw her nipples harden behind the dress. She turned away before I could look. "Anyway, I have to hang out with my friends as I'm only with them for a bit before I go back to being a housewife."
I looked at Maddy in shock as she walked off, all eyes glued to her dress and the tight fit around her ass. Nick and John took great pleasure in ribbing me about Maddy blatantly trying to push my buttons for the next few minutes until Nick went to get a beer while John and I went to the bathroom. On my way through I spotted a fire exit with an open door leading to a deserted staircase. Perfect. I took my phone out.
Adam: Meet me at the fire exit by the toilets in 15 minutes. Don't make it worse on yourself by saying no.
Maddy barely took a minute before replying.
Maddy: No...
I felt my pulse rise but I held back on replying, letting her wait it out, knowing she wouldn't dare refuse and not risking the power dynamic by needing to convince her. I watched her from afar, chatting to friends and giggling. But I knew her well enough to know her mind was elsewhere. It took a full 10 minutes before she replied.



Maddy: Yes Sir.
I didn't reply and instead made an excuse and left the guys, walking towards the bar before looping back round.
I saw Maddy's silhouette at the top of the fire exit before she tentatively started to walk down. "Adam?" She asked into the semi darkness.
I waited for her to turn down the next flight where the light was better and she saw me instantly. "Fuck, I love being a brat around you."
Maddy almost threw herself at me, kissing me on the lips passionately. I manoeuvred her behind me, facing the handrail with her back towards me. I bent her over and spanked her hard on the cheek without warning. She gasped but took it.
"Here?" She breathed, not in refusal but in surprise.
"Here," I confirmed.
Recklessly, given how easy it would be for anyone to catch us, I ran my hand along the bottom of her dress and spanked her covered cheeks, one on each side. Maddy did nothing except spread her legs a little and lean into the handrail, both of us knowing I was doing what we both wanted.
"Who do you belong to?" I asked, with a firm spank.
"You," she gasped.
"Who do you respect?" I asked again and followed with a spank.
"You," Maddy responded immediately.
"Who are you going to be a good little housewife for?" I teased, playing on her earlier words. Another spank.
"You," she gasped and I felt the arousal behind it.
"Good, now shut up and thank me when I'm done." I said.
I spanked Maddy ten times in total on each cheek. She didn't say a word beyond moaning and gasping as quietly as possible. Her dress had ridden up and I could see the peak of her lips and the curve of her pert ass on show. When I was done and she felt me rub her cheeks, she said, "Thank you Sir."
"HOLY FUCK THAT WAS HOT!"
We both turned around, Maddy pulling her dress down as we did. Izzy was looking at us with wide eyes.
"Fuck," I said.
"Izzy," Maddy warned, a beat after me. "How much of that did you see?" Maddy asked. I thought that was a rather pointless question but went with it nonetheless.
"Ermm, all of it! My bratty best friend just got tamed and holy crap was it hot." Izzy said, eyes moving between us.
I could see Izzy's arousal. She didn't look strong on her legs and her face was flushed. Her confident, outgoing and loud demeanour seemed to be on the brink of switching off. I knew enough from how Maddy behaved to see the similarities between them. I took a chance with what little I knew of her and hoped Maddy wouldn't be too pissed off.
"You shouldn't be sneaking around Isabelle," I said, adding a more dominant tone to my voice. "As you can see, I have a very low tolerance for bad behaviour."
Izzy's eyes snapped towards me and I saw the lust in them. Izzy was very much into me in that moment. I glanced at Maddy and she knew it too but she was staring at me with just as much lust in her eyes as she watched me take charge of the situation and take the power away from Izzy.
"Come here," I said, aware my voice was travelling. Izzy obeyed and walked to me quickly. I took her arm and squeezed it firmly, whispering in her ear but loud enough for Maddy to hear given the acoustics of that part of the stairwell, "You stopped me from fucking Maddy." She hadn't, as spanking her on the stairs was already pushing it but Izzy didn't need to know that.
"Fuck, i'm sorry Adam," I looked down at her firmly, towering over her even in her heels. "Sir. I'm sorry Sir," she gasped out, the power dynamic clear.
"Good girl," I said, stroking her cheek as my heart raced. Izzy's eyes were on fire and I was certain I could have had her there and then. "Now go back upstairs and I'll decide what we do with you later."
Izzy nodded and looked at us both with lust before heading up and giving us a final look on the staircase as she went.
I turned to Maddy when I was sure she'd gone. "Where you okay with that?" I asked.
"Are you kidding?! That was so hot...." Maddy started to search for the right words and then gave up, kissing me passionately instead. I felt her up through the kiss, feeling her hard pierced nipples and then moving down and putting a hand between her legs where I felt her soaking pussy had started to drip onto her thighs too.
"I may need to clean up," Maddy said sheepishly, breaking the kiss. "Hazards of not wearing underwear around my dominant boyfriend."
I smirked and nodded, leading her up the staircase and then checking the coast was clear. She went to the bathroom and I went back to the tables. I watched her come out a few minutes later, looking as though nothing had happened. We caught eyes and she smiled at me and then quickly looked away. My eyes sought Izzy who was doing everything she could not to meet my eyes.
Mercifully, someone decided to order plates of food for the group and I added money to the jar being passed around. I couldn't face another soul-crushing hangover. It was another couple of rounds before the food was delivered though and we faced a stampede as the group, which had spread apart into smaller groups, made its way back to the middle.
I carried on chatting to different members but I'd long since forgotten names of those I'd met in passing - there was just too many of them. There was a Shannen, an Emily, Grace, Lucy, a Zoe - but I I had no idea who was who so just set about chatting to them while avoid calling them a name. Thankfully I was good with faces or that could have been very awkward. I felt a hand brush passed my waist towards the basket of chicken wings and saw telltale black nail polish which meant there was a 25% chance it was Izzy. I looked around and saw that it was.
"Hey Iz, having a good time?" I asked, already having fun with the conversation.
"I am, are you?" Gone was the extroverted behaviour and instead a seemingly shy girl stood in her place.
"It could be worse," I said with a smirk. "Excuse me for a moment, I need to make sure your bestie eats."
I filled up a plate with food and took it over to Maddy who was chatting to a couple of friends. Since she was the reason everyone was there, I knew we wouldn't be leaving early so sustenance was vital, especially if we had after-drinks activities too.
"Aw look at you taking care of me," Maddy said with a brilliant smile. I got a couple of 'aws' before her friends went to get food too and walked off, leaving Maddy and I together.
"Doing okay?" I asked.
"I am," said Maddy, taking a mouthful of fries.
While she was eating I cut in. "So, I'm pretty sure Izzy has a little crush on me," I said, wanting to assess how Maddy felt about it.
"She certainly does," Maddy said simply, not giving anything away.
I followed Maddy's gaze towards Izzy who was chatting to the friends that had just left us. John was looking at Izzy too and worked his way over to her, starting a conversation with her. Complicated.
"It wouldn't be a good idea," I admitted aloud, becoming aware of it myself.
"No, it wouldn't," Maddy agreed. We locked eyes and she continued, "I got very lucky when I started to have sex with my best friend back home and that it didn't turn into drama, I think it's very likely it would be different with Izzy. Our friendship would change too much... and I think she really does have a crush on you, not helped by what I've shared about our sex life. I can tolerate that a lot easier right now when I've not seen you together."
I took Maddy's hand and kissed it. "Mads, I never want you to feel uncomfortable and I agree with everything you've said, so let's take that right off the table."
I'd certainly started to fantasise about Izzy so there was a twinge of disappointment but at the same time, I was going home with Maddy who was, objectively, the best looking woman there, so life wasn't so bad.
Maddy smiled, relieved. "I'll talk to her," she said.
"You said 'back home'," I pointed out with a smile, changing the subject.
Maddy blushed. "I belong with you, Adam. As you well know, you cocky little..."
I mock-gasped, cutting her off. "You're cute when you're being mushy."
"Shut up," Maddy pouted.
"While I've got you to myself and I'm enjoying how uncomfortable you are, how do you feel about buying a house together?" I said casually, taking a sip of my drink and looking over at the group.
Maddy's neck snapped round. "What? You're asking me that here?!" She said incredulously.
I chuckled, "I thought 'low-key' was our thing," I said coolly.
Maddy took me by the chin and turned my face to her before kissing me passionately.
She broke away and said, "I love you, you idiot."
"I love you too, gorgeous."
***
"NO! Turn it off!" Maddy shouted into her pillow.
I groaned. "It's your alarm! Do you seriously want me to climb over your broken body right now?"
Maddy reached over and turned it off. "We shouldn't have done those drinking games," she moaned weakly.
It took me a minute to remember. "Ah yeah, shot if you love cock. I can see why you're suffering more than me."
Maddy groaned, turning over and sitting up. She'd managed to put her hair in a ponytail before sleeping so it now laid neatly in place, in contrast to her sleep-covered eyes and hungover-tinged skin. "Just your cock, I was quick to clarify," she added, raising a finger towards me.
"Thanks for telling them I had a foot fetish too," I said, my sentence broken by Maddy's laugh. "It would have been nice to invite them to the wedding but I won't be able to look any of them in the eye now."
Maddy laughed again. "It's fine, you explained it well from our first sexual moment. I don't think they'll let you live it down but it could have been worse. Much harder to explain away you telling them I love serving you."
"Well that's your fault for correcting them that you didn't just mean sexually, my little housewife," I winked.
"Yeah that was dumb," Maddy admitted.
"But at least you said it wasn't something you constantly wanted to do," I offered helpfully.
Maddy rose, stretching from the bed and walked to the bathroom. "Yeah, because a modern feminist woman should want to do that at all."
I rose slowly too so we could get ready. "Isn't feminism about choice?"
Maddy turned back to me with raised eyebrows as she went to shut the door behind her. "Are you seriously going to educate me about feminism?"
I retreated, sensing an imminent death.
We made it down in plenty of time for breakfast. After the initial grogginess, neither of us felt too hungover. "Are we still drunk?" I pondered over toast.
"If we are, we should stay that way. How about cocktails at the beach or the pool then?" Maddy said with a cheeky grin.
"Pool and then beach? I may need to put some lotion on." I was already starting to tan red.
As we made our way up to the room, Maddy took my hand and quietly asked, "Are you okay that nothing happened with Izzy last night?"
"Of course I am," I said firmly, opening the door to our room as I said so. "100%."
"Seriously? I did kind of let you think it was happening."
"I don't think that's true at all. Even if it was, you were within your rights to back out, especially for the reasons you said. We'll probably see Izzy a couple more times before we go, I can imagine it would have been awkward. Plus didn't John finally get up some courage to speak to her?" I pointed out.
I pulled out the suntan lotion as Maddy stripped off her clothes. Her perfectly tanned body only had the lightest difference of tan around her private areas. She looked like a bronze Goddess with her perfectly shaped body. Her wide hips led to a firm, round ass and she had those perfect, perky boobs that were a handful. She was unbelievable to look at naked and she'd definitely changed my type. I used to be attracted to shorter, more petite women. Izzy was probably closer to my previous type, in all honesty. Maddy was tall, slim and fit. And blonde, which wasn't my previous preference. It made sense why I didn't fancy her at first. Now, I knew I could never get enough of her.
"Fancy a quickie?" she asked innocently.
I couldn't get to her fast enough.
***
We were laying by the pool with cocktails in hand, empty glasses collecting by the loungers. Maddy had a long island ice tea in her hand and I'd gone for something masculine: a pina colada.
I glanced over at Maddy, seeing her piercings showing through her baby blue bikini she had on that was just barely containing her breasts.
"Won't they start to burn in the sun?" I asked curiously.
Maddy shook her head. "They'll be fine. It's like having pierced ears."
"I never asked: how did you come about getting your nipples pierced?"
Maddy laughed. "You'll judge me if I tell you and I was young!"
Intrigued, I said, "Well I can't let that go now!"
She took a sip of her drink. "Okay get me another one and I'll tell you."
I returned a few minutes later with a cocktail each and sat down. "So I fell for a woman," Maddy declared.
"It involves a woman? Shocker!" I replied. "Was she older, a bit alternative and into metal?" I teased.
Maddy nodded. "Pretty much."
I paused. "You're joking? It's that cliché?"
Maddy took a sip of her drunk and seeing that the shock remained on my face, laughed some more. She recounted the story of her being 18 and liking a woman in her 30's that she met at a bar while at University.
"I actually had pink highlights in my hair for a bit," Maddy laughed. "So she had nipple piercings and I loved them and I loved how much pleasure she got from them so I got mine pierced too."
"Wow, Uni Maddy was very different." I chuckled in response. "What did your parents say about the pink hair?"
"I just told them it was standard lesbian behaviour and they should be grateful I wasn't into tattoos or I'd be covered in them. I had them believing I was going to be a goth biker girl if they kept going on." Maddy paused and smirked at me as she thought back to it. "What about Uni Adam?" Maddy asked, turning over to face me. "I know what you studied and all that but did you ever have a rebellious phase?"
I shook my head. "Na, I was not the rebellious type."
"Lame," Maddy cut in with a wink.
"Sorry, I was too busy chasing after older women," I teased back.
"Yeah, look at you being a Uni student and bagging Jen."
"And Taylor before her. We'll ignore Laura as she cheated on me."
"Oh I wanna hear about Taylor," Maddy said, sitting back and drinking her cocktail. She was clearing them alarmingly fast and we had dinner at a nice restaurant with her family that evening.
I told her about Taylor who was a 3rd year student that was on the football team. Taylor was bisexual and extremely kinky.
"Ah, so that's why you've been so cool about my sexuality," Maddy noted. "And my emerging kinkiness."
I nodded. "I definitely had a bit of a sheltered upbringing but Taylor changed that."
"That's hot," Maddy said quietly.
I ran my hand along her stomach in a very casual way. Maddy shivered slightly under my touch. "You're very unusual," I said.
"You think?" Maddy said sarcastically.
"I used to tie her up and force orgasms out of her until she begged me to stop. Then I'd fuck her senseless." I said boldly. I saw Maddy's breathing change.
"Stop teasing me," she warned.
"Or what?" I pushed back.
"Or I'll drag you upstairs and suck you off while you tell me all about it."
***
I deposited my second load inside one of Maddy's holes shortly after and we decided to swap the beach for the pool.
"That was kinky," Maddy admitted with a blush as we walked out of the hotel holding hands, making our way down to the beach a couple of minutes away.
"I'm glad we're still discovering new kinks, that's exciting," I said, giving her hand a squeeze.
We carried on with cocktails by the beach though before going onto the sand, we stopped by a beachside restaurant for food.
Maddy had more than a few stares as we found ourselves some spare loungers on the beach and paid to hire them. Her baby blue bikini only served to highlight her tan and her body. I let her walk ahead and find seats she wanted but I saw the stares she ignored, including from men who looked behind sunglasses with their own women nearby. I kissed her as we sat down and I pulled my top off.
"I can't wait to see you all tanned," Maddy said, licking her lips.
"Well maybe you'd be so kind and put some lotion on me or else I'll look like a lobster?"
Maddy joined me on my lounger and applied sun lotion before I did the same to her. I had developed a semi while rubbing lotion all over her, including her back when she was topless.
She felt me rub against her. "I'm never going to be able to fully satisfy you," she whispered dramatically.
"You're the reason I never can be fully satisfied!" I teased back, making her smile.
We sat in the sun under a beach umbrella that did very little to protect us. I was deep in a mystery novel and speaking very little though I did glance up every so often to watch the surfers ride the waves while Maddy was scrolling on social media, uploading pictures from her visit. Neither of us used social media to post much, I barely used it at all. Maddy decided that this was as good a time as any to post and her pictures led to an avalanche of messages from friends who wanted to meet up or weren't able to but were checking in. I suggested that they could visit us if they wanted, once we had a bigger place.
"So, we're actually buying together?" Maddy asked, unable to hide the excitement in her voice.
I chuckled. "Maybe I could have asked you more formally, but yes. I have my Dad's money and I want to put that to good use. You know he was the practical type, he'd want that to," I said with a smile. "You're my future Maddy, we should buy together."
Maddy smiled brilliantly. "Deal."
"But I have one condition," I said seriously.
"Oh?"
"We have to move towns, I fucking hate that commute!"
Maddy laughed loudly. "Double deal."
Maddy gave me a quick kiss before going back to her phone. I sat and looked around the beach and then behind me at the buildings and the streets, picturing Maddy living here and then leaving here. Now she'd be buying with me, further planting roots on the other side of the world.
"So," said Maddy suddenly, "based on this deposit and our income, here's our budget."
"Wow, that was quick," I said, peering over. "No, we have a bigger deposit than that as we haven't included some of my savings and you're also leaving a bit too much of the money in the bank."
"For safe keeping," Maddy said wisely.
Total price agreed and rough requirements discussed, Maddy set about searching for areas that had what we were looking for in our price range.
After the 3rd or 4th interruption to show me a house in a potential area, I reminded Maddy we were on holiday and couldn't go to view anything.
"Yes, but this is shopping on a mega scale," she huffed. "You need to be ready for this to consume my life until I find the perfect home."
I laughed. "Deal," I echoed.
A few minutes later, Maddy again interrupted my novel with a loud laugh. "Guess who just messaged me after seeing pictures of us?"
"Jess," I said immediately.
Maddy nodded. "She said 'I can't believe you ended up falling for the first real dick you saw. I guess you should thank me.'"
I snorted. "Tell her I said thank you and hope she's well."
Maddy did and then showed me her response which was a middle finger emoji. "I'm blocking her," Maddy announced. "Too toxic and definitely not me anymore,"
I kissed her and smiled. "Happy?" I asked, looking beyond just this exchange and instead at all we had been through the last few weeks.
"Happy," she replied with a big smile. "You?"
"Very happy."
***
By the time we got back to the hotel, got changed and had another drink, we were both quite tipsy, especially Maddy. We'd made the error of relying on cold cocktails to cool us down and that meant we drunk more alcohol and not enough water.



"We're going to be so fucked when we sober up tomorrow," Maddy declared with a chuckle.
"Let's just keep drinking for the next few days until we go," I suggested seriously.
We made it to the restaurant and met Maddy's family including Katie's previously unmentioned boyfriend, Julius. "I thought with Adam here it would be less awkward," Katie said by way of explanation when she walked in with the tall mixed-race man. Denise and John recovered from the initial surprise intro and welcomed him warmly, though they dominated the first part of the conversation by grilling him. He worked in banking and seemed to really like Katie. I didn't know her well but I felt that Katie perhaps liked him a touch less than he liked her. Privately, Maddy agreed with me.
It didn't take long for Maddy's family to notice she was tipsy, not helped by Katie, no doubt keen to take attention away from her, pointing out what Maddy & I had been up to the night before.
"I remember Maddy's graduation," John said fondly. I awaited the 'Proud Father' speech but instead he said, "Maddy's friends got Denise so drunk, didn't they hun?"
Denise nodded awkwardly, making me laugh. "Sorry, I'm not at all surprised, crazy bunch," I said affectionately.
When Maddy didn't disagree, we all had a good laugh telling Julius about her friends while her family recounted a number of stories that Maddy had got up to with them. Most were familiar tome but some weren't.
"You ran down the beach topless?" I asked laughing.
"They stole my bikini!"
Later in the meal, Katie gasped when looking at my arms. "Lobster alert!"
"Oh Jesus," I said, looking down and seeing my arms had started to redden.
Maddy groaned, "I'm worried I'm going to lose my tan eventually and end up like that." We all laughed, even me.
"So what's the plan for when y'll head back?" John asked conversationally. I could see Denise stiffen up as she continued to cut her steak, listening intently.
"Well, funny you should say that," Maddy said. "Shall I tell them?" Maddy asked me and then continued at my nod, "We've decided to buy a house!" Maddy announced.
Our table erupted rather loudly, to the point where nearby tables looked over and we quietened down.
"Congrats!"
"Well done Sis, I knew someone would actually volunteer to live with you eventually!"
I explained how we were going to buy, under John's questioning stare, remembering he was from the UK and knew how expensive buying a house would be.
Denise looked at John and they both nodded before she said, "Well maybe we can help. We've been saving up - for both of you," she added, looking at Katie too, "and we'd like to give you that now Maddy. You can put it towards the house, or a wedding," she added, looking hopefully at me. I played dumb.
"How much are we talking?" Maddy asked tentatively.
"About 20k," Denise said.
I sat with my mouth open. Between that amount and what I had to put forward, we were in line for a sizeable deposit and we could keep some in the bank for any repairs or holidays. Julius looked at Katie and I could believe it was hard at that point for him not to be even more interested in her.
We had a really good meal and Maddy & I picked up the bill. Afterall, we now had quite a bit of money between us.
We spent the next day without Maddy's friends or family and took a bit of a tour of the city, ending up at Brighton Beach. We spent the evening watching the sun go down at a nearby restaurant on the terrace. Even though our time in Australia was winding down, I knew we'd be back.
On the way home, Maddy got a message from Izzy.
Izzy: So how do you two feel about a little double date tomorrow? With John and I. Yep, that happened. Don't take the piss, I think I like him.
Maddy and I shared a smile.
Maddy: Pretty sure he likes you too. Tomorrow sounds great as we're at my parents the night before we go.
***
Izzy looked delightful as ever when we got to the bar and found her sitting there. John was sitting with her and I later told them honestly, after a few beers, that they looked natural together. I felt Izzy needed to hear it as there was certainly a superficial quality to her and I thought she felt quite conscious that she was by far the more attractive one.
The four of us got on unbelievably well and Maddy & I said without doubt that we'd like to have them over in the UK later in the summer, once we'd had a house sorted. John fussed over Izzy in a way that I knew Izzy liked. We left the girls at the table as we went to the bar.
"You two look great together!" I enthused.
John smiled. "Living the dream, bud."
I clapped him on the shoulder. "Izzy's tame once she knows you're going to take care of her. and not put up with her shit." I laughed as I said it, recognising the contradiction. "I'm not saying it's going to be an easy tightrope to walk but I think she deliberately wanted Maddy's approval before we leave and she's going to get it. That's a big help. I bet you my kidney they go quiet as we walk back over."
Izzy stopped talking as we walked over, my kidney saved. A little while later, Izzy went to the bathroom alone, with Maddy pointedly saying she didn't need to go, sitting with the pair of us instead. Izzy blushed, knowing what was about to happen and Maddy watched her go.
"John, your brother's with one of my friends so i'm going to hope you've got your head screwed on. Izzy really likes you. She's scared, but she really likes you. Don't fuck this up. Now that that's over, how about a shot?"
Maddy went and got us four, keen to leave the table after the semi-awkward warning. "There you go," I said, reinforcing my point. "I was terrified when Maddy and I first got together. It gets easier mate," I said honestly.
To our great surprise, it was Izzy who suggested we leave before we got too drunk, a little while later. We watched them leave and saw Izzy put her head on John's shoulder as they walked around the corner. We were staying, determined now to stay permanently tipsy until we boarded our flight.
"Wow," Maddy said, after I brought another drink to the table. "I don't believe in fate but that would never have happened if things had gone differently the other day."
I nodded, it was crazy to look back. Izzy, a little like Maddy at the start for us, seemed to be falling hard.
"How do you feel about me looking at houses that are near good schools?" said Maddy suddenly, pulling the rug from under me by changing the conversation like she frequently did.
I laughed at that fact but quickly recovered. "Sorry, I'm just laughing at how you change the conversation so quickly. Well, didn't we say we'd look into adopting," I finished seriously. "Or Fostering? So I think it would be sensible, yes. Now we have more money, we can afford to pay a bit more and mortgage the rest," I said, my project brain switching on as I planned it all out.
"Adam," Maddy started than paused. "I'm not sure I'll ever get over it," Maddy admitted, making my heart break yet again. "It's not that I wanted a child because I could have one naturally with you, it's because for the first time, I was with someone I wanted one with. And now I can't and that kills me a little bit."
"Maddy," I said firmly, trying to give her a touch of tough love, "put your effort and energy into a kid that needs it. There are plenty." Maddy nodded. "If you keep talking like this, I will take your drink away and leave you to have a terrible hangover in the morning."
Maddy laughed and cheered back up quickly. I even convinced her to come up and do karaoke with me. We sang, badly, the Aerosmith 'I don't wanna miss a thing' after realising we were both a fan of the cheesy film it was made for. Maddy needed to let go and even though I hated doing anything like that, for her I'd do anything.
We left when they kicked us out at last orders, both of us steaming drunk. I didn't remember buying the cocktails that sat in the fridge the next day but I remained determined to avoid our hangover, even though it felt crazy to drink the cans when we first woke up.
"I hate you," Maddy declared, drinking the can of passion fruit martini as I drunk a pina colada.
I laughed. "Nobody's forcing you to keep drinking."
Maddy laughed. "Okay, I'm finding this fun," Maddy admitted.
We spent our final full day by the pool after a big breakfast, lots of water and, to my amazement, a quickie that turned into a pretty long session. I finally came on Maddy's face after plowing into her from behind for a long, enjoyable time and her practically begging to be covered in my cum. She scraped most of my cum into her mouth afterwards, laying there shamelessly fingering herself as she did so.
"I love it when you leave me sore," Maddy said hotly afterwards. I had held her arms behind her and used them as leverage to fuck her hard and relentlessly from behind until she was gasping into the pillow, her legs shaking from the intensity, when I pulled put and covered her face in my cum.
We found ourselves a plum spot by the pool and I shamelessly worked on evening out my lobster tan throughout the day while Maddy laughed, looking glorious in her black bikini, contrasting her white nails and blonde hair, which had lightened over the last few days in the sun.
"You know, sometimes it's a lot of pressure to be your partner," I joked.
Maddy graciously offered to leave parts of her body uncovered so that she could also 'lobster' but I declined.
We went upstairs later afternoon and began to pack, knowing we'd leave early morning after a quick breakfast. A couple of hours later we made our way to Maddy's parents for the final time before flying back. John had started a bbq and I could see the smoke down the road as the taxi pulled up.
We went in and I was handed a beer by Katie as Maddy walked into the kitchen.
"So, what did you think of Julius?" She asked, sitting me down.
"Erm, he was nice," I said, rather awkwardly. "You both seem to get on well."
"You're lame," Katie declared, and I saw her sister in her. "My parents are always happy with what I decide but that's no good. I want to know if what I decide is right," she said firmly.
"Okay," I sighed. "I think he likes you more than you like him. and I think he likes the money coming your way even more," I admitted.
To my surprise, Katie smiled. "That's what I thought," she said. "I'm glad somebody has told me the truth."
"Well in that case," I said, taking advantage of the situation, "perhaps you can help me tonight?"
"Oh my god," Katie said, wide-eyed, "you're going to ask them for permission aren't you?"
"I'm going to ignore how you knew that but yes. Do you think that's wise?" I asked hesitantly.
Katie laughed. "You're an idiot Adam. Maddy adores you, it freaks the three of us out really. They'll be relieved you want to make an honest woman out of her, to be honest."
"Right," I said, processing it. "So, can you distract her when I give you the nod?"
"Of course," she said.
A little while later as Maddy went into the kitchen I gave Katie the nod and she followed her in. I could hear her in the distance saying, "Tell me what you think about Julius? Is he a bit too interested in me?"
"Katie wasn't subtle at all, was she?" I asked, as I looked at them over dessert.
They both laughed loudly, adding to my awkwardness.
"I'm sorry," I said, "I asked her to distract Maddy so I could speak to you."
They both stopped laughing, realising I was behind the crap excuse. Denise, I think, clocked the intention immediately.
"So, I'm not going to draw this out. I'm not going to say this is happening tomorrow but I'm certain it'll happen before I next see you so I'd like to know how you feel about this now and hopefully get your permission," I said, looking at them both. "I'd like your permission to propose to Maddy," I said firmly. My heart was beating rapidly. They wouldn't stop me from proposing, nothing would. But it would feel better to have their blessing.
"Wow," said John. He looked to Denise and I knew this would be her decision.
"Yes, of course!" Denise said, beaming. "Maddy looks at you the way I always wanted her to look at her partner."
"I know we haven't been together long," I started tentatively. "But I know we're going to stay together. I want her to know I'm fully committed."
"She knows, dear," Denise said with a smile.
"We'll just pretend I gave you a really intimidating 'don't fuck this up' speech shall we?" John said with a chuckle.
"I am suitably intimidated," I said with a smile. "Thank you, I won't let you down," I added as Maddy's voice started to drift back our way.
"Baby," Maddy said between rooms, "have you heard this nonsense?"
I got up, smiling at her parents from the angle Maddy couldn't see and went over to listen to Maddy argue that Julius was bad news while Katie quite clearly faked her love for him.
***
Our airport journey the next morning was relatively painless. We took a cab, as Katie's car was unlikely to hold 3 people and both cases. John was at work so that left us short of options. We turned up slightly hungover, having given up on trying to drink our way through the holiday.
When we got to check-in, Maddy had a nice surprise as I walked her to the Business Class line. "Ermm, what are you doing?"
"I upgraded us! Neither of us have travelled business class and trust me, we can't afford first class," I paused with a laugh, "so here we are."
"Wow," said Maddy simply.
"Great way to start the rest of our lives," I added, taking her hand and giving it a squeeze.
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God I hate ties I thought, finally getting the length right on my third attempt. I wasn't conventional when it came to working practices and I guessed that contributed to how I'd got so far in my career at a young age. Kings of Leon played quietly in the background as I got ready for my first day at my new job.
I'd just been appointed as the Operations Executive, reporting into the Chief Executive Officer, of a national Charity. It meant that Strategy, Operations, Marketing, Fundraising, Data and about 5 other teams, totalling over 200 people, would be reporting into me. I was 31 but had moved fast through my career, taking to my roles quickly and delivering huge amounts of value for each organisation before moving on after 2 or 3 years. I took this job specifically because it would be long-term with the organisation needing to undergo radical transformation to survive and continue to operate well. I knew this would easily be a 5 year job if I was going to deliver the strategy and objectives intended.
I did my research before agreeing to join the application process when the Headhunter reached out. I could see from the accounts that the charity had been in financial decline for the last couple of years, losing income from donations and generally falling behind other charities that worked in a similar space.
I was offered an interview and while I had reservations, decided to meet the CEO and the Trustee representatives that made up the panel. I found the CEO Max, short for Maxine I'd guess, to be charming and honest. She was only a few years older than me and had been there for a couple of years. She seemed deeply frustrated by the lack of progress in the charity's approach as well as the lack of growth in income. It was a gruelling interview process but one I was extremely happy to have passed, completely buying in to the purpose and objectives by the end of it.
I hadn't been able to do much work for the organisation before joining as my job at the time was so busy. All I managed was a couple of video calls with my boss and the rest of the top team and a few email exchanges with my Executive Assistant who was basically my PA under a different name. Certainly she behaved like one, having scanned my calendar the night before I could see that my intro meetings had all been planned across the week with holds for lunch. When I'd do work, I had no idea as yet.
Actually doing the work I was hired to do, had started to become my biggest worry. Not because I felt I wasn't capable but because of the last couple of exchanges with my new boss. Clearly the interview mask had slipped somewhat - which was to be expected, but in its place was a very forceful, bordering on aggressive woman. The emails from her that I was copied in on were blunt and rude. It very much seemed to be her way or the highway, contradicting what I had originally thought.
With my tie now perfect, I put a blazer on and grabbed my backpack, making my way into London and the big office block that the Charity rented 3 floors of. Like almost everyone in the organisation, Emma, my EA, had viewed my LinkedIn profile when I was announced to the organisation, so I had a rough idea of what she looked like.
At 8am in the morning, she wasn't hard to spot in the lobby, being the only woman waiting around. I saw her first and had time to take in that she was tall, maybe 5'7 or 5'8 in her flats, with a thin body. She certainly had the build of a model with perhaps the hint of an ass behind her black skirt and tights. She was in a loose white blouse with her auburn hair flowing down to her shoulder blades. I saw she wasn't wearing glasses so assumed she was wearing contacts as her Linkedin picture showed her with thick black frames that drew out her blue eyes. She had full lips and flawless skin with only a touch of makeup as far as I could see. Her nose was probably a touch more prominent than what would suit her face and I suspected that might have been what stopped her model career, if she was ever pursuing one.
By the time she saw me, I was entering the building through the revolving doors and extending my hand to her. "Really good to meet you Emma," I said warmly.
"Mr Guard, it's good to meet you too," Emma replied in what I felt was a posh, outer-London accent.
"Please call me James," I said with a smile, "and make sure everyone knows that too."
Emma nodded and laughed a little. I hoped she might get my dry humour. We spent a few minutes sorting out my pass and her clarifying what floors the Charity worked from and then we were making our way upstairs. There were a few early starters already at their desks in the open plan office. I received one or two curious glances but most recognised me, as Emma led me to my office which was along the back. All of the Execs had their own offices with meeting rooms all around the open plan office. Emma's desk was outside mine, within eyeline of my desk so she always had a view of if I was busy or not at the time.
She directed me in and left me to set myself up on the computer and sort my desk out how I wanted it. A few minutes later I saw her walk hesitantly over. "Can I make you a tea or coffee?"
I smiled in thanks. "A coffee will be great, just milk and no sugar. Generally I make my own coffee though so don't worry about adding that to your responsibilities."
Emma smiled shyly and said, "Well that's okay, your predecessor always had me making him a tea."
"Well in that case you must be a pro, I look forward to trying one of your teas on my birthday as a little treat," I joked.
Emma smiled a little and walked off gracefully. She returned a few minutes later with a coffee from an espresso machine. It was my turn to laugh. "I thought I was getting one handmade! Your old boss really overworked you with the teas then."
Emma laughed and handed me my mug. I was a few inches taller than her and but it barely showed with her frame. I wondered briefly if her height stopped her wearing heels. We seemed to have a pleasant little dynamic forming and I felt we'd get on. I'd never had an assistant before but I'd been around bosses that had one so I generally knew what she was here to help with.
"Mind if we grab a few minutes to go over expectations?" I said casually.
Emma's faced flashed surprise but then smiled a false smile that I recognised from all other Personal Assistants when they wanted to present a pleasant and approachable demeanour. "Of course, let me just get my pad," she said, hurrying off.
I sat on the sofa in the corner of my office as oppose to the meeting table. Emma's eyes searched for me when she walked back in, initially confused before she spotted me and walked over, head down slightly as though she was self-conscious of her walk.
"Nothing to worry about, I just want you to know how I work," I said warmly. "First, I never have meetings across every day of the week. I always want one, preferably two days where I have no meetings and just do work. I'll normally work from home on that day."
Emma nodded, writing something down which I read upside down said 'move Wednesday meets' in her flowy handwriting.
"Given where your desk is, it'd be helpful if you give me advance notice on Teams if someone's coming to see me. I have an open door policy but I'd rather know first. I'm also not keen on the number of individual meetings you've put in. Can you consolidate them into groups? I'd also like to do a welcome meeting with every department after I've met their Head Of. Can you set that up?"
Emma nodded, taking it all down. Perhaps she realised I was also assessing her, as she got right to it while I had a brief welcome with my boss who was based upstairs. I walked up and saw a less crowded space with a smaller number of teams. A sign pointed towards the 'CEO area' and I discovered that Max's office was directly above mine but also included the office next to mine so it was twice the size. I was intercepted by Max's PA as I was walking over.
"Hi I'm Fiona, welcome!" She said warmly, extending a hand.
I took it with a broad smile. "Glad to be here. Am I okay to go in?"
Fiona nodded. "She's expecting you."
I walked into Max's office and found a very sterile room. There were a couple of corporate pictures on the walls, showing the work of the charity and that was all. Even the mug was plain. It all looked exact. Indeed, Max herself was sitting precisely in the middle of her desk.
I'd never met her in person having done my interviews online so I was struck by her mannerisms now. She came across extremely neat and a perfectionist, though I'd already picked up on the latter in her emails. What struck me in person was how confident and magnetic her presence was. She stood up from the desk with a slightly wooden smile and was close to my height in her high heels. I'd have said she was 5'4 or so without them. She had her blonde hair cut into a bob and it looked like it cost a fair amount too. Her teeth were white and flawless, her eyes blue and piercing. The engagement ring on her finger, paired with her wedding ring, looked stunning.
"Ah James, I'm glad you're finally here."
"It's great to be here, sorry my notice was so long," I replied, sensing her tone.
"That's okay, though I had to take a greater hand in your area than I'd have liked," she said crisply. She indicated I should join her at her large wooden table which could easily sit 12 and looked like it cost quite a bit. "Passed on from the last CEO," she said, reading my thought. Clearly, not a lot got passed her.
"It's nice," I offered.
"Mm," she replied coldly, sitting down at the head of the table and pulling her chair up close to the table so that she was sitting with her perfect posture as she gazed over at me. "Your area needs a strong hand which I trust you'll provide. Too much lax behaviour and not enough effort, from what I can see. I'd like a clear plan of action around the people side and the operations side as soon as practical."
"Sure thing," I replied, a little taken aback. "I'll provide an initial assessment in a couple of weeks."
Max shook her head. "We have an Exec meeting every other Tuesday so next week is a good time or you'll have been here a month by the next meeting and that's far too long."
She ushered me from her office a little while later and I wasn't sure whether to laugh or not as I made my way downstairs.
One positive of my first morning was that within the hour of our earlier chat, I saw revised meetings dropping in and people coming over to talk to Emma, glancing my way as they did so. Emma was extremely friendly and charming. She knew everyone, it seemed, and everyone knew her. I had a quick look at her LinkedIn bio and saw she'd been in the role for over a year and given when she graduated, was in her mid 20's, which looked about right.
I clicked off and prepared for the first of four back-to-back intro meetings. They all followed a similar pattern of basic intros, a summary of what their teams did and then where the challenges were. Collectively, I saw bigger challenges than they presented. Our ways of working, use of data and use of technology was poor. Our current strategy, due for renewal soon, hadn't delivered. I sighed, this would be a big challenge. What concerned me more, however, was the nervousness that these senior leaders tried to hide. They looked like they'd been beat up a fair bit.
I stepped out at the end of the last meeting keen to go for lunch but aware I'd be walking through a packed office and walking passed without any intros would be a bad look. I already had a view of what the culture was likely to be and I didn't want to fall into expectations of that continuing. I sighed again and put on my best impression of a PA's false smile before walking out and making my way along the rows to introduce myself.
It became a bit of a queue in the end, rather awkwardly. Staff were hanging around waiting for me to get to them and basically ask them the same questions - what was their name and what did they do. I was interested but the volume of people meant I'd remember none of it. Worse still, those that had gone for lunch were now coming back and those that I'd missed were hanging around at the end of rows. I must have said hello to 80 people by the time I was finished.
I looked at my watch, 12.50. My next meeting was in 10 minutes which meant no food until my next break at 2.30. I grumbled quietly and went back to my office. Emma was waiting for me as I got there and handed me a sandwich and a diet coke. I took them gratefully, amazed at her thoughtfulness.
"Thank you," I said with a huge smile.
"Just doing my job," Emma said, but looked pleased nevertheless.
"How much do I owe you?" I asked, getting my wallet out.
Emma shook her head, pointing to a drawer. "I used your corporate card in the canteen downstairs."
I smiled and nodded. "Good thing you knew I have one, at least." I turned to walk into my office and paused, turning back. "Emma, for future reference, if the corporate card is paying, get me something hot."
Emma laughed. "Sure thing, James."
I got through my afternoon meetings in a similar fashion, glad the 1:1 intros were almost done. I much preferred a team meeting - better dynamics and more collaborative. I noticed that Emma was engaging with all the senior managers that stopped on their way through to see me. She carried herself well and adapted her conversation to each of them. It was impressive. I wasn't sure if it was normal having never had an assistant before but it was impressive either way. I noticed she did a spinning thing with her pen when she sat their thinking, absent-mindedly rolling it between her fingers.
Emma stuck her head in the door towards the end of the day. "All your meetings should now be sorted. Anything else you need James?"
I sighed and sat back, gesturing to a chair opposite me. Emma took it hesitantly. "Emma, I've spotted another mistake."
Emma went red immediately, it was a surprisingly cute reaction. I continued with my serious tone. "You've put in one to ones with all my direct reports except one."
"But, no, I don't think that's right. I'm sure I haven't missed anyone." Emma replied.
I kept looking at her while she looked at me blankly, becoming flustered. I sensed she was scared of making mistakes. "Are you not one of my direct reports?"
Emma blushed magnificently and I felt guilty putting on the fake disappointment with her but she also needed to learn how to work with me.
"Oh, I... didn't think you'd... yeah." Emma finished lamely.
I laughed, breaking the ice. Emma smiled too, not looking me in the eye. "Put some time in for us tomorrow Emma. Then head off, you were here early."
She nodded and walked towards the door. "Oh and Emma," I said, waiting for her to look back. She turned around and played with her hair as she did. "I like work to be fun. I'm going to tease you a little bit sometimes and I want you to feel able to do the same back."
Emma blushed and nodded, walking out. In that moment I sensed something might have grown on her part.
***
The next day I met with Emma at 9.30 before my team meetings. This time I didn't wear a tie. I found out that she studied English Literature at a University in London, having been raised in Hertfordshire. She loved being a PA or EA and saw it as her career for the next few years. I told her that I was born and raised in London, from a run-down estate. I hadn't shared that with anyone else in the job and didn't plan to, but I felt it good to be a little more open with Emma.
"Okay, so what can I do to help you develop?" I asked.
Emma thought about it only briefly. I suspected she knew a question like this was coming as I'd been asking my other direct reports similar questions the day before.
"I'd like to have more exposure to projects... and I guess I'd like you to give me things to do that isn't what's usually in my role. I'd like to be given tasks that you wouldn't ordinarily ask me to do."
I nodded. "I can do that, sounds good to me."
I spent the rest of the morning in hybrid meetings with the teams I was in charge of. Those that were in the office joined me in the meeting room and then we video called the rest into the meeting. There were new faces in person and online across each meeting. By the end of the day I'd met with almost all of the 200 or so people that were under me and felt like I was starting to understand some of the challenges and the priorities. It felt like I was being seen as the big hope to turn things around which was equal parts daunting and exciting, as I relished the challenge. My feeling around Max was reinforced, however. She was a taskmaster. Nobody said it but she was clearly killing morale in her pursuit of improvement.
I was working from home on Wednesday and started it by sending Emma a list of things I wanted her to work on or organise, including one or two 'stretch tasks' which I'd assess the quality of the next day. Emma came back with one or two clarifying questions but otherwise worked independently. Some of my direct reports reached out across the day to see how I was getting on. I knew it was because they were nervous for their own futures, which was understandable. I already had capability concerns with one or two but I wasn't about to move on that so soon, especially as they seemed to be working in a state of fear.
I heard a Teams notification and saw a message come up mid-afternoon which I opened as it was from someone I'd never met before.
Laura Hudson: Hi James, I'm Laura, your HR Business Partner, here if you need any support around HR matters. It'd be good to catch up at some point soon.
I typed out a quick response.
James Guard: Hi Laura, good to meet you. That sounds good, could you speak to Emma about putting in some time tomorrow.
I clicked on Laura's picture and saw an attractive woman probably in her late 30's with brown hair that had some blonde in it and dark eyes. Unlike Emma, she definitely did wear quite a bit of makeup but it didn't make her less attractive.
I worked later in the evening, spending a lot of time looking into things and starting to put together outline plans and suggestions that I was aiming to take to the first Executive meeting the following week.
Emma and I met in my office the next day where she presented the work she'd done. I was pleasantly surprised not just in the work she did but the way she presented it to me. I could tell she'd done some rehearsing of sorts but she presented better than people who were levels above her in their career. She had her hair up today and was still going with a skirt and blouse combination but I felt like there was a touch more effort to her look which I partly hoped was for me. During that conversation, I felt myself developing an attraction for her. There was something about her that I couldn't place but was nonetheless starting to become captivated by. I had to keep my staring in check.
"This is excellent Emma, really well done!" I enthused. Emma looked delighted. "No it is," I reinforced. "I feel you'll just need to change a couple of bits around how you present the data so it's digestible. Let me show you."
After she left I sat back at my desk and exchanged a few messages with Marion who ran the marketing department and John who ran the strategy team about the need for them to work more closely together, built on some of the analysis work I'd asked Emma to do of our internal webpages.
In the afternoon I met with Laura for the first time. I'd be lying if I said there wasn't an immediate attraction on my part. I reasoned my attraction to Emma earlier didn't help keep my mind from going to the gutter. Laura wore trousers and a shirt which wash't unflattering but also didn't give anything away. At the end of the admittedly-pointless briefing meeting, I stood up to see her out and as she walked passed me, we locked eyes and I could have sworn we were both thinking the same completely inappropriate thoughts.



I sat back at my desk to cool off and question my own sexual restraint.I got a message from Laura a few minutes later.
Laura Hudson: Really good to meet you James.
James Guard: Likewise Laura, look forward to working with you.
I'd almost said something stupid like 'stop by any time' but thankfully my professional restraint had returned and I prevented that particular temptation from occurring.
***
I desperately needed the weekend to arrive and was glad for the downtime to recharge. I spent Saturday out with friends watching the football in the evening and grabbing some beers. We stayed out later than I planned because we were having a good time so I spent Sunday nursing a slight hangover and getting my washing and ironing for the week done while talking to other friends, ex colleagues and my family about how my first week had been.
I was in work early on Monday morning before almost anyone was in. So it was a surprise when I heard a light tap on my open door a few minutes later. I looked up and glimpsed long legs from black heels up to an orange skirt.
"Hi Laura, this is a nice surprise," I said smiling and gesturing for her to come in.
She shut the door behind her, smiled at me and sat down. She looked better than she did last week. I had to stop myself checking her out but something told me she wouldn't have complained.
"I thought you were based upstairs," I asked innocently, playing on my newness to see if I could catch her intentions out.
"I am, but I was wondering who else was in and saw your office door was open." Laura replied.
"Or were you hoping it was?" I said evenly.
Laura blushed behind her makeup and said nothing.
"So how was your weekend?" I asked, changing the subject.
We had a brief chat about our respective weekends and she left shortly after. She'd gone before Emma arrived, which I was strangely relieved about.
***
Our Executive meetings were every other Tuesday and I had my item to present on the agenda. I was joined by the Director of Finance and Director of HR as part of the Exec Team with Max. Fiona was taking notes but had to pause capturing what I was saying through certain items. Emma and I had spent the morning finessing the slides so they were sharp and high-impact, minus the last few slides which I added at the end. When I was finished there was a period of silence.
"You've got all that from a week?" Max asked. I could have sworn she was impressed but her face remained neutral. She definitely didn't want to be seen to impress easily.
"Well, I've seen a lot of this before Max and the signs are there. We've got big challenges around our processes, how we work and how we influence externally. I'm happy to put some more meat on the bones - more insight, more analysis, but the fact of the matter is that I'm going to need to reshape a lot of my teams and we're going to need to refresh the strategy for them to deliver it."
"That's a lot of work, James. We're talking a lot of staff turnover here," said Gill, the HR Director who looked as though she'd spent too many years restructuring organisations and it showed on the lines on her face. "I'd like one of my team involved early on."
"I'm with James, we can see the trends with the numbers. If we invest now, we can turn it around but if we don't, we'll lose too much equity to make it viable to do it in a year or two," Philip added. He was a towering black man who spoke with a gentle, slow voice that made you stop and listen.
It was agreed I'd come back in a month or so with viable new structures for the teams under me and a clear set of priorities to deliver change, before taking it to the Board of Trustees, who were the overall decision-makers in the Charity, for agreement the week after.
"Oh and James, this doesn't leave the room until our awards party. I want staff to have a good time before you tell them this," Max added. I nodded, the implication clear that it was my thing to present; I'd live or die in the organisation based on it and Max was happy to not be the bad cop here.
"How'd it go?" Emma said, as I walked towards her.
I smiled and nodded, aware she didn't know some of the story. I needed to know if I could trust her so I pointed towards my office and decided to give her a nugget to see if it would spread.
"It went well," I said, once the door was closed. "There's going to be a busy 6 weeks or so ahead as we need to look at how we're going to save some money before presenting a strategy to the Board."
Emma nodded, in a way that I thought wider comprehension had dawned on her. "This stays between us, of course."
Emma nodded again. "Absolutely. Was there anything else?"
"Nothing at all," I said with a smile.
I watched Emma walk out the door. She definitely did have a good ass, I'd now found out. She also had the shape of small but perky boobs. I knew this because she'd taken to wearing professional but form-fitting dresses over the last couple of days. Today's one was dark blue with patterned black shapes on it. She wore it well.
A few hours later I got an alert on my computer.
Emma Jackson: Philip's on his way over.
James Guard: Thanks
Philip did indeed walk in a few seconds later after a brief exchange of pleasantries with Emma.
"Got a sec James?" He asked, walking in and shutting the door behind him.
I gestured to the sofa, thinking it was that kind of talk. We sat down facing eachother.
"Look, I just wanted to say that I'm with you on this. Happy to put my name to it too. You've surfaced a lot of the concerns I've had and put a solution behind it," Philip said.
His help was gratefully received and I held out my hand, "I appreciate that Philip."
"Phil works too," he said, shaking my hand. "Let's catch up later this week once you've done a little more work."
A few minutes after he left I got another message from Emma.
Emma Jackson: Laura Hudson's on her way over this way. Walking with purpose so I assume it's for you.
I waited to see if she turned up before sending my reply to Emma. When her head poked through the door I hit send before greeting her warmly.
James Guard: Make an excuse for me in 10 minutes.
"So," Laura said, as I sat her at the table and joined her in the chair opposite. "I hear you've got some pretty grand plans that I'm here to help with."
Ah, so Gill wants you to keep tabs on me? That's surprisingly unsubtle, I expected better Laura, I thought.
"Yes, I just need to work out how I'm going to make it work now, which is why you're here I'm guessing?" I said with a warm smile.
"Of course, I'd be happy to help."
We spent a few minutes talking about what I'd need to do from a HR perspective to do a restructure of this size and I reminded her in a firm voice that most people wouldn't lose their jobs, they'd just be doing slightly different ones.
We were interrupted by a knock on the door. "James, sorry to drop in, you have that call you need to get on."
I nodded, "thanks Emma. Catch you soon Laura."
A couple of days later I was in my office working over lunch, researching different technology solutions to go into my proposed restructure, when I got an alert come up.
Emma Jackson: Max's on the way over.
I hurriedly put my soup away and cleared the research off my screen, nearly spilling some soup in my haste.
Emma Jackson: You're right, teasing you was fun.
I looked up at her smiling at me but also showing a hint of nerves.
James Guard: Wow, did I just demonstrate the fear that everyone has around our esteemed leader?
Emma's head whipped round, eyes-wide. I walked over to her.
"I have ears and eyes Emma. That prank clearly wasn't original, though it was effective. Well done Ms Jackson."
I walked away pleased that Emma was starting to have fun at work with me.
***
Over the next week or so, I became increasingly concerned about the command and control nature of the organisation, especially post the pandemic and the ability to work from home. In our charity, working from home seemed to be outlawed without very good reason. This was unknown to me until I questioned why I was approving everyone's work from home requests.
"Our CEO and Director of HR made it policy," said Emma simply.
"Max wants it like this?" I asked incredulously.
At the next Exec meeting I made clear I wasn't going to let that continue for my teams.
"On your head be it," Max said simply. I returned such a fiery look that I felt a bit of her firm resolve crumble. Or at least, it led to her offering an explanation. "I don't believe your teams are productive as it is and it'll be worse if we let them work from home. They should be working from one of our three offices across the country. But if you want to risk their productivity on your performance than that's your decision."
I nodded. "So be it," I said, echoing her.
Later that afternoon, I had Emma organise an urgent meeting for all of the teams under me. Because of the amount of people in the London office, I dialled in from my desk as did everyone else, including from the two other offices.
After some initial pleasantries and a high-level, non-confidential summary of my findings so far, I got to the meat of the matter. "Okay, I'm going to level with all of you," I started. I saw concerned faces as though they knew what was coming. "I'm extremely concerned. I've been here a few weeks now and nobody had the confidence to tell me about this archaic work from the office policy? I've agreed today that all of you can work from home twice a week if you wish. But you all also need to help me too. You need to show you're just as productive at home. Crucially, you need to tell Emma if there's anything else going on that I need to know about. You can trust her to keep it anonymous, if you wish."
There was a mix of worried faces, confused faces and relieved faces. I strongly suspected a lot of people were already looking for other jobs. I'd done all I could at this point though.
"You shouldn't have done that," a clearly pissed off Laura said, the next morning once word had spread. She'd called me at home and hadn't bothered with pleasantries.
"Why not?" I asked patiently but with a bit of bite.
"Because you make the rest of us look bad and I've spent the last few months trying to justify it," she said hotly.
"It's a shit policy Laura," I said bluntly. "Back me or leave me to do it."
"Don't," she said quietly.
"Don't what?"
"Don't become like Max and Gill and just railroad everyone," she said.
I paused. "You're right, I'm sorry."
"I've been here 10 years," Laura said sadly. "I know we're going down shit street fast but I believe in the cause and I won't give it up easily. But we might as well keep going if you behave like the rest."
"Isn't Gill your manager?" I asked pointedly, surprised by her honesty.
"I try and look after the people," Laura said genuinely.
I sighed. "Okay Laura, I'm going to bring you into the fold, properly into it. Don't mess this up. I could use an ally but I'm also not passing probation if this goes wrong."
I pulled Phil and Laura into a small project team to work with me to develop my final proposal. It was fully costed, including of any new technology systems and we'd made a start on what a new structure would look like. Emma saw us in my office frequently but never questioned it. I knew she knew that we were planning something but she kept herself professional.
The morning of the final presentation to the Exec Team before it went to the Board, I asked Emma to join me in the office. It was a sofa chat and I had two coffees ready.
"Later this morning I expect the Exec Team will formally approve my proposals to restructure the areas under me. It'll put about 140 people at risk of redundancy. I expect the actual number of people who leave through the restructure itself will be significantly less but we're a charity and we need to follow due process," I said solemnly. "I also expect quite a few people to leave when I announce the plans and that's to be expected. Nobody wants to work through uncertainty."
"Will... will I have a job?" Emma asked awkwardly.
I nodded. "Yes, but you'll technically be at risk too. I'm hoping to move you to an EA and project hybrid role because you can do so much more. You'll have to interview to get it, legally, but it'll be a pool of one."
I saw her eyes turn red and start to water. "I'm sorry Emma, I know this is hard to hear," I said, reaching out and touching her arm gently, uncertain if I was crossing an uncomfortable boundary.
"I'm sorry, it's my birthday and..." she faltered.
I felt immediately guilty. "I had no idea!"
She smiled a cute smile and breathed in deeply. "It's okay, I'm just going out with a few people that work here later and now I don't know how I'll look at them."
I nodded. I had no easy advice. "Nothing's going to be announced before the awards evening so we have a few weeks yet. I know it'll be tough but please don't let on. If you're worried about their futures, be creative and say that I'm a crap boss and they should leave while they can. Unofficially, I'll understand."
"But you're not though," Emma breathed, bringing herself under control. "You're the best boss I've had."
I laughed, breaking the ice. "You're being kind. They couldn't all have made you cry."
She looked me in the eyes, giving nothing away verbally but her expression said it all. Something about her look made me worry. It was enough that I felt an urge to pull my hand away from my arm but I stopped myself.
"Your predecessor used to forbid me from wearing heels because I was taller than him and he said I looked like a giraffe."
Despite the seriousness of her confession, I had to stop myself from laughing. It was ludicrous.
"Did you tell anyone?" I asked, trying to comprehend it.
Emma looked away and went to stand up. I gave her the space to. "I shouldn't have said that. Shit."
I saw the panic in her eyes and when I tried to press her on it, she became uncharacteristically angry. "I don't want to talk about it, okay?"
Her harshness threw me and I stared at her in shock as she walked out of the office and closed the door behind her.
That went well, I thought. My EA leaving the office in tears on her birthday is definitely the impression I want to give to staff.
Only years of practice of giving tough presentations allowed me to get through the final presentation to the Exec Team about my plans, after the conversation that morning. Phil was already with me so it was easier than it might have been. I'd learnt that Gill would do whatever Max said. That in and of itself was tricky.
Max looked at me with steeled eyes. Her grey dressed seemed to be drawn into her eyes and I saw only coldness there. It wasn't just work that made her like this, it couldn't be.
"Let's do it," she said. No thank you, no good work James.
Emma wasn't at her desk that afternoon and I became extremely concerned. I looked at her calendar and saw where she was going that evening. I could see from the invites that a few work colleagues were also going.
Before calling up the place, I checked with Laura. "That'll be fine, we could justify it as a work event," she said, when I told her of my plan. I was grateful to have Laura on my side now.
***
The next morning Emma wasn't at her desk. This was unusual for her as she knew I would be in the office. I logged onto the HR system to see if she had logged an illness but I knew that wasn't likely as she'd have to tell me first.
I had my catch ups with my direct reports as I always did but Emma's absence nagged at me to the point where I couldn't ignore it. I checked back into the HR system and looked to see if she had a history of absence. I saw that she'd gone off sick for weeks a few months ago for stress. Prior to that her absence was minimal.
I had reached out to her that morning via Teams and Email but had no response. Deciding I needed to be more proactive, I went into her personal profile to find her number so I could text her. As part of her profile I saw her payslips and my jaw dropped. She was earning a sizeable paycheque beyond her salary including a bonus. I filed it away, knowing I'd be speaking to Laura about it.
James: Hi Emma, it's James. I just wanted to check you were okay as you haven't made it into work today or come online.
It took a full 30 minutes until she replied and by then it was lunchtime.
Emma: Hi James, I'm really sorry I'm just feeling under the weather. I think I had a bad prawn last night. By the way, thank you for putting money behind the bar, you didn't need to do that.
James: My pleasure. I hope you feel better soon, let me know tomorrow if you're okay to work.
I tried to get back into work but I couldn't so made my way to the canteen for lunch. I treated myself to hot food, needing the comfort of pasta. I made my way over to a table by myself, smiling warmly at one of my direct reports who was eating with some of her Marketing team.
"Mind if I sit?" I heard.
Looking up I saw it was Laura who was sporting a leopard skin dress that fit her loose.
"I was hoping to speak to you actually."
"Lucky me," she said, not sarcastically. I ignored it, having become somewhat immune to Laura's light flirting.
"I need to talk to you about Emma," I said seriously, looking around.
Laura looked down at her plate with an expression of guilt. "So you've heard? I don't think you've done anything wrong, you put money towards the food not the alcohol."
Feeling confused I looked at her quizzically. "Sorry?" I asked.
Laura looked again at me and saw we weren't on the same wavelength. "Well, too late now," she said. "There's a rumour going around that Emma slept with one of the married men in the IT team. He's quite a bit older too so that's particularly fuelled the fire. It's not the first time there's been talk of her going home with different men."
I took a second to process the new information and then shrugged. Laura looked as though I hadn't understood what she'd said and the gravity of it. "What she does and the vows he decides to break outside of work are not my concern," I said simply. "I trust HR will sort it and involve me if needed."
We carried on eating in silence for a minute until Laura broke the ice. "So if it wasn't the rumour, what did you want to talk about?"
I leaned closer, aware something confidential was behind it. "I want to know why she's being paid a ridiculous amount of extra money every month."
I watched the colour drain from Laura's face and then she shook her head. I understood immediately.
"Fancy a drink after work?" I said innocently.
"That sounds wonderful. I know a place that's quite far away from work too."
Laura was paranoid enough that she wanted to meet me there rather than walk over together. It meant that she arrived and had sorted a drink for herself before I managed to get there, though I soon joined her with a beer in hand.
"Not how I expected you to ask me for a drink," Laura said jokingly.
I laughed, deciding that as we were out of the office I could give some back. "I daresay given the way some of our colleagues look at you that I had to take the only 'in' I was given."
"They wouldn't even know how to handle me," Laura teased, chewing the end of the straw and looking at me.
"And I would?" I questioned, with a smirk.
Laura sized me up before responding. "Yes." She said simply.
We locked eyes and I felt the heat between us. I didn't move my eyes until after she did. "See?" she said.
"I think you're right Laura," I said, "you've worked that part of me out accurately." Laura looked at me with lust but also a touch of smugness which was quite cute.



"But my handling of you isn't why we're here," I reminded her. "I want to know why my EA gets paid so much," I said bluntly.
I watched Laura squirm in a different way after my comment. "I don't know for sure," Laura said eventually, finishing her drink. I caught the waiters attention and having caught up to Laura, ordered two more.
"I think it's an NDA," she said finally.
"A non-disclosure agreement? What for?" I asked, taken aback.
Laura looked at me like I was crazy to ask. "Right," I said, "you wouldn't know."
There was a nod while our drinks were placed infront of us and then Laura continued, "I think something happened between her and Mike, your predecessor."
I looked at Laura, stunned. That old bastard. I thought.
"Before you go getting all wound up, I gather it was very consensual."
Laura's suspicions gave me much to think about and while I tried to keep myself in the conversation after that, it was a challenge. Eventually I said my goodbyes and on a whim, kissed Laura on the cheek before seeing her into a taxi.
Emma returned to work the next day albeit at home. She didn't pretend to continue to be unwell, which I was grateful for as I was busy preparing for the Board presentation the following week as well as reviewing the job descriptions I was midway through writing.
On Thursday, I was in the middle of a team meeting with my direct reports when my door crashed open and Max walked in, face like thunder. "Give us the room," she said. I was amazed she felt as though she could speak to people like that in a charity so I was ready to push back before she'd even sat on the chair opposite me.
"You need to back off with that topic or you'll be risking all of our futures and I thought you were doing all of this to keep us in a job," Max said sharply. She was wearing a form-fitting red dress that went to just above her knees and plain black heels. I hated how gorgeous she was right then. It only added to the anger I was feeling.
"Okay Max, two things," I said calmly though my anger felt dangerously close to seeping over. "Don't ever belittle me infront of my team again. Second, what the hell are you talking about?"
She looked at me like she was ready to spit nails. "Payroll. Payroll. Gill told me you were asking questions about staff being paid bonuses. I want the conversation finished. I want it done." Max looked as though she was ready to physically fight me but I wasn't backing down.
"I need to know who gets what if I'm to save us money. There's no point of me trying to move some staff on if those that remain are on ridiculously high, as yet unexplained bonuses."
Max glared at me. "That's not what it is. There's two people that that applies to and one has left and the other works for you. So I'm telling you to drop it."
I backed down, Max had said enough. So someone else aside from Emma had agreed an NDA.
Max straightened up and stood to leave. "I hear the Trustees feel that the Exec Team spend too much time in this office and not elsewhere in the country. We're going to need to move about more. I'm going up north in a couple of weeks and its been suggested you come with me."
I was guessing it would be after the awards evening as Max would be busy playing host and giving out fancy speeches to volunteers and ambassadors on the day. I nodded when she looked back, awaiting my response. I got the impression Max wasn't calling the shots as much as she used to now.
Later that day, Max's interruption of my team meeting had spread to folklore. To my horror (but also my humour), I was accidentally copied into an email that went around to all of the staff under me with a picture of Russell Crowe playing Maximus in the Gladiator and the caption of 'Are you not entertained?'
I chuckled and hating that I need to do it, brought Ian, who had sent the email and Caroline, his boss in the fundraising team into my office shortly after. I wasn't happy as Ian was someone I was hoping we could keep through the restructure.
"Okay, let's not all play stupid. You were copied into the email Caroline and I was too, though I suspect that was accidental." Ian looked pale. This was certainly a misconduct issue. "Ian, you're going to reply to your email so that everyone gets the response and you're going to apologise for being inappropriate. We're then going to close this issue and hope that HR or Max never find out. Thanks Ian," I said, ending the conversation and making it clear he should leave the two of us alone.
Caroline said nothing until I was done and she had seen where I'd landed. That felt very unhelpful as I wondered what her reaction would be if I'd come down hard on Ian. "In Ian's defence, he was annoyed at how Max had treated you, us, earlier."
"That's very kind of him but he needn't be. Max and I are getting on well, she was just tense about something," I lied.
Caroline left shortly afterwards and I was left to reflect for a minute. It was obvious that I had now generated sufficient respect from my teams and I'd go as far as to say that I was the main reason we'd slowed our staff turnover rate but this pitting of me against Max was becoming unhelpful. If she caught wind of it, given how quick she was to anger, I was in trouble.
***
The Board of Trustees meeting took place on the Tuesday slot that wasn't an Exec Team meeting. Phil and I did a double act presentation and without conflict from the CEO or Director of HR, the Board felt assured we were all on the same page. They had some challenge and some genuinely helpful guidance before they agreed.
Despite how hard the next few months was going to be, Phil and I shook hands after the meeting. "Now the work begins," I said.
I nodded to Emma as I walked passed, indicating it had passed and she joined me in the office. I watched her stand around awkwardly. "Thank you for trusting me," she said.
"Emma, I think you're fantastic. You're knowledgeable, trustworthy and smart. It would have been an error on my part not to bring you into this, I only wish it could have been more." Emma looked genuinely touched but echoing how I felt given what was ahead, also felt a little awkward.
Later in the afternoon, I had turned my attention to the awards evening a couple of weeks later and making sure everything was on track with my teams to ensure it ran smoothly. I knew that the charity needed the night to be a success and while I'd been on hand to support a little, I was now in a position to devote more attention to it.
After reviewing the plans, I walked over to the kitchen for a coffee. As I entered I saw two men around my age that worked in the strategy team, who were whispering to eachother. However, given the noise of the coffee machine, they had raised their voices, unaware it was travelling.
"Em's definitely going later on man," said Daniel, looking over with excitement. "You know she's game."
"Did that even happen though?" asked the other man who I thought was named Charlie.
"Yeh boi, everyone knows she went home with both of them. Girl's fucked yo, apparently she was in such a bad state the next day she couldn't even go on camera."
"Bullshit!"
"Mum's life, girl's a big time slut. I bet Jamsey boy's nailing her already."
Hearing enough, I cleared my throat. Both men looked around, horrified when they saw 'Jamsey boy'. I pretended I hadn't heard them. "Mind if grab a cup?" They both nodded, sighing with relief.
I walked back to my office and saw Emma sitting at her desk. She had her auburn hair in a bun and was sitting with a pen in hand, twirling it between her red-tipped fingers as she read something on the screen. She had a short but not inappropriate teal dress with nude coloured heels.
"Hey Emma, I wondered if you might want to go for a drink this evening? As a thank you for all your hard work."
Emma looked completely taken aback and blushed deeply. Even her chest turned red. "I'm supposed to be going for drinks with a few people from the office this evening but you'd be welcome to join." I doubt that Emma.
"Sure, that sounds great!" I said instead. I disappeared into the office but could see enough of Emma's screen to know she was alerting the others.
I deliberately left a touch later than planned so that I could join once the drinks were flowing and I could see what was going on. When I arrived, I was greeted warmly, as all bosses are when colleagues know you're buying the drinks and therefore I sorted out the first round promptly. There was about 15 or so people, all within my area, including John who was Head of Strategy. Daniel and Charlie were also there and they alone didn't show excitement at my arrival.
I nursed my way through the next couple of rounds keeping my wits about me as everyone raced ahead. I was stuck with John at first but found him to be strategic enough to go to the bathroom and return to a seat next to Shannen, who seemed to be good friends with Emma and they were both around half John's age.
Emma spoke to me at a couple of separate occasions. The first, shortly after I arrived, opting to sit next to me as the person who probably knew me best as a way to break the ice and then the second time when I was coming out of the bathroom and she was walking passed. She was certainly more drunk at that point and slightly suggestive.
"I showed your picture to my friends outside of work and they think you're so hot," she said with a look that I knew she'd regret in the morning. "I told them to back off, you're mine to take care of."
I cringed but did a good job hiding it. "Thanks Emma. Not to sound like a parent or anything but you might want to think about heading home soon. Afterall, you're out with your boss and you can't blame a dodgy prawn for a bad hangover this time."
Emma was too drunk to make the connection so she simply nodded and went to the bathroom. She returned a little while later and announced she was leaving. A saw more than a few sighs and gathered that Emma was probably the life of the party - and maybe not in a good way.
Daniel offered to sort her a cab but I cut in. "I'll sort that," I said with a smile, daring him to argue. He didn't.
I walked Emma out and saw her safely into a cab. I saw surprised stares when I walked back in which made me realise some of them expected me to be in the cab with her. Who would be that obvious? I thought.
I stayed for another drink before excusing myself and walking back to the station. "Hey James! James!" I turned and saw Laura standing outside a pub across the road, cigarette in hand. I jogged over the road.
"Hey Laura, how's it going?"
"It's going good. Have you been at work? Fancy a drink with Charlotte and I?"
I considered it and realising I still had a taste for alcohol, agreed. "I was actually at work drinks with a few of my team but I wouldn't turn down another drink with good company."
Charlotte was surprised when she saw me walk over with Laura but covered it well. She was pleasant during the few times we'd spoken but as the HR Business Partner for the other areas of the business, we didn't have much to do with eachother.
I bought the next round, it was only fair as I gatecrashing. I also ordered some food for the table which I knew would be wise for a number of reasons.
"So, how many drinks do I have to buy you both in order to hear all the HR gossip?"
They both laughed but it was Charlotte who replied. "Laura was saying earlier that you've already been digging it up. You don't need us!"
I looked at Laura who was sitting beside me and winked at her, "Talking about me were ya?"
She slapped my arm playfully in response. "Yes, I was telling Char how relentless you are when you want to do something."
"Guilty," I said, raising my hands.
We had a good chat and I found out plenty of gossip, mostly about people that had left and I cared little about. Laura went to order us another drink and we made steady progress through the wine bottle that I'd joined them on, before I turned the conversation to Max.
"So what's the deal with Max?" I asked, keeping the question as wide as possible.
I sensed an immediate tensing. "In what way?" Laura asked tentatively.
"Well, has she always been the way she is? Has she changed since she's been here?"
They both considered it and then Charlotte gave a little nod of her head. Laura responded after draining the rest of her glass and pouring another. "She was a lot... nicer when she started. But things haven't gone the way she wanted them to so far and we all know she's frustrated by that."
"I don't think she's happy generally," Charlotte added.
I nodded, I had the same assessment. "I'm going up north with her for a few days after the awards ceremony."
They both whistled at that news and wished me luck. Charlotte excused herself to the bathroom shortly after.
"Are you seeing anyone?" Laura asked the moment Charlotte was out of earshot. I looked over at her with raised eyebrows. "What? Should I wait around for you to ask me?"
I shook my head. "I'm not seeing anyone but I'm not looking to see anyone at work, far too complicated. You?"
Laura laughed loudly. It was a pretty nice laugh, I must say. "Me neither but I'm not asking you to date me, I'm asking you to fuck me, is that clear enough?"
I laughed this time. "I'm going to head off after this." A flicker of frustration crossed Laura's face and she failed to notice me taking my phone from my pocket. "Put your number in and I'll message you my address. Better if we don't make it so obvious around Charlotte."
Laura smirked and did as asked. "You're not as innocent as I worried you might be."
"You'll find out in about an hour," I replied, standing up as Charlotte returned and saying my goodbyes to both. I was working from home the next day so I said I'd see them on Thursday instead.
***
It was about 15 minutes after I returned home that I heard the knock on my door. I'd had time to freshen up and had poured out a mixer while I waited.
"Hey," I said, letting her in. I saw that she too had freshened up a little and I could smell newly applied perfume.
"Hey," Laura replied, walking in and having a look around.
"Make yourself at home," I said, keen to move passed any awkward stage quickly. "Drink?"
Laura nodded and I pointed out where the bathroom was should see need it, after she had a long drink. As I watched her climb the stairs in bare feet and tight grey trousers, I couldn't help but shout out, "You have a great ass, I've been wanting to say that for a while."
Laura looked around, hair flicking behind her as she did. "I've been wanting you to fuck it for a while."
"Don't bother keeping your clothes on when you come out of there then, they'll be off straight away."
A few minutes later, Laura and I were kissing hard on my bed, her hands undoing my belt as I felt her ass over her black thong. Her body was thin but insanely fuckable. I was already thinking about pounding her, it had been too long since I been with someone.
"Mm that feels big," Laura said, squeezing my thick cock shamelessly. "I can't wait to have it inside me."
I rubbed her breasts over her bra and then took it off. Her boobs were no more than b cups with big hard nipples and small areolas. I took one in my mouth immediately, loving the size of her nipples. She gasped as she continued to pull my trousers down and undo my shirt. I broke away and used two fingers to run my way up from her nipple and into her waiting mouth. She sucked on them shamelessly as she looked me in the eyes. I pulled them out of her mouth, keeping my eyes on hers and used my fingers to rub and play with her nipples.
We both unbuttoned my shirt and once it was off, I looked her firmly in the eyes and said, "Get on your knees Laura."
She didn't hesitate, her arousal at my command evident. "Show me how much you've wanted my cock."
"Yes Sir," she said, arousing me further. I loved a submissive woman.
Laura wasted no time taking my cock in her mouth, stroking it as she did so. "Don't worry about keeping any class," I encouraged, "I want you to be my secret slut."
Laura moaned around my cock at my words and took me in deeper, gripping my own ass cheeks for support. I collected her long hair in my hands and held it against her, so I could start to control the pace. For her part, Laura seemed completely comfortable with me taking charge. The more I made her do and the deeper I made her take me in the mouth, the more she moaned and got into it. She was certainly full of enthusiasm but the blowjob was sloppy and not in a good way.
I pulled out of her mouth and picked her up with ease, in one swift motion. Laura moaned at the way I manhandled her. I threw her onto the bed where she spread her legs wide, offering herself to me. I went to my bedside table and got a condom out, putting it on as I watched Laura take her underwear off and rub her wet pussy.
"I'm going to enjoy this," I said, biting my lip as I watched her thin, light body and knowing I was going to give it to her hard.
I grabbed Laura by the thighs and pulled her back towards me, dragging her back to the edge of the bed so I could line myself up to her pussy. She looked up at me with a look of lust, more than willing to be my little fucktoy for the night. I worked my way in slowly so that she could get used to me.
"Fuck, I haven't been with anyone this big in a while," she gasped out. "You're going to break me," she said with a hint of excitement.
"Is that an offer?" I asked with a smirk on my face. I squeezed her hips for good measure.
"Ye-yes!" Laura gasped in response, as I bottomed out without warning, the second she started to say yes. "Fuck," she gasped out.
I held one leg over my shoulder and pushed the other leg to the side so that her pussy was on full display and her body could be used as leverage. I started to work my way up to pulling my cock out to the tip and back in again, stretching her pussy out. By the time I was thrusting at full force, Laura was gasping and moaning loudly, punctuated with loud swear words and asking for it harder as she gripped my back.
I took her hands and pinned them above her head with one of my hands and put my other hand around her neck, squeezing it gently. I felt Laura react immediately - her body tensed and her eyes rolled back, enjoying my dominance.
"Are you going to cum for me, my little slut?" I asked her close to her ear.
"Yes Sir," she breathed.
I kept going, risking my own orgasm as I drew out hers. I fucked her hard and deep, slowing the pace slightly until it became a relentless fucking that had her moaning loudly until her dam burst and she started to cum. I tightened my hand around her neck as she came, sensing it would heighten her orgasm. I wasn't wrong as I felt her pussy squeeze my cock tight and she drenched it with her juices.
"Fuck yes Laura!" said loudly, enjoying the show she was putting on.
I let her come back down from her high, releasing her arms and removing my grip from her neck, as I slowed to a steady pace.
"Wow," she said, with tired eyes.
Once I was sure she had recovered enough, I flipped Laura over with ease and took her from behind. "My turn," I growled into her ear, pulling on her hair.
Laura gasped and gripped the sheets. "Fuck me Sir," she said, losing it as I grabbed her by the arse and squeezed it. "I love being with a dominant man!"
"Take my pussy and make it yours."
"Make me your secret slut who serves you whenever you call."
Laura's words were turning us both on and I heard her orgasm approaching in her moans around the same time that I felt my balls start to boil.
"Cum in me and shut me up," Laura gasped.
"Gladly," I said, knowing what she was seeking. I put my hand over her mouth as I pulled on her hair, turning her body up at an awkward angle and increasing the pace of my thrusts. "Sluts like you should be used but not heard."



I felt Laura shake under me as I started to fill the condom, not releasing my grip on her hair or her mouth until we were both done and I fell forward, spent.
"That's not the last time I'm going to need to use you," I said to her as I kissed her on the cheek.
"I know," Laura replied breathlessly. "You can have me whenever you want."
We fell asleep shortly after and I was grateful to be working from home the next day.
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***
I finished my pint of San Miguel while looking at the message on my phone and cursing my life decisions. Dramatic I know, particularly after I read the text again on the way out of the pub, mind less clouded by lager.
Diane Tannar: Tom, get the team together and get to the training ground by 7 am tomorrow. Busy day ahead.
What team? I thought. Georgia was a press assistant who did work way above her pay grade because I didn't have the time or energy to do it. Alf, our photographer, was on retainer and would turn up whenever he heard the sound of our chequebook oxidising. More so, what ground? The ground we shared with a men's team that didn't share our name, our kit, our culture or our belief that women's football, or soccer depending on where you were, was a growing industry? The early start was precisely because they'd negotiated unfavourable but financially beneficial terms to let us train there.
I drove my Hyundai into the training complex the next day, waved through by the security guard who had seen my acid gaze enough recently. Georgia sat next to me, old enough to drive but I didn't pay her well enough to afford to learn. Alf sat in the back, taking the car ride as a further means of payment and serving as a reminder of how desperate we truly were for some investment and a proper team.
Georgia and Alf had spent most of the drive speculating on what we were being dragged in for. Once the coffee kicked in, I joined them. I gave no hint of my cynicism, that would be a dangerous game when the job of you and your team is to excite, inspire and grow the fanbase. I wasn't always cynical, it mostly reared its head when I was blindsided or facing the unknown... or reflecting on bad decisions made years earlier. That's what I had found myself doing the night before and the echoes of those thoughts still left a bitter taste the following morning.
I helped Alf get his kit out of the back but this was more so I could trail in last. I always though that was the best place to be when it came to a surprise or bad news: last to be seen, first to recover. The good news about sharing the training complex is that we had some of our own offices. It allowed the men's team and their fully stocked comms, marketing and press team, to gloat about their work in 'grassroots and women's football." Lovely. Still, it was an improvement on where we were 5 years ago when I got into the sport.
Diane, our Club Director walked out of her office beaming when she saw us. Christ, we've been sold to some prick who wants to get his daughter on the team, was my instant reaction. I locked my cynical thought away quickly.
Behind her walked a smartly suited older man, all moustache and cologne who was our occasional lawyer. You know the type: the one that goes to get his wife perfume at a department store for Christmas, buys his mistress a necklace and forgets to get the perfume. He looked like he wanted to be stupid rich but couldn't quite make it. If he was hanging around woman's football, he never would.
Then it happened. We saw why Moustache was here and why Diane was smiling like she had won first prize in the lottery. In a way, she had. It was just the ticket that nobody currently wanted.
Last to be seen, first to recover. Georgia gasped and Alf whooped at the sight. I nodded, having already collected my emotions - a tough ask, given how conflicted and intense they were at that moment.
"Look who flew over from Portland to sign with us! May I present Holly Dane!" Diane needed to do more work on her pre-hype for the press later but her enthusiasm was certainly there. "We're delighted she's able to join us, she'll bring a wealth of experience and quality at an International level, for our first season in the Women's top flight." All through Diane's quote-heavy speech, my eyes remained on Holly. I felt my breath stick in my throat and it was causing a pile-up of air. I looked away just as her hazel eyes found mine. I looked back at her again just as quickly and saw she was looking away.
Now, I'm not the best at understanding body language. As you'll come to find out shortly, I'm even worse at reading the room. But I could see that Holly wasn't excited by this. How could she be?
"Why aren't you getting this down, Tom?"
"Georgia's on it, I'm.... drinking it in," I replied. Holly looked over at me just as I glanced over at Georgia. Mercifully, Georgia had been scribbling away. This was big for us.
We finally caught eyes and I saw no hint of recognition in hers. She was big time. I was the man holding down the equivalent of 3 jobs in an underfunded football team, with a boss that wanted me to behave like the Nike or Gatorade commercial coordinators that our new Superstar was more familiar with. I was a journalist who took a liking to working in Football and found a job where I'd have creative control over the website, press and communications. It was supposed to be liberating but it was often just tiring and frustrating.
When you work in media, there are several tools that you can use to help you do your job. One of those allows you to flag the mention of keywords in articles. We'd had ours set up for a number of words and anything published by the press with those words would be flagged to us, giving us an instant link to that article. We had the usual "England" "women/woman" "soccer" and "footballer" and that could sometimes lead to hours of scrolling, especially if a tournament was on. It was worth our while though - it was always better to seek out inappropriate or unfair articles than to presume they didn't exist and get called out for them later.
A few weeks ago, it was a surprise to see a higher than normal amount of articles containing those keywords, mostly coming out of America. Often when those articles come up, they're positive. But with the rise of cybercrime over the last few years, it felt prudent to also look out for words like 'nude' and 'sex tape'. I felt my heart drop when I saw articles linked to both words too. If any of those articles had applied to one of our players, I would be straight on the phone with Diane and that would be the rest of my day spent doing crisis comms. They didn't. They applied to Holly.
There was a home video taken on a phone. It was of her performing oral sex quite vigorously with someone the press knew as her boyfriend. From what I could see of the articles, once I filtered out a lot of the misogynistic noise, it was a short video that was quite damaging. I felt for Holy and I felt for the press team at the soccer club (as it was there), despite how many more staff they had to call on. Last year, two of our players were caught fooling around in the changing room by a degenerate photographer who preyed on us not having the security personnel to keep him away. It had been released onto a number of porn sites after the newspapers decided not to publish it and I spent a good amount of the next 48 hours trying to get it down. All while the two women in question prepared to go back to their respective boyfriend and girlfriend to explain it away. So I felt for the press team and I felt for Holly. She didn't deserve that.
I found the video later in the afternoon. You might think me sick that I sought it out once I tell you of our history, but it was a necessary part of the job to be sure nobody else was in it. Besides, you would have found me no sicker than I felt as I watched Holly in the 3-minute video, blonde hair in that famous tight ponytail. I watched with nausea as she licked, sucked and pleasured the hard dick with the enthusiasm and skill of an actual pornstar. I thought it couldn't get worse after the first minute or so but that was before he started to roughly fuck her face, pulling her ponytail out until her hair was wild and loose, sticking to her face. The video ended with her jerking his cum onto her face and outstretched tongue. She was undeniably gorgeous so the video trended fast, watched by people who weren't even familiar with her.
What was worse was the fallout afterwards. I'd watched from afar with increasing horror as articles started to appear about Holly's breakup and the leak of the video thereafter. Holly was as fearless off the field as she was on it. Of course she was going to confront her ex. Of course it would earn her a restraining order, that path was sealed the second the comments had started to come through on her Instagram. She had been slut-shamed for what she had done in that video and then she was punished for her reaction to it.
So I knew Holly wasn't here through the love of our newly-promoted team. She was here because nobody else would touch her right now and we needed her quality and her celebrity more than we feared her controversy. Any guesses who would be taking over from that big team in Portland who were responsible for rebuilding her image? Lucky for Diane, I had built such an insurmountable image of Holly in my brain over the last few years, there was not going to be anyone better in the world at showing the image of Holly the club needed to show.
"Okay, let's take some candid shots of Diane and Holly walking around the complex. Then we'll walk towards the pitches and take some good shots before everyone else comes in," I said, getting my professional mind in gear.
There were shrieks of delight when the rest of the team came in for training. One or two had played with or against Holly before, some in the national squad when Holly had been called up. I suspected she'd be forced to sit out the next few internationals as punishment for the restraining order.
Alf really did earn his wage that day, taking pictures of the training as Georgia and I got to work writing the press releases and announcing the news. Diane was two steps ahead of us and to my increasing frustration, she brought 'Pistol Pete' into our office by the arm.
"Pete's here to interview our new signing, can you keep him company while I go and get her?" Diane said, bouncing off before I could refuse.
Pete and I were frequent sparring buddies in the world of football reporting. He was almost twice my 28 years old and his incisive and often controversial opinion pieces showed no signs of becoming any less popular than they were during the days I had interned at the same paper. In fact, data had shown that more women read his articles than any other reporter, despite his apparent disdain for the sport. I suspected most people read his stuff waiting for him to be taken down a level or two. Holly vs Pete? That was a good move from Diane.
"So Tommy boy, what am I here for?" Pete asked, taking a nearby chair and spinning around slowly. Any slower and I might just have a leg spasm and speed it up. "You don't know?" My lip curled into a smile as I locked my screen away from Pete's prying eyes. "Don't worry Petey, I'll sit in so she doesn't bite."
Holly walked in a moment later and I wondered how much of that she caught. If she did catch it, she showed no reaction. Quite honestly, I was alarmed by how dead her hazel eyes looked. It darkened her face, especially set against her pale complexion. Her golden blonde hair and pale skin were a striking combination and one Holly had always worn well. I had dark brown hair and pale skin that I hid behind a decent beard and reading glasses. She never shied away, even when people took an interest in her for more than her football skill. Even now, when she could have gone into hiding, she sat across from Pistol Pete. He whistled as she walked in, thinking it was like a lamb to the slaughter. He didn't know her well enough to know he was the lamb.
The opening part of the interview went well enough. Holly was a pro at it, I was the amateur in comparison to who had trained her in the art of the media interview. Her eyes were temporarily lit again, her smile looked as real and as genuine as I had ever seen it. She laughed, she said the right things and she made me believe. She's really bloody good at this, I thought. I might need to write better content now she's here. Despite my earlier cynicism, that challenge excited me.
"Now that you're here," Pete was saying, "can Clapham FC expect you to focus on your contribution on the pitch rather than your contribution to our newspapers?"
I rolled my eyes. I could have stepped in but then I saw Holly's smirk and I knew Pistol was in trouble.
"Clapham can certainly expect that Pete, I don't anticipate any future boyfriends giving you much to write about, just like my ex wasn't much to write home about." Holly looked at me as she said that and I felt my pulse beating hard into my neck over the sound of Pete's chuckle. She looked back at Pete before I'd had a chance to memorise the look and within a few minutes, I had become less sure I had seen it that way.
By day's end, I was delighted to leave. I dropped Georgia off and drove home. I needed to unload to someone about my day and I needed a friend who didn't have a stake in it.
Tom: Fancy a beer?
Chris: It's a Tuesday so not so much. How about Thursday?
Tom: Come on, I'll make it worth your while...
Chris: I've told you, tickets that you get for free anyway, isn't a good enough bribe.
Tom: What about now we've just signed Holly?
Chris: What?! Do you mean the same Holly who left for America the second she realised how crap her life would be with you?
Tom: The very same. Luckily, she doesn't seem to remember how badly she could have had it before I messed it all up and she went off to be a star. She doesn't seem to remember me at all, actually.
Surely she hadn't forgotten me?
***
8-ish years ago
***
I met Lucy in my 1st year of University. We had plenty in common and got on easy. We became almost instant best friends, both of us were commuting into University given we both lived in London and could avoid the cost of living out. We'd find ourselves on the same train and in some of the same classes so then we'd spend lunchtime together and go for drinks every few days after our shared afternoon class. Soon I met Lucy's family and the girlfriend she was going steady with, and likewise, she met my family too. I wasn't dating at the time though would later meet a girl in my 1st year, the three of us regularly hanging out in the library. Lucy would also occasionally keep watch while my girlfriend and I snuck into a meeting room to get a little frisky. She reminded me of it in our final year when she had a new girlfriend at University and wanted to do the same. Suffice it to say, we both knew we'd built the kind of friendship that would last for life.
Lucy was popular, playing sports including hockey and football, for the University team. She stopped playing for her local football team as she never really had the time to get there for training after her classes and she knew she was never going to make it professionally anyway. It did mean that she had quite a few different groups of friends across University and back home and I was simply in one group of them. It was the same for me when I joined the debating club and wrote for the University paper - we were best friends but also ran in different crowds too.
Over the following summer, Lucy and I continued to meet up, going out and doing what Uni students do - namely get drunk and deny having a hangover the next day. Lucy's 19th birthday was at the start of October as we moved into our second year. Deciding that she had far too many friends in different circles (what a wonderful problem to have, I teased constantly in the build-up,) she organised a night out the following Saturday after her birthday, for all her different groups of friends to meet for drinks and go to a club in Central London. The idea was to book a few tables at a bar, get sufficiently drunk and then pile into one of the LGBT-friendly clubs.
I took some convincing. I didn't like loud noise ("you go to a football game every weekend!" came the reply), I hated busy places ("you go to busy bars just fine!") and I hated strobe lighting which always felt excessive and invasive to my senses ("fair enough on that one,"). Eventually, I was convinced to go. Lucy knew me well enough that a combination of guilting me and the promise of meeting some of her hot, single friends would crumble my resolve. The girl I was seeing had broken it off to pursue pastures new and the sudden removal of frequent hot sex was a challenge. I tucked the introverted version of me into a corner of my brain and came determined to have a good time.
At the bar and then the club, Lucy went about stitching conversation between her groups of friends and I was pulled into a conversation with a couple of her friends from the local football team she had left the year before.
"This is Tom, my best mate," she declared, rather drunkenly and unsubtly. "This is Naomi and Holly, we all played football together," she said before hurrying off to stitch more connections between her friends, leaving me totally alone to make conversation with the two of them.
I watched Lucy go with a degree of annoyance and then turned back to them, using the excuse of sipping my drink to buy me a bit of time to take a little look at them, in turn. Naomi was a well-built woman with pretty eyes and long eyelashes that deliberately created some mystery about her. Her hair was steamed straight and she had a body that could keep even the loosest dress hooked to her curves. She was undoubtedly very pretty. I realised I lingered too long so trying to play it smart, I turned to Holly, intending to ask her a question as a means to check her out too. I was young, dumb and shameless.
I didn't get as far as a question. I couldn't get one out. Holly, quite simply, took my breath away.
Now, I won't pretend she was the best-looking girl anyone had ever seen but she was the best-looking girl Thomas Bradley had ever seen and I stand by that to this day. Maybe she wasn't everyone's type - hell, until that point I didn't know a girl like that was mine, but she was. She was blonde (I'd had a thing for brunettes at that point so this was a surprise in its own right), a little pale but in a way that only helped bring out her hazel eyes and I could imagine how good her face would look with a blush or a cute smile. Her hair was pulled back into a loose ponytail and she had a dress on that wore her and not the other way around. She came across like she belonged more in jeans or tracksuits or probably football shorts, and I liked that about her instantly. She was thin and the opposite of Naomi - I doubted even the most flattering bra would find much of a chest to support and she had a fitness to her that wasn't overwhelming but added a good balance to her body.
Naomi rescued me and therefore my night, as I was ready to stay there for as long as they'd let me. "So, you're her best mate huh? Her best bud?" She finished her teasing with a playful chuckle which helped break the ice.
"I do indeed hold that title but I'm looking for a replacement for obvious reasons," I paused to point at Lucy wandering about, full of stress. "That's why I'm interviewing you today. Tell me a bit about yourself?" I fell back on stupid humour and it seemed to work as we all chuckled.
I found out that both of them were working full-time while they tried to make it professionally. Holly played in Defence and Naomi in Midfield. The conversation flowed naturally. I even risked sitting down at their table. I spent a little more time looking at Naomi, partly because I feared if I looked at Holly too much, I'd never stop. There was a natural warmth to Holly. She seemed determined to look at me until I returned her gaze, as the conversation moved on to my degree and career aspirations. I felt like I interested her with my passion to write, but I wasn't sure why. It was hardly original.



"Just you wait," Naomi said, "Holly will be out of that retail job and signing a pro contract in no time," when I wisely turned the conversation back to them. Naomi had started to sing Holly's praises to me, as though I somehow needed convincing that she was way out of my league.
"I believe you!" I said with genuineness despite the lack of evidence.
A little while later they went to the bathroom together and promised to return. I saw Holly was an inch or two taller than Naomi. It suited her frame really well and it made me yearn for her return. I sat with my thoughts for a bit and was surprised at how quickly they returned with drinks in hand. Holly handed me another rum and coke with a smile. I smiled back and her smile grew as she slid passed me and sat down. By the time she was back in eyeline, her face was blushing brilliantly and it didn't take much smarts to work out she liked me. This is crazy I thought.
Most people, at that point, know what to do next. In years that went by, I knew what I should have done. Hell, I still had dark nights in bars where I cursed my decision and the time it lost us.
I should have continued the conversation and waited for Naomi to make an excuse to move away because I was sure she was going to do so at the time. They'd probably discussed it when they left. However, what I should have done and what I did do, were two different things. I let the conversation fall into awkwardness as I waited for Naomi to make her excuses and a panic set in within me as I wondered what I was going to say to Holly and how I would impress her. I was totally smitten with her and that 'love at first sight' feeling had never happened to me before and never happened again. I wasn't exactly 'cool' around women but this was something else entirely.
I suddenly heard myself making an excuse and left the table, to the surprise of both of them. I went to the bathroom and then I went to the other side of the club so I could hide out and gain some courage. I looked for Lucy and found her making out with a couple to the surprise of some of her nearby friends.
I felt the chance with Holly slipping away the longer I took to go back. In the end (it was probably a few minutes but it felt like hours of indecision), I left because I feared going back and seeing the moment had definitely gone. Years later once everything had blown up with Holly, Lucy admitted to me that Holly had left soon after, not quite in tears but upset enough that she no longer wanted to be there.
A few weeks later, after toying with it for days, I sent Holly a friend request on Facebook. It took Holly days to respond and in that time I thought about removing the request multiple times.
I was in my class with my phone on silent on the little table attached to my lecture hall chair when I saw it light up.
Holly Dane: Sorry I took so long to accept your invitation. How are you?
I immediately moved my phone under the table so I could shoot off a quick reply. My heart was beating hard. She'd given me a little in and after beating myself up for weeks, I was going to try everything I could to have another shot.
Tom Bradley: That's not a problem at all, I wasn't expecting you to accept it really.
Holly Dane: I was debating not to. That was a real dick move, Tom. If you didn't like me, you should have just said.
I sighed, having her think that was the opposite of what I wanted.
Tom Bradley: I know. I wish I could explain it away easily but I can't. If I tried to explain it, I'd only look worse and I'm trying very hard not to do that right now.
Holly Dane: I guess you should be glad I'm having a shit day at work and not keen for you to make it worse.
We got talking from there and didn't stop for almost a year.
Holly was many things, I found out throughout that time. Blunt and fearless were two of them. Passionate was another. Then there were the things that only I saw of her. The vulnerability, the crushing weight of her own expectations and the lofty hopes of her friends and teammates that she'd make it. Finally, there were the things that she hinted at. The cynicism from some of her family that she was pursuing a fantasy career and the hints of how she was taking those pressures out on herself. I became an expert at reading the signs and tried in vain to get her to seek help in a roundabout way - for if I ever openly voiced my suspicions of what she was doing to herself to cope with it all, she would shut down for days at a time.
We moved to texting and speaking on the phone quite frequently. I became her confidante and her mine, especially once my Gran, my sole remaining grandparent, got sick. I told her things that I had told nobody. About how hard it was growing up without a Father, and how writing gave me release to process my feelings. I never pushed her to meet up but I ached to. I left the ball in her court and she knew that's where it was. It was probably crazy to anyone else that we'd let a tiny thing get between us in such a seismic way but I knew by then that Holly had felt the same for me as I did for her that night. She never said it, but I knew.
I learned during a deep texting session one night that she had never had sex before and that she wore her heart on her sleeve. "I could count on one hand how many men I've fancied and on one finger how many men I properly liked." She abruptly changed the conversation at that point having revealed too much and then she ignored my probing questions thereafter. I looked at that message for weeks afterwards.
She was a year and a few weeks younger than me so celebrated her 19th birthday weeks after I celebrated my 20th over the winter. I 'liked' the pictures of the party she posted on Facebook, as I liked most of her pictures, especially those that showed her with a football at her feet.
Towards the end of my 2nd year, I didn't speak to her much. I was ridiculously busy with coursework as well as exam prep and only really exchanged messages with her after midnight when I procrastinated during my all-nighters. Holly would keep me company until she made a major mistake at work from tiredness and got a formal warning. She wasn't angry with me but we both agreed to pause our messaging until after my exams.
It was tough as my thoughts were on her constantly. I'd sometimes scroll onto her Facebook late at night and look through her pictures. We'd started to sext a little bit. Nothing too extreme or too often. Holly would ask me questions about sex and I'd answer. Sometimes it would lead to her needing an orgasm and I would help her get there. One day she asked to see my penis. After multiple attempts at angles and lighting, I sighed and sent the best one I could before I missed the moment all over again. Her reaction and the conversation that followed gave me one of my strongest orgasms.
Holly Dane: I hope you don't think I'm a freak Tank but I've been cumming over your dick a lot. I kinda felt bad doing it and not telling you.
Tom Bradley: Pretty sure my brain just exploded Hollywood.
Holly had taken to calling me Tank after Thomas the Tank Engine and certainly not because of my size. I'd filled out a bit through running during study breaks and occasional gym sessions but nothing to brag about. Hollywood was her nickname because I could think of nothing creative or witty when she started calling me Tank.
By the time of my exams, Lucy knew about Holly and me. It was frustrating her greatly that we hadn't met up since and even more so when I'd make excuses not to. On a break from studying one Sunday morning during the time Holly and I agreed to talk less, Lucy dragged me with her to watch Holly play.
I was mesmerised watching her on that grass. I think I fell in love with her in a different way - one of a football fan watching someone incredible in the flesh. There was no doubt in my mind she'd make it Pro. She was better than everyone else on the pitch, able to take players on even from Centre Back and lay inch-perfect passes to the Striker. Her team battered their opponents. I stood to the side cheering her with Lucy and with the sparsely attended fans. She saw me just a few minutes in when the ball went out for a throw-in. Her face was priceless and I thanked Lucy for pushing me to go. Holly's face, already quite red from the physical effort, went up another shade and she had the brightest smile as she looked at me, teeth on show. I beamed back.
At halftime, I saw her trying to trot over but she never had the chance with tactic discussions and a comfort break. It wasn't until full-time that she managed to do so. I saw her hug her Mum who came to attend as well as her two younger sisters. Her older brother and Dad weren't there and never were. Then she made her way over and locked in on my eyes.
"Hey," she said, smiling awkwardly. Realising Lucy was there too, she hugged her before Lucy walked away and said hello to some of her old teammates.
"You're incredible," I said in wonder. "Seriously, seriously good." I knew football and at that point in my life I knew I wanted to go into football journalism, so I had to know good when I saw it. She had it.
We chatted for a bit and it felt comfortable with just a touch of awkwardness, what with her in her kit and her family close by. Eventually, her Mum called out asking if she wanted a lift. Holly looked at me questioningly, wondering if I wanted to go anywhere and hang out.
Sadly, I shook my head. "I can't, I'm sorry. I'm not running off but I need to run off." I paused after saying it. "Yes, I heard it," I said with a grin that she shared. "I need to study."
Holly nodded, slightly disappointed but not upset with me this time. I watched her walk away and then called out, "Hollywood, how about coffee this week?"
I heard wolf whistles and saw Naomi and Lucy standing nearby. "Sounds good to me Tank," she said with a grin, turning away and leaving me to explain the nickname to the giggling pair.
We started to meet up during my breaks. Holly would drive over with a coffee each and we'd sit and talk in her car for 30 minutes. If I'd known how poorly designed the course was, I'd never have gone to that University, given how much strain it was putting on Holly and I trying to build something together. But then, I'd never have met Lucy and therefore Holly. So the punishment was worth the prize.
I was right, she always wore jeans and a casual t-shirt. When she saw me on the following Friday, on the way back from work, she asked if I was okay with her not wearing more girly clothes.
"I love the way you dress," I said honestly. "You're perfect Holly."
She smiled and leaned into me and we shared our first kiss. I like coffee and liked it even more when I could taste it on her lips and tongue. I took her face in my hand gently and held her there as we kissed. We pulled away breathless.
I had two more weeks of deadlines and exams and then I was free for the summer. Holly was doing a far more disciplined job of keeping me focused on studying, not letting me be distracted by her. That wasn't to say she was always successful. In the end, she said, "get through the first week and you'll see me topless and get through the second and you'll see everything."
I got back to studying with renewed energy and true to her word, late on Friday night both weeks, she sent me first a topless picture and then a fully nude one. Both times she was laying down on her bed, hair tied back and without any makeup. She didn't always wear makeup but I'd noticed she was wearing it a little more whenever we met up. I told her she didn't need to and she told me it was for her, not for me. Blunt, just how I liked her.
I fell in love with her naked body, as I knew I would. It was toned and strong with a hint of boob but not a lot. I could see they'd be enough to hold and that was fine by me. She had a beautiful chest and neck that I wanted to kiss all over. Her nipples were hard and pointy, which suited her just right. Her pale complexion seemed to make her more beautiful. I traced my eyes down on the second week and studied her legs and everything else in detail. She was completely shaved and I could almost feel the nervousness in the way she posed. Her leg was slightly tucked into her body and I could see her strong calf and thigh. Her pussy looked small and tight. I shamelessly told her I wanted to explore every inch of it with my mouth.
Holly: Does it bother you that I'm a virgin?
Tom: No, does it bother you that I'm not?
Holly: No, I'm relieved it's not the blind leading the blind.
I laughed out loud at that.
We gave ourselves an orgasm before bed which was now our almost-nightly ritual and said goodnight.
I woke up the next morning and found a text from Holly.
Holly: A scout was at the game you watched and wants to offer me a scholarship to play in America. I don't know what to do, I didn't even know how to tell you.
I could feel my heart hurting as I read the message. I knew what decision she was going to make and I knew in my heart I would help her to make it.
We discussed it almost constantly for the next few days. Only now did her Dad start to believe in her talent and attend games with her, even driving her to the away ones. She posted a picture of them beaming together which I hit the like button on but didn't share the same enthusiasm. I knew what she had gone through and done to herself, partly as a result of his comments and I couldn't forgive him as easily.
Holly and I made plans with Lucy and Naomi to watch the football together the weekend after our exams. Holly had managed to swap her shift and would be working the next evening in the graveyard shift and then back in again to open the next morning. I appreciated it more than I could say, knowing how much that would kill her before working 5 straight days.
We watched the England Women's game together and we held hands or else cuddled close. There was nothing obvious about it but Holly had changed. If you asked me how, I wouldn't be able to tell you but sometimes you just know. She was spending as much time as possible being as close to me as she could and something about that told me she knew she had decided to leave. Going with her was not an option for me and I was not going to have her miss her dreams to stay with me.
"It's such a relief you two idiots got yourself sorted," Naomi said teasingly but smiling widely. She doesn't know about Holly's offer I thought, upon hearing that.
We had a few rounds of beer each, mostly driven by a resounding victory for the England team over far inferior opposition. I went to the bathroom while the 3 of them were deep in talk about which foreign player they'd have on the England team. I caught the tail end of this on my return and gathered there weren't too many names.
"See, that's the problem with Women's Football," I said, taking a sip and totally oblivious to the 3 pairs of eyes that had looked round and were directly lasers into my head. "There's just no money in it and -"
"Fuck you!" I stopped my sentence in shock at Holly's interruption. "You don't get to say that."
"No wait," I said, panicked. "That's not what I meant -"
She stood up with a face of thunder, her pale skin now red and angry. I couldn't help but think she had blown it out of proportion.
And then it hit me: she was blowing it out of proportion. Painting me in the same vein as her Brother and Father was an easy way for her to blow up. I quickly realised that she was taking advantage of the situation and was finding a way to finish things with me now, while she could. It all became clear to me in a heart-breaking instant. It was sudden but it was sensible for her. We'd been sitting together practically sharing a chair and that couldn't have made the prospect of breaking up with me easy.
"You knew what you meant," she said angrily, "don't deny it."
"I won't," I sighed, giving in. I saw a flicker of surprise in her expression and then she stared hard at me as she got her stuff together. I stared her down as Lucy and Naomi sat between us in stunned silence. I saw a hint of realisation in her expression but maybe I imagined it as she walked out. That was the last time I would see her until that Tuesday morning years later.
I turned back to Lucy and Naomi. I felt it better to correct the record or else risk offending them too. "You know I meant facilities and training, right?"
They both nodded. "It was obvious, I'll talk to her," said Naomi reassuringly.
I agreed though it was only for show. I knew Holly was in tears somewhere nearby right then and shortly afterwards, I left too.
Holly was leaving for America the following month, she announced on her Facebook page. Lucy understood what had happened immediately - she was infinitely better with people than I was so if I got what was happening, I knew it wouldn't take long for her to as well.
"I am so sorry," she said, pulling me in for a squeeze.
I fell into a depression over that summer, stalking Holly from afar on social media (I was eating and drinking far too much to do any actual stalking, don't worry!) until mercifully in early September, she blocked my number and deleted me from Facebook and allowed me to get my life back together.
I still saw her on TV, watching many Women's games online and watching her excel and beat every challenge. I stalked her Instagram occasionally when someone in my network tagged her in something or else retweeted something she'd posted. So she was always there in my periphery and perhaps even more than that, given I'd chosen to work in women's football. I kept some steady girlfriends but I was always just a bit too bitter about what had gotten away to ever be truly happy. Stupidly, her growing skill and popularity felt like a metaphor for the growth of the relationship we'd never have.
***
Present Day
***
I thought the beers would help me to talk it all through but they didn't. Chris was my oldest friend, I'd known him since school and he knew how torn up I was back then, even though he'd never met her. He was adamant that I was punishing myself for working in this field given how prominent she was becoming. The sex tape didn't help with her popularity - if it could be called that.
"She can suck some serious dick," Chris said bluntly when he saw it a day after me.
Lucy was furiously angry when she heard about it and outright refused to watch it. "Why don't she release one of him giving her shit head? She won't because she's too classy!"
I woke up the next morning without a hangover but with a pit of anger in my stomach. As irrational as it was for me to think it, what was the point of her going away and putting us through that if she was going to come back anyway? Why did she look so much hotter? How the hell had she forgotten me?
I pulled up to Georgia's house with a coffee cup in each of the trays.
"Sit on a cactus this morning?" Georgia remarked when she got in the car and saw my face.
"You've just talked yourself out of this coffee," I said, going to pull it away.
"Give it, it's the only reason I ride with you."
I laughed at that. "It's not the money?!" I cried out in shock.
Georgia was hoping to use this job as a platform into another football club's press team. She was good enough and I knew she was learning enough in this job to get ahead of the competition.
"Excited for the press conference today?" She asked conversationally.
"You betcha," I said with a smile. "Hollywood's gonna kick some arse."
"Wasn't she in Portland?"
"Uh, yeah sorry. Portland."
***
Later that day we were outside the press room. We'd made the big time as we had journalists waiting to speak to Holly, Diane and I, not the men's team. Holly's transfer was big news, it had even made it across to the mainstream media. I saw a few of the men looking over at her, partly impressed to see her, partly shamelessly checking her out. Holly shot them each daggers in turn until they walked off.



It was just us and Georgia, waiting for the tech and facilities guys to finish sorting the room so we could let the journalists in. So far Holly hadn't said anything to me beyond the pleasantries (which weren't all that pleasant) and then had stood around on her phone, utterly disinterested, except when she felt the men looking over at her.
"Fuck men," she muttered at the time. Georgia giggled and I looked away.
"I'm going to go see how it's looking," I said aloud.
"I'll do that, that's my job," Georgia responded, already closest to the door.
"Yeah, haven't you got to, like, prep me?" Holly said. I didn't enjoy the 'like' in that sentence. It sounded very American and I wasn't ready to forgive the country for taking her away.
"I daresay you've had more prep than I can give you," I replied acidly. Georgia looked behind her briefly as she walked into the next room and the door closed behind her, eyes wide and looking at me with a 'what the fuck' expression.
Holly waited for the door to fully close before she responded. "I didn't know you were the press guy or whatever the hell you are, when I joined. So don't get shitty at me Tank, I wasn't expecting to see you either."
"Oh, she remembers!" Anger overtook my elation and made it it's own. "I spent a sleepless night wondering how the fuck you forgot me so easily. But I lost a lot of those when you left so I guess another night isn't a big deal."
"Fuck. You." Holly spat it at me with emotion I couldn't quite recognise. Her pale face had filled with colour and I could see her shaking. I backed down.
"Sort yourself out, you already look like you don't want to be here, the last thing I need is the press seeing how angry you are about it."
I turned my back on her and looked into the room to see the press now filing in with Diane having informal conversations with some of them. The outcome of our heated conversation was that Holly was even saltier when she entered the press room. We sat at the front on a small stage, only inches apart and I could feel the angry heat radiating off her.
She took the questions and answered them well but with an edge that threatened no follow-up questions. My job was to facilitate and keep things honest. I'd said at the start that there would be no chat about non-football-related matters. I fully expected nobody to listen. I wasn't surprised when they didn't.
"Holly, what do you think Lucas will think about your move?"
I went to step in but Holly put her hand on my arm subtly and the spark of her touch silenced me. "He'll love it, his windows are a lot safer now I'm here." There were hearty laughs and Holly smiled but it didn't reach her eyes.
"How long you think he'll last without you?" Asked a reporter from one of the national rags, innocent as you like.
"Okay guys, that's enough," I said, stepping in. "Football-related questions only and you just lost 5 minutes of Holly's time."
I finished the press conference shortly after and we went back through the side door as journalists filtered out of the front. Holly walked off down the corridor without another word.
That evening, I met Lucy for dinner. She'd organised it as soon as she saw the announcement about Holly joining. We spent time talking about her latest girlfriend and how well it was going and then her work. I was stalling to avoid talking about my job, which now felt to be in a bit of a crisis. When I could find no other viable conversation points, I talked Lucy through the last couple of days while I made my way through a chicken tikka masala. Lucy paused for a long time, thinking over everything I'd said. She spent time dipping her naan into her curry until I could take it no more and prodded her along with an impatient, "well?"
"I think she's hurting," Lucy said without delay. "I think she left a really shit situation and now thinks she's been dumped right into another one," she waved her naan at me as she spoke, letting me know in no uncertain terms that I was the shit situation.
"Do you think I should look for another job? I don't want to make her life harder, Luce," I was at a loss at this point and was grateful to have Lucy to confide in. "You know how much she means to me."
Lucy nodded as I finished my plea. "I do know, which is why I think you need to wait out the coming storm. You don't want to add guilt to her list as you know she'll feel it if you leave. At least if you have to leave in a few months, you can do it with a better job."
I hugged Lucy tight that night and thanked her for being a true friend. I hoped Holly had the same in her life now.
***
Saturday was the first matchday with Holly in the team which was great as we were a few games in and already too far down the table. Our matchdays typically had a few thousand fans but today the crowd was noticeably bigger, as was the number of matchday reporters that I had to marshal into their seats. Holly would be repaying her salary in no time, through gate receipts alone.
Georgia would be writing the live updates for our website so I took a seat near the touchline, with a good eyeline to the reporters and the bench. I scanned the crowd, looking for the long-forgotten faces that were instantly recognisable: Holly's family. I'd never met them but I felt like I knew them from everything Holly had shared. Her Sisters, Charlotte and Amelia were like younger versions of her, having grown up considerably over the last few years. From my viewpoint, I couldn't tell them apart. The sister closest to me turned around to view the crowd and I was able to get a good look at her. It was definitely Charlotte, probably a little more than 20 with freckles and a tan that made me think she'd been away recently.
Holly waved at them, showing genuine happiness for the first time since I'd seen her again. That's Holly, I thought. At least for one reason, she was glad to be back.
I watched the match with a level of excitement I hadn't felt in years. It was like being back on that Sunday League pitch all those years ago. I was watching the match, but really I was watching Holly. She spotted the danger before others did, barking commands and getting people in line. She was already leading the team. This was where she belonged, everything else was just noise. I watched her win a towering header to defend a corner, climbing far higher than her 5'7 frame.
As the match went on, I saw she was getting targeted quite a bit. Opposition forwards leaving their mark on her, taking that bit longer to pull away from the challenge. I could hear her Mum and Dad screaming at the ref. She took it all and didn't back down. The tackles were enraging our fans and that willed all of the players on. We won the game comfortably. 2-0, our first win and first clean sheet of the season. The players split their celebrations between Holly and Olivia, our striker.
I saw the telltale signs of her teammates holding Holly up every so slightly. She looked like she'd been in a war. I jumped out of my seat and stood sentry over the changing room as I always did but needed to even more so today, with the press around. Olivia came out to do some quotes, even though they'd asked for Holly.
***
As much as we tried to avoid it over the following weeks, Holly was our superstar and so her media commitments outstripped anyone else's. She was soon invited to go and do community activities and ambassadorial tasks. I had to go with her. Georgia was too junior and Holly too important. So it had to be me. Holly knew that too and our shared frustration continued to boil over - we bickered over everything and then had to play as though we were having the best working relationship when around others, which only infuriated us both more.
Holly was still getting kicked about all over the pitch, 6 games into her career in London. She was the best player we had so there was an element of that but our Striker, Olivia, was also pretty good and seemed to be escaping much of the challenge, with a focus now on Holly. It was getting her down and I was increasingly concerned it was no longer about her being our best player. I worried for her.
I tried as best I could to be more pleasant but she wouldn't let me be. She'd prod at old wounds whenever I tried to be kind. She frequently brought up our final argument and would throw it in my face at her leisure. "I thought women's football was broke, why are you in it?"; "I thought you were all ambitious and wanted to get somewhere." Or "are you only here so you can be surrounded by hot women with a pretty little assistant to make you coffee?"
It was infuriating and I woke up dreading any of the days I'd have to spend with her. I left each of those days wanting a stiff whiskey but settling instead for a beer while I forced myself to make dinner on those nights. I'd spiralled once because of her and I didn't think I could do it again.
The day before our latest away game had us scheduled to do a meet & greet at a local hospital after a sick child wrote a letter to Holly that had gone viral. I was cursing our Community Manager who would put these visits in. I didn't want to go to a hospital ever again. I drove us over from the training ground with the radio on low and not a word was exchanged between us. Worse still, I needed to drive us to the away game immediately after as the team coach had already left. We were staying at a hotel overnight as the match started early the next day. It was budget: because Women's football.
Four hours of this, I thought. I must remember to undo my seatbelt when I drive us into one of the concrete bridges.
We arrived at the hospital and Holly got out of the car as soon as she could, leaving me to go and pay for parking. I heard and saw a grimace when she got out of the car and knew she was hurting. She had the team tracksuit on loose which made it harder to see where. I caught up to her as we neared the entrance and I felt my head start to pound.
"Holly," I said, slowing behind her as she walked in at pace.
She looked to her left at my sound and then turned behind her, showing surprise at how far back I now was. We were almost at shouting distance, a dangerous decibel level at the best of times with us. I closed the gap a little bit. "What?" I could hear the confusion but there was a distinct lack of frustration in her tone, which was positive.
"I don't think I can go in," I admitted.
The only two times I remembered being in a hospital were to watch two family members die after long illnesses. First my Dad and then my Gran. She knew that because she was there for me when the latter happened and then showed me a level of compassion and understanding I had never gotten from anyone else when I opened up about my Father. I had fallen in love with her during that time, convinced we connected on a deep level.
I saw her face soften as she looked at me. It was the first time I felt her look at me that way since she'd gotten back. I knew that she'd just been recounting the same conversations I had. "Okay, wait out here then, I won't be too long," she said, not unkindly.
"You know I can't Holly." It felt weird to now be addressing her by name, the first time I'd done that in years.
"Yes you can, no PR disaster is going to happen in there, I've done enough of these. Go and get a coffee and I'll call you if I need you, I promise."
"You blocked me," I said before I could stop myself.
She refused to meet my eye. "I didn't block you Tank," she looked away from me and then turned back towards the entrance. "I just couldn't face giving you my new number." It was quiet and caught in the wind but I heard her perfectly.
I sat in the car waiting for her to return at the end of the allocated time. I saw her walking up to the car in my rear mirror, wiping her eye on her sleeve. When she got in the car, I'd never have guessed she'd just been crying. There was a slight redness to her cheeks but that could have just as easily been the wind. "How was it?" I asked because I felt I had to.
"Fine," she said in response and didn't elaborate further.
I started the car and reversed us out of the parking spot. My eyes strayed a touch too long on Holly as I checked my mirrors. Now she thought I was looking away, I saw her let out a deep, shaky breath. She won't let me in, even in the slightest.
I had to know if she was at least letting someone in, I feared for her if she wasn't. "How's Naomi?" I asked as we pulled away.
Holly paused, assessing the various potential directions the conversation could go and I could only guess deciding it was safe enough, as she replied, "Naomi's good, really good. She's in Recruitment now but wants to get into a Football Agency. I'm trying to put her in touch with a few people."
"That's great!" I was enthused, really glad to hear that for her. "Tell her I said hello," I chanced.
"Yeah, I will."
A silence fell between us that I was in no hurry to break given we had four hours to get through together. Eventually, when I decided the silence was stretching on a bit too long to be useful, I said, "Do you speak to Lucy at all?"
Holly shifted a little bit. "Yeah, we speak sometimes."
I nodded with my eyes still on the road. It was news to me as Lucy hadn't mentioned it. I wasn't testing for dishonesty, I was just trying to find out if Holly had good people around her.
"Do you mind that we speak?" She asked suddenly.
"Not in the slightest, she was your friend before mine," I replied immediately. I chanced a glance over at her to see her playing with her hands. "Oh I've just remembered, I got you a coffee. Latte right?" I was pleased that I remembered her choice when I had the brainwave to order her a coffee in thanks.
I could see though that Holly did not share my enthusiasm. "Why did you do that?"
I paused, sensing a trap but not for the life of me understanding what it was doing there. "I was trying to say thanks, for you know, the hospital."
"Well you didn't need to," she said bluntly.
For whatever reason, and my brain was too jaded to understand what it was, I had hit a nerve and we fell back into the same uncomfortable silence that filled our journey toward the hospital. I switched the radio station to Heart, which I knew was her favourite. She let it play for a minute and then said rather pointedly, "Can we change it to Radio X?"
I guessed her tastes had changed with age, going from more mainstream Pop/Chart music to Indie, not that I was complaining as I made the switch. As if reading my thoughts, she said, "I'm not that kind of girl anymore," ignoring how cliché that sounded.
I let silence fall on us again for the first hour of the drive. The radio change helped. I decided to try again to engage in conversation with her. I was nothing if not stubborn, or masochistic, depending on how you looked at it. The coffee had been left to get cold.
"I've seen your family has been coming to games, it must be great having them watch you play?"
"Yeah, it is, though they came to America quite a bit."
"Charlotte's -"
"Stop. Just stop." Holly said abruptly. I looked at her in shock, confusion and anger, my focus temporarily taken away from the road. "Stop being nice to me, stop trying to talk to me like we're friends and stop thinking you still know me. You don't know me, we're not friends and you of all people should not want to be nice to me."
I turned what I could only imagine was a shocking shade of red from the putdown and the humiliation. "You make me want to bang my head against this steering wheel."
Holly looked taken aback by my harshness. A paleness came over her and she opened her mouth to respond.
"What?" I said impatiently.
"I.. I," she struggled to form the words. I wasn't sure if I was about to get an apology or something else. I tapped my fingers against the steering wheel and she eventually swallowed and fell silent.
We didn't speak for another hour until she saw us heading off the motorway. I was surprised she had noticed, with her head buried on Instagram and the other social media accounts. "Where are we going?"
"I need to eat, piss and walk around a bit or I'll kill us. The conversation isn't exactly keeping me awake," I said bluntly. Holly was bringing out the side of me that I only seemed to have reserved for her now: openly bitter and hostile.
When I parked up, she left the car without another word and went into the petrol station with a cap on. I followed shortly after filling up and returned with a bag of crisps and a coke, to see her perched on the side of my car with just a bottle of water in hand. Her lack of food all day should have set some warning bells ringing but I was too pissed off to see it.
We made it to the hotel without further incident or conversation. Some of the players were downstairs in the kitchen/bar area and she went to join them after checking in. I made my way straight upstairs after nodding at the group and declining their offer to join them even though a savage part of me would have enjoyed making Holly have to play nice around people.
Later that night I called Lucy as I needed her wisdom. She was with her girlfriend but promised I wasn't interrupting. She put her girlfriend on the phone briefly and we had a general chat and introduction. That was a rare action on Lucy's part so it certainly was going well. When the conversation started to go back in circles, Lucy took the phone and walked into another room. "So I'm guessing something's up if you're calling me on a Friday evening without checking if I had plans."
"Ah yeah, sorry," I replied. "Ruby sounds great!"
"Yeah, she's pretty ace. Dynamite in bed too," she laughed. "So tell me what's up?"
I recounted the car ride with Holly, using it as a prime example of how bad things were."They're not getting better, Lucy."
"I'm sorry I didn't tell you I talk to her -"
"-Don't worry about that, I'm glad she has you-"
"-But suffice to say," she paused so we could stop talking over each other, "there's a lot she's trying to manage and I don't think she's managing it well. Nor do I think she's giving me the whole picture. You just need to give her space. She's hurting and seeing you is like adding vinegar to all her wounds. She can't even mention you by name when we talk. You're the reminder of what she could have had instead of what she got."
"We both knew it was right though," I pointed out, hating how I had to keep repeating that. "And I can't give her space, we work together! Annoyingly bloody closely."
"Okay give her time then," Lucy said immediately.
Those are two different things, I stopped myself from pointing out. We dialled off a little while after and I was left to manage an uncomfortable night's sleep that involved Holly being stung by a thousand bees, crying out for help but I couldn't get to her and nor could I hear her over the noise.
We won the game the next day, Holly's arrival continuing to invigorate us. Our manager, Caroline, was finally starting to get the plaudits I thought she deserved. As usual now, Holly had been kicked off the park. It was becoming harder to justify or explain away. The discontent from our team, as well as our fans, was starting to grow. I knew someone was going to come out and say something bad soon and have me pulling an all-nighter but I wouldn't blame them, we'd all had enough. All of us except Holly who didn't complain once.
Later that week, with Caroline's permission, I brought the team together and we developed a targeted strategy to influence the League and the referees about the treatment Holly was experiencing. I gave them key lines that I wanted everyone to follow when speaking in the media or posting about games on Social Media. I made sure they knew not to accuse anyone of bias as that was a guaranteed fine, accurate or not.
Holly could have called me out on it, after her rant in the car but I think she knew I was doing it for the good of the team and not for her health. But I also knew that was how I'd have to position it to get her to agree to it. Even then she felt we all just needed to 'grow up' and not make a big deal out of it. She was one bad tackle away from a serious injury though and she knew it.



Now that we had really started to draw attention to it, things improved on the pitch a little bit for Holly. She wasn't getting bruised and kicked as much in the games and we were still churning out more wins than losses. Sadly, her mood and demeanour, towards me and in her own private moments, hadn't improved accordingly. She was perfectly engaging and talkative when she needed to be but then she'd withdraw as soon as she could. I was watching Holly slide away in front of my eyes.
Yes, things had improved over a number of weeks but there was no planning for a London Derby against our local rivals, at their own ground, in the pouring rain. Holly had been caught, kicked, clattered, slapped and even punched in the ribs during a corner when the referee's back was turned.
The whole bench, myself included, had shouted ourselves hoarse at the referee but our voices were mostly lost in the wind and rain. I had to be physically pulled away from one of the opposition coaches who had called her a diver. "I'll floor you then and see how you dive, you fucking arsehole," I'd shouted at him, to the delight of the press I worked so closely with.
We lost the match quite comfortably and I had to try and find someone who would speak to the reporters. I saw Holly out of the corner of my eye and I knew it was bad. She always walked off the pitch after the game - she never let anyone see she was suffering since that first match. But she was being helped up by two of her teammates and I could see she was hurting.
Football isn't supposed to be a violent sport but there's contact and there are people that know how to make contact. In a derby match, risking a yellow card with a crunching tackle was to be expected. When your opposition's best player is in defence, it gave them an easy target to get physical whenever she took the ball forward. We could see their frustrations growing as Holly put in inch-perfect tackles or dribbled away from them with ease, even after being clattered minutes before and left rolling on the turf in agony.
One of the subs agreed to do the post-match questions and we kept it short. When she was done, I followed her into the changing room to check on everyone. I always tried to avoid going in because well, privacy, but being part of the team meant they saw me that way and therefore nobody minded me being there, even in relative states of undress. I'd walked in at the point when most of the team only had their underwear on. I averted my eyes from below the general neck level and looked for Holly. There was group chatter about the game and how tough it was, one or two had yet to calm down and were riling the rest back up but I left that to Caroline to sort. It sounded like one of our wingers had done her knee in quite badly and was in the small treatment room with our physio.
I saw Holly in an alcove, away from the noise and where nobody was looking at her as she got changed in private. She was in her sports bra and under-shorts that came down to mid-thigh, not underwear like almost everyone else. It was the first time I had seen her body in some years and the sight of it made me swallow hard - and not in the way I would have expected to if I ever saw it again.
I guess to the rest of the team who hadn't seen her body before she joined the team, it was on the skinny side but nothing to worry too much about. She had always been thin but for me, who could see just how substantial the weight-loss was, it scared me and made me wonder how long she had been like that. Had she lost the weight over time in America, or since?
Her body was covered in bruises, with old ones healing under the new. I could see the outline of her ribs, something I never would have expected to see, with bruises across most of the surrounding areas. Holly's thighs, her calves and her ankles were bruised purple and swollen in multiple places. The shin pads had done their job and protected the front of her legs but everything else had taken the impact which made it look worse. I only had to look at her face to see how much cumulative pain she was in, eyes scrunched up as her hands unfolded her top ready to be put on. The closest I could describe it was that it look like she had gone five rounds with a Kickboxer with her hands tied behind her back.
I walked over tentatively, unsure if I even should, given how she had removed herself from everyone, but I was unable to let her suffer like this alone. I made it to the alcove before she noticed me.
"Can you fuck off, please?" There was real pain in her voice and desperation too. She could barely say it aloud, even in a whisper. She drew out the 'please' in such a way that it was more of a hiss as she fought the pain.
I refused to be so easily turned away, not when she looked like this. "I'm just checking if you're okay. Please let me help you, Holly."
"Oh God," I could see tears start to swim in her eyes and her words were the reaction to that. "Please leave me alone right now. Please, please, please, please."
I backed away, frightened by the way her pleading became a mantra that was growing weaker with every word as the tears started to flow. As I turned away I heard her slump down the wall and it took all I had not to spring around and try to catch her, even though I'd have been too late. By the time I walked passed Dawn, some of the players had noticed her and ran over in a panic. It allowed me to look back at her, though I dreaded what I would see.
Holly was on the floor, almost folded into the wall, sobbing in agony. I paused, wanting to turn back but knowing it would be for my benefit, not hers. For whatever reason, she didn't want me to see her like that even though she must have known I was there to help her. I turned back around and went to find the physio, leaving her there to suffer.
***
The players had Sunday and Monday off to recover, reporting in for light training on Tuesday. I'd spent the Sunday afternoon with my extended family, none of whom were football fans and this allowed me to fully switch off from things.
I picked Georgia up as usual on Tuesday morning where we exchanged updates about our respective weekends. Nothing of note seemed to have happened during hers and I struggled to stifle a yawn. "Sorry," I said, "that is so rude."
Georgia just laughed. "I won't take offence, you look like you're not sleeping much."
Try sleeping after seeing the love of your life looking like that I thought. The image of Holly laying like that was haunting me and I was thinking about it almost constantly.
"I'm not, but I'm going to have to try to sleep soundly soon, one way or another."
Georgia and I spent most of the morning cramped into our tiny office working on website content. Alf appeared mid-morning to take pictures. 'Back in training and ready to go again' was the theme. Georgia's idea, she said all the big men's clubs were doing it now. Holly would hate it, she'd find it pitiful but I stupidly hoped she'd come into the office and make a fuss, just so I could talk to her and see how she was doing.
Alf returned an hour later looking pleased with himself, which he always was, to be fair to him. I wondered what it would feel like to be that confident (delusional or otherwise) about how good you were at your job. I felt like I hadn't been good at my job in a while, purely going through the motions in a job that paid enough to get me by without needing to worry too much about money after my Dad's Death in Service payout and my Gran's inheritance. I had enough to buy a house but I continued to rent because I didn't fancy getting into crippling, lifelong debt, for just myself.
"Pics look great, I'll have 'em to you this afternoon. Shame your superstar's not here, pictures of her running about would have been trending after Saturday's battering," Alf said cheerfully.
"I thought you didn't watch the games?" I heard Georgia say from afar.
My mind was on Holly. She never missed training, never. There was one time that she was driving over for one of our coffee dates, got caught in traffic and turned back around as she would be cutting it too close to get back for training.
"I don't," I heard Alf say, "but I read your match reports, don't I?"
I checked back into the room and said, "Thanks Alf, look forward to seeing them. I'll go and have a chat with Caroline and see if she's injured." I felt Georgia's eyes on me as I walked out but she said nothing.
Caroline was in her office post-training when I knocked. "She'll be back in tomorrow, she assures me," Caroline said before I could even open my mouth, eyes still on her laptop. "Didn't feel well enough to make it in. If she says the same thing tomorrow I'll suggest she comes in and gets checked out."
"Right," I said, taking it in. "Great job on being physic."
"I know most of what goes on around here," Caroline replied, still not looking over. "She hates herself Tom, not you."
"How do you..?"
Caroline finally looked over, her ageing face showing years of wisdom. "As you said, I'm physic."
I spent the rest of the day working my butt off, throwing myself into it so that the day would be over faster. It didn't quite work that way but at least I was able to distract myself a little. Towards the end of the day when Georgia was packing up, I opened up Holly's file on my computer and wrote down her address. It was no secret, I had to have contact details for all the players. Nobody wants their PR person hunting around for their address in a time of crisis.
I dropped Georgia off and then looped back around, heading towards the other side of London, having to pass back by the training ground as I did so. With traffic, I was in the car for a solid two hours by the time I got there. My legs were aching, not helped by a particularly punishing treadmill run on an incline the day before.
I decided to park up outside her apartment complex and walk to the closest supermarket to get a couple of sandwiches, rather than drive. My gut told me Holly wouldn't have any food in the house, if she even let me in. I picked up some sweets too, jelly cherries - Holly's favourite.
This was going to be it, I was going to get through to her or I was going to give up. I couldn't do it anymore after seeing her like that and my exchange with Caroline gave me hope that she wasn't going to face things alone, even without me.
I loitered outside her locked complex with my jeans, jumper and rainjacket trying not to look too suspicious. If I'd buzzed up to her, she never would have let me in but if I showed up at her door...
I looked up at the complex, trying to catch a glimpse of the level of income of the people that lived there while I waited for someone to let me in. I'd be a terrible burglar, I thought to myself.
The area was nice enough in a trendy part of the capital and I could see from passers-by that this was commuter-heavy living. Holly wasn't rich by any means, despite being a professional with sponsorships. I suspected some of what she made went to her family as she was built that way and if she even owned her place, it was probably heavily mortgaged.
Eventually, a rather lax man around my age walked out and left the door wide open, easy enough for me to slip into as it slowly closed behind him. I took the lift to the 4th floor and found number 20. I took a deep breath, knocked and stepped back.
My heart was beating out of my chest and I was fiddling about with the shopping bag for something to do. I waited a minute but there was no answer and no sound of movement. I knocked again, willing to wait another minute before I called it a day. I was now very tired. Maybe this was a bad idea...
As I contemplated leaving, I heard movement on the other side of the door and then the spyhole darkened. "What do you want?" Blunt and impatient.
"I want to talk to you. May I come in?"
I heard her pulling the chain and then the door opened. Holly stood in the way of it. Her hair was hanging loose but it looked unbrushed and a little wild. She was in a white t-shirt that probably could have fit her twice over and grey baggy joggers. I hated to think it, but she didn't look good.
"What do you want to talk about?"
"Do you want me to talk about it in the hall?"
"I don't really want you coming in."
"Okay, would you like to go out?"
"No."
I paused, reminding myself that I had to be patient. She was going to make this hard, I was in her space unannounced. I looked beyond her as I was struggling to look at her like that and she immediately moved her body to block my view into her house. I was struck by a worry I struggled to voice.
"Are you... erm, with someone?" I asked hesitantly.
Holly looked at me like I was delusional. "What? No. Who the hell would want me like this?" She followed up with a sigh. "Fine, come in."
She turned around and I followed her in. Last to be seen, first to recover. And damn, did I need that recovery time. I could see why Holly didn't want me to come in. Her curtains were drawn and most of the lights were off, save for a small cluster under the kitchen cupboard of her open-plan kitchen/living room. It was a large space, with doors going off in different directions. The whole place was cluttered and the stale air told me it had been a while since a window had been opened. Holly was trying to pick up plates off her coffee table and move things off the sofa. Her tv was paused on Fifa, Playstation control pad resting on a pile of magazines.
Holly made no apology for the mess and stood in the middle of the room with her arms crossed, waiting for me to speak. I put the bag of sandwiches on the table. "I've got you some food."
"I didn't want any food."
"Well, I was hungry and I'm willing to bet my car that you don't have anything to eat indoors. I'd bet you haven't eaten properly for days."
"Nobody wants a Hyundai, that's a shit bet."
I walked over to the fridge and I could see she was considering stopping me. "It beats your old Kia." She smiled but still stood there nervous and threatening. "If there's food in here that I can make a meal with or even a snack, I'll give you the keys to my car right now and take the bus home. Which I'm sure you'd quite enjoy, by the way. But if I'm right and there's no food in here, I win the bet and we need to talk about it."
"Talk about what?" There was an immediate shift in her tone from argumentative to nervousness.
"You missed training, you never do that," I observed.
"I wasn't feeling up to it."
"I know, Holly. Because you're depressed, you're no longer eating and I strongly suspect you're harming yourself again. So that is what we're going to talk about after I open this fridge," I said harshly and deliberately.
"Fuck you," she said quietly. I ignored her and opened the fridge. I nodded when I saw it. It was empty bar some bottles of water, bottles of beer and an unopened peanut butter jar at the back.
"I can check your cupboards next and we can increase the bet? I bet that if your cupboards have in-date, in-use items, I'll go and find another job. But if it doesn't, you have to stop pushing me away."
I paused and looked at her. "Please don't," she said quietly.
"No, you're right, asking you to stop pushing me away is a bit too high stakes."
She smiled weakly at that and I knew my tough approach was getting through to her which is what I'd hoped. I was doubly rewarded when she quietly added, "Please don't leave, I mean. Your job."
I smiled. "You still lost the first bet, even if the second one is null and void."
"I don't want to talk about it, Tom."
"Look, I'll make you a deal," I saw her roll her eyes which made me chuckle. "No you'll like this one: if you have some of the sandwich and line your stomach a bit, we can have a beer each while we talk."
"If I have some of the sandwich will you leave?" Her steel-eyed expression was back again and I saw the warning signs. I'd given her a way out and I wasn't going to out-manoeuvre Holly Dane on the playing field, nobody could do that. I sighed. Shit.
"Yes, then I'll leave," I confirmed.
She took the sandwich pack from me and went to the cupboard to look for a plate. It was empty. She pulled open the dishwasher and I saw that the plates were dirty. "I've been busy," she said, pulling out a less dirty one and using it to catch the crumbs.
I opened my sandwich too and we ate in silence. I was famished so I finished it before Holly had got to her third bite. She was playing with it, trying to make it look like she'd eaten more than she had by squashing the bread in on itself.
I gave her as long as I could and then stood up. I'd made far more progress than I ever expected to make and it gave me renewed determination to keep going.
"What are you doing?" Holly asked.
"I'm leaving. You've eaten as much as you're gonna eat and I said I'd leave afterwards." I didn't want to push it.
"Oh." I couldn't place her expression. Relief, maybe?
"I'm glad we got to talk. Look forward to seeing you in training tomorrow."
I smiled at her, trying to look for the person beyond the one in front of me. Was she still there, trying to climb out of the darkness? I write sports, not poetry so that was as good as I could describe it. She didn't smile back, just looked at me blankly.
I let myself out and walked out of sight to the lift. I heard Holly's door lock on my way. I hit the button a few times, thinking it over. I wanted to go back. What if I had missed my opening and she closed back off again the next day? Holly had changed beyond almost all recognition but her stubborn streak remained.
I found myself walking away from the 'ding' of the lift opening and back towards her door. I stood outside her door for a few seconds facing a new wave of indecision. Was I about to undo all the progress I had just made? I recognised her but I could no longer understand her and that was leading to decision paralysis.
Before I could knock, I heard what I could only describe as a howl of pain coming from Holly's apartment, followed by the sounds of things being chucked against a wall.
I hammered on the door over the sounds of crashing plates. "Holly, are you okay?" I hammered again frantically.
The breaking stopped and all I could hear in its place was the sound of sobbing behind the door. "Holly, let me in," I demanded after a few seconds.
I heard her shuffle over, sniffing and trying to bring her breathing under control. "Holly, let me in," I repeated more softly.
I heard her unlocking the door slowly this time. She stood before me with her cheeks red and eyes streaming with tears. There were smears of blood on her face as well, to my immediate horror, but no cuts. Her t-shirt also had smears of blood on it. I looked in her hand and saw a piece of broken plate there. I looked up at her and saw fear in her eyes as she made the same connection. I don't think she realised she was still holding the shard.
I walked in and shut the door slowly behind me, trying not to frighten her. "Holly, please pass that over to me," I said calmly.
"I didn't Tom, I promise I didn't," she said in a panic.
"I know, I believe you." The blood was clearly from squeezing the shard too hard and then wiping at her tears.
Thankfully porcelain plates didn't break like glass so it wasn't as deep as it could have been. I got a bunch of kitchen paper from her kitchen island and balled it up. I took the shard from her hand slowly, having to pull it out with a bit of force. Holly gasped and leaned into my shoulder, looking away. I bunched up the tissues and had her hold her fist closed.
"Have you got a first aid kit?" Holly shook her head, of course she hadn't. "Okay, I'm going to get one from my car. Are you okay if I take your key?"
I sat Holly up on the breakfast bar and opened a bottle of water before I raced down, taking the stairs. I pressed the call button when I got to the ground floor so the lift would be waiting for me when I got back - I was not racing up four flights of stairs!



I always kept a first aid kit in my car in case it was needed during a game. It never was, we'd moved up the divisions and actually had proper medical equipment now, but it was an old habit that I was grateful for at that moment.
When I returned, Holly was still in the same place and was just sobbing quietly. She looked up when I returned, relief evident but also real fear. "I'm in a bad way Tom," she said quietly.
"With your hand or everything? Dumb question but I need to check. Blood loss and all that."
She laughed but it was more in a humourless way. She watched as I got the stuff out of the kit so I could clean and wrap her wound. "Everything," she whispered. It was such a while later, that I almost forgot what I asked.
"I promise I'm here for you Hollywood."
I dabbed at her wound before running alcohol wipes over the area. Holly gasped but otherwise kept quiet. I ran a bandage around her hand and tied it up. That would have to do.
"I don't want to make you hate me anymore. I can't do it, it's too much pain," she trembled, her vulnerability finally creating a space for honesty.
"Holly, I don't hate you and nothing you can do would make me hate you, so you've been wasting your time," I insisted. I put a reassuring arm around her and she let me. It was the first intimate touch we'd had since she returned and I saw her physically relax into it.
"If you were in my head you'd hate me," she whispered. "I hate me."
I gulped. "How have you hidden all of this from the medical team?" I kept my tone even but I was angry. They should have seen this.
"They know. About the weight loss and the appetite. They want me to see a therapist." Holly spoke about it mechanically, and clinically. "They don't know about the other stuff, only you've ever known about that."
I paused my questioning and focused on checking the bandage around her hand was doing its job. "That's deep enough to need stitches, I'm going to need to take you to the hospital."
Holly looked at me like I was mad. "Have you seen the state of me? I can't go to the hospital like this. What if a kid wants a picture and the press gets hold of it? How's that going to look? I can see the headlines: 'Dane in a daze after breakup' or 'Holly has a breakdown after fleeing her ex'."
"It's been months Holly, nobody will care for a headline like that. It's old news!" I reassured her.
"Yeah?" said Holly in response, her eyes wild. "Go on my Instagram and have a look at the private messages. Tell me then that everyone has forgotten. Or the porn sites all over the web that still won't take it down. See how many views it gets daily. Or what some of the players say when they're crunching me on the grass."
"I don't want to," I said firmly. Right then, I started to get an idea of how bad it was for her.
She unlocked her phone and got Instagram up before handing it to me. "Look at it," she demanded painfully but forcefully. I scrolled through tons of messages including screen grabs of the video. Some made my skin crawl. I looked at the date stamp. "This is only since Saturday?! Do you... do you read them all?"
Holly gave a small nod. I looked at her only inches away from me and saw the fear in her. "I won't show you the emails and other social media if you're looking like that just from Instagram."
I opened and closed my mouth, trying to find words.
"Do you see why I can't go to the hospital looking like this?"
I hated that she was right. I hated why she was right, but she was. If those headlines came true, I wasn't sure if she could get through it, even with my support. Which I wasn't yet sure she was going to continue to want after tonight.
"How about putting some makeup on then and brushing your hair?"
Holly held up her bandaged hand. "Yeah, doing it left-handed would look great. It'd be as bad as you doing it."
"Well, that throws my next suggestion out of the window," I joked.
Holly laughed, actually laughed at that. It warmed my heart more than I could say, especially after reading those messages.
I thought over alternative suggestions, taking into consideration her hand and landed on one that seemed the most feasible but I was most hesitant about. "What about if I help you have a bath?" I said, not feeling great about the idea.
"Trust me, Tom, you don't want to see me naked right now."
It wasn't a flat-out 'no' which meant Holly knew it was the best option too. "I promise to be as appropriate as possible, I'll try not to look at anything you don't want me to see." I wasn't talking about her private areas.
Holly sighed and nodded. "Bathroom's that way," she said, pointing to her left. "I'm going to go and get some clothes." I watched her go and then took the direction she instructed. By the time she came back in, I was running her a warm bath which was rising rapidly. The plumbing definitely was something to brag about in the building.
"Let me know when you're ready to take your clothes off and I'll turn away." I carried on messing with the taps to get the temperature right for her.
"I think I'd like you to see what I look like now so it's over with before you see me in the bath. I'll tell you when to turn around, just don't make a fuss, okay?"
"Okay," I said, looking into the bath and seeing my reflection. The bubbles in the bath didn't help but I already felt I looked paler and I had a pit in my stomach.
I could hear Holly taking her clothes off slowly, broken by the occasional sigh of pain. "You're going to need to tell me which bruises really hurt so I know to try and avoid them."
"It won't be hard to tell," she said.
There was a pause and then she sighed. "I've had so many nightmares about you seeing me like this over the last few months and how you'd react. How you'd no longer see the person you knew and instead you'd see the dirty whore everyone says I am. The idea of you thinking that about me..." she trailed off.
The silence reminded me that my hand was still in the water, heat rising. I turned the cold water on, trying to find words, any words.
"Now here we are and I feel strangely calm," she continued. "I guess I've just realised this second that not even you can like me if I don't like myself."
I smiled and had to breathe myself through some tears. "Okay, bath's ready," I said, voice catching. "Am I okay to turn around?" I couldn't respond to what she'd said or I'd break and I was trying to be strong for Holly.
"Yeah, just don't stare please."
I turned around with my eyes aiming for where I knew her voice to be. Holly stood to the side and was looking down at the floor between us, unable to look me in the eye. I held out my hand, my eyes still looking at her unfocused hazel ones and brought her over to the bath ahead of me. She leaned over the bath to check the temperature and I saw a large bruise over her kidney which I hadn't seen from my angle the other day. Her bum also had bruising from the number of falls she had been taking.
"Stop checking out my ass," she said. I could hear the playfulness in her voice, and the slight growth in confidence.
"Guilty," I lied.
She got in slowly and I helped her in, which gave me a view of her front as she sat down. I'd seen most of it the other day, the only thing that was hard to ignore was her small, pointed nipples, which hadn't changed at all. I bypassed the cuts over her inner thighs which were red raw and considerable.
I squeezed a cloth and soaped it up, setting about gently washing her. I worked my way from her (good) hand to her shoulders, neck and back the other way. Then I gently did her back, being extra careful with her bruises. By the time I got to her front, she was leaning back against the bath and her eyes were closed. They opened slowly and watched me clean her breasts and then her stomach.
"Maybe you should do the next bit but I'd like to do your legs if that's okay. They need taking care of as they're worth so much," I joked.
Holly gasped a little as she got to her thighs. "I've got some cream in the first aid kit that may help," I said gently. She nodded, focused on gentle tapping at the cuts with the cloth. I looked away before she looked up and handed me the cloth again. I continued washing her legs clean and then I got to her feet and did the same.
"Now I get to wash your hair," I said, a little too excitedly.
"Why do I get the feeling you're enjoying this?"
"That would be because I am. Your hair is magic to me, always has been."
"Why?" Holly said with a laugh. "It's just hair!"
"I know that but you're the only blonde woman I've ever really fancied."
Holly looked up at me as I was talking and then shook her head. "I don't understand why you're still being so nice to me. I've done everything I could to push you away. It has nearly killed me doing it but I did it so you wouldn't have to do this," she said, indicating the situation with an expression of deep sadness.
"You know why Holly," I said gently.
Silence fell between us and for the first time in a long time, it wasn't uncomfortable. "Tom, would it completely kill the mood if I asked you to kiss me? Just on the lips."
I hesitated for a brief moment and then I leaned over without replying and kissed Holly gently. Our lips caught each other's and connected perfectly. I felt the spark immediately. It had never gone, it couldn't have if it felt this strongly already. I closed my eyes and Holly did the same. When we broke apart, neither of us opened our eyes for a few seconds, taking it in.
I carried on with my original task with renewed hope, moving to her hair which I washed using the showerhead connected to the bath. I helped Holly out and wrapped her tightly in a huge towel then got another for her hair.
"We really should get to the hospital soon," I pointed out.
I drove her there in my car, after assuring her I'd be fine to go. "There's a difference between going to a hospital and being triggered by people who are dying and taking you to get your hand stitched up," I said.
We sat in the car in silence, just the radio for company. It didn't bother me at all as I knew Holly was deep in thought. I was too, given everything that had happened and I didn't have half as much going on. The hospital had us fill out some forms and then we took a seat ready to wait a few hours.
"Would you mind going to get me some coffee?" Holly asked.
"Sure, a cappuccino?" I teased.
It made Holly smile and I left her without needing a reply. When I returned with a coffee each she took it with thanks and kept her phone open on the home screen on her lap.
"Whatcha doing?" I asked, trying to play it cool but worried she had started to read more messages on Instagram.
Holly took a sip and let out a deep sigh of contentment. "I should have asked you to get me a cake," she said longingly.
"Well let me go back," I said, already jumping up. I could already see her coming back to life now she'd decided to let me in.
"Do you mind? It's nice to feel hungry again."
"Not in the slightest Hollywood."
"Thanks, Tom," she said quietly.
"You're not calling me Tank anymore," I noted.
She smiled sadly. "I've realised I'll need to let go of some of the old things, Tom. Some of the old parts of me or I'm never going to move forward with my life. You were Tank when I was a different person. I'm not that person and I can't be anymore. I need to accept that and stop taking it out on you."
"Would it help if I stop calling you Hollywood? I can think of a better nickname?"
"Yeah, I'd like that, it was always a bit shit anyway." Her smile had reached her hazel eyes and it was a beautiful sight.
I chuckled and went off again. I bought Holly four different cake and cookie options as I had no idea what she wanted anymore. I saw that she picked the oatmeal and raisin cookie when I returned and made a mental note for future reference.
We left the hospital after midnight and I was exhausted as was Holly, her palm and fingers now properly stitched and bandaged. Holly offered me her couch to save me the drive home. I took the offer and set an early alarm so I could get home and change. Holly had to give me one of her own pillows to sleep on before she went to sleep as she had no spare ones. I shook my head in a jokey way and left her to go to sleep.
As tired as I was, I struggled to get my brain to rest, as I replayed almost every moment of the evening and tried to interpret what it meant. Holly crept by in the middle of the night to use the bathroom while I pretended to be asleep. I saw her pause on the way back through at the kitchen island and then turn around to look at me. It was too dark to see her face properly and then she was gone.
I awoke the next morning at the sound of my alarm and I jumped up quickly, wanting Holly to get as much sleep as possible. I tried to tidy up a little bit, as quietly as I could. I wasn't necessarily a neat freak but experience had taught me it becomes very quick to be overwhelmed again after you turn the hypothetical corner. I didn't want Holly to walk out of her bedroom and see chaos. It was when I was putting the plates in the dishwasher that I saw Holly had written a note out for me on the counter during the night.
Tom,
You'll never know how much you did for me today. I'm still in a bad way but knowing you still won't give up on me makes all the difference.
Holly
I re-read her note multiple times and debated taking it with me. But it felt better knowing it would stay with her. I wrote a message underneath it.
Holly,
You're the bravest woman I know. You never stay down, it's who you are. I'll be here to watch you get back up again.
Tom x
P.s Call me sometime, you have my number.
I picked Georgia up a couple of hours later with two large coffees in the holders. "What's the occasion?" Georgia eyed me suspiciously. "Ew, you've had a girl over."
I laughed loudly. "Nope, but good luck getting that image out of your head."
We drove in silence for a while until I had a brainwave. "Do me a favour, message Alf and get him to come in and talk some pictures of Holly for your social media posts."
"We're not sure she'll be in, are we?"
"She'll be there," I said confidently.
Sure enough, Holly was on the training pitch when I walked down the corridor and looked across the field through the gallery window. She looked to be taking part in a possession drill and was going in with full intensity. She looked focused. When the drill broke down, she had a conversation with her training partners and then went to do some keepie uppies to the slide, tongue pressed against her cheek in concentration. Alf was on the edge of the field snapping away. I walked back to my office with a wide smile.
Holly caught me on her way to the car park after training. By that, I mean that I made sure I was hanging around at the right time 'by pure coincidence'. Holly went to hug me and then stopped herself, aware of where she was and I guess not quite ready to have to answer questions.
"I saw your note," she said, fiddling with the strap of her bag. "Do you want to hang out later?"
"Sure," I said, not about to play it cool. "Why don't you come over to my house, if you're comfortable with that?"
"Tom, I'm very comfortable with you, so yes, I look forward to seeing your bachelor pad. I'll message you in a little bit so you can text me your address. I have some things to do this afternoon and I expect it's going to make you quite busy so I'll bring some beers with me to apologise."
"Wait, what? What are you gonna do?" I asked to her retreating back. She just pulled up the hood of her grey hoodie and kept walking.
It was just after lunch when Georgia discovered why I was going to be busy. "Erm Tom, I just tried to tag Holly in these pictures and she's deleted her accounts, Facebook and Instagram."
Work-Tom groaned but the Tom who was in love with Holly wanted to punch the air in celebration. "Oh great," I said, playing it cool by relying on my sarcasm. "So glad she didn't tell us, I'm sure she'd hate knowing she'd just killed our afternoon."
As expected, we got calls from the press trying to dig for a story. "Has she been suspended by the club?", "Is this to do with the video?"
I downplayed it all and eventually managed to quieten down the questions enough for us to leave. Georgia had kept an eye on social media and reported any posts that contained some of the more offensive comments. Holly had messaged me earlier in the day with a cute little emoji and an apology. She was coming over just after rush hour had died down which gave me some time to clean up.
When she arrived I got a proper hug and a very quick kiss on the cheek that Holly looked extremely embarrassed about. I glossed over it, not intending to make her feel bad about anything while she was around me. I gave her a little tour which didn't take long and then invited her to sit down while I cracked open a couple of the San Miguels she had brought over. "You still drink them, right?"
"How do you remember that?!" I replied.
She didn't answer, just clicked my bottle.
"How bad was it today?" Holly asked, pointing toward her phone.
I chuckled. "You've created quite a stir. I had to let Caroline know in case she started getting calls about a falling out."
"She knows, I told her I was going to do it and I've asked to be put in touch with a therapist. I need to face my shit, not run from it or else use you as one."
"I don't mind Holly, whatever you need," I said, genuinely.
"Na, you've heard enough. Besides, I have other uses for you," she said with a wink. I felt my pulse quicken.
"My my, is Holly Dane flirting with me?"
"It's less sexy when you refer to me in the 3rd person like that," she quipped.
She paused and then looked me in the eyes, trapping me in her hazel. "What were the comments like?"
I knew what she meant. "They were fine," I somewhat lied. "Not as bad as you think."
She nodded but didn't buy it, as far as I could see. "Have you watched the video? Be honest with me."
Well, that's a mood killer, I thought. This wasn't something I could lie about to save her feelings. If she caught me out on this one, it wouldn't be easily forgotten.
"Yes but not for... pleasure," I said, somewhat awkwardly, refusing to look at her. "I was making sure I wasn't about to see one of my team in it."
"I hate that you saw it."
I didn't have anything to say so I didn't say anything. "Does it bother you that I had a lot of sex when I moved to America?" Quite the contrast from our initial conversations about sex all those years ago.
I took a sip of beer, thinking about it. "No, it doesn't bother me. Don't get me wrong, I don't love what I picture when I think about that but it was always a possibility that you'd do it after investing so much in me and that falling apart as it did."
"You knew, didn't you? In the pub, when I broke up with you." Holly kicked her trainers off and crossed her legs on the sofa, positioning herself in the corner of one side, facing me.
"I like that you're making yourself comfortable," I said with a smile, finally turning to look at her and not staring ahead at the tv. "And yes, I knew."
"You've always been able to see into me, I've never known anyone to be able to do that as you do."
"Not even your exes?" I recklessly asked, immediately not wanting to know the answer.
Holly didn't hide her surprise at my question. "No, they always saw what I've wanted them to see. They all liked versions of me, some of them liked the same version. Lucas liked the housewife version in company and the slut in private. Or, what was in private."
She took a long swig of beer and took a lot of the bottle with it. I pushed the crisps and nuts I'd put out towards her and she took a couple in her hand. It was a better answer than I thought, in a way. The conversation was awkward but felt necessary to clear the air.



"It's much easier to be the someone that someone else wants you to be. There's much less to put on the line. I've never been able to be myself with anyone but you and closing myself back off after you was so painful. Hell, I don't even talk like this with anyone but you." She laughed as she finished what she was saying, shaking her head in a bit of disbelief.
At some point, I'd stopped drinking my beer as I had been following Holly's every word. I stared into her eyes and smiled as she brushed her hair away.
"I'm talking a lot, aren't I?" She blushed, it always looked good on her when she did that. It was the kind of cute look that I knew could get her anything from anyone. Her trouble was that she didn't blush for anyone but me, it seemed.
"You're talking a good amount. This is good, I like it a lot Holly. Would you like to eat something?"
"Erm, maybe. Could you get whatever you fancy and then I'll just pick at it?"
I smiled reassuringly, no pressure. "I'll order some Chinese," I said, getting out my phone and hunting for the delivery app.
We paused any further deep conversations while we waited for the food and ate it. Holly had a small bowl of boiled rice with an even smaller bit of chicken noodles on top but I didn't press it, just told her where the crockery was and encouraged her to help herself. By the end of the night and with very little discussion about it, Holly stayed over. I took the couch again, I wouldn't hear a word against it.
She too left early the next morning and then was back again that evening. That continued for a couple of days as we slowly got used to being around each other again. For one of the evenings, I cooked and made some fries on the side which she picked at while dipping them into tomato ketchup. She tried a small bite of the leftover chicken kebab on my plate and her eyes went wide. "This is excellent, when did you learn to cook?"
"I uh, fell into a bit of a bad depression when you left, to tell you the truth."
"-I'm so sorry."
"Holly, don't be. We need to learn to talk to each other about that time without apologising about it, myself included or we'll create real communication problems for ourselves. The reality is, that period shaped us both," I said gently, taking her by the hand and leading us over to the couch now that we'd finished eating.
"You're right," she said, making herself comfortable again. "Continue."
"Oh yeah, ha," I chuckled, completely distracted by Holly making herself at home. "So bad depression, yeah. It took me a while to get out of it and when I did, I made some changes. I stayed on top of keeping where I was living tidy and I made sure to cook for myself too because not doing those things or not being able to do them, was a warning. Or is a warning, as I'm sometimes still in that place."
"Two things: one, is that why you cleaned up for me the other day? And two, has how I've been treating you been bringing that out? Don't look at me like that," she added, "you said yourself it was important to communicate."
"Yes, it was why I tidied. I personally would have found it overwhelming and if you're like me, I wanted to take some of that away from you. And no, your behaviour made me extremely sad but not depressed."
"I'm sorry, Tom."
"We just said -"
"No, Tom. I haven't apologised properly. I kind of explained why I did it but I am truly sorry." Holly put her hand over mine and looked at me for forgiveness. I took her hand and kissed it.
"You're forgiven, my dear."
Holly smiled. "Maybe try the kiss again with a different name."
"You're forgiven, my angel. Na, strike that, you swear like a sailor." We both laughed.
"You're forgiven, baby," I said gently.
"I like that. Now try the name again and kiss me in a different place."
I smiled and moved over to Holly's lips and slowly kissed them. "You're forgiven, baby."
Holly wrapped her arms around me and we started to kiss passionately. Her tongue was tentative as she met mine so I went slow, allowing her to control the pace. I kept my hands gently on her sides, just enjoying being close to her. We kissed in that position for a long while, Holly frequently tucking her hair behind her ears as our kisses grew in intensity. We really started to get into it, especially Holly, who surprised me with her energy. She moaned into my mouth when I bit her lip gently and then she bit my lip slightly harder.
I went back to using my tongue while I reminded myself to keep my hands under control. My job was made even harder when Holly started to grind on me.
After a few minutes of her grinding, she stopped her movements and pulled away from my lips, sitting on top of me. "Wow," she said breathlessly.
"Are you okay?" I asked, immediately concerned.
"More than okay, I'm soaking wet," she said with her eyes now quite wide and her head thrown back slightly so she was looking up towards the wall above me, almost in a state of shock.
"That is a good thing, right?" I was suddenly very confused.
"Sorry, I just haven't been turned on in a very, very long time."
I smiled and tried not to let my ego get too big. It was hard not to, knowing I'd turned Holly on that much. I debated asking if I could take it further for her.
"Would you like to go a bit further?" I asked. I saw an immediate shift in her behaviour into nerves. "Not like sex," I quickly added. "My fingers or my mouth. Nothing in return, I just want to make you feel good baby."
"I really like you calling me that," she whispered. She paused, looking at me and turning it over in her mind. "Are you sure you're okay with what you're suggesting and getting nothing in return?"
"Absolutely. I'd be honoured and I mean that Holly."
Holly looked emotional and stared at me for a long time, weighing it all up. I waited patiently, not seeking to put any pressure on her. "Okay, could you maybe use your hand a little bit? I may not cum but it'll be enough for me just to feel you inside me." Holly leaned over and added in a whisper, "where you belong."
"Oh God," I groaned in response while she was already unzipping her jeans which were quite loose. She kept her t-shirt on and she didn't pull down her jeans which gave me limited space to work but it'd have to do.
I started slowly, running my finger along her pussy, feeling her wetness. I pulled her into a kiss a split second before my finger made contact with her clit and her eyes shot open wide. She renewed her kissing with intensity when she felt me start to really focus on her clit and rub it gently. When she broke away, I ran my hand down her pussy and moved her lips apart so my finger could find her wet hole.
I wasn't prepared for how tight she was. It required a bit of push to even get my finger in halfway and by that point, she was starting to moan. "Oh, baby. This is happening, I can't believe this is happening."
I kissed her lips and then her cheek and neck, covering her with kisses as I moved my finger slowly in and out. I couldn't feel anything more of her but where my fingers were and where our lips met but yet, I felt we were connecting as one in totality. She surprised me after I worked a finger in by taking hold of my hard cock over my jeans. She felt it from every angle she could and then gripped it hard, holding it in her hand while I continued to finger her.
"I'm imagining this inside me," she whispered. "I want it so bad right now."
"There's no rush baby, just do what feels right," I responded.
My wrist was starting to ache and cramp from my actions and Holly could tell me from my erratic movements. She kissed me once more while looking me in the eyes and took my hand away. "I'm not going to cum, I'm not going to get there," she said. There was no hint of frustration, if anything she seemed pleased to have gotten this far.
"I want to help you now," she said firmly.
"No, that wasn't what we agreed. I don't want to take advantage - you," I paused as she started to unzip me. "-don't need to do anything," I finished.
"You're not taking advantage, I want to do this. Need to do it."
She took my cock out in her hands and slowly stroked it. Her hands were a little clammy, probably from our closeness and perhaps her nervousness. If she was nervous though, she didn't show it. "I should have been doing this to you, nobody else. Just you." There was a trace of bitterness there.
She slowly lowered her mouth to my cock while internally I battled my desire to be close to her with my worry of taking advantage. Holly sensed my tension. "It's okay, I know I'm safe with you. I want this."
She started to lick the tip and then kiss the head of my cock, pressing her lips around it. I was amazed she was trying to reassure me right then. That wasn't how it was supposed to go. "Holly, wait," I said firmly.
She pulled up and looked at me with the start of a panic. "Sorry, I'm moving too fast, you're not there yet and -"
"What, no! Of course, I'm there, I've always been there. But Holly, I need you to tell me you know you can stop this at any time. You're in control, okay?"
Maybe I was crazy to want to reassure her when her mouth was already around my cock but I needed that reassurance too. A few days ago she was on the edge of something very dark and now we were here. That was a lot of progress and I wasn't sure how much was real or perceived.
"Trust me, I know," she said firmly, with just a hint of smugness.
She moved her head back down and started to suck my cock again. Only this time, it wasn't as slow or teasing. She meant to show me she was determined. Within about 30 seconds, I knew my longevity was in trouble. She was extremely good at giving head. Her mouth left my cock after taking a fair proportion of it down her throat and her saliva hung from her mouth to my cock head, with a considerable amount hanging around my cock.
"Yeah, I make a lot of saliva when I have something in my mouth, sorry."
"Don't be sorry, this is already the best blowjob I've had," I gasped, completely at her mercy.
She sucked on my balls as she stroked my cock, ensuring her saliva made it all the way down. "I'm rusty," she said, which made me laugh out loud. "I should be deepthroating your cock by now."
"Oh my god Holly, this is crazy," I said in amazement.
"Are you okay?"
"Hell yes."
I felt like I was going to die from her every touch but I felt great about it!
"I'm going to make you cum now, strap in," she declared with confidence.
I took her suggestion seriously and gripped the cushions on either side of me. Holly wasn't exaggerating, she really was going at it to make me cum. She started to stroke the lower half of my cock while her mouth licked and sucked the top half. With the way her mouth released her saliva, it coated my cock with the most pleasurable feeling. It was like a wet, sloppy blowjob that never got messy. I felt myself starting to come.
"I'm going to cum baby."
Holly's eyes widened in excitement and she kept sucking. When I felt my balls start to boil and my cum start to climb to the surface, it took all my effort not to thrust my hips upwards. Holly knew it was coming and seconds before I was about to cum, she pushed my cock into her throat and I spasmed down it.
I'd never had that happen to me before and I was loud about it. "HOLY FUCK, OH MY GOD!" I wasn't even trying to downplay it, Holly was giving me the best sexual experience I'd ever had.
She had to pull my cock from her throat while I was still cumming but kept me in her mouth until she needed to breathe and cough. "Holy fuck Holly, that was the best I've ever had," I expressed in amazement.
Holly calmed down and smiled at me. "I'm so glad," she said genuinely. She laid her head on my stomach, her hair had amazingly stayed in its ponytail. "I'm going to go and wash my mouth out so we can kiss," she said, making a move to stand up.
I took hold of her gently but firmly, pulling her towards me as I met her in the middle. I kissed her and then stuck my tongue against her lips, requesting entry. She let me, eyes wide and then melted into our kiss. We kissed for so long my soft cock started to get hard again and I'd long since lost the taste of my salty cum that was in her mouth.
Holly broke away, looking at me in amazement. "Nobody has ever kissed me afterwards," she said.
"They're idiots," I said simply and kissed her with my tongue again, to reinforce the point.
"I'm so wet," she whispered.
My heart leapt. "Can I?" I left the question hanging there.
To my disappointment, she shook her head. "I'm not ready for you to be that close to... you know, my thighs."
There was shame there and I tried not to let it get to me. This wouldn't be an overnight recovery. I nodded in understanding.
"Would you mind if I went to the bathroom and... sorted myself out?"
The implication was clear and I was delighted about it, even though I wanted to be the one to do it. "Of course, I'll turn the tv up so you have some privacy."
She looked at me full of emotion. "Why didn't they make one of you in America?"
I laughed but said nothing to that. Holly turned away and went to my bathroom (she had already critiqued the lack of bath and preferred me to call it a 'shower room'). Before she closed it she looked at me intensely, taking me in.
She emerged about 15 minutes later, her hair wet from what must have been a quick shower. During that time I'd got out some old clothes for her and made up the sofa.
"I forgot how good orgasms were," she announced upon exiting the bathroom.
"You just gave me the best one I ever had, so I'm not sure my memory is the same," I quipped.
She came over and got my spare clothes, walking back towards the bathroom.
"Holly," she turned around, holding her towel up as she did. "It's okay if this is a no or it's too soon, but maybe it would be a good idea for you to leave a toothbrush and a change of clothes around here?"
She smiled brightly. "Deal."
When she emerged from the bathroom again in my spare shorts and an England top, I pointed to it, "you'll be playing for them again in no time," I said.
"I hope so, the restraining order expires soon and they said they wouldn't pick me while I had one so..." Holly let it hang there, thoughts on the upcoming European Championships in the summer.
When she noticed I had got the sheets out and planned to sleep on the sofa, she was hearing none of it. We slept in bed together that night. Holly pushed her body as close to me as she could and curled into me as a little spoon.
"If you snore in my ear, I'll fucking kill you," she joked. Or said seriously, depending on my snoring pattern.
"I don't snore but then I haven't broken my nose, so perhaps I need to turn that comment onto you," I teased, letting her know I had followed her time in America and had seen the nasty clash of heads during one of her games.
"I do snore," she admitted.
"Fuck, you're lucky I love you." I said it before I knew what I'd said. We both stopped and became very still for a good minute. I was unwilling and frankly, unable, to take it back.
Holly took my hand and kissed it. Her cheeks felt very wet.
"I'm not saying it back until I start to feel the same about myself," she said quietly.
I kissed the back of her head and said nothing else.
"These shorts keep falling down, you must have good birthing hips," she quipped.
It took her almost a month until she stopped sleeping in shorts around me. When she did, her cuts were almost healed and they joined the rest of the scars from many years before.
***
Holly practically moved in in anything but name the next evening. She brought over a big black suitcase full of 'overnight stuff'. There was so much that I abandoned giving her just a drawer and gave her some wardrobe space too.
"If you wanted to move in, you should have just said."
"Ha, if you want me to move in, you should ask."
"Do you want me to ask?" I asked, tiptoeing around her sizeable hint and throwing it back at her.
"Not yet, let's not put more pressure on us."
"Deal," I replied reassuringly, my hopes secretly dashed.
We spent the evening discussing how we were going to make it work and how open we were going to be. "I'm not going to hide it," Holly said firmly. "Can you handle the press?" She winked.
"I'll just wheel you out to kick their arse if it gets too difficult."
The next morning Holly took my 'shitty Hyundai' with me to training. We stopped to pick up Georgia on the way. "Holy shit," she said when she saw us standing outside the car waiting for her. "You two are..."
"Considering I give you a lift every day," I said, "Holly and I agreed it would be too much of a fuss to hide her in the boot."
Holly took the back seat and let Georgia sit up top. "This is your ride, I'm just gatecrashing," she said, handing Georgia her coffee that she'd bought that morning. "I'm hoping we can become friends. Tom tells me you want to get into communications or press for one of the Men's teams. I can help you if you want. I know some people."
Holly went out of her way to befriend Georgia, which was entirely for my benefit, even offering to give her an exclusive interview at some point in the future about some of the topics she never discussed - namely, her health, anxiety and depression, which was aligned to Georgia's interests since her days of doing her dissertation at University.
Later that day, we were periodically interrupted by various members of the team sticking their heads into the office and looking at me giggling. "No fucking way, you and Holly!" became the frequent comment.
We didn't have to worry about a press leak, I was our press at the club and none of the team was going to risk Holly's happiness - if nothing else than because she took it to another level in training over the next few days. It was only when I watched her a couple of days later did I realise that she was simply going through the motions over the last few months. That was Holly Dane going through the motions. We were all in awe when we saw her take it up another level. Alf, the only person at the club who was unaware, genuinely questioned if she was on performance-enhancing drugs.
When matchday arrived, I again took my seat near the tunnel as it was a home game. Holly took her position at Centre Back and looked right at me almost until the whistle blew. The stare was so intense I felt myself going red.
"What was that stare about?" I asked after the game where we run out 2-0 winners.
"I was reminding myself how good my life can be, if I let it. I have something to get up for on the pitch now," she said with feeling.
"As opposed to just stubbornness?" I choked out in response, deeply touched. We both laughed, coming together in a close embrace.
At half-time, Holly's Mum made her way over. "Hi Tom," she said, extending a hand. "We should have met years ago, shouldn't we?"
"Hi Sylvia," I replied, taking her hand and smiling warmly. "Hi Charlotte, Amelia," I added, shaking theirs too. "I've heard so much about you."
All three of them laughed at my courtesy. "You're all we heard about for years," Charlotte said with a chuckle.
"Oh is that so?" I said with a smirk. "You're welcome to join me and tell me everything," I offered.
They did indeed join me. When Holly emerged from the changing room for the second half and saw us sitting together, it was the only time in the whole game that she appeared flustered.
The 5 of us went out to dinner after the game. I tried to make an excuse on Holly's behalf as I knew she wasn't ready to be out in public yet, especially not at a meal, but her family were insistent and it would have raised questions if we made too big a deal of it. Holly did a good job hiding her bruises but to be truthful, it was getting better, the derby day aside. Holly picked a side salad as her main course and I immediately sensed the danger when I saw Sylvia's face.



"Holly, you can't tell me that's what you're having for dinner?" Sylvia was behaving like a worried parent but I saw Holly start to shrink under her Mum's gaze. I saw the same Holly who was in the changing room, start to emerge. The deer in the headlights, the cornered prey. I got her out of there straight away.
"Oh no, don't worry Sylvia, our dietician has all the players eating a light meal after the game. She'll want a full meal later. It'll be a real pain this evening when I have to drive her to KFC and not get tempted by the chicken," I finished with a laugh.
Holly visibly relaxed and squeezed my thigh under the table in thanks, while looking at her Mum and agreeing that a chicken burger and chips were indeed in her future. Both her Sister's definitely saw the change in her behaviour but said nothing.
When we parted, Holly had me drive to hers and get more of her stuff. She was doing all of her washing at mine now and it was getting to the point where she was moving out by stealth. "Holly, we need to talk about this," I said, gesturing around.
The place was still quite messy and I got the impression she was taking more of her stuff out to avoid having to come back too often. I also knew I was the only one who could talk to her without her closing off. She'd had two therapy sessions so far with two different therapists and called both sessions "bullshit."
"I think we need to address this. You don't want to be here. I don't want you here either but that's for selfish reasons. We either need to make this a place you can stand to be in or else you need to look at giving back the lease." It was a sign of how far she had come that Holly agreed that she would get some cleaners in and then she'd make a decision on it.
We both had the next day off. The world was full of possibilities. We ran through ideas: shopping, the cinema, a hike, a drive... on and on it went.
"I kind of just want to get drunk with you," Holly admitted. "You're my best friend and I want to get drunk."
I laughed and agreed. Secretly, I was more delighted than I was letting on as Holly had consistently declined my suggestions of going out. I never made a show of it but it felt like one of the last big hurdles she needed to work on - being out and being social. I suggested we invite some people and make a day of it. Holly was very happy with that and therefore, so was I.
Lucy and her girlfriend, Ruby, agreed to join us later in the day once we agreed on a run-down 'boozer' near to where I lived which gave Holly a bit more comfort as nobody would expect her to be in a pub like that. Naomi and some of Holly's old team were also coming along. Holly put makeup on for the first time in a long while. She even dressed up a bit. Nothing out of place for the pub, just jeans and a flattering tank top but enough that she felt good in her own skin, something that I sensed was becoming more common.
On the way to the pub, as luck or fate would have it, Holly got a call. She walked off and I left her to it, turning around to skip stones into the canal we were walking along. Her sob made me turn around at pace. "What's wrong?" I asked in alarm.
"I got called up to the England squad for the friendly games." I ran over and pulled her into a tight bear hug, spinning her around while she screamed happily.
"I love you," she said as I put her down. She looked at me with adoration in her hazel eyes. It was so powerful I had goosebumps.
"I love you too Hazel."
"I like that," she said with a smile.
"Phew, I've spent far too long thinking of a new name."
Despite our initial plan to go incognito, Holly was just too happy about getting called up again to the England squad and soon the whole pub knew who she was as well as her good news and she was getting drinks bought for her. I ordered some food for the table and watched with silent joy as she finished a whole bowl of chips to herself.
Later, she pulled me aside and kissed me passionately on the lips. "Nobody's even mentioned the video," Holly said, looking around at the male-dominated pub. I refrained from saying I told you it would be old news. I could tell a weight had been lifted from her.
I spent a long time talking to Ruby and really getting to know her until Naomi stepped up behind me and tapped me on the shoulder. "Can I borrow him?" She asked Ruby.
When I was excused, she pulled me into a tight hug. "I can't believe that's Holly," she said, pointing over her shoulder. Holly and Lucy were talking to a couple of friendly older men and watching the football in the background. She looked completely comfortable and relaxed, even around the strangers. She saw us both looking at her and smiled. "You two should never have broken up."
I was glad we'd gone to a pub that was close by as we were both very drunk by the end of the night. I was alert enough to get us both home but I don't remember much after I locked the door. Both of us slept in the clothes we were still in and we woke up close to Midday, heavily hungover.
Holly suggested we go to KFC for a hangover cure and I happily drove us over. That was the highlight of the day, not least because Holly ordered a main meal and did a good job of trying to finish it. We spent the rest of the day watching Netflix and playing Monopoly.
When I won the second game, Holly looked tempted to flip the board over. I tried not to laugh at how seriously she took it. Her competitive side was what made her such a good athlete so I had to live with it. "You're lucky I love you or I'd be throwing this against the wall." I did laugh at that, which broke the ice. Holly seemed quite relieved that I was laughing. I got the impression it was a side of her she normally had to contain.
I spent Tuesday developing quotes and articles as well as a comms plan for the forthcoming international fixtures. We had several players called up to their respective national squads. If it stayed that way in the summer, I was going to have a busy few months covering the players at the upcoming European Championship tournament in France. It was a testament to the team and in particular, Caroline, so it felt right that the players organised a meal for her the day before they would head off to their International Camps on the Friday.
I knew that the Thursday had the potential to be a crossroad day for Holly and I. Holly had pretty much moved in but we were doing a dance about making it official. She'd head to her house after training and then come over later in the evening or else she'd stay late and train or watch tapes, before I drove us home via Georgia's. She no longer called her place 'home' or even 'her place' - it had become this nameless location that she collected clothes from or checked for any post. I'd hinted that I'd like her to move in but I was trying not to push her, aware that she'd gone through a lot of change already.
However, the practicalities of our living situation forced my hand somewhat. The outfit Holly had planned to wear was at my house and in her eyes, there was nothing suitable left in her 'other wardrobe' (another sign she had practically moved in). So Holly suggested she grab my key, get her stuff, come back to the training ground to give me back my key so I could head home later, go back to where she rented, drive to dinner and then drive to mine again on the other side of the city to spend the night.
"That's insane," I said bluntly when she called me over to the car park and told me her plan. "Holly, what are we doing?" I asked.
"Well, right now I'm trying to come up with a practical solution to how I wear my favourite shirt out to dinner and you're being difficult about it," Holly teased.
"Firstly," I responded, trying to keep my face straight, "as your PR person, can I just remind you that our kit is your favourite shirt." Holly grinned at that, something she was doing more now. "Secondly, you are very cute when you're being cute. Thirdly, it's still insane."
Holly batted her eyelids in a very exaggerated way. It was still cute, even when she was taking the piss and still a bit red from training. I hadn't ever realised just how cute she was. I guess the ponytail look helped. "So does my PR expert have any idea how I can get myself out of this mess? In my view, I'm giving him far fewer problems than the last PR guy I worked with but he's still behaving like a stressed soul."
"You're in luck Superstar, your boyfriend has a solution." I pulled out the spare key I'd made for her and saw her eyes go wide. "I'm not asking you to move in just yet as I don't want to add to your pressure but I am saying that my house is your house and it'll be our house whenever you're ready for it to be. So there, problem solved. Go and get changed there and come back after your meal."
The whole time Holly said nothing, just looking at the key in my hand. I wasn't sure if she even heard me. When I finished, without her expression changing, I watched as she quietly started to cry. "Holly?"
She shook herself and wiped the tears, her cheeks slightly redder. "Sorry, I just didn't know how much that would mean to me. You really love me, don't you?"
I took her hand and replied, "I really love you, Holly."
Holly opened and closed her mouth a couple of times and then almost run off from me, jumping in her car with a quick 'bye' and driving off. If that had been anyone else, I would have worried about having done the wrong thing but I knew Holly and knew she was overwhelmed with feelings at the moment.
To my pleasant surprise, I got a message and a picture from Holly later in the day. She had on boxer shorts and her chosen shirt of choice - a flattering blue one - with the top couple of buttons open, showing off a padded white bra. I was instantly aroused and let her know I was.
Holly: I'm going to be thinking about your cock all day. I cannot wait to have it back in my mouth.
I drove home that day and then hit the gym, processing the last few weeks and how happy I was. The idea of being anywhere else now felt like stupidity. It was about 11 pm when Holly had come in, using the key I had given her earlier in the day.
"How was it?" I asked, sitting up after almost drifting off to sleep.
Holly walked in and put her stuff on the table, ignoring me. I watched her take a steadying breath and walk over to me with purpose before leaning down and kissing me hard. "I've been thinking about you all night," she said when she pulled away.
"Wow," I said in response, surprised by the suddenness of her actions.
"I'm ready," she said quietly, in a way that oozed sexiness.
"Are you serious?" I asked in surprise, my sleepy brain still playing catch up.
In response, Holly took me to my room, which now felt like our room and kissed me as we fell backwards onto our bed. The room was almost pitch black bar some light from the living room. I went to turn on the lamp but paused. "Lights on or lights off?"
"Off, please. If you don't mind?" Holly asked shyly.
"Not at all, it brings out all the other senses. I can't wait to feel and explore you," I gushed.
"You are so cheesy," Holly laughed, kissing me quickly on the lips and then moving around to my ear. "And I love it," she whispered, nibbling and licking my ear afterwards, which gave me goosebumps.
She pulled my top off and unbuttoned her shirt as she straddled me. I put my palms behind my head, enjoying what little I could see of the show, almost unable to believe it was happening. She was soon taking her bra off with her open shirt still on. It gave me a tantalising sight of her breasts and I moaned with desire when I saw the slight light give shape to her hard nipples. She leaned down to kiss me but I dodged it and took her pebbly nipples in my mouth, making her laugh and then gasp, as I ran my tongue along them.
I took a gentle hold of her breast as I lightly nipped and licked at her nipple. Holly was extremely sensitive to my actions, squeezing my arm in appreciation and rolling her eyes in pleasure above me. Feeling like I could be more bold, I took her nipple between my teeth with a bit of firmness and licked it with my tongue. Holly gasped and squeezed my arm a little harder. I repeated the action and then did the same to her other breast. I loved her body and the way she was responding to me. Before I knew it, she was grinding herself into my thigh while I enjoyed her breasts, my arms now around her and on her hip so that she was kept in place.
"I am so turned on," Holly whispered with excitement.
"Can I do something about that baby?" I asked, biting my lip and drawing my eyes down to her middle.
I felt more than I saw a stiffening in her movement. "Not yet.. I'm... not healed enough for you to see it yet. I'm sorry."
I nodded and then followed up when I realised she couldn't see it, "That's fine baby, I'm ready whenever you are. Please don't apologise."
"I want you there so badly but I just know I wouldn't be able to relax."
I kissed her and held it for a little longer. "I know, beautiful, let's only do what you want to do."
Holly kissed her way around my jaw and then got to my ear again, licking at it and giving me goosebumps. She licked her way under my ear and along my neck, continuing to give me goosebumps. She seemed to know my body better than I and was giving me feelings I hadn't had before.
"I really," she paused to move her hand down and over my shorts, "really want to suck your big cock."
I tried not to smile too wide at her compliment, lest she see it even in the low light. Privately, I knew from the video that I was a lot bigger than her ex.
Holly finally pulled off her shorts and kissed down my body, licking one of my nipples teasingly and then doing the same at my belly button. "What are you doing to me?" I asked in amazement.
"I don't know, I just seem to know what you'll like," she whispered happily.
I must admit, the darkness was a real turn-on. As I said it would, it heightened all our other senses and there was something so arousing about whispering in the darkness and being in our own little bubble.
Holly pulled my shorts down and kissed my cock without hesitation. It was a proper kiss, her lips moving seductively across my skin. I could see the colour in her eyes and knew she was looking up at me. "Are you okay?" I asked a little more loudly than we'd been talking.
She kissed my cock again and then licked the head, leaving it glistening. She definitely seemed able to create a lot of saliva. It made my cock so sensitive to her touch.
"I'm debating how honest to be with you," she admitted after a pause.
I shook myself away from my horny stupor and sat up on my elbows. "You can always be completely honest Holly. Talk to me."
She had been stroking me gently, keeping me hard, without my realising. "Part of why the comments get to me so bad is that they're right. I'm a slut. I love sex. I love sucking cock so fucking much," she said strongly. The bluntness of her words surprised me - but I shouldn't have been, this was Holly after all.
From her slow stroking and her words, I felt my cock pulse in Holly's hand. Holly sucked out my emerging pre-cum without pause.
"Holy crap Holly," I said in response.
She carried on without waiting for me to form more coherent words. "Don't get me wrong Tom, I don't sleep around but when I'm with someone, I'm hyper-sexed for them. The more I feel for someone, the more I want to be intimate with them. And I can't describe how much I feel for you." It was the sexiest of warnings.
She looked at me in the low light and I saw a need for acceptance of some kind in her expression. I didn't know what to say. "I've never had sex as often as you're describing you like it Holly, to be honest. So we may have to work me up to your levels and hope you don't kill me," I finished with a grin.
Holly grinned back, happy enough with my reaction. She moved back up to kiss me and then said against my lips as she pulled away, "If I do kill you through sex, I promise you'll be in the hole of your choice when you die."
"Any?" I asked pointedly.
Holly took my hand and placed it behind her so I could feel her muscly, firm cheek. "Any," she confirmed.
I let out a deep breath and sat back up again as I watched her lower herself back down. "What have I got myself into?" I teased.
Holly sat just below my knees and then did something I wasn't expecting. She pulled her hairband off and let her hair flow down passed her shoulders. She shook it out and brushed it away from her face. The sight was mesmerising even in the low light.
"Wow," was all I could say.
Holly leaned down and started to kiss and lightly suck my cock, working from underneath. Her wet tongue ran its wall down my balls and before I knew it, I could feel her lifting them out of the way and her hot breath underneath them. She kissed and licked the area in between which I'd never had done before and it honestly made my body tense in pleasure. She got as far as the bottom of my ass cheeks and kissed them.
"I'm going to rim you one day soon and you're going to love it," she said confidently.
I groaned. I already knew I would love it, which was crazy as the idea of any ass play had always grossed me out before now, even anal. With Holly, it was like none of my past preferences mattered. Everything was new and ready to be discovered afresh.
She took my right hand in hers, interlocking the fingers, as she gently kissed my cockhead. I felt her squeeze my fingers and then guide my hand to her head where her other hand had bunched up some of her hair. I took her hair in my hand and used my other hand to collect any stray strands. No words were spoken but I knew right there how big that was after the video and what had happened in it. That was Holly saying: I trust you completely.
I kept hold of her hair but she controlled the pace. Her mouth stretched around my cock and she very quickly got it as deep as she had the last time my cock was in her mouth. She was determined to take it deeper. I was determined to hold out but I knew I was in trouble if she stayed down there for too long.
I felt the wet trickle of her saliva down my cock and onto my balls as she worked herself down. Her hand emerged from below, up along my chest and towards my lips. I immediately kissed it but could feel and taste more than just skin.
"Fuck, is that your pussy?" I asked with excitement.
She moaned affirmatively around my cock, with her nose only an inch away from my body. I sucked her fingers into my mouth and tasted her. It was divine. Sweet and slightly sticky. It was better than I imagined it to be - and I'd imagined it a lot. Holly pulled off my cock gasping for air, making me look towards her again. Only Holly could distract me from the fact she was deepthroating my cock.
She put her hand back down towards her and I could see movement in her arm as she rubbed or more likely, fingered herself.
"I love this cock so much, this is making me feel even hornier. I want it all in my throat so badly." I had never heard Holly like this, it was completely unrestrained and therefore so arousing.
"We may need to raincheck that if you do want me inside you tonight," I said cooly.
Holly moaned and drew herself back up my body until she was level with me. "I really want you inside me unprotected but we shouldn't," Holly moaned. I agreed.
"I take it you're not on contraception?"I rolled out from under her and went to the side table while she covered herself up so that I wouldn't see her when I briefly flicked the light on.
Holly laughed. "No, I came off when I got myself tested and swore off men for the rest of my life."
"Tested?" I asked.
"He was cheating on me."
"The fuck?" I said, freezing as I opened the condom pack.
Holly took my arm and squeezed it. "Can we not talk about this right now?"



"Yeah, sorry."
Holly nodded and then we got back to business, restarting our passion by kissing back under the covers with me on top. Holly flipped me back over and made her way back down, the covers still on her and the condom in her hand. She sucked me again, lubing my cock up and then slowly rolled the condom down it. "Fuck, you can see how thick you are when you see the condom tight like that," she said in awe.
She climbed on top and started to line herself up. "Do you want any lube?" I asked, aware it had been a while for her and that my previous partners often preferred more lubrication with me.
In response, Holly ran her hand over her pussy and then showed me her hand. The tops of her fingers were shining wet, even in the low light which we'd now adjusted to. I licked her hand clean, making her giggle as she went back to lining herself up.
It took her a few agonising seconds and then I felt her slit open up as she slowly moved down on me. She was breathing slowly and deeply, her hair now across her face and she was blowing it away from her face every time she breathed out. Both of her hands were on my chest, using it as leverage as she lowered herself. My cock felt like it was in a vice and it would have been painful but for the wetness of Holly's pussy. Like her mouth, she seemed to have an excessively wet hole and that helped her slowly lower herself.
"Fuck, I'm only halfway down and you're stretching my cunt so bad," she said.
I moaned at her words. "You are so fucking naughty," I teased.
"You - have - no - idea," she said between gasps as she kept lowering herself. She had to pause and breathe, letting her pussy get used to me. "I have been cumming over your cock since you first sent me a picture of it. Even when I was in America."
Her admission stunned me. As did her follow-up. "Even when I was with other men." I groaned as she finally got all the way in through one last push that made her sigh deeply. "I'm going to be sore tomorrow."
"Take it easy baby," I warned, not wanting her to hurt.
"Fuck that, I'm not seeing you for 6 days after tonight, I want to have this reminder."
At that, she started to slowly fuck herself up and down my cock. It was slow at first but she soon built up. Her pussy only seemed to get wetter the longer my cock was in it. Soon she was sliding up and down my cock with ease, moaning loudly as she bounced on my cock, putting her stamina to the test. I could tell that she wasn't exaggerating - she loved sex. I briefly wondered what I had got myself into and laughed. I was a lucky man, that was for sure. Holly was letting herself go with me and I loved it..
She rode me until her hair was stuck to her face and her body was dripping with sweat - it was an arousing sight but one she could only handle for so long, even as a professional athlete. To be honest, I was amazed I hadn't cum. It was through sheer willpower and probably a slight lack of friction as a result of her wetness which added yet another benefit to our coupling.
I spun her over forcefully when I saw her breathing deeply, keeping myself inside her. She moaned at my actions. "Yes baby, take charge," she whispered hotly.
I kissed her hard, making her even more breathless which only served to arouse us both. She was tired and defenceless - I saw in her eyes how much she liked it. "I trust you, let go," she breathed.
I cupped her cheek and smiled as I started to pick up the pace. Holly's eyes rolled, we both felt this was good for us. Cathartic, almost. I knew I wasn't going to last too long and I knew Holly would be okay with that given how tired she clearly was. I started to fuck her hard, going at her pussy with all I had. Her hand gripped the wrist of my own hand and she squeezed it while she took the force I was giving her. Her face demonstrated all the pleasure we were both feeling.
"This is so good," she breathed.
"I can't -" I paused, trying to catch my breath, "last longer."
"Fuck yes, cum for me," she begged. Holly's eyes were wild, desperate.
She pulled my hand off her cheek and brought it to her neck. My eyes went wide in surprise and I placed my hand around it. "Squeeze the sides as you cum," she whispered to me firmly. I'd never put my hand around a partner's neck before. I couldn't believe the trust Holly had in me.
It took a few more seconds at most until I felt myself begin to cum and so I started to squeeze Holly's neck, applying some pressure - enough that she'd feel it but not enough that she'd hurt. Her eyes went wide and shortly after, she mouthed 'cumming' as her body shook and she squeezed the sheets under her palms. I emptied what felt like years' worth of missed orgasms inside her. My hand remained around her neck and when I tried to release it, Holly kept it there, not letting me go until her orgasm had subsided.
"Oh my God," I said at last when my hand released from her neck and I used it to brace myself over her.
"Oh my God," she replied. "That was unbelievable."
We looked at each other, breathless and laughing. I kissed her and then rolled off her, needing to clean up. Holly nodded and watched me leave. I felt her eyes on my back as I walked and turned around when I got to the door. She was staring at me, illuminated by my widening of the door. "Are you okay?" I asked with some concern.
"I'm okay but could we cuddle when you're back? It's been a long time since I gave myself over like that and I'm feeling a bit vulnerable," she said timidly, the side of Holly that only I saw.
"Of course baby, just let me get this condom off or I'll make us both sticky."
When I returned, we sat together and kissed gently. I held Holly and let her know how much I loved her. My feelings had already surpassed anything I'd ever felt for her before, truth be told. When she drifted off to sleep before me, she did so contently.
***
Holly left the next morning and would be away with the national team for 5 nights. We hadn't been without each other for a day since reconciling and I was openly feeling her absence. I still had to go to work as some of the players were not called up and despite matches being paused, there were International games to cover.
Holly didn't make the team for the first game but I saw how things had changed. The coverage was treating her return as a redemption arc of sorts with her picture plastered on a lot of the coverage for the game. Even without social media, Holly saw it too as it was all over the camp. Holly would call me every evening and we'd talk about whatever new headline was written about her or the team. I could tell she was anxious, not helped by us being apart. She was bunking with a teammate so our calls were always brief. She found out the day before the 2nd match that she would be starting.
"Are you nervous?" I asked during our late-night, curfew-breaking phone call.
"Fuck no," Holly said, unconvincingly.
"Liar," I teased.
"What if they boo?" She said, finally voicing her fears.
"They won't, the papers normally dictate or respond to the mood of the public and it's all been positive. Besides, if they do boo, you only have to roulette around one player and they'll cheer in no time." She had to stifle her laugh which made me smile.
Holly dialled off shortly after. I got ready to sleep until my phone chimed.
Holly: I think Michelle's awake so I couldn't say this out loud... I am so desperate for your cock when I get home, I'm going to be all over you.
Tom: Ask me nicely and I might give you it.
Holly: I'll literally beg if that turns you on...
Tom: Fuck, you are so hot.
Holly: Yeah, I'll start with saying something like that but then I'll be a lot more shameless.
I came into some tissues thinking of Holly before I managed to sleep. My anticipation was through the roof of seeing her after the game.
I was more nervous than I'd ever admit to Holly, in the build-up to the match. I left work early, dragging Georgia with me. The match wasn't being shown on the main sports channels so I couldn't even watch it in a pub and had to settle for streaming it instead.
The match was taking place in a reasonably large stadium in the south of England, that was mostly sold out so there was going to be no glossing it over if Holly was jeered. To my relief and no doubt hers, there were huge cheers when she touched the ball for the first time in the match. She played well, showing how good she was even at International level. She was confident, assured and skilful - everything Holly Dane was at her best. She even managed to get an assist with a pin-point ball over the top. Her performance earned her player-of-the-match and a post-match interview.
"Holly, that was a majestic performance," the reporter was saying. "Should we expect more from you?"
"Yeah definitely," Holly replied, all smiles, using that media training well. It was a lame question, to be honest. "I'm feeling good, everything feels right at the moment," she finished with a shy smile.
"Well, after that performance, you'll be back in the public's hearts and in the coach's mind, I'm sure. Back to the studio."
You poetic arsehole, I thought. Holly just kept smiling until the feed switched back to the studio, too much of a pro.
It was after 1 am when she made it home - staying later because of the media rounds and opting against going back to the team hotel for the night so that she could come home sooner. I woke up immediately on hearing her key in the door and went to meet her, giving her a firm kiss and then helping her with her stuff. She went about sorting herself out before joining me on the couch and snuggling into my waiting arm.
"I may have overestimated how much time we'd have to have sex tonight," she grinned below me. I could tell she was horny as she was stroking my thigh and frequently pulling herself away from going further.
I chuckled, making her shake on my chest slightly. "I knew we'd have no chance when you suggested it last night but it was a nice fantasy to imagine you walking in and us having hot sex immediately." I could see her eyes gloss over at that until she snapped out of it. She shifted on me which led to a grunt. "Are you hurting?" I asked.
"Just my hip," she sighed, rolling her eyes as if to say 'what's new?'
"Let me have a look," I said, already rolling her over slightly.
"Aww are you going to play Nurse?" she teased.
"You'd be the worst patient ever, you're too stubborn."
"I can be good sometimes," Holly replied with a bat of her eyelashes and an innocent look.
"My, you are horny," I laughed.
Holly didn't reply and instead slid her shorts down, showing me nothing underneath. I froze, staring at her bare legs. She paused too, looking at me.
"Do you want me to pull my shorts back up?" She said quietly. I knew there was a huge amount of shame behind her cuts.
"Not at all," I said, placing a hand on her thigh. "Thank you for being confident enough to do that."
"I didn't think, it was just instinct," she admitted. "I guess I'm more comfortable now than I thought."
"Good," I replied, smiling widely at her. "I love you, Holly." She smiled and leaned back into the sofa. The relaxing of her body language allowed me to go and get the muscle cream without worrying about her anxiety going through the roof if I left my position too soon.
"I better bulk buy this," I said, pointing to the massage cream.
After I finished applying the cream and letting it sink in, we made our way to bed. Holly put on what I affectionately called her 'granny knickers' before bed which she claimed were for comfort. They were overly large and not the prettiest to look at, so I had to assume they were indeed comfortable. She didn't wear shorts to bed for the first time.
The next morning had me waking up to my alarm to get to work while Holly had the pleasure of sleeping in. It didn't stop her slyly eyeing me up with her face on a pillow as I got changed in front of her. She didn't know I could see her which was good as it made it easier to hide how much I was blushing from the loving way she was looking at me.
"Have I told you that you dribble in your sleep?" I asked, making Holly jump. She covered it well by groaning and turning her head slightly, still pretending to sleep.
Holly didn't respond nor open her eyes for the rest of the time I was getting changed and before I left the room, she let out a deliberately loud snore which made me laugh out loud as I closed the door behind her.
The day passed comfortably. Holly woke again around lunchtime and didn't seem to be getting on with much which was fair enough, given her exertions the evening before. She'd promised to make me dinner which I was looking forward to from a romantic perspective but also slightly dreading from a hunger perspective. Holly acted as my Sous Chef during meal times and I wasn't sure she was ready to step up. It was a big job, keeping my hangry moods at bay. I wisely got a snack from the canteen an hour or so before leaving.
Holly had gone quiet enough with her messages in the afternoon for me to know that she was planning something for when I got home. I tried to push the speed limit in anticipation but traffic was bad and I made it home no faster than normal. I opened the door to find candles across the living room but I could smell nothing cooking so dinner wasn't forthcoming. Which meant...
I had just put my keys on the counter and dropped my bag from my shoulder when Holly appeared from the bedroom.
To put the sight into context, here was a woman I had loved for all of my adult life. Physically, she was flawless to me. She was so unassailable, that I deliberately avoided dating anyone that looked like her as the comparison would have been unfair. So I was totally unprepared for what I saw, even though I had thought I was going to be prepared for it.
Holly emerged in red heels that I never would have imagined her walking in, never mind owning. She wore red tights that ran up to a sheer red satin teddy that exuded sex appeal and gave her an unbelievable cleavage, easily looking like a C or D cup. Her lipstick was red and her face was made-up, almost overly so, to complete the look she was going for. Her hair was down and had been lightly curled. Her nails were the same colour red as her outfit.
I traced over every inch of her, mesmerised. Holly stood and let me, clearly enjoying every minute. "Do you approve?" She asked eventually, eager for my reaction.
She looked like all my naughtiest fantasies rolled into one. I stared dumbly at her, taking her in and wondering what the hell she saw in me. "Holly, I think I might have a stroke," I said, not even kidding. My brain was frying with lust and love.
She laughed and bit her lip. "Don't tell anyone I can walk in heels or I'll kill you."
I laughed and slowly made my way over. I didn't dare to touch her yet as I wouldn't stop. "Turn around," I gasped out, forgoing manners in my lust. Holly let it slide, knowing she had me like putty in her hand.
What she did next blew my mind: she spread her legs and slowly slid her way down them with her hands until her ass was bent over and exposed to me. I had no idea she was so flexible.
"You look good enough to eat," I declared.
"Why don't you then?" She teased, straightening back up and looking over her shoulder sexily. I couldn't get to grips with this being Holly.
"Go down on you? You're serious?" My eyes were wide and my mouth was already salivating at the prospect. Ever since tasting Holly, I knew I'd be giving her oral a lot.
"I've never had anyone want to go down on me so bad," with a shy laugh.
I took her to our room where I found more candles, restraints and a blindfold. "My, you have been busy," I said with a grin.
Holly didn't tease me by explaining what they were for. "The restraints are for me so you can use me when you can't handle my teasing anymore. The blindfold is for you to lay back and enjoy the sensation of my mouth on your cock and ass until I swallow your cum or you put those restraints on me," Holly said matter of factly, as though she was explaining her thoughts behind the dinner she was supposed to be making.
"That sounds divine," I said, taking my jeans off to Holly's obvious delight. It was strangely more arousing to know in detail what she had planned. My top soon followed and then my socks did too. "But you're not spread on that bed with your beautiful pussy in my mouth and that is my number one priority right now."
I pushed Holly onto the bed to emphasise my point and she looked up at me with a look of lust as I stood over her. "Remember when I said: the more I feel for someone the more I want to be intimate with them?" Holly asked, looking me over. I nodded, hanging on her words. "I want to do everything with you. Everything you've ever imagined and everything I have. Because I know I'm never going to be with anyone else ever again Tom. I want to experience it all, with you."
"I love you, Holly," I breathed, unable to contain myself any longer.
I made my way onto the bed and straddled her, kissing her passionately and firmly. I took her by the wrists and firmly placed them above her head, where she kept them as though held by an invisible rope. This was me taking control to give her pleasure and her handing it to me. I knew the roles would reverse soon, as did Holly.
I kissed my way down her body until I got to her legs, enjoying the firmness and the shape that her athleticism provided. I made my way to her ankles and unclasped her shoes. "You didn't get to fuck me in them," Holly pouted. It looked good on her already cute face.
I merely grinned. "Now I know they exist, expect to be fucked in them soon enough."
I kissed each foot once her shoes were off, making her smile shyly and then worked my way back up. "Grip the sheets and keep your hands where they are," I ordered, partly to test how submissive she wanted to be.
Once she was braced, I pushed her legs up by the thighs so she was almost folded in half, which gave me an incredible view of her soaking wet pussy and her ass. I savoured the sight and Holly silently watched me, crossing her legs over and leaning against the arm I had across her thighs. "You're lucky I have a strong core," she moaned.
"You're lucky you have a strong core Hols, as I'll never get sick of this sight."
I leaned in and licked around her arsehole slowly, teasingly. "Oh god," Holly cried.
"Just giving you a taste of your own medicine before you put me through my paces," I quipped.
It felt very natural to share this intimate, incredibly sexual moment with laughter and lightheartedness. It heightened it for me, to be able to be myself, to not put on a show and to give & take control from a position of love.
"I'm so glad I thoroughly cleaned, I knew you'd want to explore there," Holly admitted rather smugly.
"Bit of a pro are you?" I teased. I truly didn't care if she was, it wouldn't make it less special for me.
Holly scoffed. "No, a couple of times you idiot, neither great and neither with the trust I have in you that makes me want to get through the pain. Take your time and you can have it whenever you want it, baby. I want to give every inch of me, to you."
I groaned. Words had now failed me. I did what I was there to do right then and that was to get started on eating the pussy of the woman I loved. I wasn't about to rush it, either. I was going to take my time and make Holly feel amazing. She deserved it.
I started slowly, bringing her legs back down and spreading them. Holly gave her body to me and did whatever I directed of her. When I looked at her pussy I saw just how ready she was. She wanted it as much as I did. I slowly worked my way into it, savouring every moment, every kiss against her warm skin. Holly whined, making me look up. Her hands hadn't moved and she was looking down, almost ready to beg for it. I lined myself up and then looked up at her, extending my tongue and lowering myself to her pussy until I made contact. At contact, Holly gasped and then wildly moaned as I licked downwards, losing sight of her. I spent some time licking her and when I looked up again, she was breathless.



"This is so intense," she gasped.
"I'm only just getting started," I said with a smug grin.
I placed my hands on her legs and held them apart which was handy as Holly immediately went to shut them when I made my way back up her pussy to her clit. I kissed and licked it before pulling away and teasing her some more. I licked her lips and her hole, tonguing it while she moaned and groaned.
My mouth was starting to become wet with her juices and I revelled in it. Her taste and her pleasure. It was an addiction that I knew I'd never satisfy but one that thankfully, I'd never run out of. I kept up my oral stimulation of her, moving to a pattern of sorts where I'd start to work up her clit and move away. It was honestly the most patient I'd ever been during oral and it was paying off. Holly was whimpering through my movements and was now gripping a pillow above her head. My teasing must have gone on longer than I'd realised as Holly expressed surprise and excitement when I didn't pull back from her clit and decided to keep going until she orgasmed.
"Oh yes, yes, please don't stop Tom, oh SHIT! PLEASE DON'T STOP!" Holly had become loud enough that I could tell she had lost herself but I didn't care if the neighbours complained, I kept going and made sure my tongue remained on her throughout her orgasm.
But I wasn't done, I kept going. It wasn't long until Holly realised it. Her second orgasm followed the first - I took advantage of her sensitivity by attacking her clit with renewed energy and this time, added a finger inside her which I used to probe her tight hole. She came, moaning into another pillow this time, her pussy squeezed around my finger.
She shook her head when I kept going but made no move to stop me. I knew she probably had one more in her at best. "If I tell you to stop, don't listen," she breathed.
In response, I laid my arm firmly across her stomach and held her down. "Yes!" She said loudly.
I got to work drawing another orgasm from her, attacking her pussy orally and with a second finger, already learning what worked for her. I was going to learn it in intimate detail.
"Oh god, what are you doing to me? This is too quick," she gasped.
I felt her pussy squeeze my fingers at the same time as her hand took hold of my hair. She seemed to be having a mini orgasm before I'd really begun.
"Put your hands back up or I'll get those restraints set up, I'm not done yet."
"Yes Sir," Holly moaned sexily. There was a playfulness to it as opposed to seriousness. It was enough to make me pull away and grin at her, raising my eyebrows. "Don't get used to it, you little shit. You're just very hot right now," she fired back.
"You can bring them down," I teased, "I'll allow it."
Holly shook her head, no longer being playful. "I like being under your spell. It's the most liberating but safe feeling I've ever had. I can just let go and not have to worry. That means everything to me after what I've been through."
I smiled and slowly made my way back to her pussy while my fingers picked up their pace. Holly started to roll her hips into it, at first to meet my tongue and then to meet my fingers. She was practically fucking herself with them while I worked her to another orgasm. Her whole area was slick with arousal and I fought an intense urge to pull away and slide my way into her, especially with the way she was fucking against my fingers - she needed to be filled.
"Uh, oh God, I'm CUMM-" Holly started loudly and then fell near silent until she was mouthing 'uh uh, uh' through her orgasm.
It wasn't as strong as her first two but looked to be more energy-sapping. When I pulled away, her face was tired and blank, her legs shaking. I kissed my way up to her and she looked at me from the side of her vision. "This is sex, isn't it? This is what it should have been."
I nodded. Yes, it should have been. I said nothing and laid next to her while we both recovered. I gave her a minute and then went to the bathroom. I tried to pee but I was as hard as I'd ever been so I decided on a quick shower to cool down first, which seemed sensible for other reasons too.
I emerged to find Holly now completely naked, laying on her front facing the door. I had a perfect view of her pale cheeks and gave them a playful slap, eliciting a moan from Holly. "Everything you do drives me crazy," she said with lust.
"Imagine how I feel, you have the stunning looks to match your sensual touch."
Holly reached and took hold of my hardening cock, shamelessly sucking the head in her mouth. She started to bob her head up and down it while I stood over her, enjoying the view of her hair cascading down her back just above her bum and her pale, toned legs. Heaven.
She pulled away eventually, making me moan with a need to have her hot, wet mouth around me again. Before I knew it, she had pulled me down and invited me to get comfortable. I shuffled down the bed slightly and did so.
I saw her have the blindfold in her hand and then she was putting it over my head until there was only darkness.
I laid back, extremely calm and content. I could feel and hear Holly moving around and like our first night together, the blindfold only heightened things. I felt her move towards me and then my nose was awash with the smell of shampoo. "I've spent so many hours of my life fantasising about you," she whispered in my ear, giving me chills. "About what I'd do with you."
Holly kissed her way down my body, deliberately working around my cock. "I'd think about all the things I'd do to you," she said from near my groin. "How I'd do anything for you," she added, kissing my cock shortly after.
I stayed silent as she spoke, completely under her spell. My skin felt like it was on fire under her touch. In contrast, my brain felt strangely calm, content with the knowledge Holly was about to make me feel very good and satisfy the intense feelings she was putting me through.
It was only when she fell silent that I spoke. "Jesus Holly, I love you so much," I replied quietly. I was glad for the blindfold as my eyes felt a little wet, such was the intensity in the room and the feelings of the emotions that we'd both held on to the entire time we were apart.
Holly didn't reply so I assumed she was smiling. She couldn't have done so for too long as I felt her mouth take my cock shortly after. Holly took the head in her mouth and closed her lips tightly around it before pushing herself down slowly, so her wet lips ran down my length. My eyes rolled back in pleasure, completely forgetting the blindfold was in place.
Holly took me deeper and licked her way around my cock. I felt the head and skin start to be awash with her saliva, her flowing hair tickling my thighs. Soon she was licking and sucking it relentlessly. She was enjoying herself, I could feel it in the way that she pleasured my cock and hear it in the moans as she sucked me. It started to become almost unbearably pleasurable, I was doing everything I could to stop pushing my hips up towards her and I was gripping the sheets in desire. I had no idea what my face looked like - there was something about being blindfolded which meant I couldn't picture myself or any of it. It was all about what I could hear and feel.
Holly pulled her mouth off my cock with an audible moan. It felt like being released from heaven as the cold air hit my wet cock and I unintentionally thrust back upwards.
Holly moaned at my need and stroked me. "My my, you really like having your dick sucked," she teased, stating the obvious.
"By you," I corrected her. It was true, she genuinely was the best I'd ever had. It wasn't just because of the feelings and desire I had for her but also because well, she was just bloody good at giving head!
Holly gave me no reaction at all to my correction before she was back on my cock, kissing downwards and removing anything else from my mind. She took my balls into her mouth, licking each of them in turn. Her hand came up to stroke my cock while she spent time on my sensitive areas.
As she moved her way down I bent my legs so Holly would have better access. Part of me couldn't believe what I was allowing but a larger part of me knew Holly was going to make me feel good. If I couldn't trust her, I'd never trust anyone.
I gasped when her tongue made contact, all while she continued stroking my cock. I had to focus on keeping my hands away from pulling the blindfold up and just leave her to carry on with it. I had to admit, that the blindfold had already made everything feel a lot more sensitive. I was building up to a serious orgasm.
I moaned as her tongue circled my hole and then licked at the opening. "Oh fuck, this feels really good," I heard myself saying from far away. My mind felt like it was right there with her.
Holly kept it up, almost relentlessly. I was putty in her hands, loving every second of it and knowing I was going to have an incredible orgasm imminently. I knew it wasn't going to be the last time I wanted her mouth there and I could almost picture the smirk. Holly was so singular in every way that even my tastes, as rigid and fixed as I thought them to be, morphed with her. Be it physical preference or now, my sexual fetishes, gravitated towards being different with Holly.
Holly kept jerking me while using her tongue. I was tensing everywhere down to my toes, riding out the intensity of the pleasure Holly was giving to me. "I'm going to cum," I announced loudly, full of anticipation.
My balls felt hot and heavy. I felt needy and almost desperate. It was a new feeling. I wanted to take the blindfold off but I stopped myself, knowing I'd enjoy it more this way. As my cock started to convulse in her hand, Holly pulled her tongue away to focus on stroking me. A large, heavy spurt landed on my stomach and I was aware that I was extremely vocal as I came. I could hear myself as if apart from my body, moaning and incoherently thanking Holly.
When I was done, I laid back for a second trying to recover. My mouth was dry and my whole body felt sweaty and spent. Holly's finger was scooping up the cum that had landed on my stomach.
I pulled my blindfold off and slowly opened my eyes, adjusting to the artificial light. The sight of Holly in front of me almost made me want to go again, despite how much that orgasm had taken out of me.
Holly was on her knees on the bed, an exceptional amount of cum covering her face. I'd never made that much cum before in my life. Holly had clearly jerked my cock towards her face and if she was overwhelmed, she didn't show it. Instead, when she saw I had my blindfold off she smiled at me. It was a world away from how she looked in the video.
"That was one of the hottest things I've ever seen!" Holly said with delight and lust. She stared at me without a care in the world and I loved her for it.
"I'm sorry I was so loud," I said sheepishly. I was a little embarrassed, in all honesty.
"Are you kidding? Do you know how empowering it was to do that to you and have you react that way?" Holly boasted.
I grinned. "I'm really glad you think so," I said, feeling rather pleased all of a sudden. "Not to kill the mood but you have a bit of cum dripping from your face," I teased.
Holly laughed, wiping it. "Thanks, I'd hate to make a mess," she teased back.
"I can't believe you did that," I enthused.
"What, rimmed you or painted my face?" Holly tailed off as she finished her question and fell silent.
I laughed, loudly. Holly stood up and grabbed a towel, wiping as much cum off her face as she could. I rose on shaky legs and went to clean myself off in the bathroom. I had to use the basin for support. Holly had really done a number on me. I felt impossibly lucky to have her with me.
I returned to the bedroom shortly afterwards with a pizza menu. Holly was wiping her face with a non-chemical wipe that she used for makeup and was still facing the mirror. I kissed the back of her head and received a smile in return. We sorted what to get relatively quickly and I ordered while Holly was in the bathroom and getting changed. I was in urgent need of sustenance.
Holly was quiet through dinner which itself wasn't unusual. But it was unusual for her to be so quiet afterwards while we watched tv and chilled, both too spent for anything else at that point. Holly was unusually clingy, doing her best to melt into me. I loved it and was happy to be close to her but sensed something was wrong. I gave her time, not space as that was clearly the opposite of what she needed.
Eventually, I sensed she wanted to talk about it as she kept looking up at me and then turning away. "Are you okay?" I asked on the 4th such occasion when it risked becoming comical.
"I dunno, I'm just processing things," she ventured.
"Processing what?" I asked hesitantly, not altogether sure I'd like the answer although her closeness gave me confidence we were fine.
"What I said in the bedroom," Holly said and then stood up, walking to the tv and switching it off by the button. I put the remote down awkwardly and gave her my full attention.
"He -" She started and then stopped herself, standing in front of me as though she wanted to debate me. "No, fuck him, he doesn't come into this. You have made me feel safe and loved. As you always have really, even when I hated myself. Even when I was 18 and dying in a pressure cooker with no way to get out. So you get to have this. You get the Holly who doesn't hate herself for the first time in 8 years. You," she paused again, her voice wavering this time. I sat up and went to move towards her but she put her hand up. "You get the Holly who feels good about herself. The one who doesn't feel like a whore after doing what I just did with your cum. And I get the person I love holding me tonight and not treating me like I'm the whore he shares a bed with."
I was acutely aware that my mouth was hanging open and I hadn't moved. Holly's words had pierced me deeply and I was struggling to process them constructively for her. I was also aware I was probably angrier than I'd ever been in my life. I swallowed the anger and the upset, pushing them back within me. I felt so fiercely protective of Holly. I opened my mouth and closed it again.
Holly chuckled lightly. "Sorry, that was a lot. Yes, it was," she added when I shook my head. "As I said, I'm processing it which is why I'm a little strung out. It's just hitting me that things are so good and that's also scary. Like, oh shit, I'm finally with you and I don't have to worry anymore but at the same time, oh my God I'm finally with you but what if I fuck this up? Do I just spiral back to where I was? And then it's done, isn't it? I can't do this all over again."
Holly was rambling by this point, talking herself into concerned silence. I stood up, ignoring her feeble attempts at telling me she was fine and pulled her into me tightly. I had her in my chest until she eventually melted into it and held me back.
I pulled away from her slightly but kept us close with my hands in hers. Holly wouldn't meet my eyes. "Holly, you probably know what I'm going to say." She nodded but I continued regardless. "I'm going absolutely nowhere, ever. But you need to deal with this properly or you're going to spiral. I'm here for you but you can't depend on me to keep you from falling to the ground. You have a bigger part to play than that, okay? Remember what I said the first morning I stayed over: you never stay down," I finished with encouragement.
Holly finally looked into my eyes and I saw hers were wet but she wasn't crying yet. "They're so shit!" She replied in frustration eventually. "The therapists," she added with clarity.
I laughed and kissed her forehead before dragging her back to a sitting position with me which felt less dramatic. "Therapists are like dates, you just gotta keep going until you find the right one," I joked.
"Or waste your time with a bunch of others and then go back to where you started, which is what you wanted anyway."
"You're being really rude about all of my exes," I deadpanned.
Holly grinned and then kissed me, hard.
***
Over the next few weeks, the team solidified its position in mid-table which was an excellent first season in the big league for us. It gave us additional funding which I used to finally promote Georgia and keep her around for at least another season before she abandoned us for the Men's teams. Holly's name continued to be talked up in the media and there seemed real momentum for her to be called up to the upcoming European Championships. There was a considerable gap between the end of the season and the tournament and Holly had already made clear that if she did get called up, we should forget about a summer holiday. That was fair enough, this had been her dream for as long as she was old enough to watch football - that and playing at the World Cup.
Diane had eventually discovered that Holly & I were together. It was a sign that she was finally stepping back from the considerable time she had invested in the club, that it took so long for her to find out. She'd spent years building the club up and I knew retirement was no longer a threat from the future that she was actively avoiding. Neither of us had been concerned about Diane finding out - she was hardly going to tell Holly to leave and good luck if she wanted to find someone to replace me. Caroline had agreed to stay for at least another year, taking a more active role in the operational side too.
It was now a routine for Holly to lay on our bed and receive a massage after every match if it was at home (they wouldn't let us share a hotel room during away games, which was probably wise). I'd spend time working out her aching muscles and applying any creams to bruises or pulled muscles. Was I as good as the professional masseuse the club employed? No. Did Holly pretend that I was? Also no. But it would often end with her being extremely wet from the intimacy of it and then I would slide into her and we would make love.
Damn, were we having a lot of sex. By her own admission, Holly couldn't get enough of it with me. As I always pointed out whenever she said that: imagine how I felt with her?! If we were at home for the day, we'd be intimate at least a couple of times. There was one incredible day when we had sex so much that by the evening when I was inside her again, I no longer had the strength or energy to have any more sex so I stayed inside her while we kissed until our lips were sore.
It wasn't just at home. When Georgia had taken a day off sick, Holly had dragged me back into my office just as I was leaving it. Before I knew it, Holly was under my desk giving me some amazing head. "I've been fantasising about doing this," she had said in between taking me in her mouth. I briefly wondered how I was going to clean up afterwards but the thought quickly disappeared when Holly took me in her throat and looked up at me hotly. The implication was clear.
I wasn't prepared for the knock on the door and Holly hadn't heard it. "Hey Tom, I thought we were meeting for my interview?" Olivia, our striker had said, walking in and pausing.
"Er yeah, be right-"
"Oh my god. If those aren't Holly's trainers I'm going to absolutely fucking kill you." I could see it in her eyes, she wasn't lying. Holly was adored by the team and they'd already decided they were going to make her club captain when our current captain retired at the end of the season.
"It's me Liv, chill," Holly had awkwardly replied. I saw Olivia's smirk as she shut the door behind her. To my surprise, Holly went right back to it and left the training ground with a fresh load of cum in her stomach. I had to face the awkwardness of prepping Olivia for her interview while she had the biggest shit-eating grin I'd ever seen.



Holly and I had gone to the clinic to sort out contraception soon after her return from the International Break. We spent a couple of weeks using condoms until we felt she was safe and then went without.
Being inside Holly without a condom was like nothing I'd ever felt before. Her wetness and the arousal she achieved through being intimate with me, made being inside her the most pleasurable sexual experience imaginable. My sex drive had also gone through the roof and neither of us was slowing down. When she was on her period, it only seemed to make her hornier. We'd use a towel or make use of our newfound love for anal. We discovered after the first few times of attempting anal that once we worked out what we (mostly me) were doing, Holly could orgasm from it. This opened up a wealth of possibilities, positions and pleasure.
Holly had finally settled on a therapist that she felt was suitable at the 5th attempt. She had started by seeing her twice a week but this had dropped to weekly as Holly had started to make real progress. The evenings following her therapy appointment were often mixed. Sometimes Holly would be distant and ask for time to herself, other times she would be extremely affectionate and grateful to be with me. Her therapist had warned her of this at the start as she was going to be discussing difficult topics, so we were well prepared. Most of the time, Holly would talk through some of it the next day and it would help me understand her a lot better.
Overall, Holly was in a much better place. We'd started to go on double dates and mix with other couples including Lucy & Ruby, Chris & his partner as well as some of the football team. It was a touch awkward going on a double date with Olivia and her boyfriend at first but the evening was inevitable as Holly and Olivia were becoming really good friends.
Holly knew about the leaked video of two of our players from the year before but had no idea who they were. Olivia and I struggled to look each other in the eye as I met Nathan. Olivia had arrived in a tight purple dress that with her lithe figure and flowing brunette hair, should have been very hard to look away from. But my eyes were on Holly who was wearing a pastel blue dress with white heels.
Holly looked so good in it with her straight hair and a hint of makeup that I struggled to find words when she walked out of our bedroom earlier in the evening. I didn't last long inside her when we made it home, I'd been turned on for too much of the night. Holly loved it when I couldn't control myself around her and her growing confidence led to a proportional rise in teasing.
On the times when I went out without her, she actively sought out social opportunities or else stayed in and had some 'her time'. The closest she came to breaking up with me was when she realised that giving her lease back meant she'd lose access to a bath. "This is honestly appalling," she ranted.
I'd integrated very well with her family and her with mine. My Mum and I were no longer as close as I'd like but she seemed happy enough with the boyfriend she'd had for the last few years. One thing about being a journalist is that you gain a sixth sense of sensitive topics. There were a few that my Mum was certainly avoiding when she had Holly & me over for Sunday Lunch, notably weddings and retirement. There was enough pausing of the conversation and stuttering of words around those topics that told me everything I needed to know. I sensed an awkward one-to-one conversation about her re-marrying, not too far away in my future.
Sylvia, Holly's Mum, was far less subtle. To Holly's horror, she loved going into great detail about how much Holly missed me and how she frequently wanted to return from America and sort things out with me.
"It was so cute," she'd gush, smiling over at us whenever Amelia or Charlotte got her started on the topic. The sibling rivalry was still strong in the Dane household.
Holly glared at her Sister's and myself whenever her Mum got going, as though it was somehow my fault. They merely grinned, loving her discomfort.
I found Holly's Dad, George, to be a lot frostier with me, bordering on openly hostile. He wasn't really saying much in my presence and was generally rude, leading to quite a few awkward moments and pained expressions from Sylvia. Holly was confused by this initially but understood it better once I explained my suspicions to her.
"I think he has rewritten your last year or so," I speculated. "It's much easier for him to conflate your love for me all these years with why you left America than to think about why you actually did leave."
Holly sighed in understanding. "I need to speak to the brats, they're making this worse."
"Mmm, perhaps someone else too?" I ventured.
Another sigh. "Yes, him too."
Holly had always sought her Dad's approval, having been neglected of it for so long growing up. I tried not to dwell on that period and the pressure he had put her under as no good would come of it and I didn't want Holly to be in the middle of a chasm. But frankly, he was taking the piss and my patience was waning.
Whatever she said to him definitely worked as he sat with me during our final home game of the season and asked if I wanted to go for a couple of beers together. Holly had a row of seats supporting her, including Lucy and Naomi - and it showed. She was untouchable, taking energy from us cheering her every touch. She crashed a header against the bar from one of our corners, seeking a goal but it wasn't to be. She finished the season as our fan's Player of the Year and got the same accolade from her teammates. There were cheers all around when Beth, our retiring Captain gave Holly the armband.
George and I left for beers a little while later, to Holly's evident surprise and he 'promised to have Cinderella home by midnight' which felt like a worrying omen. He steered me towards a local boozer and spent a somewhat awkward afternoon trying to get to know me. I'd have found it quite endearing if he hadn't been so much of an arse up until that point. Still, for Holly, I'd bite my tongue and make peace, as George was clearly trying to as well.
I got back late on Saturday evening, slightly merry though not as much as I was before stopping off for a burger and chips. Holly greeted my return with a big grin that I came to realise was more about my glassy eyes than it was about who I spent my afternoon with. She had the good grace to help me to bed and have me drink some water before I fell asleep.
I awoke to find Holly's side of the bed empty. My mouth was dry and my head was aching but otherwise, I was in decent shape. I still groaned when I got up as it wouldn't be a hangover without a good groan. I found Holly in the kitchen making some eggs and toast with a smirk on her face.
"I heard you groaning from the sofa, you're shit at being hungover. You snore too." She said all this while trying to keep a straight face and was failing miserably. "If you had got that drunk with anyone else I'd have kicked you to the sofa and have made you cook the eggs this morning."
"I wasn't that bad!" I reasoned.
"Ha! You clearly don't remember much, do you?" I shook my head. "You were all 'I'd take a bullet for you Hol' and 'I love you more than I can ever describe'," Holly imitated both with exaggerated versions of me, clearly having fun.
Once she'd had enough of my confused reaction she added, "it was cute until you wouldn't shut up." Yep, she was definitely having fun with this.
"I'm sorry," I replied awkwardly, pouring a cup of coffee and sitting down with a groan as Holly dished up.
"I forgive you," Holly replied dramatically.
"So what did you say to your Dad?" I asked after rolling my eyes. "He was great, even introduced me as his Son-in-Law once the drinks started hitting him," I chuckled at the thought. No apology though, I almost added.
I missed Holly's reaction while I cut into my breakfast but her cheeks were still quite red when I looked up so I had to assume I'd missed some solid blushing.
"Ermm, oh gosh," Holly faltered. "Fine, I was honest with him about some things. I told him you never fought for me all those years ago, you never forced me to pick between you and America because we both knew there was a chance I'd have picked you. I said if he keeps going like this he'll force me to pick and there's no question about the outcome this time."
"Wow," I breathed, deeply touched. For her to stand up to her Dad in that way was big. George would have known it too. "Explains the Son-in-Law jokes," I noted.
"Yeah, he knows I want marriage and kids with you," Holly said straight up, as though we had spoken about it at all before.
I choked on my toast crumbs. "I'm glad he knew first," I said through a cough.
"Relax you commitment-phobe, what happened to giving me your kidney if I ever needed it?"
"I promised you that too?" I groaned.
Holly laughed at my discomfort. "This is so much fun!" She took the empty plate away from me and refilled my coffee. I looked at her with reverence as she brought the coffee back over. "This is for all the massages, consider us equal now," she quipped.
I went back to my coffee, picturing Holly in a white dress. Maybe it would be a beach wedding. Her brother's children could be the flower girl and the ring bearer. We would go off somewhere hot for our honeymoon and I'd get to see what Holly looked like with a tan. She'd have finished her career by then and we'd be living off peanuts but we'd be happy.
"Earth to Tom, have I freaked you out that much?" Holly said with a hint of concern, combing some hair behind her ears in a nervous way.
"Not at all," I assured her. "There were some very pleasant thoughts."
I filled her in and watched her face redden. "That sounds nice," she whispered, voice catching slightly.
***
The week after the end of the season saw the squad announcements for the summer European Champions tournament. Our team had done very well with a total of 12 of our players across different Nationalities participating.
Holly got the call about an hour before the public news conference with the England Manager, Sarah. She'd spent the hours before wearing the carpet thin, pacing up and down, analysing every performance and mistake. When Holly's anxiety took hold, it really took hold to the point where I'd taken the morning off to be with her. I just had to try my best to reassure her - a job which became increasingly difficult as it got closer to the time. Finally, the call came directly from Sarah herself.
"Holly? It's Sarah, how are you?"
"Oh I'm not too bad, just getting on with a few bits this morning," came Holly's cheery reply. I said nothing.
"Well good. I won't keep you waiting: you're in." I jumped up in delight but Holly waved me down.
"Why do I sense a 'but' Sarah?" Holly had a good ear for tone, always had.
"Well, I've decided not to give you the Captaincy, I'm sorry Holly."
We both froze, wide-eyed. Holly recovered before I did. "The Captaincy? I didn't know I was being considered to be Captain?! I'm just glad to be in the squad!"
They dialled off shortly after as Sarah had other calls to make. Holly looked at me in shock and my face mirrored hers.
"Next time," I offered in consolation.
"Are you kidding? If she was considering me for Captain I must be a starter. Come here!"
Before I could move, Holly flung herself at me, kissing me passionately. We fell onto the sofa and kissed hard until we were breathless. Holly was grinding on me as our tongues wrestled and I was hard in no time, ready to be inside her. Our pace dictated rough, needy sex and I was ready for that. I pushed Holly off me and onto the sofa, pulling my shorts off. Both of us were in the same mood as Holly flung her shorts off too, leaving us naked just on the bottom half.
Holly made to suck my cock but I pulled her away and pushed her onto her back. She looked up at me with excitement and lust. "Come and take it," she breathed, spreading her legs and rubbing her pussy.
I looked her over for a brief moment, pure lust in my thoughts and then I moved in between her legs and lined myself up to her hot sex. She was tight and not as wet yet as she could have been so I had to enter her slower than I wanted to. The tension and the friction aided the mood, our sighs and grunts piercing the air, arousing us both further. My hand found Holly's neck and held it firmly, causing her eyes to roll back and a new wave of wetness to flow around my cock, as she took hold of a nipple and start pulling at it under her top.
I got most of the way inside her before I started to properly thrust and stretch her hole. Holly gasped, moaned and pleaded for it deeper. I gave it to her, stretching her out with firm, hard thrusts that had her desperate for air. My hand found itself under her top, feeling for her small breast. Holly thrust her chest up towards me, even as my hand around her throat kept her pinned down. My hand encircled her pert breast and cupped it firmly.
We locked eyes and held each other's stare as I pounded Holly relentlessly, sweat starting to wet my t-shirt. Holly took it and kept wanting more. Challenging me, making me ruin her hole. I gave her everything I had and then some, stamina and staying power honed from the months of being with her and satisfying her immense sex drive.
When she could take it no more, Holly wrapped her legs around me and forced me to fuck deep inside her while she screamed out an orgasm. I released my hand from her neck and instead pinned her down by the body, using my grip as leverage to fuck her through her orgasm. Her eyes were wide, her hands desperately looking for something to grip until they found my arms. When she climaxed, her nails scratched their way down my arms, drawing blood. I growled as I felt my orgasm boiling. Her pussy continued to contract around my cock, speeding me along.
I gasped as I felt my orgasm reach the point of no return and bit down on Holly's exposed shoulder, marking it and leaving a sizeable lovebite. Holly groaned and ran her hands along my thighs, pushing my cock further inside her. I stayed inside her while I went soft, my cum starting to leak from her. We kissed gently, coming down from the passionate high and too tired to do much else.
***
Olivia and Dawn also joined Holly in the England squad. With so many of our players off to play in the tournament, our training ground continued to be a hub of activity over the weeks before players left for their international camps. Our club trainers, coaches and physios continued to work with Holly and the rest so they could stay in optimum condition. A healthy rivalry broke out between our players who were representing different nationalities, which had the benefit of keeping everyone fit and competitive.
The media previews for the tournament kicked off with intensity. Holly was out for a whole day at a tv studio where she was filmed as part of the opening credits to the live TV coverage across the tournament. Georgia and I were flat-out writing articles and sorting international press visits. Poor Alf thought he'd be in the money with the increase in publicity but the reporters would come with their own crew, to Alf's dismay.
Our Operations Manager had managed to sort accommodation and ticket access to most of the games for Caroline, a couple of coaches and myself. Sadly, neither the budget nor ticket allocation stretched to Georgia and while I offered to go half on a hotel for her, she declined as we couldn't get her match tickets with us.
Holly was in a zone of focus I'd never seen in her before. It was both impressive and terrifying. She would wake up, watch tapes, go to training and then work herself to exhaustion. By the time I was home, she'd analysed her own performance and either made dinner or else would be all over me the second my foot was through the door.
I was almost glad to say goodbye to her when she left for camp just so the intensity in my world could go back to normal levels. Almost glad. England were expected to go quite far in the tournament and were meeting early for a few days before heading to France. It meant Holly & I weren't going to properly see each other much for at least 6 weeks if things went well. We'd probably see each other more than other players would see their partners because of my job but time would be limited and short.
We were up for much of the night before she left. What started as a pep talk to Holly, morphed into neither of us wanting to go to sleep which morphed into far too many hours having sex. By the end of it, we were both sore, exhausted and sleepy. A bad way to part.
Still, I had plenty of images to sustain me over the two weeks or so before I flew out to France and would see her again. We did things that night that neither of us would admit to another soul - things from the deepest recesses of our fantasies. We couldn't speak much while Holly was at camp but whenever sex was raised, Holly promised me a repeat of much of it during the holiday to Greece we had booked for after the tournament.
Our delegation flew to France without any hiccups and I was in the stadium for England's first game. Holly was a starter and put in a fantastic performance, helping the team to a clean sheet and 3 points. Yes, I was biased but everyone else thought so too. It was the first time I'd seen her in weeks and from my vantage point, she looked like this larger-than-life figure and not my girlfriend. She was idolised in the crowds, many of whom had 'Dane' on the back of their shirts. It was the first time I had really felt like I was dating a celebrity and it was an unnerving feeling.
After the game, she walked through the press corridor and did her commitments to the different outlets - short interviews and 'quick quotes'. When she got to me in my 'Clapham FC Media' badge, she had a hard time keeping herself together, as did I. But we managed it because we didn't want to accidentally go public at the start of the tournament, Holly had enough to be getting on with. Georgia and I had spent many fun mornings reading our daily press roundup to see who Holly was romantically linked to on any given day. After a few quick snippets for our website, Holly was off through the other side.
We spoke every evening for a few minutes on the phone and exchanged messages intermittently throughout the day but otherwise, Holly and I barely spoke to each other. It was frustrating but I understood. It didn't stop my brain from unearthing those long-buried memories of the painful period of my life where Holly was just out of reach and then hitting great heights from afar.
Caroline took me and her two coaches for a late lunch prior to the second game. It was on the other side of the country and therefore we didn't get tickets as it would have been too logistically challenging. Instead, the four of us would be watching it in a nearby bar.
Midway through our meal, Caroline's phone rang and I saw her eye the number suspiciously as she walked off. The 3 of us still seated shrugged our shoulders and went back to our steak. When she returned she seemed distracted and wouldn't hold eye contact.
"All okay?" Dionne asked.
"Yes, yep all fine," Caroline replied, refusing to meet any of our eyes and winning the 'least convincing response of the year' award.
All 4 of us were shocked to find Holly wasn't in the starting 11 nor was she on the bench.
"Injury?" Jake floated aloud.
The England Manager confirmed as much shortly afterwards in the pre-game interview. I was gutted for Holly and hoped it was just for the one game. I had seen first-hand how much effort had gone into her preparation for this tournament. If it ended after just one game, it would crush her.
I sent her as much of a positive message as I could without knowing the circumstances and asked her to update me later. I didn't get a reply and I didn't expect to with the game about to start. I kept an eye out all game for any sight of her on TV with the rest of the team but there was none.



England won their second game which put them through to the quarter-finals with a game to spare. It would allow the manager to rest some players and let some of the other players have a run-out, including Olivia. We watched the 3rd match from the bar again but with the knowledge that we had tickets for the rest of the games which were all in our city.
Holly again missed out, the calf strain from the 2nd game still not fully healed. Caroline had gone to visit her to see how she was doing. I longed for a reason to join her but I didn't have one. It was one thing to be the manager of Holly's club but quite another to be the press person at her club when the National Team had their own team.
I found myself caught up in the excitement of the tournament after England won their 3rd game. I finished off a match report while drinking a pint of lager and sent it off to Georgia to proofread. The buzz of the tournament had certainly got to my writing as it was much more superfluous and flowery than normal, came Georgia's critical response. Dionne, Jake and I decided to stay on for a few more drinks. Caroline departed soon after the final whistle with her phone in hand.
I awoke to my hotel phone ringing. I sat up and checked the time. 01:12 am. The phone was on a table on the other side of the room which meant getting out of bed. A poor design which would lose the hotel a star on my review, I'd just decided.
I picked up. "Hello?" I said sleepily.
"Eh Mr Bradley, there is a woman 'ere to see you. 'Olly."
"Oh! Let her up please!" I said, surprised and excited. Maybe I should have been worried, it was 1 am after all, but my excitement about seeing Holly outweighed any rational thought.
I had the door open and I was hanging out of it when the lift opened and Holly walked out in her team tracksuit.
"Alright, calm down," she smirked, "you look like a lovesick puppy."
"I'm sorry, the man you're looking for is next door. It is a closed-off arsehole you're here to see, isn't it?" I responded lamely. I was tired.
Holly paused at the door and kissed me on the lips. She pulled away with her eyes still closed. "I needed that," she whispered quietly.
I let her pass and closed the door behind us. The hotel room only had a bed and a desk so I offered both and she chose the chair.
"So, as happy as I am to see you, what are you doing here? Isn't this risking a suspension? Wait, Holly, you shouldn't be here!" I added in alarm, my brain waking up and catching on.
"Stop, Tom. Just stop. Don't speak, don't interrupt. Please."
Uh oh. A million thoughts ran through my head so I sat down on the bed facing Holly before my head swam. She nodded at my compliance, her face paler than I initially noticed.
"I withdrew from the team tonight. It'll be announced tomorrow." I opened my mouth and then stopped when Holly flashed me a look.
"They'll say it's my calf but it's not." She swallowed. "It's morning sickness."
*****
Epilogue:
The commentator's voice was booming through the lounge in the stadium.
"And there's Holly Dane, her return for the start of this tournament is a welcome one for her manager Caroline Noakes who used to manage her at club level, of course."
The co-commentator joined the discussion.
"That's right, it's been 2 years since she withdrew from the European Championships and now she's back to captain England. Hopefully, it'll be all the way this time after the semi-final heartache at the last tournament. She hasn't played much football since returning from maternity leave and the well-documented complications following her pregnancy. If she's fit, England have a chance."
I walked out of the lounge and through the doors into the roar of the stadium. I was in the corporate area, the National Team had seen to that at Holly's request. No more missing her play. Lizzie was in my arms, her stroller with Sylvia who was sitting in the lounge with a plate of fancy food.
"There's Mummy, look!" I said to her sleeping face.
I watched Holly take her position in defence and crouch down. She rubbed the turf, grateful to be back on it. She stood back up and kissed the tattoo on her inner arm. I knew it well as I went with her to get it after she finally left the hospital and recovered, weeks after giving birth. It read 'never stay down'.
End.
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***
The flight home felt considerably better than the flight to Australia, now I had Maddy sitting beside me. Being in Business Class helped too, I won't lie. We smiled contently at each other as we took our seats, both of us recognising the difference in how we felt.
After take-off we got stuck in to watching the lineup of movies on offer when we weren't just chatting casually and bantering, or else enjoying the roomier seats and complimentary food. We bought a deck of cards before boarding and I spent a good part of the flight teaching Maddy how to play poker.
Barely a third of the way into our journey home, after cycling through activities to pass the time, we settled on a few hours sleep. I still felt like I was jet lagged and Maddy & I still had too much alcohol in our blood from days of continuous drinking, so it was needed.
I woke during a bumpy part of the flight with a start. Looking across the rows, nobody seemed to be unsettled so I relaxed back into my seat and looked around at Maddy. She was laying back into her seat completely undisturbed. She had a small pillow tucked behind her and was snoozing with her mouth open in an unflattering but extremely cute kind of way. I slowly eased my phone out of my shorts and loaded the camera up, trying not to laugh as I took the picture. I snuck my phone back in my jeans and jumped at the sound beside me.
"If you don't delete that picture, I'm going to withhold sex for a week."
I turned to my girlfriend in over-exaggerated horror. "Maddison, is that blackmail? Sexual blackmail?"
I clasped my hand over my mouth, wide-eyed. Maddy wasn't impressed.
"Can we not do my full name?"
"Why not?" I asked with interest.
"Just because I don't like it," Maddy said defensively.
"Fine," I said slowly. "Is this something I need to know at some point?"
Maddy replied quickly and assertively, surprisingly for her. "It was a shit time in my life involving being bullied at school. So no, I'd rather not re-live that time and depress myself when I'm so ridiculously happy," she finished earnestly.
I was taken aback. "I had no idea Mads, I'm sorry."
"Yeah, it's fine," she said dismissively to my apology and then continued, rushing it out now she'd started. "It was pretty shit for a time but I'm over it," she said with another wave of her hand. I smiled encouragingly, seeing that she did indeed want to explain it despite her dismissive behaviour. "Except when my name reminds me of it, anyway. I was tall and I liked sports and I didn't care that I was hanging out with boys to play football or whatever."
Maddy paused, looking ahead with unfocused eyes, reflecting on the time. I shifted in my seat, starting to feel a little uncomfortable for bringing it up, now I knew. I took her hand and gave it a squeeze. She smiled at me.
"But yeah, it was lonely. When we moved to Aus, I ditched my full name and became 'Maddy'. It worked well actually," she said thoughtfully.
"You bet it did," I replied, seeking to pick up her spirits. "Look how popular you are back home."
She smiled. "Yeah, I do alright. Part of the reason for coming back to the UK, if I'm being honest, was to put that time right and live the life I'd planned to live. I thought I'd got that wrong until well, you," she blushed.
I blushed too but felt the need to try and help her look at that time differently. I hated it when Maddy wasn't happy and since I could do nothing about the thing making her most unhappy when we talked about the future, I tried to help her with her past. "You know, they do say that you should try and reframe things associated with a bad experience if you're going to overcome them."
Maddy didn't look like she believed that. "Who said that?"
"Adam someone or other, can't remember his surname," I teased. "Maybe we just need to start throwing in the occasional 'Maddison' so we can associate it with better memories?"
"Hmm maybe," Maddy replied skeptically.
I didn't push it given her reaction and changed the subject slightly. "Well, you took a risk leaving home, but it paid off," I reflected. "I was actually going to suggest we sort out all our activities across the next few weeks while we're sitting here doing nothing. You have people to see, I have people to see, and we both have people to see together. There's a lot on for these next few weeks. I'm not even including Valentine's Day on the list!"
Maddy had a huge grin on her face. "How am I both intimidated and impressed that you're project managing our social life?"
There are times when you realise that someone really loves you for you. That was one of those times for me.
"And as I've said already, it's not 'back home' anymore. Home's where you are," Maddy said casually while getting the calendar up on her phone.
I waited for the witty caveat that always followed when Maddy said anything remotely cheesy like that, but none was forthcoming. I grinned sheepishly but she didn't notice.
"Right," she said, taping away at her phone, "I'm taking you out for dinner on Valentine's Day and we're making that an annual thing. That way you don't forget-"
"-how lucky I am, yes," I finished with a wide grin. "These last few minutes have made me feel that all over again, if that was even possible. I'm crazy about you Mads," I said to the face buried in her phone.
As I finished, she looked up at me with an expression of surprise at my candour.
I leaned over and kissed her. Maddy's lips were soft and full, it was hard pulling away, but I felt I should stop before we got carried away.
Maddy saw my glazed eyes. "What are you thinking about?" She asked quietly as if she didn't already know.
I leaned back over, lowering my voice to just above a whisper, my breath on her neck as I spoke. "Being inside you and showing you how much I love you."
Maddy's reaction was instant. She closed her eyes and her breathing slowed. "Don't do that to me here," she warned in lust.
Her reaction hardened my cock. "Okay, let's stop," I accepted, even as I wanted nothing more than for her hand to reach over and feel how hard I was for her. Instead, I leaned forward and took a sip of cola from the complimentary can.
Maddy took a sip of her water too. "Back to you project managing our social life... which I'm now looking at in a very different way," she blushed.
"You are?" I asked intrigued.
She nodded, biting her lip. She's definitely reinvented this for her own arousal, I thought.
She leaned over this time, her breath on my neck. "You're now deciding what we do, what I do."
"You're liking the idea of that?" I clarified.
"Way more than I'd have previously let on," Maddy bit her lip mischievously before reaching out and grabbing my hard cock through my shorts boldly. "The trust I have in you still surprises me sometimes. I really love the idea of you putting that structure in place for me. That level of control."
"Stop," I warned firmly, leaving no room for further teasing in my tone. I was worried I wouldn't be able to control myself.
"You started it," Maddy pouted. That was true.
I chuckled, "Very true. Let's talk about something else, something we can't make sexual." I scanned my brain of the list of things I wanted to talk to Maddy about. "I'm going to start looking for a new job when we're back and settled."
Maddy's look changed from one of lust to disappointment. Success.
"So, you mean to say that I won't be able to dress up for work and tease you all day by coming to your floor for ridiculous reasons?" She asked in her best innocent voice. Damnit.
I chuckled at Maddy's game. "Just imagine how much work I'll get done!" I enthused. Maddy didn't look pleased by that.
"Okay, serious conversation Mads, serious face.. in 3, 2, 1," she said to herself and then switched her face to a look of forced seriousness.
I struggled to contain my laugh but managed it after clearing my throat a couple of times.
"You really do make me laugh," I beamed at her. "I'll miss that during my 9-5 but it's the right thing to do. It's frustrating the life out of me that we can't be open about things," I said honestly. Maddy concurred.
"Plus," I added, "we can have a lot of fun being open with everyone once I've handed in my notice," I winked. "And it saves you from looking for a new job as I know you love it there."
Maddy smiled and rested her cheek on my shoulder. "Thank you, Baby."
I played with her hair as we sat contently together and after a long time, it was Maddy that broke the silence. "Adam?"
"Hmm?" I replied, looking down at the top of Maddy's head as she stared out of the window.
She cleared her throat and then spoke in a timid voice that instantly made my heart ache further when I heard what she asked. "I have appointments to go to when I'm back. They're going to tell me what I already know but it has to be done. I... please come with me."
"I'll be there," I said immediately. "Every step of the way."
Maddy took the hand I had around her and kissed it. We barely noticed the next bit of turbulence, lost in the research we'd both separately done on Maddy's suspected condition and what the odds meant for her fertility if it was confirmed, which we both knew it would be.
***
"It's different for me too, you know?" Maddy said pointedly. "Do you really think I ever expected to want to be this submissive," she paused, gesturing to me, "to a man? But I do, so get used to it or you'll be missing out.
There was a grin that Maddy tried to contain as she finished her sharp response. I had put my foot in it a little when I admitted that I was finding the depth of the dynamic to be an adjustment.
She was teasing me of course, that aspect of our relationship would never change. The underlying friendship we had built would sustain our relationship for life, I was sure of it. I loved that even when Maddy would say something as vulnerable as that, there was a challenge to it, a confidence behind it. This was an assured, capable woman who wanted our dynamic to evolve in the way she dictated. She wanted to willingly give me authority over the relationship and take on a more submissive role herself.
I could never have imagined being with someone who so frequently had me wondering how I had gotten so lucky or indeed, how I could continue to be so lucky. It wasn't necessarily the submission or the evolution of our dynamic, but everything. Maddy was bright and beautiful, tough and fierce. It was hard not to have an overwhelming desire to commit to her for life, as soon as possible.
Despite how I felt, I wasn't yet in preparation mode for a proposal after getting permission from Maddy's parents. I was in no rush and whilst I had little doubt that Maddy, as sharp as she was, had an inkling of what I'd asked of John & Denise, she hadn't mentioned it. I was focusing on more pressing matters first. Namely: buying a house, finding a new job and perhaps more pressingly still, learning how to operate in our new dynamic, which was still evolving. I suspected it would evolve further still as Maddy had found an unquenching lust in wanting to please me and a desire to give up control that hadn't yet met its finish.
I was planning to kick-start my proposal plans the Sunday after Valentine's Day. That wasn't because I had planned anything proposal-related for Valentine's Day itself but because we were seeing my Mum that Sunday (it was the soonest she could fit us in, with her newly busy schedule!) and I felt I owed it to her to tell her of my plan to propose first. Maddy would just have to settle for the theatre tickets I'd got to a brand-new musical she'd been hinting at wanting to see, and earrings that matched the bracelet I had gotten her early in our relationship.
I had to remind myself that it had only been two weeks since we landed, dropped an explosion of laundry on our living room floor and then burst out laughing. At what, I couldn't say. We were just ridiculously happy. It was in sharp contrast to how our suitcases had been packed, when it looked likely that the relationship was running its course, too beaten from the blow of Maddy's infertility and too starved of joy after the loss of my dad. So, we had plenty of time. Things could change very quickly if I didn't spend enough time in the here and now...
I shook the thoughts from my mind and came back into the room. "And I don't wanna miss a thing," I cheesily sang back in response to Maddy's threat of me missing out, referencing our karaoke in Australia too.
Maddy feigned vomiting. "How the heck am I in love with you, idiot?!"
"Big dick?" I quipped.
Maddy's face changed. "Don't you go getting an ego Mister, that is a huge turn-off. Seriously."
I raised my hands in apology, "I'm sorry Mads, shit joke."
She took my apology at face-value and then let it slide, a smile coming back to the face it had just vacated. "Good, don't go thinking I can't keep you honest, no matter how things evolve between us," Maddy warned.
To emphasise her point and who really had the power, she reached her hand across the sofa and took hold of my cock, which rapidly started to grow under her slow, deliberate rubbing. My breath caught and I felt myself wanting Maddy's hand to find its way into my joggers. I was completely at her mercy. Just as quickly, she was pulling her hand away.
"Time for me to get started on dinner," she announced with a grin. She stood up and walked towards the kitchen, leaving me alone with my thoughts and trying to recover from her touch.
Ah yes, dinner. The thing that had started the conversation to begin with. Maddy was liking the idea of being domesticated. Cooking the meals, doing the laundry. It was an adjustment. I was self sufficient; I actually liked some of that stuff. But Maddy wanted to take care of me in that way, as she put it. Part of me was really excited by that, as traditional as it sounded.
"You can iron your own shirts though," she had clarified when we discussed it. "You can do the washing up too because fuck that shit," she'd added.
I again shook my thoughts clear and stood up too, following her into the kitchen. "By the way, what happens when we get a dishwasher, do I get another chore to replace washing up?" I asked innocently.
She flicked at me with the kitchen towel and shared my grin. "You get one less thing to do until I decide otherwise," she teased, in a way that told me it wouldn't quite be her decision in the way she claimed.
There was something comforting about her setting her boundaries so firmly even as I took charge. Maddy turned back to the marked page of the recipe book and worked through the steps. I watched her silently, casting my eyes along her long blonde hair that fell straight down her back. The sun had bleached it lighter - it was almost white in places. Maddy wasn't happy about it, she'd already booked in for a cut and dye before Valentines Day in a few days time. My eyes travelled down beyond her tank top and over the yoga pants that were barely containing her firm behind.
Maddy shifted her weight to her right leg as she busied herself checking she had the ingredients. She stretched her long legs and reached up to the back of the overhead cupboard, her hand emerging with a bottle of dried herbs.
It was then that she realised I was watching her as she turned around with a shy smile. "Are you okay, perv?" Her smile grew as she referenced her most common nickname for me.
I smiled even wider, and her cheeks flushed under my gaze. "I'm great, stunner. I'm going to go and have a shave unless you need anything?"
She shook her head and I departed, though not before wrapping my arms around her from behind and kissing her neck. I'd never tire of the smell of coconuts when I was around her.
By the time I'd freshly groomed and returned to the kitchen, Maddy was over a pan, frying off some salmon and cooking vegetables in another pan.
"It feels great to not be seeing burnt facial hair on my razor, that Aussie sun sure did a number on me," I sighed.
"Yeah, you reallyyy lobster," Maddy teased, drawing out her diminishing Australia accent to good effect.
We shared plenty of laughs as she was preparing the food - mostly about the fact that we were in sunny Australia two weeks earlier and now we were back to reality and all that came with it. However, after Skyping my Mum when we got back (a friend had shown her how to do it) to tell her all about our holiday, and then meeting up with various friends to recount our trip, it didn't really feel like a couple of weeks ago. Certainly, we hadn't had that much time to ourselves. I was quite glad we'd sorted our social schedule on the plane home because when else we'd have done it, was anyone's guess.
I set the table as Maddy dished up. In no time at all I was making appreciative groans and Maddy was smiling happily. "I'm starting to realise that I really enjoy cooking," she said over the sound of my latest approving noise. "There's something really satisfying about having all the ingredients exact and bringing a dish together. It helps that I have such a keen subject," she beamed at me.
"I've always said you were a Goddess, now we're finding out you're a domestic one too," I quipped.
Maddy blushed and went back to her food. I slowed down on the salmon and attacked the vegetables.
"So, are things going the way you hoped they would with us?" I asked casually.
Maddy coughed and looked towards me with some confusion. "What, in general or...?" She let it hang there and rolled her eyes at my laughter.
"Sorry, that was an accidentally loaded question," I paused to bring my laughter under control so we could have a serious conversation. "I meant in terms of our changes. The things you asked us to try when we got back from Aus?"
"You mean me asking if you would take charge all across our relationship?" Maddy said bluntly with a grin. She had no problem being frank about it, I was still getting used to how unusual it was.
"Yes that," I laughed. "How's it going for you?" I asked airily.
"Isn't the more appropriate question: how's it going for you? Am I doing a good job of serving you?" Maddy asked innocently, batting her eyelids.
"You could be doing better," I teased and then quickly added an "I'm kidding!" when her face fell.
Maddy slapped my arm playfully. "Don't do that, you know I have a serious praise kink."
I had to stop myself from thinking about some of Maddy's reactions when I said good girl across different situations.
"It's going well for me," I reassured. "Really well. I'm just checking to make sure I'm giving you what you need."
Maddy contemplated and then looked over, meeting my eye. "There is one thing. It's more like something that would give me reassurance more than anything."
"Of course," I said quickly. "What is it?"
Maddy shifted, I sensed she was afraid of being told no. "Could you perhaps be a bit more directive?"
"More directive?" I asked for clarity.
Maddy nodded. "I know you're probably thinking 'what the fuck' but it would help me a lot if you were a bit more directive. Tell me when you want something knowing that I'm going to do it. I'm starting to intuit it but having you be firmer with your needs and wants would be good for me."
"Okay..." I said slowly.
"- Look baby," she cut in softly but firmly herself, "doing things for you really satisfies me on like, a deep level. I know I need this, not just want it; I already feel great about it."
I felt good too. It was unusual and I was still getting used to it, but things were working well. Maddy had always been quite submissive to me sexually and it was fair to say that we'd become even more adventurous over the last couple of weeks, in that regard. The change was more outside of the bedroom with Maddy wanting to do more than her fair share. If she was happy with that, then I was happy.



"Tell me why it feels good?" I enquired. "It feels good for me too by the way, really good. I love how happy you are when you do things for me. I love how aroused you are when I order you to do something for me -"
"- when you ordered me to do another set of squats earlier and watched me until I did it, I nearly soaked myself by the end," Maddy crassly cut in.
I chuckled. "That was really arousing for me that you did that."
"Me too, nearly killed me though," she blushed.
"Anyway, we're getting sidetracked," I said, pulling us back despite my growing arousal. "Why does it feel so good to be in a dynamic like this with me?"
Maddy paused, looking for the right way to start the answer to the question she knew was eventually coming. I speared my broccoli with my fork and got to work finishing my plate, giving her time.
"It's hard to explain," she started thoughtfully. "On a surface-level, it just feels amazing. Like a constant arousal and sense of satisfaction that comes from me liking to make people happy, especially my person. But it's obviously deeper than that. I love the person I am when I'm with you. Remember when we had our first date and I said I want to see what that person looks like? I'm starting to see it and well, I love it. I feel happy, desired and satisfied, deeply satisfied," Maddy finished, looking at me intensely and sincerely.
I smiled at that, ignoring the potential responses to 'deeply satisfied' and took her hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze before letting it go and returning to attack the veg while keeping my eyes on her. Thus far, I couldn't connect the dots, so I let Maddy speak uninterrupted.
"My previous relationships have been boring. We were friendly but we weren't friends and there was definitely an attraction but not the obsession I have with you. There has never been this spark for me before, this deep attraction. At the same time, I feel sexually awakened. I feel secure with you, but I also feel wild. Like I'm alive when I'm in bed with you. You have no idea how boring my sex life was before I came here. Jess did a little to show me what things could be but with you, it's like, unbelievable."
I blushed and Maddy rolled her eyes. "What?!" I said, a little defensively, "put yourself in my body and hear yourself saying all of that!"
"See, that's the other thing," Maddy said, pointing at some invisible strand of matter between us, "you make me feel like this Goddess and you make me believe I am when I'm with you. But at the same time, I also don't want to be. More and more, I just want to submit to you and please you. To be this thing that gives you all the pleasure I can give you."
"So, you like the contrast?" I asked, starting to get it. Maddy nodded vigorously, clearly relieved she was making some sense.
I continued my thought, hoping it was right. "And over time your liking of that contrast has grown, which is why you have really focused on how you look as your interest in submitting to me has grown?"
Maddy smiled at me in a very proud way. "See, you get me. Yes, I want to look like a Goddess for you and occasionally I want to be treated like one, just so I know you haven't forgotten how good you have it-"
"Never!" I cut in.
"-but," Maddy continued, a small smile forming on her lips at my interruption, "mostly I want to be your slut and have you enjoy me. That contrast: the way people see me, but they don't know what I'm really like with you. It makes me feel so aroused and so satisfied when I'm pleasing you. More and more, I'm starting to notice people looking and I want them to. It's a thrill knowing I'm desirable, because only you can have me. You can make this Goddess that you've made me into, become a slut in an instant."
Mostly as an excuse to cool off from the heat in my face and groin, I went and topped up our drinks with juice as Maddy continued. I was nodding along and really starting to understand her drivers. It was reassuring to know where this was coming from, even as I had to quieten my own arousal and growing kinks while I listened.
"My desire to please you is almost overwhelming. I'm going to be really deep and self-aware here Adam so hang in there. We both know I fell for you harder, and I know you feel the same love for me, but I really am in love with you Adam." Maddy looked at me with intense vulnerability as she said it.
I walked back over at the right time as it allowed me to lean in and kiss her lips gently, both glasses still in my hand. "I feel the same amount of love, I can promise you," I said sincerely.
"Not that being in love means you have to want to give yourself to someone," she continued pointing at me, "but for me, it feels like I do. Submitting to someone is new but it feels so right for me. Is that making sense?"
I nodded. "That is making sense. So then if you're saying it feels right and it's still new, can we expect things to progress? I think I know the answer, but I'd like your thoughts," I probed.
Maddy nodded at my question and continued, on a roll. "I've always responded well to structure and routine, even from when I did ballet and dance, when I had a weekly schedule and set routines I needed to learn. Rules I needed to follow. I need it or else I'm disorganised and not my best self. I had no idea I could get that from a relationship. When we joked on the plane about you project managing my social life, it wasn't really a joke to me. I don't want or need you deciding who I see, but if I'm honest, I do want you deciding when or what I'm allowed to do, as part of a structure and schedule I follow. I want the formality and hierarchy of you being in charge and that being the natural dynamic. I don't just want it when we're horny."
Maddy looked over at me almost in a silent plea as she listed it out, hoping I understood her. I drained half my glass under her stare.
"Wow," I replied lamely.
"- I know that's a lot-" Maddy cut in.
It was a lot. It was both deeply exciting and somewhat daunting. I knew we'd immediately need clear boundaries and limits. This wouldn't be an overnight change, we'd need to test and learn. This was serious.
"Thank you for being so honest and open. That does make an awful lot of sense. I love the contrast too. I worship and adore you but at the same time I find it crazy arousing that you're keen to serve me. It's a lot to take in but I definitely feel more reassured now that I understand why you want this."
She smiled at me but waited, knowing my answer barely touched the surface. Her food was mostly untouched, and I knew she wanted to get my thoughts now, rather than giving me time to reflect on things, which I'd have preferred. It was too important to her now she'd bared her hopes to me, I could see that.
"I guess if I'm reflecting on what you just said," I started, voicing my thoughts as they were coming to me, "I realise we're almost coming at things backwards, if that's what we want our relationship to be. We started things as friends and roommates. You were already here when we got together. So, we didn't date and grow into this kind of dynamic before moving in and settling into it."
"Yeah!" Maddy replied, thinking it over. "Good point. I hadn't looked at it like that. If we'd been dating this might have come out before we moved in together rather than growing into it after our lives together had been established. We're trying to work away from a dynamic that we've already built."
We nodded at each other, both taking the realisation in. Maddy took a bite of her food and I did the same, while we collected our thoughts.
"Look," I continued seriously. "This is something I need to think about, you know what I'm like. But my initial reaction is that I like the sound of it, I understand why it could be good for you and I think it's something I could find really satisfying."
Maddy smiled, full of hope. Her face fell somewhat at my next words.
"But," I added, taking her hand in mine so she could understand my words were coming from a good place. "This conversation is something we should have had when you first suggested the dynamic you wanted. You can't coax this along. We need to set boundaries and limits and we need to test & learn with proper communication. I need to know you'll always be comfortable to tell me when you're uncomfortable."
"I will, I promise," Maddy whispered.
I nodded, hoping that was true. "I think we need to start slowly. No daily schedules just yet," I winked and Maddy grinned, tension somewhat broken. "You've got our little social calendar to follow, and we've already made some changes to what you do at home so I think we should keep it at that while we settle into it. I may suggest one or two tasks as we move along but for now, lets settle into this routine and see how it evolves things for us. That okay?"
Maddy looked at me with relief etched all over her face. "I love you so much, I cannot even begin to describe it, especially after this conversation."
I pulled Maddy up from her chair and over to mine. She sat on my lap, facing me and we kissed.
"I love you too Mads, more than I can describe - but what hope do I have, if the comms person can't describe it?" I teased.
We kissed again and I gently pushed Maddy back towards her chair with a polite 'eat' in her ear.
We settled on the sofa thereafter with the tv on in the background. Both of us were on our phones, sorting logistics for our various social plans and catching up with friends accordingly. Maddy was also messaging her friends in Australia who were keen to know how we were getting on now we were back home.
"Izzy's seriously into John, it's both cute and completely surprising," Maddy said, with her eyes still on her phone. "She's just text me this, have a look."
Maddy turned her phone towards me her finger pointing at the last message but I managed to read all the messages on screen before she turned her phone back to her, glad for my speed-reading skills.
Maddy: We're not in any rush its not even been a year yet. But he knows it's a yes whenever he asks.
Izzy: Well of course, you two are so dreamy!! You know I'm Chief Bridesmaid right?!
Maddy: Katie may not like that, but I'll let you fight it out! How's you and your lover boy?
Izzy: Uh Mads, I hate it. I'm completely smitten, and he knows it. Worse still, he keeps doing things that make me fall for him more. Fucking men!
I grinned as Maddy took the phone away and ventured an "aww cute!" with my mind firmly on the other part of the conversation which Maddy must have assumed I'd be too slow to read. Or else she was being very sly and letting me know where her head was at.
Social plans sorted shortly afterwards, I put my phone away and set about watching tv with more interest, while Maddy carried on with her phone. Eventually, my phone buzzed, and I saw a text from Maddy who was doing her thing of messaging me but pretending she wasn't. I took hold of my phone with interest.
Maddy: Just some further thoughts I've had since our conversation. I thought I'd text you it as we've had enough deep conversation for one night, but I do want you to know it and not just because I've been thinking about it for the last hour.
I love sucking your cock. As in, I love it. I love pleasing you, I love serving you like that. Knowing I'm doing a good job, knowing I'm the best at it. Being on my knees with your beautiful cock in my mouth, giving you pleasure, is heaven for me Adam. I'll do it whenever you want, however you want it. I'll do anything you want, because I know there's nothing you'll do to me that I won't want anyway. Just so you know x
I put the phone down with the conversation still open, my heart racing. I looked over at Maddy who was looking at me, biting her lip in a very naughty way. She knew by my reaction that she didn't need to pretend that message hadn't happened.
"So, while your brain catches up, I hope you're even more comfortable exploring all of that with me?" Maddy asked confidently.
"Absolutely! And you'll tell me if I'm at risk of pushing it too far?"
I pointed at her top and flicked my finger up with the message clear: take it off.
"Do you not know how feisty I am?!" Maddy asked seriously, pausing with her hands on the bottom of her top. Yes, yes I did know.
There was a wink and then she said, unmoving in challenge. "You already know what my hard limit is and you said you were happy with it. That's non negotiable," she said firmly. "I may be starting to like the idea of being looked at but its purely because it makes me feel more desirable for you."
"That's fine by me," I countered. "I know it's juvenile but the idea of you being with another man would make me extremely jealous anyway."
My honesty seemed to go down better with Maddy than I expected. I would even go as far as to suggest she quite liked it. Certainly, her follow up seemed intended to stoke my jealousy.
"I can imagine that would be tough," she breathed. "You've made me into such a well-trained slut for you, it wouldn't be fair for anyone else."
She pulled her top over her head, showing me her breasts and the nipple bars that sat across her pointed nipples. "Besides, one of my growing fantasies is having another woman learn to please you like I do and I'm there coaching her, training her to be your perfect slut, like I am."
She let it hang there as I let in a deep breath, my face was flushed and my cock growing in hardness. Maddy moved to her hands and knees on the sofa and crawled across the small distance between us. She started to kiss along my neck while on my lap and it led to me wrapping my arms around her waist and pulling her into me, as I started to kiss along her neck instead.
"I thought you were hesitant because you didn't like the idea of someone being able to please me more than you - which isn't possible by the way," I quickly added.
"I've started to look at it as me training her to please you. So, if she does a good job, it's because I know how to please you," she breathed, aroused by the fantasy and my touch. "I'm not quite there yet, but it's something I do think about, for the future" she voiced.
I pressed my lips to her ear. "I want you to go to the bedroom and put on some lingerie. I'm going to fuck you hard while we tell eachother exactly what we'd do in that situation."
Maddy gripped my arm and squeezed it. "Is that an order?"
I bit down on Maddy's neck by way of answer and she melted into me. "Fuck," she breathed.
"Don't make me tell you twice," I added.
"Yes Sir," Maddy responded excitedly, rising on suddenly shaky legs and walking towards the bedroom, with a final look round of lust as she left the room.
I took my time joining Maddy in the bedroom. Sure, it was partly to digest my food, but I also wanted to see how Maddy would react if I kept her waiting for a while.
When I finally made my way to our bedroom, I found Maddy laying spread on the bed, her long hair in a ponytail and showcasing a lacy black bra and thong set that she knew I loved. She'd also touched up the makeup she'd had on at work during the day. She looked flushed and restless but was trying to stay quiet. I had to hold in a grin. She was lightly rubbing herself over her underwear, her hips moving forcefully to her touch.
"Missed me?" I teased.
Maddy jumped and looked at me fiercely. I could tell it was for show as I could almost smell the arousal in the room. My instinct was right.
"That, was fucking evil," Maddy gasped. "You know what being ignored does to me. I'm desperate. I really, really need your cock inside me now, I'm soaking."
I decided to up the teasing there and then based on Maddy's reaction. "I'm not sure you need my cock, your fingers seem to be doing a good job," I said seriously.
Maddy pulled them away quickly and looked pleadingly at me. "I do, I really do."
"I also don't remember giving you permission to touch yourself," I said thoughtfully, putting on a bit of a show as I stepped over to her.
"Please," Maddy gasped, absolutely begging.
I was stunned by Maddy's desperation. It was exciting and arousing in equal measure. I took a moment to think on my next move while I looked her over. I couldn't see it through the dark material, but I knew from her reaction that she was going to be very wet.
"Keep your hands where they are," I ordered, running my hand over her firm stomach and into her underwear. Maddy didn't dare move.
I felt the extent of her wetness straight away and I let out a low whistle, which only seemed to inflame Maddy more. Whether it was a reaction in part, due to shame or humiliation, I couldn't be sure, but I suspected so. She closed her eyes and shivered. Slowly she pushed her midriff forward until she was slowly fucking herself against my hand.
"This is definitely up there as one of the neediest you've ever been," I said casually, applying some gentle pressure back to her pussy and making her moan.
"I can't help it, the more I submit to you, the hornier it makes me," Maddy defended herself breathlessly.
"How am I going to live up to these lofty expectations if you bring another woman into this bed?"
I had said it in jest, but I was very aware that Maddy had very singular tastes and even moreso, I found myself less and less sexually interested in anyone but Maddy. For now, I'd play the fantasy, but I wasn't sure how far I'd let Maddy take it.
"You don't realise how - uh," Maddy gasped as my finger entered her.
She tried again. "You don't realise how much attention you'd have. Izzy would have slept with me just to have you," Maddy's eyes were closed as I fingered her to a slow rhythm.
"Pretty sure she wanted you just as badly," I pointed out, running my hand along her flushed cheeks.
Maddy shook her head in my hand. "She wanted you. We, uh-fuck this is good, would have been all over you and not eachother. It's what evolved my fantasy of us with another woman," she admitted.
"I don't buy it, she just saw you had lowered your standards by dating me and thought she had a shot."
Maddy's laughter was music to my ears, I loved being able to be intimate but playful with her. I fingered her steadily, drawing out an orgasm for when I was ready to give her one.
I moved my hand along her chest and felt her nipples as I fingered her. Her eyes were open this time and she was thoroughly enjoying my hands. I cupped her breast, giving it a squeeze with just a bit of bite. Maddy gasped and held her tongue out, wanton.
She swallowed and then found her voice in a slower candour than normal as she tried to keep focused. "Some of the women in my team fancy you. They mentioned it before I took the room here. They said you were hot, and they'd have been interested in you if you weren't so hung up on your ex."
I leaned down and pressed my lips to Maddy's cheek. "None of them are you," I said firmly, wanting to set my expectations clearly. "If we decide to do anything with anyone else, we only do it if you get as much pleasure from whatever happens, no compromise."
"I love that you said that," Maddy moaned. "I do miss being with a woman sometimes," she admitted lustily.
I pulled my hands away without warning, leading to a groan from Maddy. Still, her arms hadn't moved. "Good girl," I said, running my fingers along her forearm so she knew why. I saw her shiver.
"Close your eyes," I ordered.
I undressed while Maddy laid there waiting for me. She knew what was coming. Or she thought she did.
I kissed her lips and pulled away. Maddy leaned forward wanting more but I wouldn't give it to her, so she leaned back down against the pillow and sighed. Before she could finish the sound, I slapped her pussy hard over her underwear. She gasped and her eyes shot open in surprise before she quickly shut them again.



"Oh God," she groaned.
"That was for not telling me about your fit colleagues fancying me when I was single."
Maddy smirked and I sensed a hidden truth there.
I slapped her pussy again and could feel the heat on my palm when I pulled away. I could see how much Maddy liked my treatment. She was quiet that time, but her breathing was shaky. I knew she was struggling to contain herself.
"That one was for being so fucking good in bed that the idea of fucking any of them isn't as appealing as it should be," I teased.
I saw Maddy grin at that. My praise always gave her a dopamine rush. The smile left her face quickly and was replaced with a gasp as I dragged her to the edge of the bed by her hair until her head was hanging off, her long hair cascading down towards the floor in her ponytail.
I pushed my cock to her mouth and she opened when she felt it against her lips, taking me in even as she hung upside down off the bed. I felt her tongue start to swirl around my cockhead as she got used to it. I was tall enough to lean over and peel her wet thong away such that my nose was in direct line to her wet lips. Maddy sucked my cock around her mouth hard when my tongue made contact with her lips.
I licked all over her pussy as she, in turn, took my cock deeper into her mouth, using her hands around my waist as leverage to thrust it into her throat. I pumped my cock forward a couple of times and felt her squeeze me in appreciation. I kept my cock in her throat for a few more seconds while I took my first taste of her clit and then pulled away from her pussy as well as out of her mouth, simultaneously.
Maddy gasped in air while my cock was still leaving her mouth, covered in spit, a strand sticking to her forehead and into her hair. "More," she gasped, her arms around me giving me no ambiguity over her desires as she pushed my body back towards her.
I repeated my action and started to lick her clit as I thrust forward in her mouth and into her throat. I held it there as I attacked her clit but Maddy had other ideas. She started to push her head towards me, effectively starting to fuck her own throat with my cock. I moaned into her clit as I felt her do that and knew I wasn't going to be able to split my focus in both directions.
I pulled out of her to less urgent gasps of breath - clearly, I hadn't pushed her as much as she could handle that time. It aroused me, thinking of how much Maddy could take.
"Where are you going?" Maddy asked, watching me walk to one of our drawers.
In response, I came back with a vibrator and saw her grin.
"For some reason," I started, "I can't seem to focus on licking your clit and fucking your throat at the same time so I'm guessing you'd rather I focused on fucking your pretty little face," I teased.
"You do know me so well," Maddy replied, having moved to her front and stopped any head-rush for a moment.
I kissed her passionately and then turned her back over once I was standing over her so that her head was again hanging off the bed as I turned the toy on. I handed her the toy to use.
"Adam?" Maddy whispered below me, "I want you to be really, really dominant. To the edge of what you think I can take."
I was taken aback enough to step back and look directly at Maddy who was sporting brilliantly blushing cheeks.
"The contrast," Maddy explained. "Treat me like a whore who's not worth your time," she was really blushing now, diving into the abyss of shame and the pleasure that she was starting to feel came with it.
"Damn, Maddy," I exclaimed, torn between arousal and nerves. My hard cock, aching and full, didn't let the conflict last long.
I weighed it up and accepted it. This definitely felt like we were about to open a new aspect of our relationship and that really excited me. There was a kinkiness to sharing this secret dynamic, that added to my arousal. Nobody that knew us would imagine we were like this.
"Okay, I want you to tap my thigh twice if you need me to slow down and three times if you need me to stop."
Maddy nodded in understanding. "Thank you," she whispered. It wasn't just the care but the lack of judgement too, that I took from her grateful tone.
I took a deep breath and got into it. "Take a deep breath whore and get ready to choke on my thick cock until I say otherwise," I said firmly. Maddy's body tensed after my words and she switched the vibrator on right over her clit, seemingly not keen to waste time with any build up.
Once I saw her take a deep breath, my cock followed it into her mouth, Maddy opening wide and inviting me straight into her throat. Her lips wrapped tight around my cock and I started to thrust roughly, deliberately, into her mouth. Her head, trapped against the edge of the bed, took my cock and my firm movements. I took hold of each of her breasts, her nipple bars pressed against my palms, and used her body as leverage to fuck into her throat.
It had only been 15 seconds or so but when I pulled out, Maddy was gasping for air, eyes watering and wild. My cock was covered in her saliva and I wiped it onto her face as an act of dominance. Maddy's groaned and the firmer pressing of the vibrator against her clit told me that she already loved the way I was treating her.
I slapped her breast firmly but not painfully so, allowing her glassy eyes to refocus on me. "Open wide, slut," I ordered. I was really getting into it, spurred on by how much Maddy was getting off to it herself.
I developed a rhythm and a pattern of fucking her throat and dominating her with physical acts either while I was in her throat or when I pulled out. During about the 5th time I was in her throat, I watched Maddy respond with her telltale orgasm signs below me. Her body tensed, her toes curled and her free hand squeezed the bed sheets.
When I pulled out of her throat, she was trying to gasp in air while still in the throes of orgasm. In the struggle, her eyes were wide and her face turned an even stronger shade of red until she crashed over the wave and gasped in air.
I watched her glistening pussy, soaked with her juices and was tempted to slap it again. But I knew Maddy needed a few more moments so for the first time, I turned up the verbal taunting.
"Look at you, slut," I started, "you only cum when my cock is in one of your holes, don't think I haven't noticed."
Maddy's expression was one of lust and if I was reading it right from my angle, reverence. She clearly loved where I was taking this.
"So you have me to thank for all your orgasms. I own them, don't I?" I teased.
"Yes," Maddy said without hesitation.
"Yes whom?" I demanded.
"Yes Master," Maddy replied, instantly.
I took a beat to see how I could make things better for her and decided on something that would only make things harder. I took the toy away, throwing it on the bed away from her.
"Now if you want to cum, use your hands like a proper whore," I said smugly.
Maddy didn't hesitate, shamelessly. As soon as my cock was back in her throat, her right hand was rubbing her clit as her left hand was using a finger to part her lips.
My cock felt so good in her throat I could no longer hold back the moans I had been trying to keep under control while I dominated her. It turned out, I really shouldn't have stayed quiet as Maddy only became more aroused, the more I moaned in pleasure. I should have known given all she had said about pleasing me, that hearing my vocal signs would have been pleasure to her too.
Whenever I pulled my cock out, it was soaked in thick saliva which dripped down onto my balls as well as into Maddy's hair. I had Maddy suck my balls just to give my aching cock a break. I had no idea how her throat was coping under my rough assault.
Maddy moved her mouth off my balls and held it open. I obliged, letting out a satisfied sigh when she enveloped my thick cock again.
"I love your whore tits," I praised. "I love your cunt," I added. "I love your throat."
I paused between each and punctuated them with a deep thrust into her throat, holding my cock in there for a few seconds at a time. I watched Maddy continue to finger herself, now using two fingers. My cock felt like it was in heaven but I knew I needed to be inside her soon. I couldn't resist for much longer.
I watched her unvarnished fingers disappear and had a brainwave on what she said earlier about wanting me to be directive. "I want you to start painting your nails all the time and I want to approve of any new colour, is that clear? I want you to make sure you're always shaved and smooth too. I expect nothing less than perfection if you want to be my whore. I mean it, every part of you needs to be flawless and feminine."
Maddy groaned around my cock in a way that told me she wanted that to be the case very much.
The reality was that I wasn't anywhere near as bothered as I made out. Maddy was perfection, whatever her level of body hair, but I knew she'd take pleasure from meeting my demands as well as the effort and energy to do it. I wasn't surprised to see her toes curl and to feel a moan around my cock when I finished speaking. I pulled out, leaving Maddy gasping for air but this time, there was a desire to respond rather than have my cock straight back in her throat, as she sat up and rested her head on the bed while she recovered. Her eyes were half-rolled up behind heavy eyelids, giving her an almost dazed look behind her spit-covered face as she sucked in air.
"Yes Sir," she eventually croaked out. "Whatever you want, I'll love doing it."
I knew from her voice that her throat was starting to hurt and that she was probably too clouded with arousal to recognise how bad it could get if we kept this throat fucking up.
I pulled Maddy up by her sticky hair and threw her further onto the bed front first, before she'd had a chance to register my doing it. She moaned at my manhandling of her. We both knew I was stronger than her and it was an area we hadn't explored enough, when I thought about it.
I kept her face down and got onto the bed behind her, straddling her. She knew where I wanted to be, and she spread her legs. But she was wrong, and I pushed her thighs firmly closed again.
"I'm going to fuck your cunt now and use it to cum. Don't you dare touch yourself, this isn't about you," I firmly told her, spanking her ass as I finished.
Maddy's moan was almost ludicrous. It was porn-star loud and shameless. I knew instantly that I was starting to understand her needs, perhaps better than she did in parts.
I was already hard as ever, covered in Maddy's drying saliva and aching to cum, but her moan opened a new gateway of desire, more primal in need.
I thrust into Maddy in one go as she laid there prone, making her cry out. My hands were rough on her hips, squeezing them as I rammed into her, and she squeezed down on the sheets. I drove her forward, thrust after thrust, giving her nowhere to go.
Her hole, always so tight and wet, was being driven open by my thrusts. The only sounds were the slapping of our bodies meeting, my grunts and Maddy's whimpers.
My hand wrapped around Maddy's hair and I held it. She was squeezing the bed sheets under her and they were coming loose as she pulled at them to handle my thrusts. Both of us would be sore in the morning.
Eventually, the force of my thrusts into Maddy was so hard that she slid forward partly off the bed and had to brace her hands against the floor, taking the full force of our combined weight and the pounding. This only seemed to stoke her further as her whimpers turned into more vocal begging.
"Oh yes, fucking use me!"
"You own my cunt, put your seed in it!"
"I fucking exist to please you."
When I felt my balls boil, I pulled hard on Maddy's hair and leaned towards her. She heard my growl, an inch from her ear, as I unloaded into her, as she struggled against our combined weight. When I finished cumming, I let go of her hair and we both fell forward. Saving Maddy's arms, I pulled her back onto the bed and ontop of me, her sweaty back on my chest. My cock was still inside her, threatening to go soft but not quite there yet.
"I adore you Maddy," I whispered, signalling a change in our coupling.
"I love you too Adam," she sighed breathlessly kissing my hand softly.
"How are you?" I asked with some concern when we broke apart.
She rolled off of me as she felt my cock finally soften and leave her gaping hole. My cum pooled on my groin before her hand could cover it but I shrugged - we'd clean up after.
"That was literally the most satisfying, intense sex of my life," Maddy gushed croakily, covered in dried saliva, sweat and tears.
I heartily agreed. Wherever this was going, it was good.
We recovered for a bit before we went to the bathroom and shared a shower. As I always did after a rough or dominant session, I washed Maddy clean, gently and delicately and then towel dried her afterwards. It felt particularly important to do so this time. She was my Goddess and I never wanted that to be in doubt in her mind, especially as her submission to me was deepening.
I woke up the next morning slightly later than Maddy, who had managed to sneak out without waking me, the little ninja that she was.
After using the bathroom, I found her in the living room doing her morning yoga, where I suspected she would be. Yoga or exercise mornings had evolved to become her time to herself, and I let her be, creeping around her so as to not distract her.
I had my coffee and pastry at the dining table to keep out of her way, scrolling through social media and confirming evening plans with the guys. Maddy walked in while I was watching a viral video of a dog following a toy car around.
"The shit you watch," Maddy grinned.
She walked by, heading for the kettle but became trapped by the arm I put around her, pulling her towards me. She squealed and then giggled as I kissed her stomach over her vest top and then spun her around and kissed her ass cheeks over her yoga pants.
"Okay you can go now," I teased, giving her bum a light pat.
Maddy was blushing brilliantly as she busied making herself a coffee. Before I knew it, she was moving past me again and this time, I couldn't grab her with the hot liquid in her hand.
"Where do you think you're going Young Lady?" I said in my best attempt at a pompous voice.
"Going to get ready Mr Brown," came her innocent reply.
"You've not eaten, have you?" I asked, dropping the act.
Maddy shook her head and kept walking through the living room, "I'll grab something on the way to work," she said as her footsteps faded.
I rolled my eyes as I knew she'd likely forget and skip breakfast entirely, so I went about making her toast with peanut butter. We almost ran into eachother in the hall, my quick reactions keeping the toast off the floor.
"Made you breakfast," I pointed out the obvious, but it earned me a grateful kiss on the lips. I followed Maddy back to our room.
"I was just coming to find you and ask you what nail varnish you want me to wear so I can decide what I'm wearing."
I'd long since had it explained to me the importance of outfit choice in relation to nail varnish & makeup, so I didn't question it. Instead, I flicked through Maddy's collection and picked out a deep purple one.
"Dark and sultry it is," Maddy responded between bites of toast.
She finished her toast and then started to look through her wardrobe and then walked into the other bedroom to her other wardrobe while I got myself dressed, picking a shirt from my considerably smaller hanging space.
Maddy returned with a navy top and black trousers. It would look good, but I wanted to push her.
"Uh uh," I said, "tighter and sexier please."
Maddy looked at me intensely and a smile formed. Wordlessly she turned back to the other room, and I said to her retreating back, "Navy looks good," my thoughts on a specific dress.
She returned a few minutes later with the hoped-for navy dress on the hook and a twinkle in her eye. "Will this do?"
"Do what?" I asked curiously, now dressed and ready to go minus my shoes.
"You know?" Maddy continued blushing.
"Say it," I said, knowing she wanted to.
She looked me in the eye, and I could swear she looked weak on her feet. "Please you," she whispered out hotly.
I walked over to her, and she held her ground but looked at me with lust. I knew I only needed to point, and she'd be on her knees for me, the switch to her submissive side was now that natural.
"It does, you always do, you're such a good girl," I lowered my voice as I spoke until it was almost a whisper when I finished. Maddy's skin had goosebumps. I ran my hand along her arm and marvelled at the affect I had on her.
"Adam," Maddy breathed.
I read the use of my name as her reminding me that we had to leave for work soon. I moved my hand away and she instinctively moved her body back towards it. I clasped her hand and kissed it.
"Get ready, gorgeous. I hope that nail varnish is quick-dry," I quipped, partly to break the spell. I walked off and turned back, a thought occurring to me. "You'll be glad to know that I think we need to go shopping soon. If I'm going to take a more active role in what you wear, I want to input into what you have."
Maddy looked at me with something again approaching reverence. She said nothing, just walked of with a huge smile and I was left in our bedroom chuckling at how amazing my girlfriend was.
Some 30 minutes later we were ready to go. Maddy had gone with long boots to accompany her navy dress which was tight to her body. My hand had ventured to her ass and squeezed it before the door opened.
As we walked, we held hands as we so often did. I kept looking over at Maddy, she looked so good.
"I'm jealous of your work friends getting to hang out with you this evening when you look that good," I teased. We were both having separate social nights out tonight.
"Whose fault is that?" Maddy replied instantly, a grin on her face.
After crossing at the lights and creating some distance from other people walking towards the station she continued, "That interaction felt seriously, seriously good this morning," she looked around and added, "Sir."
I gave her hand a squeeze in appreciation and then kissed it. "I loved it too," I agreed. "You look so fucking good," I added, looking over at her shamelessly.
Maddy squeezed my hand back. "We are so bad," she laughed. "Can you imagine if anyone at work knew how came about wearing this dress?"
I laughed. "There I was thinking you were imagining one of them in your little threesome fantasy," I whispered.
"What made you think that?!" Maddy replied a little louder in shock.
I rolled my eyes. "I dunno, maybe you telling me about some of them liking me? I assumed there was a reason for that."
Maddy held her reply as the we passed the ticket barrier and then said, "No, I was just making the point. It's not like any of us talk about stuff like that at work! Only Jane knows what we're like and that's only because we get drunk and I can't stop myself."
I chuckled and shrugged. She answered the question I'd had, and we were about to be squashed onto the train, so I dropped the topic though Maddy kept smirking at me as we stood close together on the carriage. We shared a final quick kiss before the train pulled into the station for work and then we got off without holding hands and walked to the office as roommates.
***
Maddy & I wasted little time on arriving back in the UK setting up estate agent calls. I'd also taken the leap and reached out to recruiters, looking for a new job. It meant that both our phones were ringing frequently, even during work hours. We were also starting to squeeze in house viewings and as they were in popular areas, we often couldn't wait until the weekend if we wanted to get ahead of the competition. So, between working from home days and often clashing meetings between Maddy and I, trying to buy a house was stretching my project management expertise to the limit. Maddy however, was in her element.



We had our next house viewing on Valentine's Day as luck would have it. By that point, I'd lost track of what houses we were due to see. Maddy had it all saved and bookmarked with an excel spreadsheet keeping track of likes and dislikes. Our car had never been in more frequent use as I drove us around different commuter towns - Maddy didn't like driving if she could avoid it.
Maddy woke on the morning of Valentine's Day with my mouth over her pussy. I pushed her back down when she went to protest with a very loud and firm, "Absolutely not, this is your day."
I went back to my oral movements, running my tongue along her lips. Maddy laid back and started to moan almost immediately. I loved her taste, her big lips... I could never get enough when I was down on her and often got carried away, licking and tasting her mercilessly until she had to push me away begging for a break. That morning was one such time. She hadn't even cum yet but her constantly aroused state meant that she was more sensitive than ever.
I slowed down but didn't relent, slowly teasing her and building her up until her need to orgasm would outweigh her sensitive pussy. It took me some time to get her there, the whole time she moaned and gasped, letting out the occasional incoherent word. When I sensed she was close, I pushed a finger inside her, knowing that being penetrated always made her orgasms stronger. Maddy gripped a pillow and put it over her face to keep her quiet as I brought her to orgasm. She exploded into my mouth as I sucked in every drop, loving how good she tasted.
"You have soaked the bed," I announced smugly.
Maddy pulled the pillow off her face slowly and looked over at me with dreamy eyes. "How do you do that to me?"
I didn't respond and instead started to kiss my way down her smooth legs, ending at her feet where I kissed each of them. "I look forward to having a house with thick walls so you can be as loud as you want." We shared a smile at that as I rose out of bed and went to the spare bedroom to get Maddy her presents.
A few minutes later and she was silently crying as I gave her the decorated little box of earrings. "Fuck sake, what is wrong with me?" Maddy laughed, wiping away her tears.
I kissed her neck and whispered, "I love you too," in her ear. "Perfect to wear to the theatre this weekend too," I added, pulling out the tickets and receiving a delighted squeeze in response, that almost made me drop the box with the earrings in.
The delicate silver earrings were designed with two little interconnecting hearts at the end of the thin chain. I'd seen it on the internet search history of the shared laptop we used and knew they were perfect for her. Not least because it went well with the bracelet that I bought her early in our relationship. Whether she left a deliberate trail or not, I never asked. I suspected so, she was good like that and knew my flaws when it came to gifts, even if they were well intentioned.
Maddy was taking me out to dinner the following night which was a Friday. It was her gift to me, always keen to remind me that we were equals in the relationship except in our specific, secret way. I knew I had to walk a very fine line with Maddy - never making her feel inferior, even if the nature of our dynamic could quite easily fall into that if I was not careful.
We made ourselves a coffee and breakfast as we started work early so that we could make time to view the house. Both my boss and Maddy's boss knew we were together now, and my boss knew I was looking to leave, which made it easier for him to turn a blind eye to Maddy & I buying a house together and me needing to take breaks during the day. Most of Maddy's team knew we were together and their gentle teasing on calls were frequent. Whether it be teasing her about us having sex between meetings or getting up to no good in other ways. Little did they know how accurate they were.
After taking an early lunch break, we were driving down a short stretch of motorway to see a house a few towns over with a quicker, more frequent train line into the city. I'd put on jeans and a smart-casual work shirt. Maddy had changed into what I'd dubbed her 'house-hunting look' of practical trainers, jeans and a t-shirt, perfect for her to look through every part of every house we visited with a notepad and pen. She definitely had her dad's genes when it came to building structure and value for money. She'd even been sending him links to houses we were looking to view, asking his advice. It was extremely helpful as I was clearly inexperienced when it came to this stuff.
We gave the 3-bed terraced house a good tour, including of the front and back garden, Maddy shamelessly looking into the glass window of the shed too. I knew from her look that she wasn't a fan almost to the second we walked in, but she thought every house had things to learn so she went looking around as though we were ready to put an offer in that day. The estate agent followed her around chipping in with selling points as Maddy took it all in appreciatively. You are so manipulative I thought to myself, chuckling in the other room.
Of course, all of this wasn't to say that I hadn't given my input and didn't have a view on the type of house to buy. I certainly did and it was my wants that we started from. I wanted a big kitchen as I liked us being together when we (or she) cooked, even if we sacrificed some lounge space accordingly - given there was only two of us, that seemed fine. I also wanted an en suite if possible as I knew Maddy preferred a bath and I liked a shower so we could have our own bathrooms (fussy, I know) and lastly, I wanted dedicated office space. "So picky," Maddy had sighed dramatically.
We drove home and after a quick debrief where we agreed it wasn't for us, got stuck into work. Maddy spread her work across the dining table as I worked from the bedroom. I stayed there until Maddy messaged me letting me know she'd made us both some lunch and it was sitting on the dining table.
Adam: Is that a euphemism?
Maddy: No, it's not but come to think of it, I haven't had my man's cock in any of my holes today and I am feeling quite needy...
Adam: Won't be long and I'll be in for my sandwich...
I smirked and opened her calendar, waiting 10 minutes until I left my desk, walking in with purpose to my sandwich and glancing only briefly at Maddy's screen. She had a Word doc open, but I could already tell she had stopped work and was waiting to see what I'd do. I picked up my sandwich and took a bite, still ignoring her and finished half without a word. I was hungry, to be fair. I also knew that when she was already as horny as I knew she was, Maddy really got off to being ignored. It spoke to the part of her that wanted to be irresistible to me and ignoring her was my way of teasing her back.
I was willing to bet she was sitting there with all sorts of thoughts running through her mind, one of which was how long she could hold out before she begged for it. I eventually looked over at her and saw her look away from me and back at the screen quickly. I undid my belt and my flies, Maddy now looking at my groin with undisguised lust.
"Bend over the table and spread your cheeks," I said commandingly. Maddy got up from her seat with an excited grin and came over at pace, pulling her t-shirt up as she did so. "No, keep that on, it's your wet cunt I want," a plan already formed in my mind.
I pulled Maddy's jeans down roughly to her ankles and she kicked them off, leaving just her black socks and matching knickers. I pulled her knickers off too and chucked them deliberately over to her seat. I didn't waste any time with foreplay, I didn't need to as I could see how wet and ready Maddy was, especially as she shamelessly spread both her cheeks, giving me a clear view of her rosebud too. She moaned loudly as she felt me rub my cock along her lips, moistening it with her natural lube and slowly entering her.
As I worked my way in, Maddy said quietly, "How do you always stretch me out even when we've fucked the night before?"
I didn't reply and instead started picking up the pace, knowing it would make Maddy sore, but she wouldn't care one bit. I could hear her cries of lust as I glanced at the time and simply focused on using her hard and fast so I could cum quickly.
Maddy moaned loud as I took her, "Fucking use me," she gasped out, voice clouded in lust. "Fucking use-"
Her voice cut off as she heard the Teams noise from her laptop. We were on the other side of the screen so were quite safe but Maddy was going to be late for her meeting. "You bastard!" she gasped, not in anger but in appreciation, as she saw my plan fall into place.
"Do you want me to stop?" I asked, not slowing down.
"No fucking way," Maddy gasped out in her breathless voice.
I picked up the teasing talk, knowing the situation was already getting to her. "So, you want to keep getting fucked instead of going to your meeting? Are you that desperate for my cock?" Maddy's hand was on her nipple, tugging at her piercing while she used the other to brace against the dining table, which was holding firm under my thrusts and her weight. She didn't respond, just continued to moan.
"I'm going to send you back to that meeting leaking my cum when I'm done with you. You're lucky I don't want you to get fired or I'd have you take your top off and make you use it to mop my cum from your cunt before you put it back on."
"Holy fuck!" Maddy said with lust.
"You would, wouldn't you? You'd sit there looking like a freshly fucked slut covered in my cum," I questioned, as I thrust harder into her and squeezed her ass cheeks as I said it, not giving her a chance to respond.
Her frustration built until I slowed down and she practically shouted out, "FUCK YES! I'd do whatever you want Adam!"
I could tell Maddy was well over the edge with lust, living in the fantasy. While she was distracted, I slid my cock out to the edge of her cunt and took my phone from my pocket. Maddy's head snapped around when she heard the noise of my camera taking a picture as I'd kept it deliberately on loud. She gasped as she saw me do it and then I snapped another one from above, my cock inside her soaking pussy and her face clearly visible. I put the phone down next to her and hit record on the voice note app.
"I'm going to record you being fucked like a whore instead of being in your meeting like the professional Marketeer they think you are. Then I'm going to make you listen to it later when I'm spanking you for being such a needy slut."
Maddy moved her hand instinctively to her clit as she heard my words and began rubbing it, unable now to resist. I knew I didn't have long as she was already going to be late for her meeting, so I took hold of her hips and used them as leverage to fuck Maddy hard and fast, until I was done. In the meantime, I continued to dirty talk her and perhaps because she was turned on by being recorded, she responded in kind when she might otherwise have stayed silent and enjoyed it.
"Look at you rubbing yourself while I fuck your cunt. Do you know how desperate you look for my cock?"
"So desperate that I don't ca-care. I'll do anything for it!"
"Tell me what you'd do if I showed them these pictures of you?"
"Ah fuck, baby, fuck!" She gasped, feeling her hole being stretched out and enjoyed. I could sense she was close and normally went quiet when she was, but she kept going this time. "I'd tell everyone how addicted I am to it."
"What else?" I pressed, knowing I was close.
"I'd suck you infront of everyone and let them see what I whore I am," Maddy gasped out, "what a whore you've made me into."
That did it I thought, as my balls boiled and I came hard inside Maddy, holding her body down as I did so. I heard her moan as she felt me empty into her and then she forced an orgasm from herself before I went soft.
I pulled her up by her hair firmly and kissed her. "You are beautiful," I said to her. Maddy smiled, dazed and let me push her onto her chair with her underwear underneath her. "Not a stain on that chair or I'll make you lick it up."
Maddy nodded, lust reigniting in her eyes at the threat of the degrading task. "Jesus what have you done to me?" She didn't look upset as she stated it, it was more in amazement than anything else.
I took another picture of her, sitting on the chair looking freshly fucked and then put my phone away. "Clean yourself up and join your call."
I watched her straighten out her hair as best she could as I finished the other half of my sandwich calmly. She plastered on a smile, mouthed a quick "I love you" and joined the call, apologising for being late. I watched her from my position, bottomless with her freshly fucked pussy leaking cum. I could see my staring at her was distracting her but it didn't stop her from spreading her legs a touch wider so I could see my cum pooling into her underwear. I left the room shortly after, avoiding the camera angle.
About 30 minutes later, I heard the bathroom taps running as she went about cleaning herself up after the meeting. I again checked her calendar and saw she was due in another meeting shortly. I sent her one of the pictures I had taken of her sitting at the table in her call. I heard her gasp soon after she walked into the living room.
Maddy: I look like such a well fucked whore. Thank you for never judging me. I can't describe how good it feels to let myself go like I do with you xx
Adam: It feels just as good for me, knowing I have a filthy whore willing to degrade herself for our pleasure...
I sent another picture, this time of my cock inside her as I was fucking her from behind. Her face showed her pleasure.
Maddy: I look so slutty; I had no idea...
Adam: Now you see why degrading you comes so naturally
I quickly followed up with a wink emoji so she knew I was teasing.
She didn't get a chance to reply as I heard her join a call just as I sent my message. It wasn't until a full hour later that I got a reply.
Maddy: I'm starting to really get off on being pushed like this. I hope you know you have an open invitation to keep pushing it?
Maddy followed her message with an innocent-faced emoji and I felt my cock harden almost instantly to her message.
Adam: Are you kidding? Of course! If we make sure we communicate properly (even if it's via text from the other room...), I think things are going to get even more exciting.
I put my phone down and got on with work, grateful I had no meetings for her to tease me back with. A few minutes later she messaged again.
Maddy: I don't just mean pushing it sexually...
I put the phone down before I dropped it. Maddy was going to be the death of me.... and I was okay with that.
We didn't discuss Maddy's wish to explore things that evening. I was weighing up how best to approach the conversation and I knew Maddy was waiting for me to lead it. I gave her the spanking I promised instead after first turning us both on with the earlier recording of us fucking. Maddy loved being spanked and punished, even though she never actually did anything to earn it. But once the spanking started, she could really handle it. Her bum, no matter how much she worked out, maintained a layer of fat that I felt made it the best ass I'd ever seen... and gave her a perfect cushion to absorb some of the blows.
"Happy Valentines Day, pretty lady," I whispered afterward as she cuddled into me on the sofa. She sighed contently and kissed my chest.
Maddy fell asleep in my arms a short while later, completely satisfied. I was too. We didn't always need sex to satisfy eachother and the punishment play was a different way that we shared our bond and met eachother's needs.
***
We awoke the next day completely unprepared for how busy the day ahead would turn out to be. Maddy was waiting on her nails to dry as I brought her over a smoothie.
"We're going to be late," I pointed out casually, though not in any rush for work either as I finished buttoning up my shirt.
Maddy was now blowing on her yellow painted nails to speed up the process. Her jumper was on the back of the chair, Maddy was unwilling to put it on until her nails dried. I eyed up her topless body hungrily - breasts hidden by a well-layered bra that hid her piercings and supported her perky mounds comfortably. I looked away before I got too carried away. Just a hint of her toned stomach being on show was often enough to turn me on.
There were two reasons why our day became so busy and eventful. Both of them were calls that we separately received before 11am. I had just got off the phone from my call and was walking back to my desk, when I saw Maddy walking over in her tight jumper and jeans, a big smile on her face. We didn't bother to make up excuses to be alone anymore. Maddy nodded towards the empty meeting room I had just left, and I followed her in.
"So, I have news," she started with a smile.
"So do I but you go first," I replied, excited before I knew what it was.
Maddy looked at me as if to say obviously. "I've just got off the phone to one of the property agents and they're offering to give us the first viewing of a new house that's gone on the market. He sent through the pictures before they're even online, look at this!"
Maddy handed me her phone and before I could take in the pictures, I had to take a moment of appreciation for how charming Maddy was. Every estate agent we had spoken to seemed to love her and go out of their way to help her. I shook my head and smiled at her with an obviously expression back. Looking at the pictures, I was immediately impressed. It had a recently renovated kitchen, two big bedrooms and an office, front and back garden and the potential to extend into the loft. It was also in an area that was near the top of our wish list.
"This looks fantastic!" I said excitedly. "When can we go and see it?"
Maddy's face fell a little. "Viewings don't start until Monday which is why I got them to agree we'd look first. Baby I love it, please let this be the one."
I could hear the desperation in her voice and brought her in for a comforting hug. "And have you had a chance to look at what's local?" I asked, trying not to be too leading with my question, despite one of us always asking it when the other had found a new house on the market.
"There's a really good school nearby." I heard the hope in Maddy's voice as she spoke into my shoulder and started to hope this was the one too.
She left a minute later and then about 15 minutes after that, an instant message came up on my screen.
Maddy Kent: Am I imagining it, or did you have something to tell me too?
Adam Brown: You weren't imagining it. Need to tell you at lunch. Can't do it on my floor.
Maddy Kent: Come to mine then!
I sighed and stood up, making my way to Maddy. I knew she wouldn't last until lunch with her impatience and in hindsight, I was better off not telling her on my floor anyway. I made my way to hers and said hello to some of her colleagues that were in as I passed them. It was weird looking at them now I knew some of them found me attractive. I had to focus on not trying to guess who as I made my way over to the stunning girl at the back.
Maddy had a mischievous grin on her face as she watched me say hello to her colleagues and when I got to her, she pointed me towards the same meeting room on her floor and closed the door behind me.
"So?" She asked impatiently but excitedly. She knew me as well as I knew her, afterall.
"So, I might have just got headhunted to apply for the job I saw last week and have been weighing up applying for anyway."



Maddy had to cover her mouth and stop herself from screeching. I'd been talking about the job frequently since I first saw it. Maddy was already helping me write out a good covering letter to go with my CV.
"Okay, we're finishing your cover application this evening instead of our belated Valentine's dinner, that's our priority. I can take you to dinner next week, we don't want to cram it into an already busy weekend and it's better to look keen," she grinned excitedly.
I put up a protest but when I knew she wasn't shifting, I begrudgingly thanked her with a quick kiss, and we left the meeting room soon after.
To our surprise, I'd sent off my cover letter to the recruiter that evening. It was quicker to write than I thought which Maddy attributed to me being so right for the job. I attributed it to having Maddy as my girlfriend. But, as it was Friday night, I'd hear nothing until the following week. Both Maddy and I made a joke (that wasn't really a joke) wondering how we'd enjoy the theatre the next day with both things hanging over us.
We spent the Saturday taking it easier than we expected, with more free time than we'd planned. I went for a run, Maddy did a workout class online at home and we both went grocery shopping afterwards. We stopped off for a coffee, just to hang out.
"You know, the first time I actually felt something for you was when we had coffee together here, do you remember?" Maddy asked, sipping her caramel latte.
I looked at her in surprise at this new information. "I remember us coming for coffee here a couple of times before we got together but I don't remember doing anything in particular," I admitted.
Maddy looked around and pointed towards the other corner. "We were somewhere over there." I remembered sitting there.
"So, what happened to make you feel something?" I asked, taking a sip of my vanilla latte and breaking my shortbread in half, offering some to Maddy.
"It sounds kind of crap when I say it now, but you just took charge of the ordering but did it in a way that wasn't at all belittling or dick-ish. I thought, 'here's a man who knows how to treat a woman', he'd make a good partner to someone and then we sat down over there, and I realised how attractive you were. Which creeped me the fuck out, truth be told."
We both burst out laughing and had to quieten ourselves down as we were getting looks. I wasn't sure who was blushing more at the end of Maddy's recollection, her or I.
"I'm glad I did something right then! But it wasn't deliberate. I was desperately trying not to crush hard on you at that point," I finished with an awkward sigh.
"I fell for you hard and fast, didn't I?" Maddy reflected. I nodded, there was no point disagreeing. "In a way I'm still falling," Maddy said, taking my hand. I smiled at that. "Thank you for letting me do so without judging me. I'm finding myself and my happiness because of you," she added earnestly.
"I'll never judge you," I said, taking a sip of coffee and almost spitting it back out. "Except for your choice of syrups!"
We carried on drinking our coffees as we watched the Saturday afternoon crowd. New Mums bringing babies out for a break, a couple of people on their own with just their laptops for company. It was peaceful.
***
We got ready for the theatre later that afternoon. Maddy, with my encouragement, opted to go with stockings under her dress, secured with suspenders and a garter belt. "God, I feel so sexy," Maddy said, looking herself in the mirror. She hadn't put the dress on yet but had put her stockings on and then her high-heeled black shoes to see how it'd look. The result was stunning as her tanned legs pushed up her toned and still bruised ass.
"Tell that to the man who loves your legs, feet and ass, I'm dying over here!" I said, trying to calm my lust-filled look. "We should have you in those more often, I'm literally fantasising about fucking you in them with your heels on."
"When we get home?" Maddy suggested with a wink. I nodded like a kid being told he could open a present on Christmas Eve.
"No underwear tonight Maddy," I said firmly, looking at her big, wet lips and thinking about how best to tease her.
Maddy was wearing the same long coat she wore on our first date and a tight grey dress that stopped mid thigh to complete her look. We walked to the station hand in hand as we kept eachother warm against the cold night air. "Not having underwear on sure makes me cold," Maddy observed conversationally. "Not sure I can risk bending down either," she laughed.
"I promise to warm you up," I teased. When she raised an eyebrow at my lameness, I added, "I can't stop myself, you look too good and I'm going to have trouble concentrating on anything else."
"Great, I'm going to stain my new dress, leaking like a slut," Maddy quipped back.
"There's always the dry cleaners."
"I bet they'd realise what it is," Maddy said, thinking it over.
"Oh, they will," I confirmed, "which is why you'd be going to pick it up," I said with a smirk. It clearly got to Maddy as she gave my hand a squeeze as we walked into the station.
Maddy had subtle looks from passengers and more open ones when we got into the theatre. She looked incredible and as much as I found it a surprise that people were staring at my girlfriend that openly, I at least understood that you didn't see a tall, fit, tanned blonde bombshell in stockings and a tight dress everyday, so it probably led to stares from those who normally wouldn't.
I pulled Maddy close to me when we were in the queue for snacks, safe to talk with the loud noise in the background. "How wet are you that everyone's watching my sexy, slutty woman?"
Maddy looked me in the eyes, our height about the same. "I hadn't been taking much notice," she replied honestly. "But if they have, that definitely turns me on more than it used to."
"Why's that?" I asked with a grin.
Maddy returned it, being playful as we edged our way up the queue. "Looking hot for you," she said simply.
I changed the subject to the show we were seeing - a musical number that Maddy had wanted to see for a while, until Maddy's distracted glances made me bring the conversation back around.
"So, you're noticing the stares?" I lowered my voice as we were one away from the front.
Maddy looked back and bit her lip. "Yes," she whispered, holding off a blush. I raised my eyebrows and waited for her to work it out. "Sir," she corrected quietly.
"Good girl," I said, turning to the counter.
I smiled at pretty young woman behind the counter and ordered us a glass of wine each and some snacks. I noticed she kept sneaking glances at Maddy, her freckled face blushing as she did so. She had her hair in a bun and wore a uniformed white shirt that showed off a sizeable chest. I looked around in time to see Maddy having a subtle glance as she pulled her hair behind her ear. I grinned; I'd just found her tell.
I paid and took the snacks on the glass counter, leaving Maddy to take the wine glasses from the woman's hands. We made our way through the crowd, Maddy seeming to part people with ease until we made it to the other side of the foyer and waited for the seats to be called.
"So," I started, trying to play it serious, "you liked her."
Maddy gave me a look as if to say, 'what are you on about?' but I wasn't buying it.
"You did, don't lie!" I said, when she didn't answer.
"I did not!" Maddy whined, in an almost childlike way that made me laugh.
"Wow, you really did, I'm surprised," I admitted.
The admission had Maddy intrigued enough that she forgot to continue her feeble attempts at denial.
"Why?" She asked. "Because she's quiet and innocent?"
I grinned teasingly. "That's exactly it, actually."
Maddy took a second, working out how to tease me back. I could tell she wanted to win this one after being caught out. It was rare I managed to catch her in the act of checking any woman out. If she ever commented on a woman's attractiveness, it was long after she saw her. She took a sip of wine and then leaned in towards me.
"Have you not considered that maybe a quiet, innocent girl plays into my threesome fantasy?" She breathed.
That was a strong volley on her part but I couldn't leave it unreturned. "Ah," I whispered back, her face still close to mine, "so your fantasy is to corrupt an innocent woman and make her my slut for the night?" I couldn't deny that saying it out loud was making my cock hard. Maddy didn't respond, just bit her lip and looked at me for approval. "Haven't I already got one of those?" I teased, my hand moving to her hip where I gently held it.
"We both know I'm beyond just a slut for you now," Maddy responded, kissing me seductively on the lips. She won the game, no contest.
I pulled away, letting her know I was defeated. She seemed almost disappointed, and I smirked. I said in a voice above a whisper, "I'm too hard now to carry this on."
Maddy's eyes never left mine, not even to look around and see if anyone heard me. "And I'm wet," she replied in challenge.
I bit my lip and pulled her back to me, so we were inches apart. The area was packed so perhaps it could be justified that we were that close, but I didn't care either way. We were both breathing heavy, smelling the sweet wine on eachother's breath. I placed my hand brazenly on Maddy's ass in our little space in the corner and squeezed it before keeping it there. I knew it aroused Maddy further every second my hand stayed there as I could see her cheeks rising in colour. I leaned in and kissed Maddy gently on the lips, pulling away slightly so she'd have to follow me to keep the kiss going, showing me how horny she was becoming.
Before we could get much further, the audience were invited to take their seats. Maddy and I spent a further second lost in eachother's eyes, silently communicating lust-filled needs and then we were taken with the crowd to our seats near the stage. Maddy took my hand and led us to our seats. She definitely noticed the stares as she went on ahead. As we walked back along the bar, she tightly squeezed my hand.
We got on the train at close to midnight, having had a fantastic evening, finished off with a late-night burger. The train was close to empty when we sat down, and I remarked how strange it was to be able to get a seat on this journey.
"Things are going to be so much better when we move into a new house," Maddy promised. "In every way."
"I dunno, I think they're pretty good now," I reminded her, taking her hand in mine as I did so. Maddy rested her head on my shoulder, lost in thought.
"Maybe we should throw a leaving party once we have a house sorted?" I suggested a few minutes later when the thought came to me suddenly. Maddy looked at me quizzically, so I elaborated. "We know we're leaving eventually, right? Who cares if the neighbours complain? We can invite our friends over, most of them haven't even seen the place before, and have some fun!"
Maddy didn't even hesitate, especially when it came to hosting a party. We spent the rest of the journey home planning it out in a couple of months, when we could give enough notice to our guestlist and sort everything out.
On the walk home, we both struggled to contain our yawning. By the time we got in and took our coats off we were ready for bed. "Shame we're getting so old," I joked, "I was definitely excited by the idea of fucking you in those stockings and heels."
Maddy hung her coat up and walked over, hips swaying slightly as her heels met the carpet. "Well," she started, kissing me briefly on the lips, "how about I put them back on whenever we next have the evening to ourselves and do... anything... you... want." Each word was broken up with a kiss that left me very aroused and excited.
"I... am... very... lucky," I said back to her, mirroring her kisses. We both laughed and I stated the obvious, "I don't do that as well."
***
The following day, we woke to the sound of our alarm at almost the same time as if it was a working day, not a Sunday. Such was the length of drive to my Mum's and the likelihood of traffic that we were out of the door long before we'd leave for work.
Maddy, aware of her own nerves at seeing my Mum again, had picked out what she was going to wear days before, which sped up our exit that morning. "We're not going to Church, Mads," I'd said when she held up a long floral dress she barely wore and suggested pairing it with black ankle boots.
Maddy tutted in response. "I want your Mum to know I'm serious. That I'm 100% in this and always will be. Casual doesn't say that," she said, emphasising the point.
I smiled at her comment because even though it was made in passing, it came with a pretty obvious hint that she thought I would be discussing a proposal with my Mum that day. Little got passed her.
We split the drive over and the passenger took control of the music accordingly. Maddy had hooked up her phone and after the midway point, turned on a Spice Girls track.
"You have got to be kidding me?" I said in alarm, as Maddy lip-synced her way through 'Wannabe'. "All those times you wondered how you were in love with me and my dad jokes... and you were hiding this?!"
Maddy outright ignored me until the song was over and then granted me a scowl. "The Spice Girls are the reason I'm fit and flexible, all those years dancing to them. So, you should be singing along too."
I glanced over towards the road signs and saw the sign for the services many miles away, including a coffee house. "You've got until we get to that coffee house and swap drivers, to get the Spice Girls out of your system or else I'll be belting out the classic rock when I take over the radio."
Maddy looked over, seeing where we were.
"Could we maybe not stop at that particular coffee shop?" Maddy asked awkwardly. "Bad memories."
I checked the SatNav and saw we were approaching the coffee shop where we'd had that particularly heartbreaking conversation about Maddy's fertility.
"No problem," I said, tone letting her know I'd caught on but determined not to let the mood drop, "you've got until the end of this album but if you make it too unbearable for me, I swear to God I'll get Classic Radio up and belt out Nessun Dorma as we drive down the seafront."
Maddy burst out laughing and I knew I'd succeeded in taking that painful memory away from her. The one she still thought about whenever she had a slow moment (which admittedly was minimal in the last few weeks) or felt when her period started.
I directed Maddy around a more scenic route to my Mum's house as she drove the last few miles over. "Can't beat that beach," I quipped, watching the waves crash dangerously against the wall, sand turned into sludge.
"Worth leaving Aus for," Maddy deadpanned, eyes on the road ahead.
I fell silent and took in the view, thinking about my dad. It was strange to back, knowing he wouldn't be there. Grief as a process, is strange, I reflected. There would be times where I'd wake up and think he was still alive and other times I'd find myself reliving the funeral before I went to sleep or if I sat quietly for too long.
Maddy was great at sensing where I was in those quiet moments, and it was no different in that moment as she steered the car left and away from the beachfront.
"Are you okay?" She asked softly.
I nodded and smiled, tearing myself out of the sad thought of Dad not knowing I was going to propose. But then, he knew. I'd told him as much when I'd last seen him, when Maddy & I had only just got together. I was so glad he'd met Maddy.
"I am, thank you," I eventually replied, meaning it. "I'm relieved he met you; I can't imagine how sad I'd be if he didn't."
Maddy swallowed and didn't reply. I'd left her speechless, even though I hadn't intended to.
When we parked up, it was no surprise to see my Mum opening the door almost as soon as Maddy switched the engine off. I felt Maddy's anxiety take hold in the confines of the car and gave her hand a reassuring squeeze.
My Mum approached Maddy's side the second she saw what side of the car we were each on and pulled her into a tight squeeze. "Oh, I've missed you!"
"I've missed you too Susan," Maddy replied, somewhat surprised.
I was left to collect the flowers that Maddy had bought, handing them to my Mum after we shared our own hug. My Mum looked over at Maddy with an appreciative smile and muttered a 'you shouldn't have'. Maddy, already looking more relaxed, followed in my Mum's wake with me coming up behind them.
They went straight into the living room while I went to the kitchen, putting the flowers in a vase, flicking the kettle on and dropping our stuff in the hallway. By the time I came into the room they were sitting on the sofa talking about the theatre performance the night before and I was audibly expressing surprise at how things had changed.
The bookcase and TV had switched with the sofa onto the other side of the room, there were more photos nailed onto the walls and a desk with a laptop resting on it sat in the corner.
"Blimey Mum, what's happened?" I asked.
My Mum chuckled at my reaction and explained. "They say after a death that you should move things around so it's not all the same. It changes the familiarity and makes things a little easier."
I looked at Maddy quizzically to get her views but she didn't pass comment.
"Is it working?" I asked gently.
"No, but it gets lots of compliments," my Mum answered cheerily.
We spent the next few hours talking about my Mum's social activities, discussed with frequent cups of tea and then we filled her in about what Maddy & I had been getting up to. It was nice, it felt like Maddy was a natural part of the family and not someone I was having to work hard to integrate into conversation.
"How's the house-hunting going?" Mum asked Maddy. I guess she knew who was leading that project.
"Well, it's going poorly as Adam's too fussy," she teased, giving me a side-eye. "But there's a house we're viewing tomorrow which we're very excited by."
Maddy got her phone out and got the pictures up while my Mum made suitably excited 'wow' noises. I was excited too, it was hard to deny it.
Eventually, we moved to the kitchen where my Mum focused on the beef joint in the oven while we carried on talking about work and my job-hunt.
When we settled down to eat, Maddy instigated the conversation I knew she was desperate to have and the one I knew needed to happen for her own peace of mind.
"Susan," Maddy started slowly. My Mum took enough from her tone to look up at her questioningly. "I'd like to apologise to you."
"What for, dear?" Mum knew what for, I could tell.
I wanted to take her hand and tell her there was no need, but I knew this was important to Maddy. So, I made myself small and played with my peas, against my better judgement.
She shook her head. "No, there is. I wasn't very pleasant in the days before I left here and then I dropped a bomb on Adam and left you to clear up the pieces. It was shit of me and I'm sorry."
My Mum took her hand and then mine too. All of a sudden, we were either in a weird séance, or praying.
"You've absolutely nothing to apologise for," Mum said firmly. I nodded in agreement. "What you're going through is something no women should have happen to her. How you reacted was more than justified and I don't want you, for one second, to think I see you any less because of it or how you reacted to it. I couldn't be happier Adam has you."
Maddy sat there stunned and I squeezed her hand firmly, clearing my throat to draw attention away from her, but it was no use. Within seconds she has crying, and my Mum had leaned over to comfort her in a way only a woman could. I felt pretty useless at that point, but I pushed it away and let my future-Wife and her Mother-in-Law have the moment. I brought over tissues while Maddy collected herself and my Mum hugged her. Neither of us were good at talking about it without becoming upset.



"It just sucks, you know?" Maddy said at last when her tears had stopped, and she'd given my hand a firm squeeze before releasing it. "I never thought I wanted kids before but now with Adam, I do. It's all I want in my future. Adam & I with a couple of children, that's how I see it."
"We get the results of the extra tests Maddy did when we got back, later this week. So, it's a little raw at the moment," I explained.
"I know what the results will say, I've accepted it, so this is just frustration more than anything," Maddy argued, unconvincingly. She still had hope and that was what was killing her.
"Whatever happens, however it happens, you're going to make wonderful parents," Mum said sincerely.
"Thanks, Mum," I replied, genuinely choked not just by what she said but by how supportive she was being towards Maddy.
We moved onto a different topic shortly after, mostly because Maddy wanted us to. After dinner she insisted on washing up which I pushed back against until she asked for some time to herself, so I relented, joining Mum in the other room.
"Is she okay?" Mum whispered as I walked in.
I nodded reassuringly and smiled. "She will be, I think she just needs the quiet for a bit and to reflect on things."
"You both seem pretty certain it's going to be bad news," Mum observed evenly.
I shrugged and took a sip of drink, mostly to use the time to decide if I should voice my view.
"We're pretty certain," I admitted after a pause. "The Doctors are pretty certain she has the condition; this is more of a formality. So, we've prepared for that already and we know what our future will look like. We're going to work towards adopting once we're settled into our new house. So, no biological Grandchildren but you'll certainly have some, probably after Maddy lets me marry her."
I let it hang there and saw my Mum's expression move from sadness to joy. "You're going to ask her then?"
Her excited whisper carried louder than I wanted our conversation to, so I lowered my voice further still, chuffed by the genuine delight my Mum was showing.
"I am, at some point soon. John and Denise gave me their blessing, but I wanted to let you know before I started planning it. I'm going to guess from your reaction that you're okay with me proposing?" I quipped.
Mum tutted and stood up to hug me. "I love her Adam, you know that. This has made my year and it's only February."
We moved onto a different topic long before Maddy walked in, blissfully unaware of what we'd been discussing. She kissed me briefly on the lips and then sat with me, closer than she had before while we digested another huge dinner.
Later in the afternoon, we were interrupted by a friend of my Mum's who stayed for a cup of tea and a chat with us. June seemed really nice, and her appearance had the added benefit of distracting my Mum from the rather obvious looks she was giving Maddy and I, her face doing little to hide her excitement.
When at last we left, I grumbled at the journey home and suggested we stay at a hotel and take the following day off work next time. Maddy heartily agreed, especially when it was her turn to drive. But we had to get home anyway as we had what appeared to be our dream house to view the next morning.
***
24 hours later, we'd put an offer in for our first home. It was everything we wanted and more. Maddy, being her usual charming self, convinced the agent to let us put an offer in before it had even been properly advertised.
On the Tuesday when our nerves were shredded, the owners accepted our second offer after turning the first down. Maddy and I had bought a house together. I was more ecstatic than Maddy - and that was saying something.
We celebrated with a meal and champagne at a local bar, called my Mum to tell her the good news and then video called Maddy's parents while still at the bar, to let them know. John was barely awake when we finally called due to the time difference, but he immediately jumped in with advice and even offered to fly over and check it out.
"Let us move in first Dad, it'll be months yet!" Maddy chuckled in delight.
We called Katie thereafter, who had already left for work. By the time she was able to return the call, Maddy & I had consumed yet more champagne and had regretfully invited Katie to stay in the UK with us for a few weeks in the spring. She readily agreed, even if it meant helping us pack.
Timing-wise, it was just the news we needed before the inevitable pain the next day. Maddy held off on having one final glass of champagne but that aside, neither of us gave any indication to the dread we were feeling.
We went to bed in high spirits, Maddy sleeping peacefully on my chest, her blonde hair running over my torso and our naked bodies wrapped around eachother.
"Are you sure you're okay to come with me given you've got your first interview later in the afternoon?" Maddy asked, ignoring the fact we were already on the train. She was agitated and snappy, I just had to go with it.
I squeezed her hand firmly; it was the kind of comment someone only made when they were nervous.
"It's a recruiter interview and I can do that in my sleep. This is ridiculously more important," I told her in a tone that gave no room for argument. I was also a bundle of nerves and was probably blunter than I intended to be.
I'd accompanied Maddy to all of her tests and I wasn't going to miss the results. We were taking the train as I had my interview in the city and Jane had offered to meet up with Maddy afterwards to keep her company. I'd join them after my interview, and I suspected no matter the outcome that they'd have got through a few glasses of wine before my arrival.
We sat in the reception for less than 10 minutes before the consultant called us in. It was a surprisingly short amount of time that didn't allow my thoughts to run away from me.
Maddy was visibly shaking as she sat down but then became quite still as we were told the expected results. The Doctor had the usual platitudes to throw out as Maddy nodded along, revealed we were already considering adoption and that she'd be in touch as requested if she had any questions.
I sat there quietly in shock at her strength and wiped some tears away as they formed. I was amazed by her resolve. In a strange way, it was heartbreaking.
When we left the room and got into the lift to exit the building, she looked me in the eyes and said, "Are you okay?"
It was the first words either of us had said to the other since being called into the room.
"Yeah, but I should be asking you that," I admitted.
"You're not okay Adam and that's okay," she replied with a bracing smile. "Neither am I, but we will be and that's what matters."
"I don't want to leave you right now," I admitted as we left the building and prepared to go opposite ways.
Maddy brought us together and gave me a squeeze which I returned with as much energy as I could muster.
"I'm going to be fine, just focus on smashing your interview, please, we need a win today," Maddy got to the last word and then swallowed hard.
She needed me to go so that she could let go of the emotion she was holding in, I knew that. Still, I didn't want to leave her.
"I love you so much Mads."
Maddy didn't reply and was holding back tears. She waved me off and turned away herself. The nature of our parting made me even more anxious about leaving her.
In hindsight, I don't know how I passed the interview, neither my heart nor my head was in it, but I did, even if my answers were mechanical and sanitised of any passion. Perhaps I should have taken it as a sign, but my focus was entirely on Maddy and getting to her as soon as I could.
It was only her parting words that had me turning up to the interview at all as I felt utterly devastated. I hadn't given much thought to a future with children before Maddy & I got together. Sure, Jen, my ex-girlfriend, had mentioned wanting children in the future, but it felt quite abstract and something to be tackled at the time. With Maddy, it was here and now. I'd never thought being with someone could be so right and so easy. It made us both want it all. We were going to get there; this was just a fork in the road - a different journey going in the same direction.
It was with that resolve that I entered the family-run pub in a quieter part of the city that Maddy had chosen to meet Jane in, close to the latter's work. I was greeted by the smell of old oak, pleasant noise and happy faces, as I weaved my way through looking for the pair of them.
I found them in a booth, somewhat hidden away by an old pillar and sitting on forest green sofas that looked to be as old as the pub. Jane glanced my way and smiled warmly. I could see she was playing catch-up with Maddy - she had barely started her glass and Maddy was draining the last of hers as I walked over.
Jane nodded my way and Maddy followed her gaze over before landing on me when I was mere feet away. Maddy threw herself up by the time I got to her and squeezed me tightly, overwhelmed with relief. I knew then how much it had taken from her, to wave me off earlier.
I gave Jane a rather less intense hug and after noting the bottle of wine, I went to the bar and ordered another one, as well as a pint for myself.
When I returned, Jane seemed to be talking quite passionately and Maddy was nodding along nonchalantly.
"It's just what she's like," Maddy said as I sat down, and she moved closer to me instinctively, even as she kept the conversation going.
"Who's like?" I replied, butting in before Jane could reply, unsure on the content but quite sure I didn't want Maddy to be stressed.
"Mum," replied Maddy quietly. Jane fell silent and settled on her wine, almost inviting Maddy to fill the silence.
"I called her," she explained.
I tried hard not to sigh. It would have been early morning, not the best time to deliver news like that.
"It wasn't right Mad," came Jane's northern tone. "I heard her, you shouldn't have been comforting her, that's all I'm saying."
Maddy looked over at me apologetically. "She started to cry," Maddy recounted. "Said she was hoping for Grandkids and maybe we should try IVF..." before I could cut in angrily, Maddy added, "I told her before and I reminded her again that it won't work, she was just having a moment."
I could feel Jane's anger from across the table - it nearly matched my own. "Okay, no more calls today, let's just try and take our mind off it."
"What about your Mum? We said we'd update her," Maddy pointed out.
"She can wait," I replied, a little forcefully, to make the point.
Maddy dropped the question and drunk some more wine. I squeezed her hand and smiled reassuring. Jane, sensing the tension, turned the conversation to my interview which provided sufficient distraction and much opportunity for Jane to tease me while Maddy sat back and enjoyed the conversation, finally giving her an opportunity to switch off.
"Anyway," I said eventually, "enough about me, when are you and Mark getting back together?" I teased.
Jane rolled her eyes, her face starting to flush slightly from the wine.
"Never, we've both moved on. I've got my new job and I am definitely not looking for anything serious right now," she replied with a tone of mystery.
I felt there was more to ask but it wasn't the right time, so I turned the conversation to her new job in Finance which took time up in conversation and I noticed Maddy became less and less participative. She'd turned down food and watched Jane & I eat instead. We'd both tried to convince her to eat but to no avail. At the end of the second bottle, once I saw how little Jane had drunk of it and how glazed Maddy's eyes were, I knew it was time to get her home and suggested we should start heading off.
"Do you want to fuck me when we get home?" Maddy asked drunkenly to the visible surprise of both Jane and I.
"Okay," I said slowly, "We're going to forget about getting you on the train and I'll book into a hotel near here instead."
"Yes baby, you know what I need," Maddy slurred. "Take your slut to bed," Maddy whispered loudly, at a level that might even have reached the table behind Jane, were it occupied.
Jane blushed a magnificent crimson and tried not to laugh. I was horrified, as I knew Maddy would be too, in a sober state.
"No, my love," I said gently, taking her hand, "we're going to check in and sleep, I think you're going to be good friends with the toilet tonight."
Jane walked with us to the budget hotel I booked nearby and then said her goodbyes.
"Look after her," she said, as Maddy leaned heavily on me. "She adores you."
"I always will Jane, always," I replied with a smile and then turned, ready to navigate the awkward explanation at the check-in desk of my dragging Maddy's drunken form up to the room.
As predicted, Maddy spent the night throwing up and promising never to drink alcohol again while I held her hair up and held a cold towel to her neck and forehead.
Jane didn't help matters by teasingly calling Maddy a slut whenever she got the chance. Eventually, Maddy saw the funny side and given the day she had, being able to laugh at any part of it at all, felt like a win.
***
Over the following weeks, we kept a good routine and I visibly observed how much Maddy liked it. It wasn't the full-on scheduling of her week down to the detail yet but there was enough structure for me to see that Maddy was responding really well to it. She was relaxed, comfortable and extremely affectionate with me. She was very rarely sitting around now - it was clear she loved being busy and whatever she did, it was with a smile. That wasn't to say she wasn't active and happy before our changes but this was on another level.
It felt like she was falling for me even more and indeed, so was I. I was completely smitten every time she looked at me and pressed herself in close to me. Nothing was too much of an ask for her and if she didn't have a problem with it, she would do whatever I told her, following my instruction down to the minutiae. She was so into it, she even created separate piles of her nail varnish based on her interpretation of my liking of them. She thanked me whenever I set her a new task or expectation and she gave it full focus, the perfectionist in her demanding that.
Similar to Maddy, I also felt a different level of comfort and ease in my life and in our relationship. I was taking care of Maddy and she was taking of us. The relationship was starting to meet needs I never knew I had or wanted, and I found our dynamic soothing and conducive to a very happy life together. We started to learn and grow into it, including in ways I hadn't expected.
We went to the gym together twice a week and Maddy, so focused on being active, also worked out at home through a mix of different on-demand classes through the internet. She mixed it up with dance classes, yoga, pilates and high-intensity sessions. Despite her doing it partly for my benefit (she'd made that clear), her exercise sessions, especially at home, was something I never interfered with. It was her time and I left her to it. She never needed to say it and I knew she was grateful for that.
Despite how easy the dynamic was, I was extremely careful with how I set Maddy tasks. I didn't demand that she do things, especially so soon into the change in our relationship, when we were still testing and learning. Instead, I focused on setting her tasks that I knew would lead to a positive outcome for her.
I set Maddy a task that at least once a week, she was to bake a treat for the office. Pretty soon, the demand for her cookies, brownies, flapjacks and sponge cakes had grown substantially and people were coming over from other floors when she brought them in. She loved it and I saw how happy it made her to be the centre of attention and making people happy.
During one of the weeks when her brownies ran out, I promised to spank her for disappointing me, when we got home. Just from the looks we were giving each other on the train home, it was clear we both loved the escalation. After I finished spanking her, she begged me to fuck her, her big lips glistening with need. I made note of how she reacted to being punished for not meeting my standards and started to think of ways to explore it with her, though I was determined to progress slowly. I was still keen not to demand things too strongly from her but if I focused instead on her needing to meet my expectations, and speaking to her perfectionist side, I knew that could be very rewarding for her.
As our enjoyment of her baking task (and associated punishments) grew, it organically moved to me deciding what she would bake each week. From there, it wasn't hard a surprise for either of us that I started approving what she would make us for dinner each week. Maddy loved it and soon she was presenting her suggestions to me and I'd pick the ones I'd like, based on how many evenings we were in that week. If she didn't make enough for lunch leftovers the next day, she got a spanking. There were times when I warned there wasn't enough, but she assured me there would be. Maddy was very rarely wrong, about anything, so at those times, I knew Maddy's wish for discipline was growing.
At the same time, so was the risk-taking side of her. It was a side I relished exploring because it spoke so much to the contrast she loved. One day when we were working from home, I had her edge herself before some of her meetings, so that she'd go in flushed - I knew from prior situations just how much the secrecy of her slutiness while presenting her professional behaviour got to her.
The next time we were both working from home, I had her touch herself before every meeting and then I would add another minute to the time she had to touch herself, prior to each one. By 4pm, she'd spent the prior 10 minutes touching herself and was a horny mess when I walked into the room almost an hour later and caught her eye over the back of the screen. I pointed to my phone, and she eyed hers, waiting for my message.
Adam: I want you to start discreetly rubbing yourself while you stay on camera and I watch you do it. If you can cope without cumming for 2 minutes, I'll let you finish yourself off after the meeting. If you last for 3 minutes I'll finger you and if you last for 5, I'll go down on you.
I saw Maddy's eyes widen as she read the message and then slowly, barely daring to move, she unzipped her jeans, her bottom-half completely off camera and started to play with herself. It wasn't for a whole minute that she realised I had my phone out filming her do it. Her face blushed magnificently but she kept her composure.
She kept going until the meeting ended and then slammed the laptop lid down hard, looking over at me with a desperate expression. "Baby please?" she begged, still rubbing herself.
It was such an arousing sight that I promptly stopped recording, walked over to her and picked her up with forceful lust, placed her on the dining table she was working from and then went down on her until my jaw ached and my throat was dry. Maddy got a lot of praise that evening and I knew it was something we both wanted to keep doing.
I was glad we were finding inventive ways for me to secretly push Maddy in a work environment, because I had successfully interviewed for the job I wanted and was officially leaving. It was a milestone in our relationship and a very permanent change. We could have been sad about it given it was how we got together in the first place, but we celebrated it.
Maddy was supportive all the way through the process. We had fun the evening before my interview with Maddy taking on the role of interviewer and taking on an assertive side I knew she only had professionally. She was a great help and the next day, the nerves I had were mostly quietened by memories of the laughs we shared afterwards and how Maddy had taken the piss out of my early stuttering answers. With that confidence and the support of my partner, I smashed the interview and walked out knowing I'd either got the job or came very close. I found out a couple of hours later that they wanted me to join them and were willing to make top offer to make it happen. Being with Maddy, yet again, was life-changing.



Maddy took me to Vincenzi's the next evening - the posh Italian restaurant that marked so many special moments for us. She sat opposite me in an elegant dress that wrapped around her figure invitingly with the darkness of the green material drawing out her blonde her and the beauty of her features. The hearts on her earrings sparkled in the light and it made me think of the future, as Maddy continued on about how she thought I should best resign tomorrow and whether we should just make out infront of everyone afterwards.
"I am joking, you know?" she asked me suspiciously when I was slow to respond.
I came back to reality and nodded. "I know. Sorry, I got distracted there. But yeah, this is going to be a fun couple of months at work," I grinned.
Maddy returned my grin, but her suspicion didn't fade. "Go on, what had you zoning out? You rarely do that to me, it's one of the many reasons I love you."
I paused, deciding what to say. It felt like given we were in Vicenzi's it might be symbolic in some way to talk of the future and let her know what I was working towards - or more accurately, why I hadn't started it yet. I sipped my wine and wondered if we could finish the conversation before the main course arrived.
Pressing ahead, I let out a sigh. "You're just so fucking beautiful Maddy."
Maddy raised her eyebrows but smiled magnificently. "Thank you, that's very random but thank you."
"No, you are," I pressed. "You're absolutely beautiful, inside and out." Maddy's look moving from bashfulness to polite confusion, but I continued on. "I just want you to know that and know that I see you as the absolute pinnacle of a partner."
"Okay, what's happening?" Maddy asked, now worried but blushing.
I put my hand up to calm her worries. "I want to talk about that but not do that right now. Ah shit, what am I even trying to say?" I laughed and Maddy joined me.
"What are you trying to say?" Maddy couldn't stop laughing at my clumsy sentences, thankfully.
I composed myself. "I'm just trying to say Mads, that in no world should you think certain things are not on my radar or that I'm hesitating getting there. I'm just trying to balance us moving home and growing into what we want to be, while not adding anything more to our load. I want to give you that more than anything, but I don't want to rush it and I want us to be able to properly enjoy the moment when it happens. We don't need to rush it, you know? I just wanted you to know that."
All through my monologue, Maddy was smiling. When I finished, she closed her eyes for a beat and shook her head upon opening them. "We're so good for each other, it's unbelievable. You balance my impulsiveness with your calmness and vice versa. Just so you know, I can wait but I also can't wait." I grinned but before I could reply, Maddy leaned in and I joined her in the middle of the table so that she could whisper her next thought. "I hope I'm not in too much pain later so we can make love."
I agreed but saw her face start to fall, in the way it always did at the same time every month but even more so since the news, when she stopped and thought about the impact of her pain. "Don't go there Maddy," I pleaded. She shook herself out of it and kissed me.
We didn't make love that night, Maddy was in too much pain. Instead, I held a hot water bottle to her body while she was dosed up on painkillers and breathed a sigh of relief when I assured her I wouldn't be proposing to her in Vencenzi's.
***
Before we knew it, it was our house-leaving party. The weeks leading up to it had been extremely busy for us on all fronts - work, my job interview, social activities and tons of paperwork related to buying our new house. After having our house offer accepted, we realised that was the easy part. Then came the legal parts - solicitors, mortgage advisors and all the people that never seem to be able to give you a clear answer about how long things will take and only what you have to do next, teasing you along the path slowly. Depending on who we spoke to, we were either weeks away from getting the keys, or months.
Maddy and I were also busy preparing for the party. I was the better organised one generally and secretly felt I would have made a great party planner but Maddy wanted to own it so I'd let her, only chipping in to help occasionally and being the designated driver to pick up alcohol, drinks and food. Maddy had such a buzz on about it, I wished I'd suggested something sooner. The timing worked extremely well as it allowed Maddy to be busy and focused on something that was bringing her joy and not reminding her of things she couldn't have as we edged closer to our new life together.
We'd gone around to the neighbours, many of whom we'd not actually spoken to before and of those that I had, some thought I was still with my ex who had left many months prior. I tried not to be too offended and suggested to Maddy that we should make more of an effort with future neighbours.
Maddy took the continued reminder that our neighbours knew my ex better than her, pretty well. Infact, she didn't make comment on it at all until the night before the party. We had sorted everything out and for the first night in weeks, we had no forms to fill out or things to do and was instead watching a film on TV with a glass of wine each, with Maddy's legs on my lap and both our attention on the Sci-Fi.
When it finished, neither of us were quite ready for bed but not awake enough for another film so I found a channel with a comedy show we liked and put it on in the background.
I resumed my gentle massage of Maddy's legs, and we sat quietly for a spell until she said, "I'm really going to miss this place. It's weird that you moved in here with one girlfriend and now you're leaving with another."
I won't lie, that observation caught me off guard. I could see that Maddy wasn't upset by that thought though and that made it much easier to respond with a joke. "You know me, ever the player," I replied with a wink, trying to make light of it. Maddy rolled her eyes at the ridiculousness of that concept.
We did make it to bed soon after but there was still enough energy between us that neither of us were quite ready to sleep. Instead, we sat up on our pillows reading. I had another page-turning thriller and Maddy had her eyes hooked on her phone.
"How's your book, figured out the plot yet?" Maddy asked eventually. I was pretty good at that.
"I think so..." I replied eventually, keeping my eyes on the page until I finished it. "What are you reading anyway?"
Maddy turned her phone towards me while self-conscious.
"How to be your best sub-self," I read aloud from the screen.
I looked at Maddy who was grinning awkwardly.
"Is this a blog that you follow?"
"Yep," Maddy replied, keen to clue me in. "I follow the posts quite a bit. Some of it doesn't apply to what I feel but some of it does. I've been reading up on submission since Jess, and even more so since I started getting feelings for you. It just helps me hugely to have something like this to relate to. It's about time you knew, so now you know."
I put my book down and looked over, "Why now?"
Maddy grinned and pointed at the title of the blog post. "It's all about owning your submission, being happy with who you are."
"And you're happy?" I asked bluntly.
"Very," Maddy replied instantly. "I'll be your submissive for as long as you want me," she added casually.
"I'll always want you Mads," I said pointedly, trying to say it without words. "Whether you're submissive to me or not."
I got a loving kiss for that and Maddy went back to her phone. I put my book down and said, "I've been thinking a lot about you wanting to have more of your sexual boundaries pushed. I've also been thinking a lot about giving you more of the rules and structure that you need."
Maddy sat up in attention, not even attempting to hide her excitement. She locked her phone and flicked it aside, blog forgotten. "Go on?"
"I think things have settled enough now that we've got into a good routine, and it feels very comfortable. So, after we get tomorrow's party out of the way and perhaps assuming an almighty hangover for both of us on Sunday, I want us to spend some time on Sunday evening looking at what we might want by solidifying this deeper submission. As in, what we both want. I want you to make a list of things you definitely want to happen now, things you might want to happen in the future and things you don't want to lose control of. I want you to look at every aspect of our day and I'll do the same. We'll spend the next week working it through and then we'll go from there."
Maddy was riveted and almost giddy. "Yes Sir," she breathed.
I grinned, ready to let her know I'd been thinking about it quite a bit. "I've made us a template to use, it's saved on our laptop." Maddy's eyes widened in surprise, and I continued, "As well as a list of examples that we can use to start populating those 3 areas."
Maddy was now on her knees. "Could I maybe have a look?"
I laughed out loud. "You want to start it now, don't you?"
She nodded keenly, blushing.
"Okay, but if you're knackered for our party tomorrow, that's your fault."
Maddy skipped off the bed and left me to it. She was still on the laptop when I eventually drifted off to sleep, a while later.
I awoke the next morning to the sound of Maddy in the kitchen. She would have snuck past me with ease, the ninja that she was. I went to the bathroom and washed my face before joining her in the kitchen. Her hair was tied up messily and her face looked tired, but she smiled brightly when she saw me. I returned the smile.
"How'd you sleep?" Maddy asked gently, pointing to a dining chair and guiding me into it.
"I slept well, did you get any sleep at all?"
Maddy grinned and shrugged her shoulders. "I'm making you breakfast, not as your submissive, but your very appreciative girlfriend because of what you did for me with that template and list."
I smiled and sat as instructed. "Was it helpful?"
"Very," Maddy replied immediately, dishing up the eggs. "I can't wait to show you, even though I'm slightly nervous about one or two."
We ate in comfortable silence, both of us knowing we needed to line our stomach for the day ahead.
"We don't really have enough time to look at it today as I don't want to rush it and I'm guessing you're going to want a bath beforehand?" I asked when we'd finished eating.
Maddy grinned, "You know me so well."
"That I do, my Goddess. Let's discuss your list tomorrow. I have something for you in the meantime..." I paused and Maddy looked over at me questioningly.
"What?" she asked.
"Come," I said simply, taking her hand and leading her to the spare bedroom and the drawers we kept in there.
"What are we looking for?"
"Something I had to properly hide under all these bedsheets," I replied, pulling out the small box. "Time's getting away from us this morning, so I've had to switch my plans around. I got you this as a little something to say thank you for being so amazing."
Maddy blushed and took the wrapped gift. "What is it?"
"Open it, silly," I teased.
Maddy unwrapped it and saw the gift vouchers for two at a very upmarket spa. "Oh my God!" she squealed. "I've heard about this place! Thank you!"
I chuckled. "You're welcome. Take Jane, not me though. You should have some girl time," I encouraged.
"Are you sure?" she asked tentatively.
"Of course," I affirmed. "You drink together, you go shopping together, I'm pretty sure you should spa together too," I quipped.
Maddy smiled, squeezed me and then gave me a passionate kiss.
We went back to the living room and turned on the TV, digesting our food while watching morning cooking shows for an hour. This part of the morning was exactly what I expected we'd be doing when I planned my pre-party conversation before Jane's arrival to help us set-up.
At the end of the show, I turned to Maddy who looked over with a smile. "What?"
"I wanted to talk to you about the party later," I opened casually, trying to fight-off a smug grin.
"Sure, what's up?" Maddy replied excitedly. I think she could sense I was leading to something.
"I've been thinking about how I want my woman to look tonight," I teased.
I saw Maddy's eyes light up, exactly as I expected they would. "How do you want me to look?" She asked with no restraint on excitement.
"Oh, you know," I carried on. "I want you to be irresistible to look at, without even trying," I said airily.
"So demanding," Maddy replied, while biting her lip.
"That means lots of you on show while you wear something appropriate," I continued. "I even want Jane to feel a little flustered around you. Can you manage that?"
Maddy's eyes were a little glassy, no doubt as she thought of what to wear. "Yes Sir, thank you," she replied huskily.
"There's more," I said firmly. "I want every single inch of you to drive me crazy. I want your hair, nails and make-up done to perfection. I'll be watching you all night, going crazy from how much I want you. I want you to be thinking of that whenever you feel me looking at you."
Maddy's eyes were now closed and she was breathing slowly. My hand found its way under her top and I ran my fingers gently along her skin.
"It's like you're reading my mind," she breathed.
"Stand up and take your clothes off," I said sharply.
Maddy jumped up and stripped, taking both her thin garments off and showing she had no underwear on. She looked over at my groin hungrily.
"Turn around, spread your legs and bend over," I demanded. So far everything was going as I planned, right down to Maddy's frantic movements.
I stood up and moved behind Maddy, who was visibly shaking with anticipation. I licked my finger and ran it along her outer lips, making her gasp and groan. I played with her outer lips for a minute while I listened to the sounds of her increasing arousal before taking my finger into her waiting hole. By then, it was wet and only going to get worse.
"I arouse you so easily, don't I?" I teased.
"Yes-s," Maddy gasped again, my finger reaching into her depths.
I tutted at her and added another finger, more easily than the first, despite how tight Maddy was. Once I had both fingers in there and had fucked her needy hole a couple of times, I took her by the hair and manoeuvred her to the sofa with my fingers still inside her. Maddy groaned at my treatment of her as I pushed her face down.
I slapped her hard on the arse cheek and sighed dramatically. "Are you an innocent, sexless woman who doesn't want my cock?" I asked.
"N-no?" Maddy replied in confusion.
"So why aren't you spreading your cheeks and offering me your holes like the slut you are?" I questioned with bite.
Maddy reacted immediately, reaching behind and spreading her cheeks shamelessly so that her filled pussy and rosebud were now on show.
"Better," I praised. She moaned as I fingered her with more force, cheeks spread wide.
I gripped her cheek with my free hand, leaned closer and spat onto her arse. Maddy gasped as I slowed my finger-fucking and then pulled out. She stretched her cheeks further, inviting me towards her other hole without hesitation. That small act increased my arousal considerably.
"Who owns this hole?" I asked, gently running my finger around the entrance.
"You do, Master. You own every bit of me," Maddy gushed.
I rubbed my drying fingers around her hole, eyeing it with barely contained excitement.
"How many cocks have you had in your holes?"
"Just yours Master," Maddy breathed.
"So you're a pretty exclusive Slut?" I asked while pushing the tip of my finger in.
Maddy started to pant, excitement now unable to be contained. "Completely exclusive, I'm made for one cock only."
It was my turn to moan. "I'm aching to fuck your tight arse, Maddy."
"Please Adam, please," Maddy begged, in the breathless voice that was turning me on so much.
"Ah, but here's my challenge," I said slowly, working my finger in with yet more spit and stopping at the second joint before it became too uncomfortable for Maddy. "I want you desperate and needy all day, so that you can't wait to have me inside you after the party. If I fuck you now, you might cum and you might be satisfied. That's no fun," I teased.
"Oh God, I won't cum, I promise I won't, just please use me," Maddy begged, wanton. She pushed back against my finger, gasping as she did so and it pushed my finger in slightly further.
I pushed my hand back against her so she wouldn't hurt herself in her desperation. "Hm, you do seem quite keen. Perhaps we can compromise," I bit my lip, loving how this had played out and knowing I'd pushed Maddy's buttons.
"Anything," she pleaded.
"Well, if you put a plug in this tight little hole all evening, that'll show me you really want to be used after the party when I've been eye-fucking you all night. Then I can fuck your stretched hole while you lay on your front and take it, and I enjoy myself."
Maddy groaned loudly and stamped a foot against the floor in lust and frustration. "What was that?" I questioned her behaviour firmly.
"My pleasure, Master," Maddy replied after taking a slow, steadying breath, correcting herself.
"Good," I finished cheerily, slowly pulling my finger slowly from her hole. Maddy began to breathe deeply so I gave her a few moments to come down from the adrenaline high. While she did, I took out the voucher I'd left in my wallet and sat it beside her. It was one of the sex vouchers Maddy had made for me at Christmas with that request on it. She grinned when she saw it, leaning against the sofa.
I sat down beside Maddy, with her face pressed against the seat and her cheeks flushed. She looked spent but delighted. "I think we've got a few minutes before Jane arrives. You need to make me cum before she gets here or I'll ask her to finish the job."
Maddy looked up at me with wide-eyes that were full of lust and got on her knees between my legs, pulling my shorts down. I took my phone from the side table and checked my messages while Maddy got to work, encouraged by the moans I couldn't suppress. When I looked down at the approach of orgasm, Maddy had her eyes closed as she stroked my cock firmly, edging my cum towards the tip of my cock which sat on her tongue.
"Not a drop on the carpet Maddy, I don't want anyone noticing and thinking my slut can't handle a load of cum," I told her firmly.
Her eyes snapped open and she looked up at me in adoration at my words, just as my cum came rushing from my cock into her eager mouth. I moaned my way through it until Maddy licked me clean and slowly stood up, her eyes locked on me as she stood.
"That was mind-blowingly good, Adam. I love what you do to me," Maddy gushed. I grinned and slapped her ass to hurry her along to the bathroom.
Jane arrived half an hour later, to help with the set up and to get ready herself. I greeted her at the door having changed into gym shorts and a running top. It felt like Jane checked me out as she pulled away from our hug but then she was moving into the house and dropping her bags in the hall while I was left wondering who she'd end up sleeping with in our spare bedroom, having got Maddy's permission to stay there.
"Where's Mads?" she asked on entry.
"In the bath, want a drink?" I walked towards the kitchen and Jane followed.
"Tired her out, have you?" Jane teased.
I turned with a glass in my hand. "We need to get you laid," I laughed.
Jane laughed too. "Is it that obvious?"
I grinned, "Well now you've said it, you could have been a bit more subtle at the door."
Jane, in her defence, looked mortified. Her cheeks blushed brilliantly, and she grabbed at a bunch of her hair awkwardly. "Shit, I'm sorry, don't tell Maddy," she pleaded.



"I don't keep secrets from Maddy, especially now you've admitted it!" I exasperated. "Besides, she'll probably find it funny and be able to tease you back now you keep calling her a slut."
"Yeah, but she's not though and that's the joke," Jane tried to explain.
"I am," said a voice behind us and Maddy appeared in a looser black top, grey joggers and barefeet, drying her hair with a towel in the doorway. "I'm just a very exclusive one," she finished with a wink to me. "So don't go getting any ideas," Maddy grinned at her.
Jane blushed and feeling bad for her, I jumped in, "You might need to wing-woman Jane tonight Mads."
"Thankfully Mark's not coming as that would have been... awkward!" Jane finished in sing. "But are there actually single, attractive 20-something's coming?" Jane asked tentatively.
"Yes!" we both said at once and then Maddy added, "there's a ton of single guys coming from work and Melissa is a total smoke-show that would turn anyone. It's a shame she doesn't like blondes or Adam & I never would have got together."
"Her loss, now I have a live-in slut," I teased.
Maddy looked at me in heat at the way I had so casually said it. I had an urge to walk over and kiss her passionately. I'm sure she felt the same. She busied herself putting her bracelet back on instead.
Jane interrupted our eye-fucking. "Guys, this is not helping me feel less horny!" she groaned, making us both laugh.
"Right, let's put ourselves to work then," I said bracingly. "The sofa needs moving, we need the drinks table set up, we need to get on with that shopping list and then we need to get ready."
Jane groaned in a way that was intended to be a joke, but really wasn't. "I can't believe you're actually putting me to work!"
Maddy replied before I could. "We're letting you stay in the spare-room, possibly with a man, to save you travelling home. You've got a good deal!"
"Or a woman," Jane quipped, making both of us look over at her in surprise. She simply shrugged.
***
Maddy had succeeded in the task I had set her and then some. She was wearing a silver dress with a belt tied around her waist which achieved the dual purpose of drawing the dress tight to her body and showing off her considerable cleavage. The dress was cut high enough that her tanned legs were on show from her ankle boots upwards. Her hair had been curled slightly and it fell naturally below her shoulders. Her face was done up with bronzer and pale pink lipstick that brought out her lips. It looked casual but clearly the thinking was anything but. She finished her look off with a decorative choker around her neck.
Jane too had left an impression on me with a grey crop top and matching skirt that flattered her small breasts and showed off a surprisingly toned and smooth body. Her hair had been sexily pinned up and I knew without a doubt that she was looking to get laid.
I pulled Maddy aside just before guests started to arrive and whispered into her ear, "You really know how to follow instructions, I wish we had another half an hour."
Maddy knew the control was with her for once and she enjoyed it immediately. "No, handsome man, you told me I had to tease you all evening and that's my plan."
Maddy took hold of my cock over my tan chinos and smirked. "Besides," she added, "it took far too long to get this plug comfortable inside me, it'd be a shame to have to take it out now."
I groaned and busied myself cracking open some drinks. "Why does it feel like you always win these games?"
"Because when I win, we both win."
She walked off and left me staring at the back of her legs where I had no doubt her underwear would be visible if she bent down enough.
We'd opened the party out to 'Plus 1s' and for those we knew really well, 'Plus 2s' so we were expecting quite a big crowd in our modest but spacious flat and we weren't disappointed. Thankfully most people arrived between the suggested time of 6-7pm and after Maddy connected her Spotify, the house was alive with the noise of 80's Pop music and excited chatter. Our house had been transformed to the point where I struggled to find things or direct guests to the right part of the house. I was glad for the barely-used balcony, as a place for the smokers to go.
To my surprise (and slight horror), Maddy's music was going down a treat, as was all the buffet food. Part of the living room had been transformed into a dancefloor and Maddy was leading the charge. I had to suppress a smirk as I thought about her dancing with a butt plug inside her - I could only assume it was the small one as while she wasn't as flexible as normal, she was bouncing around enough to encourage others to join, including a few of her work colleagues.
Maddy had teasingly introduced Jane and Melissa, who were getting on well though it didn't seem to be very flirtatious from afar. My friends were having a great time, talking to some of our work colleagues or flirting with some of the others.
Our drinks bar was being consumed at an alarming pace, so I decided to venture around and make sure everyone was having a good time. Sophie, Parveen and Bryony were gathered towards the back of the room on the sofa, so I made my way over to Maddy's 3 work colleagues to make sure they were okay. I dragged Josh, one of my friends in the IT team, with me. We spoke for a while about summer holiday plans, my new job and our new house. Truth be told, it wasn't exactly a fun conversation and I'd much rather have made my way to Maddy sooner, but I was hosting and that came with certain downsides.
Eventually, when I did extract myself, I saw Maddy and Jane in conversation, laughing in a definitely tipsy way. Melissa and Chloe, another work colleague who was the main mutual friend of Maddy & Melissa, were playing beer pong with my schoolfriend James and one of his friends, Craig, who I knew in passing and had only spoken to properly earlier in the evening. I walked over.
"How's it going?" I asked to the girls, who looked to be killing the other two.
"Too easy," Melissa smirked, her eyes twinkling.
I walked over to James and waited until the final cup had been drunk before I tapped him on the shoulder, laughing. "Nice work, you haven't improved much!"
He grinned, a sheen of sweat on his brow. "Just letting them win so they feel good," he laughed, believing his own lies.
"Mhm," I replied, looking over at the other two as they walked off to the drinks bar. Melissa turned back on the way and winked at James. "You're joking?" I replied quietly in response, mouth agape.
James laughed at my surprise. "Seems so," he responded, very proud of himself.
I could see why he was proud of himself. Melissa's long black hair was in a ponytail and shined over her casual white shirt. She had Mediterranean heritage of some kind with a bronze tan and dark eyes behind thick eyelashes. To top it off, she had full lips and perfect teeth. She was a looker for sure, though she didn't come close to Maddy in my eyes.
"But... how?!" I spluttered again, not understanding how James was so good with women.
"It's the hair," he deadpanned.
"You're bald," I noted, shaking my head.
"Exactly," came the smug reply, a finger in the air as though he had stumbled onto Einstein's lost theory. "It's different and you know what the rumours are about bald men."
I groaned. "Jesus, I'm off to find Maddy." I looked around but she wasn't in sight. "If I can find her."
"She's in the kitchen with Jane," James nodded over.
I muttered a 'cheers' and walked in that direction before stopping halfway and turning back, struck by a thought.
I approached James again and pulled him aside, wrapping an arm around his shoulder. "I know we haven't talked about it much when we're with him but is Mark, you know, okay with me now that Maddy & Jane are hanging out a lot?" I asked seriously.
James paused a beat and shrugged. "I'm sure he is, mate. He's with the women he met at work and seems pretty chilled about things. I think he thought it was too soon to introduce her to his ex, so he didn't come today but yeah, I'm sure he's fine with it."
Not entirely satisfied but recognising James was about to be distracted again by the re-emerging Melissa, I dropped it and went to find Maddy.
As expected, she was in the kitchen with Jane and Chloe. "Hey!" I said cheerily. "Great job kicking James' ass," I said to Chloe.
"Oh, what happened?" Jane replied a little too excitedly and blushed under my questioning stare.
Chloe rolled her eyes before replying. "Beer pong, but Mel's gonna make it up to him, I have no doubt," Chloe added with a shit-eating grin.
I caught Jane's slightly surprised look, but she covered it well and we spoke about nothing for a little while until Chloe went off to find Melissa.
Jane waited for Chloe to be out of earshot before she announced, "I no longer like any of your friends," finishing with a pout that made me chuckle.
"Hey!" I teased, "I like your friends."
"You don't know most of my friends," Jane replied, her smile returning. "Except the one you're with."
"And what do you mean you 'like' me," Maddy cut in with a wink.
I rolled my eyes at the both of them and grabbed 3 shot glasses, filling them with tequila. "To good friends and the ones that steal your dates," I raised my glass and we drunk.
***
I felt good. Though that was perhaps the understatement of my life, given how happy I was. It wasn't the party or the buzz of the alcohol. It certainly wasn't the butt plug which, by the hour, was becoming more deliciously uncomfortable.
No, what had me feeling so good was knowing where my life was heading. I was buying a house with the man I loved, surrounded by friends, and ready to start our new lives together. That was the key bit: our new lives.
I thought of the lists I made, the promise Adam had made, to put the structure in place that I'd known for weeks, no, months, that I craved from him. Obeying him already felt like second nature; pleasing him already felt like my primary purpose. I loved it, every second of it. The formality, the hierarchy, that was the missing piece for me.
"I feel like she's all looks, no substance, you know?" Jane was reasoning.
"Who, Mel?" I asked, catching back up.
"Yeah, where was your head just then?" Jane asked.
I smiled at her. I was still surprised at how close we'd become. Part-sisters, part best-friends and part...admirers, we had an unshakable and slightly weird friendship. She relished hearing about my deepening submission just as much as I relished hearing about her growing sexual exploration.
Through thinly-veiled comments over cocktails, we had acknowledged the mutual attraction we knew we had for eachother.
"I quite fancy your long island iced tea," Jane had said, sipping on her espresso martini.
"I quite fancy your espresso martini," I'd replied, even saying it like that made me feel flushed.
"But I don't think your cocktail and mine go together, they're better apart and just as mates," Jane added.
I'd nodded, wanting to be crystal clear. "And my iced tea is completely, completely committed to a pina colada and would never, ever do anything to jeopardise that pairing."
I shook my head of the memory and looked at Jane. "Sorry, I was just thinking about our conversation over cocktails and how good it was to clear that up."
Jane smirked at me. "What's happened?"
I blushed. I loved telling her about my submission and after our conversation, the sexual tension that had been building had dissipated into a more platonic but still quite exciting, tension.
"We've uh, agreed to deepen our dynamic," I blushed, struggling to contain my excitement. "He's going to start making daily and weekly schedules and tasks for me," I rushed out in an excited whisper. "I've put together a list of ways I want him to take charge right now and things I'd be open to in the future."
It was telling that I was more excited than I was horny. This went deeper than sex.
"Finally!" Jane whispered back.
"Nooo," I challenged. "He's right not to have rushed it. He knows how impulsive I can be so he's taking us a step at a time. I couldn't believe the energy and effort he went to. I've had to put down a safeword, everything I ask for needs to be explained in terms of why I want it and how I might like it to work and then there are links to where he's provided examples of what certain things might look or feel like in practice... sorry, I'll stop," I tailed off at Jane's raised eyebrows.
Her serious face fell, and she laughed, humouring me.
"What's so funny?" Melissa's voice carried over Jane's shoulder towards us.
"Nothing, just something Adam did," Jane replied, winking in my direction before turning slightly to welcome Melissa and Chloe into the space.
"Such a good party Mads," Chloe enthused.
I tapped her glass and we made small talk. I looked over at Melissa who always had an air of being uncomfortable around me. I hated that. Try as we both had, we just couldn't gel.
She left shortly after, leaving just the 3 of us until Adam arrived. I was in this constant, dual mix of being both constantly aroused when I saw him and also finding him exceptionally comforting to be around.
As the party begun to slow down and guests started to leave, my excitement built - and this time, it definitely was horniness. Eventually, Jane, Adam and I alone remained. We did a couple more shots together, emptying at least one open bottle, and settled into comfortable chat about the future.
"So Mel was a bust, nobody else?" Adam asked Jane, as we shared the sofa, Jane stretched on an armchair.
Yeah, us, I thought quietly but said nothing. I knew Jane, in her current exploratory phase, would be up for it, if we were.
"Nope, I've been lied to, you promised me lots of attractive people and I've been let down," Jane laughed.
I couldn't resist taking the bait. "Yeah, your tastes are pretty singular," I teased back sarcastically.
Jane pretended to be offended by my comment and I blushed. In a different world, I might have got up right there and kissed her, while Adam watched. I felt confident enough that he'd be open to it, especially with the way I would want 'it' to be. But I didn't want it, that was the truth of it. I wanted our friendship to remain that way and most importantly, I wanted Adam & I to get to a stable, comfortable place in our growing dynamic first.
"Anyway," I said loudly and pointedly, "I'm tired and want to head to bed."
I stood up and took Adam's arm, who was smirking at my blatantness, and his relaxed taunting only inflamed me.
"You're going to fuck, aren't you?" Jane asked, spurred on by drink.
I was instead spurred on by lust when I replied, "Yes, yes we are," my eyes staring into Adam's. He turned his head to the side and studied me. I felt myself blush under his stare.
"You head in, I just want to have a chat with Jane."
I paused a beat and then nodded and walked off before looking back as I got to the door. Adam hadn't moved and was still watching me. I smirked and skulked off. I got to our bedroom and closed the door slowly, trying to listen in but Adam was clearly waiting. I almost flopped onto the bed, but I remembered the plug and managed to save myself a whole heap of pain. So instead, I pulled open the sheets, took my dress and shoes off, then got in, facing the door.
I thought about what they were talking about and surmised it was probably my behaviour. I was almost unashamedly slutty for Adam now. I'd crossed beyond the threshold of caring about how I came across, especially around Jane. I was relentlessly horny for him. I'd never been like this before but then, no part of it was 'normal' for me. Being with a bloke, submitting to someone, wanting to be controlled, wanting to be taken care of in the way I needed it. In the way I needed it.
Own it Mads, I told myself firmly. You're not the woman that waits in bed for him anymore. This is what you need.
I slipped off the bed and onto the floor, moving to my knees in one fluid motion. I gasped as the plug moved inside me. Then I sat on my knees calmly, focusing on my breathing as excitement and nerves set in for Adam's return. The plug felt deeper in this position. If I stayed for too long, I'd be sore. But I'd be sore shortly anyway. Adam was going to take my ass until he was done with it, and I'd love every second of giving myself to him - from the pain at the start, until the pleasure of his load in my hole at the end. Then I'd shamelessly suck him clean afterwards. I started to soak into my thong at the image of going down onto my knees and cleaning him afterwards. I moaned and closed my eyes. I took my bra off and waited, hands on my thighs, breathing still erratic as I became more aroused.
I heard footsteps in the hallway, and I quickly straightened my back and moved my hands into position. Adam wished Jane goodnight and then I heard him in the bathroom, making me wait even longer for him. I started to think about rubbing myself against the carpet. Would he like that? He always liked when I lost control.
The door opened before I made up my mind and Adam walked in. He paused with the door wide-open and let out a barely audible, "wow". I smiled as he shut the door behind him. I stayed on my knees submissively, my hands now crossed behind my back, mirroring one of the links he sent me.
"Is this a little preview of the list?" Adam asked, walking over me.
I nodded and he made a small noise of approval, which reassured me. He walked past me and heard him moving about by our bed. Still, I remained where I was. I was already soaked, it was still unbelievable, the way I reacted to Adam.
"You looked incredible tonight Mads, I find you so fucking attractive," Adam enthused.
I moaned at his compliment and the lack of restraint in the way he said it. I stayed still and stayed as I was until I was told otherwise.
"I spoke to Jane and told her that things were going to be loud and heated," Adam said conversationally, as though he was talking about the weather. It turned me on even more. "You seem to have this way about you that brings out the lust in people."
I was confused and a little worried now, but I stayed in place, still refusing to talk without being told to.
"She asked me how I'd feel if she listened in or watched."
I stiffened. Now Adam had voiced the situation that I already knew was possible, I realised how little I wanted it - even less than I thought, especially now.
Adam came up behind me and crouched down, so his mouth was against my ear. "I told her I didn't want that," he moved his hand over my body, cupping a breast and pulling at my nipple bar. I turned to kiss him. He moved away, "Stare straight ahead," he ordered. My neck snapped back around, and I did as I was told, moaning as I did so. I felt a fresh load of moisture in my thong from those 3 words alone.
From behind, I felt him wrap something around my neck, over my choker. I felt the leather and knew it was my collar. Maybe it was the writer in me but it felt so symbolic to cover up my decorative choker with my collar; showing what I really was for him. I could barely breath from the thought, even though the collar fit just fine.
He moved away and came around the front this time. I saw his feet were now bare and I had an almost irresistible urge to lean down and kiss them. I stopped myself and looked straight ahead, not up at Adam's face. His crotch was in my eyeline. "Open wide," he said calmly.
When I did, happily, my mouth salivating at the prospect of having his thick cock in my mouth, he crouched down instead and showed me a ball gag.
"I told Jane that I'm not willing to share you, not even close Mads. You're the best thing in my life, the best thing that's ever happened to me. Not this, you and everything you are."



His words and feelings were so intense that my eyes started to water at his acceptance of me and the intensity in the room. I let the tears run, I forced myself not to move, mouth still open wide. Adam kissed my forehead and wiped my tears away as he secured the ball gag in my mouth.
"I agreed with Jane that I'd gag and restrain you, so that it was less torture for her. But she's gone to cum over the thought of it, she pretty much told me. I can't blame her, she's pent up, like me. So, we'll both be having an orgasm tonight, but you won't, unless I change my mind. Do you know why Mads?"
I looked up but now I couldn't answer with the gag so I assumed he would. I shook my head. "Because right from the start, you made clear my orgasms were more important to you than your own. Tonight, you get to prove it."
If Adam's intention was to not make me cum, he almost failed right there. I had the strongest reaction I'd ever had without stimulus. I thrust my hips forward and my eyes widened as I stared at him. For a second his face changed to a look of concern, those dark eyes showing so much care for me. Then he realised what nearly happened and instead he breathed out a "Wow," while I stayed completely still and tried not to have an orgasm. It felt like blowing air on me would be enough. Everything with Adam was like nothing I'd ever imagined experiencing before.
As I sat there, he went to our sex drawer and pulled out bondage tape. "Hands," he ordered, and I thrust my hands out towards him. "Nope, I told you earlier I wanted you on your front Maddison. Try that again and get it right this time."
The telling off and use of my full name were immediate triggers that I made a note to tell Adam about tomorrow. In that moment, I really loved it, and I was going to make sure he knew it afterwards.
I moved my hands behind my back and Adam taped them together without comment, as though getting it right was to be expected, not praiseworthy. The way he was taking charge was so hot and was pressing every button I had.
I could barely cope with knowing he was about to fuck me hard from behind and all I'd be able to do was take it, moans of pleasure silenced. He pulled me up by my arms and now I was standing infront of him. He pulled my thong down and I focused on keeping the plug in my hole, given it had definitely stretched now. Adam whistled in my ear, and I looked down. I had soaked the material and huge globs of my wetness had stuck together into white and clear pools. It looked filthy hot, and I was embarrassed but so aroused by my own neediness. I'd never seen anything like that before, let alone from my own pussy. Adam put it to my nose, and I breathed it in. It stunk of sex.
Just as soon as I breathed it in, he pulled it away and chucked it towards the door. Still, the smell lingered, and I couldn't get enough. "If you leave this room tonight, you put them back on and only that. Is that clear?"
I shuddered and nodded. If Jane saw me like that; smelt me like that...
"Maddy," I came back into the room and locked eyes with Adam. "I think we both know, and both want me to fuck you rough tonight." I nodded vigorously. My knees felt weak. This was the most aroused I'd ever been for Adam and therefore anyone. "But you're gagged and restrained. That worries me."
I'll be fine, I can take it for you, I tried to plead with my eyes. Don't ruin your pleasure.
"If you need me to stop, I want you to shake your head firmly 3 times and say "uh, uh" as you do it. Two of those noises means slow down, three means stop, is that clear?" I nodded. "Do it for me," he asked.
I did as requested, completely committed to the noises and the actions, so he knew I was taking it seriously. Twice before I'd pushed passed what I could handle or didn't want and hadn't told him until after. Only after a serious argument did I see how important it was and that he was trusting me to be honest with him. Disappointing him was something I never wanted to do.
Satisfied, I watched as his expression changed and his face clouded over. My heart-rate sped up immediately and out of nowhere, his hand was around my throat, squeezing the sides. My knees went weak in complete submission, and he was practically holding me up by his hold on my throat. Knowing that only made it worse. My legs turned to jelly, and he threw me forward onto the bed. My lower half was off the bed, my feet braced against the floor, my hands fixed behind my back.
Adam didn't keep me there for long. He pulled me up by my hair, my eyes rolling to the top of my head as usual when he manhandled me by the hair. My whole body was then on the bed, and he spread my legs wide. I stayed where he left me, taking pleasure in how flexible I was for him. While he was rustling around for lube, my mind briefly wondered on what else I could do to, or with, my body for him.
Before my mind could go too far down the rabbit-hole, his weight shifted the bed, and he climbed on behind me. I couldn't see him, so I decided to close my eyes, enjoying the feel of his literal dominance over me and the depravity he was bringing out in me as I considered the things I'd just been thinking about. Dribble started to run out of my mouth from behind the ball gag but I ignored it. A second later, a load of cold lube landed between my cheeks and Adam started to fuck me with the plug, widening my hole.
My eyes rolled back, my empty, needy pussy pulsed, and I moaned behind my gag. It was going to be a very satisfying night.
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My sincere thanks to Content_in_the_mind and Puchez for helping me to shape and edit some of this story.
I've tried to put a story together that looks at how people are perceived vs the reality, the walls they put up and eventually, how a connection can change all of that. Hopefully I've done a good job and you enjoy it. These characters are flawed, especially the main one, so remember that as you read this.
V
***
"Hello?" The voice was suspicious on the other side of the line. "Who's calling?" He only answered because calls from a strange number were a common part of his job.
I paused a moment, grinning. "Ike."
He paused too, initially confused and then his brain caught up. "Fuck off, on a UK number? Are you back?"
"Missed you too Dave," I laughed, enjoying his shock.
Dave was one of my childhood friends and the first person I'd call if I was in trouble. When I was in the same country at least.
"Holy crap, what's happened?"
"Nothing," I said, expecting the question and had the statement already prepared. "Just felt ready to come back, you know?"
"So, if nothing's happened, I'm guessing you're here for the funeral?" Dave asked.
My blood ran cold. I took a deep, steadying breath, training kicked in. "Funeral?" My confusion was clear.
"Ah shit, you haven't seen then?" Dave's reply was awkward, uncomfortable.
"Who?" I asked simply.
Dave took a beat. It's not easy announcing someone else's bad news a minute into a call with someone you'd barely spoken to in the last couple of years, and I appreciated that enough to hold my impatience back.
"Lily's Gran."
"Catherine?" I said sharply in response.
Age-wise, she was probably a likely candidate, but she had such vitality that she wasn't in the top tier of suspects. My own gran was more likely, truth be told.
"Yeah," Dave replied gently. "I saw it on Lily's Facebook, she was thanking people for their commiserations and posted details of the funeral."
That would make sense, Catherine was extremely popular. She was welcoming, friendly, kind and everything else that summarised a 'Good Gran'. Lily had learned from Catherine at a young age - she could speak to anyone at any time and make them feel welcome. In a way, Catherine was the reason Lily and I met. Were it not for her, Lily would never have had the desire to speak to a stranger who was covered in acne and still hadn't made a proper friend a week into university. But she had and over time we'd connected in a way her other friends couldn't understand, once I started being invited out with them over the next couple of years. We bonded over a shared love of technology and all things geeky, she loved my dry humour and I loved that I was 'in' with a popular group of friends.
Over time, those friends started to become jealous of the way Lily changed when she was with me. They'd question my motives, but I just never saw her like that. We came from different worlds, particularly socially, but when we hung out, it was as though we were well-trained AI (yep, I said it and I'm sticking with it) - finding the same things funny, the same stories interesting and the same news exciting.
"Shit," I said eventually, pulled back into the present. "Can you send me the details? I don't have any social media."
"Course" Dave replied, no doubt grateful he hadn't made a screw-up.
We spoke about the last couple of years, and I was deliberately evasive about what I'd been up to. Spurred on by this, Dave seemed all too happy to share detail about his own life, as though doing so would fill my gaps. I let him talk through his blossoming career in Law (the main reason he'd be my first call), while I thought of Lily. I walked over to the kitchen counter and grabbed a bottle opener, pressing the phone to my ear with my shoulder so I could use my hand to crack open a beer. The whole living space was empty, just me, a few flat-pack boxes and the beer.
"Where are you now?" Dave eventually asked.
"London, the company helped with a place," I answered, immediately regretting it.
Dave was straight on it. I rarely spoke about work so this was an 'in' he wouldn't miss.
"Yeah?" He said excitedly. "Why's that?"
I inwardly sighed and went with the truth. "Because I quit, and I got some money as part of the agreement."
"The agreement? The fuck did you see over there?"
I chuckled. "You know it's not like that, Dave, damn. I wasn't a contractor, I did a tour, then I did an Engineering degree online and I stayed out there. I made the oil company a bit of money and wanted out, so they thanked me for it."
Dave wasn't the only one that fell into a false belief about my job in the Middle East. My family were the same, as were my scattering of other acquaintances. Being off-grid for a couple of weeks at a time sure sounded fishy but it was just the nature of my job. That I was surrounded by phone signal in Dubai, more often than not, was irrelevant.
In truth, I wanted to be a soldier because I was hoping to contribute more with my life, beyond the stagnancy it had fallen into. But I was out as soon as I could, reality doing away with my naïve aspirations. Being a contractor of any kind and staying in that environment would have been a nightmare. The Tour could have been a lot worse and once or twice, it almost was. So, I got out when I did but didn't have the desire to go back home at the time, so I didn't.
I turned the conversation back to Dave eventually, which I'd long learned to be the most appropriate way of conversing with him. He was a good lawyer who knew how to get to the bottom of things but take him out of that headspace and he'd talk at you for days.
One of the things I was very good at, was understanding people. If I had one skill, it was that. I noticed the subtleties of tone; the subtleties of behaviour and it allowed me to better interact with people. It worked better with some people than others - and for some, for those I connected with, I didn't really need that skill at all.
"So, when are we gonna double date?" Dave asked eventually, pulling me from my stupor.
I rolled my eyes. "Are you both sick of me 3rd wheeling after all this time off?"
I eventually made plans with him & Richard for the following week and dialled off. That was the easy call Mike, I thought to myself. I had to call my family next. Should have bought more beers, idiot.
***
I spent the next few days settling in, seeing my family and sorting out my sparse apartment. Mothers, as they are inclined to do when sons have been away, are impossible to quiet for the first hour or so. First the screams of joy, then the constant questions and then the silence where they're just happy to see you. My mum was a single parent with only me and my sister for company. The sudden doubling of her dependants brought out that predictable response. I had been keeping in touch but being back was different.
"Have you reconnected with everyone?" My Mum asked over dessert, the first Wednesday I was there.
I took it to mean, have you avoided anyone?
"Almost," I said, looking over at her. "I'm assuming you heard about Catherine?"
My Mum nodded over to my sister, "Megan saw it on Facebook; it was such sad news. Are you going to go on Friday?"
I nodded back. "Yeah, I haven't got a black suit, so it'll be some last-minute shopping tomorrow," I admitted.
"Oh, I'll come if you can wait until I finish work?" Megan said at once. I happily agreed, it would be nice to spend time with my baby sister.
I spent the following afternoon at the care home, visiting my own gran, whose Alzheimer's had progressed significantly. It was a draining and frankly, horrible couple of hours, getting used to it. I'd video called her via Megan or my Mum a fair bit over the last 18 months she'd been there but not recently enough and not with the attention nor thought that I should have. Catherine's death made me painfully aware of that.
When I left, she was snoozing, and I introduced myself to one of the staff members. She brought me up to speed on medication, answered some tough questions on how long she might have (I was pretty good at pinning people down to answers too) and who had been visiting her.
"She gets a good few visitors, more than some," Patricia said, with a slight hint of a Caribbean accent. "She has your Mum, your sister, her brother's been down once or twice these last few months and this girl comes in every so often, pretty thing, all the old boys 'be talking about her for days after."
"Lily?" I said at once, immeasurably surprised.
Our grans had been close at one point before I left, and a combination of physical distance and my gran's declining health kept them from seeing more of each other.
Patricia stared at me blankly. "I've got no idea, the reception does all the checking, I just do the care."
She waited around awkwardly, having answered my questions. I thanked her warmly and left, deep in thought.
The unforeseen downside to waiting until the evening before the funeral to buy a suit was that I was stuck with whatever was in stock in the shops at the time. In my case, between my muscly thighs and bulky biceps, a good size was hard to come by. I spent far more time looking in mirrors across those couple of hours than I had in the last year. My tan would fade but I liked my stubble and generally, how much healthier my face looked without the stark acne scars. In the end, reasoned to decision by Megan, I purchased trousers that were a little too loose and a blazer that was a little too tight and would be unlikely to button well over my chest.
We had dinner together and caught up with life, in particular hers. My baby sister was sure growing up, with a great job in recruitment and a serious relationship. It was sweet to feel how excited she was to be hanging out with her big brother. Her nervousness and over-assurance about telling me of her new boyfriend was good fun and I enjoyed the incessant teasing - you'd never have guessed she was only 3 years younger than me at 26. But that had always been the nature of our relationship, I filled part of a hole she'd lost by not having her dad around. I gave her a hard time about Mr Marriage, as I was now calling Mathew, until she started to become worried that I was sceptical of him and I spent far longer than I should have, assuring her that he seemed great.
I waited until we got to dessert (a coffee and cake for me, a brownie for Megan), until I brought up what had been troubling me.
"Why didn't you tell me Nanna had got so bad?" I asked gently. Despite my tone, I saw Megan flinch. "It's okay, you can be honest," I added.
Megan focused her eyes on what was left of the brownie and hammered it with the edge of the spoon, cutting a chunk away. "You weren't around," she said simply.
I was stung but not altogether surprised by the bluntness of her reply. "But I was only a phone call or videocall away Megs, it's not fair to say I wasn't around."
Meg looked at me this time and it was with a fierceness that showed me she had grown up in my absence. I recognised some of myself in her, especially in our shared nose and eyes. She hated her nose, it was the one thing she always complained about. But her eyes were warm, and I hoped mine were still that warm. She'd grown up into a pretty and accomplished woman, which was no surprise given her personality, but this was a side I hadn't experienced before, even when I had said I was going to leave all those years ago and expected to see it then.
"How were you a phone call away when there were weeks when we couldn't get ahold of you? I'm not complaining Mike, I'm just telling you as it is. It was hardly the right environment to give you that kind of update but for what it's worth, Mum & I were getting to that point," she finished strongly and then it was like a balloon had its air removed and she fell back into more of a neutral, almost guilty expression at the brief rant.
I shared her guilt. "I am sorry Megs, I am. Are you mad at me?"
"No," she said firmly, and there was that fierceness again in her brown eyes. "I knew life wasn't heading the way you wanted it to go, I knew how much you hated your life, and I was relieved you wanted to do something about it, even if it was drastic. So, no, I wasn't mad then and I'm not now, although I'm really glad you're back."
I took my glass of white and tapped the red one in her hand, touched that she understood the spiral I was in.
***
I don't know how I felt, the next morning. It was good to be back and reconnecting with people as well as to be making plans for my own future, even if they were quite loose, but the funeral was a cloud hanging over me. It wasn't just the funeral itself which would be a difficult affair, it was also because I'd see Lily too and I didn't know where we were, given what happened in the past. Most of all, it was because I now knew I'd be in her situation soon enough with my own gran and I was scared for what that was going to look like, on that day.
I hadn't initially intended to keep my appearance at the funeral a surprise from Lily but as the hours went on, I decided it was the best approach. There were many reasons for doing so - some I preferred not to dwell on - but chief among them was my wish that her days leading up to the funeral were not distracted by my presence.
I knew the funeral procession was setting off from Catherine's house and while it was an area I knew like the back of my hand over the years, I decided against going there, opting instead to go directly to the Church.
It was a grand, majestic structure made of old stone and stained-glass windows, imposing itself on the nearby office blocks and terraced houses that had popped up over the previous decades. Walking in, I picked a row towards the back of the hall, close enough to the aisle but not quite on the edge. The turn-out was huge and almost enough to fill every row. By the time the procession arrived, and people took their seats, I had been sitting alone for a while. Rows filled somewhat behind me, but I sat alone. Those that might have recognised me never saw me as they were seated right at the front.
Then it was time to walk the coffin in. Catherine's family led the procession - mostly family members I didn't know, all except Lily, who held the coffin at the rear and happened to catch my eye as I briefly cast my eyes up beyond my bowed head.
Her reaction was one of shock, no doubt enhanced by the emotion of the moment, and I saw some colour fill her tanned cheeks, which were pale only moments ago. Our shared look was brief, lengthened only by a small nod from me that I intended to be encouraging but one she was unable to return despite trying.
My mind glazed over the prayers and the speeches. I wasn't and never have been the type for that. Perhaps I was biased, but Lily's speech was beautiful and poignant, as I knew it would be for someone that spoke as eloquently as her. Her voice travelled well to the back of the hall until it was quietened by her own tears and only the occasional snippet travelled far enough. At one point I heard 'with the angels', but that was mostly all. I wasn't religious and to be frank, I found the ceremonial aspects of funerals outdated and unnecessarily mournful. People die, let's laugh at what they did when they lived, not cry in relief that they're no longer suffering. As you might imagine, I kept that thought to myself.
I kept my place at the back of the crowd during the burial nearby and skirted the edges while people wept and spoke in groups. A few people I knew saw me, but they didn't recognise me, and I reflected on how unlikely it was that Lily had. I'd bulked up, added a layer of tan, had sun-bleached brown hair and generally carried myself differently. I attributed much of that to the healing of my acne; the leftover scars hidden by facial hair.
Outside, as people started to move to cars and head to drinks at Catherine's local pub, I found myself shepherded in the direction of the grieving family as other mourners gave their commiserations. I made my way towards Lily who was shaking hands and thanking people for coming. There was a quiet strength to her even though I knew that inside, she'd have to be feeling broken. Her Mum stood beside her, some inches shorter, not helped by Lily's, slim frame seemingly towering above her.
I got to Sharon first. The last few years had aged her considerably. The lines on her face were now pronounced and her light brunette hair had strands of grey in it as though she was losing the fight to keep it dyed. She'd pinned her hair up into a bun and was wearing a lot of makeup but nevertheless, her age was clear to see.
"I'm so sorry for your loss," I said genuinely.
Sharon nodded, thanked me politely and then moved me on, keen to get this impromptu queue of mourners over with.
I moved to Lily and studied her as close family spoke to her and praised the speech she gave. She was naturally tanned, part-Italian from her dad's side she'd said once, complimented with beautiful features. Her dark hair flowed straight and almost down to her elbows which were crossed to fight off a chill that her jacket and the warm spring air couldn't dampen. I recognised the signs of her adrenaline crash and made a note to keep our exchange brief.
Her cousins moved on and then she looked around. Her eyelashes were prominent in a way that made her green eyes really pop. The joke had been for years that any man who looked into them would fall in love with her and for that to be true, I guess I must not have truly looked in them until a few months before I left.
I still hated that the switch had flicked all those years ago. Often, I thought about it and cursed my brain chemistry for not waiting just another couple of months when I'd be gone. We might have stayed in touch; I might have had letters with her undeniable humour and geeky anecdotes to enjoy in my dark moments. Instead, I had alcohol and sex, where I could get it. I knew I was still in love for a long time after I left, right until I stopped wishing for the letters and pined for the alcohol instead.
For some unexplainable reason (therapy would link it, I'm sure), after we graduated and around the same time I had come to realise my life was drifting in a meaningless direction, I started to see how beautiful Lily was. It was gradual, often just an admiring glance that I'd immediately curse myself over. But over a matter of weeks, my attraction to her deepened even as I signed the papers and joined the Army. There were many reasons, I contemplated in hindsight. Our friendship was deep and solid, a prerequisite I'd always had when committing to a relationship back then. More than that, she felt like my anchor to what could and should have been a very stable life. I could almost picture the marriage and kids, the stable job. My life was lacking purpose and part of me felt she was the one that could give me that. It was a stupid, immature thought to give anyone that responsibility but myself. I was better off leaving and growing, though that was only something I came to terms with eventually.
Before I left, we went for drinks, just her and I. She still didn't understand it but had given up on convincing me to stay. She'd dressed up for me, or at least I told myself she had. Her being at work earlier that day didn't cross my mind. It felt like a date, or at least I told myself it did. I walked her home, and we stopped on the walk so she could show me something on her phone.
When she looked up, I kissed her, just like that. For a couple of glorious seconds, she returned the kiss and then she pulled back, looking up at me sadly.
"Michael, this isn't what I want, I'm sorry," she said gently.
"Don't be sorry," I said at once, meaning it. "I'm sorry, you shouldn't be sorry," I said quickly, horror enveloping me. What had I just done?



We walked the short distance back to her family house in silence. When we got there, she smiled and then pulled me into a hug.
"Don't go getting any ideas and squeezing my bum," she quipped in a whisper close to my ear.
"Damn," I said, trying to be playful too but not meaning it. "But I'm so sorry. You're seeing someone, that was such a stupid thing to do."
"Don't worry about it," she said again, a small reassuring smile on her lips. "I won't tell him cause you'd probably kick his arse anyway."
"Well, you do pick some jerks," I offered. Her smile grew and she clubbed my arm, her eyes shining brightly.
_
Looking at those eyes now, I could tell things had changed for me. I was relieved, to tell you the truth. Yes, I still found her attractive in a way I hadn't until that switch had flicked but that was all it was now. No deep longing, no stupid feelings. Just an appreciation for how good looking my ex-best friend was. That in itself was still pretty bad but not as bad as I was worried it might have been.
Lily stood tall despite her obvious fatigue, her posture straight and perfect. Her long body seemed to be thinner than I remembered. She was always fit and lean, I could tell that was still the case. Her attractive face was enhanced only by the slightest bit of makeup, suitably dark for the occasion. With her natural tan, high cheekbones and dark hair, she was stunningly good looking. Her outgoing and friendly nature, enhanced by learning from Catherine and the way she treated people on a daily basis, only aided her appeal.
Lily turned to me as I moved within reaching distance. We hugged, my arms wrapping around her more bulkily than they once did. It felt awkward, given our last interaction and I always knew it would.
"Thank you for coming," she said into my shoulder. "How did you know?"
"Dave saw it on Facebook and told me," I said by way of explanation.
She pulled away at that point and looked at me in suspicion. "So, he gets to call you and the rest of us don't?"
Just then, Sharon, who had seemingly been paying attention to our conversation, let out a gasp of surprise that stopped my reply.
"Oh my God, Mike?" she said loudly.
I smiled over at her, separating from Lily and leaning across. The older man who had been speaking to Sharon, stepped back slightly. I wasn't huge by any means - 5'11 and now pretty well-built but I was intimidating enough without meaning to be. Sharon hugged me this time. She moved me on, promising to speak to me later. I had just enough time to agree and then Lily was pulling me aside.
"You're coming to the Wake, right?"
"Absolutely, I'll get a taxi over."
She shook her head. "No way, I'll get you in a car, just give me a minute."
"Honestly, it's fine," and then I conceded under her look, "okay, fine." I was stubborn but not stupid - I couldn't upset her on the day of her grandmother's funeral.
Lily turned back to the crowd but before she could get away, I took hold of her arm gently, feeling the smooth fabric of her black dress. She spun back obligingly with a small smile.
"I'm so sorry for your loss Lil," I whispered.
Her smile held but I saw her eyes start to water and she turned away without response. My reappearance had clearly thrown her, adding yet more emotion to the day.
I found myself walking towards a car with one of Sharon's younger cousins. It was a family of four and I saw that the daughter, a gorgeous blonde who was probably in her early 20's would be drawing the short straw and sitting in the middle seat. I could think of worse people to share a car with to be fair. In my years working for an oil company, I can assure you, I definitely had shared a car with worse!
"I'm John and this is Jane," came the portly and cheerful man's intro. I could see his flat-cap was hiding a balding head. "Yes, our parents knew we'd eventually meet when they named us," he quipped rather lamely.
I laughed obligingly as Jane reached over to shake my hand, unable to hide a roll of her eyes behind her strawberry blonde hair. It was clear that joke wasn't a new one.
"This is Chris and Chloe," Jane added.
I turned towards them, trying to hide my smirk. "Don't even," warned Chloe, a playful smile on her lips.
Chris was a couple of years older than Chloe, ragged and skinny, with a suit that hung loose on him. I wasn't about to call him out on suit sizing given the state of mine. We spoke to each other as we headed into the car and Chloe, sighing deeply, offered to sit in the middle before she was made to by our taller frames.
"Least you can do for me not taking the piss," I said teasingly, and she laughed.
Chris took great interest in finding out who I was, and the rest of the car listened intently to how I knew Lily before heading off to join the army.
"I'm surprised we've never met," John noted afterwards, as we moved within a few streets from our destination.
"We probably did, at one of Catherine's birthday parties, or else maybe one of yours, I was at enough of them!"
"I don't remember ya, if you were," John replied in a suspicious voice that made me think I had better elaborate.
"I was a lot different back then, you'd probably recognise me from a picture. I was skinnier and scruffier... and spottier," I added with a small grin.
"So, you'd have been in the middle seat back then?" Chloe quipped, scowling at me.
I held her stare with a mock-threatening expression until she looked down, blushing behind her freckles and then determinedly looked ahead, playing with her slightly curly hair in awkwardness.
"Probably," I relented, and she slapped the side of my thigh in return.
I decided there and then that I'd better watch myself, especially around her family. It had been a while since I'd been around anyone that pretty and I was still getting used to the fact that pretty women might show an interest in me.
"Admittedly, you would have been what, 15, eight years ago when I graduated?" I asked.
"Spot on and now I'm 23," Chloe replied, and then she held my eyes tellingly, until I looked away to take the tension out of the conversation.
We got out shortly afterwards and made our way into the main part of the hall. I thanked the family for the lift and made my way to the bar. I half-expected Chloe to follow me and I spent the first part of my beer with my thoughts on her. She was a good 6 years younger than me which was quite jarring, but there was certainly an attraction that didn't feel one-sided - the first spark I'd felt since my return and arguably, since I started working in the Middle East.
She didn't come over, thankfully. Her family found a table on the other side of the room, closer to the buffet. I looked for familiar faces and found the same ones I saw in the Church. They were all friends or family that I'd met at various parties or gatherings over the years. I seemed to be the only one of our university friends in attendance. I saw a karaoke bar in the corner and knew that would have been one of Catherine's wishes - she'd have wanted everyone to have a good time.
Lily and the family joined shortly after. She looked unsteady on her feet, and I had a feeling she might have had a bad spell on the journey so I made my way over and thrust a can of lemonade in her hand when she broke from a group of people.
"Thanks," she whispered without looking, cracking it open and taking a grateful gulp.
"I'll catch you later," I said politely, getting out of the way.
Lily looked around at my voice and called out after me, "Oh, thank you Mike!"
It was over an hour later that I did finally manage to catch her. Or more accurately, she found me. I'd been sitting alone when she joined me, the parallels to our first meeting were quite clear. I was on my 3rd pint (which was pacing it with my army-formed tolerance) and was strongly craving a smoke, which I'd decided to have once I'd finished the pint. It was one of those days. As happy as I was for some time with Lily, I was mournful over the temporary delay of nicotine.
"Hey," I said, when it became clear she was not going to start the conversation and was quite content to sit there with her vodka and lemonade, finally getting some peace. "Still avoiding coke?" I asked, pointing to her glass.
"Stains the teeth," she said with a false grin intended to show them off. They were great.
"You know," I started, staring off into the distance. "When I was in a field hospital being checked after an IED went off, I overheard this soldier talking to his doctor. He'd had one of his legs blown off, but it had been long enough ago that he was processing it okay. It hurt, but he was getting there. I didn't hear exactly what his doctor asked but he said, 'if one more person asks me if I'm okay, I'm going to fucking scream.' I'd imagine you feel about the same?" I asked Lily, turning back towards her.
She was looking at me aghast. "I can't believe how casually you talked about that," she groaned.
"I just figure: you and he aren't that different right now. You've lost something very dear to you and for some reason, it feels inappropriate to scream."
Lily smiled weakly. "If I screamed, I'd lose all of the perfect-woman credibility I've built up in life."
I grinned; Lily used to hate being seen that way. Perhaps she'd got used to it.
"Come on," she added, rising. "Let me introduce you to my work friends and they can babysit you for me."
"But I wanted a smoke," I complained.
"You smoke?!" Lily said at once, spinning me around so that we stopped on the edge of the dance floor while Frank Sinatra's 'My Way' played.
"Getting shot at and not getting hit gets boring, you realise smoking gets you faster in the end. But it's okay Lils, I'm only a social smoker."
She scowled and almost dragged me towards the table of women I instantly knew were her work friends. Well-dressed, well-groomed, gorgeous. It added up. "Amy, Olivia, Char, this is Michael, who's been my best friend since University and who you might not have heard me mention before as he's been away."
Lily made the introductions but wasn't as subtle with her pointedly narrow-eyes as she thought she was. Certainly, Olivia did her no favours once Lily walked off having pointed me to one of the chairs closest to Char, a flame-haired, freckled woman approaching her late 30's.
"So, what was it like in the army?" Olivia had said at once.
Amy clocked the mistake and I grinned. "Pretty sure her eyes were telling you to say she'd never mentioned me before?"
"She only does after a margarita or two," Olivia assured me quickly.
Amy jokingly took the drink away from Olivia, who clasped her hand over her mouth.
I took a beat because my next question was going to be crucial in determining what was said by Lily, when it was said and how it was said. I felt the tiny stirrings of hope in my stomach, but I pushed it down, reminding myself it was far more likely that Lily recounted me during a discussion about 'most awkward moments' than it was about 'ones that got away'.
I decided, purely based on my own conflicting reaction, that I didn't want to know what Lily said of me. Instead, I said, "I'm dying for a smoke, would anyone like to join me?"
Olivia looked tempted and I got the impression that she too was a social smoker but her friends on either side of her said no, and I left, promising to return shortly. I wondered if I'd made the right decision, not following up with Olivia and decided I had. Lily didn't want me to know, and I wanted to respect her boundary, given I hadn't before.
I found the smoking area, a small garden that seemed to have once been where the bins were stored until it became socially frowned-upon to smoke at a private function. It was just me and one of Catherine's elderly neighbours outside. I struck up a general conversation in a way smokers do and then she got up with strength that disputed her weak frame and went back inside. I was finally alone with my thoughts.
"Bum me one," I heard from the doorway. Chloe was grinning and I suspected it was the crass innuendo that had got her laughing. I pulled the pack out and she took one. I flicked the silver lighter open and lit it for her. "That's a nice lighter, where'd you get it?"
"An Aghan farmer gave it to me as thanks for returning his sheep," I casually lied. I didn't get the impression Chloe could handle the actual story. Her nod without follow-up confirmed as much.
"I wasn't allowed to talk to you in there," she said, nodding back towards the hall.
I smiled, "I assumed that. Can't be detracting attention away from the sadness of the day."
Chloe grinned as she watched me stub out my cigarette and light another, so she knew I was keen for the conversation to carry on.
"They said I could add you on Facebook later, if I was interested."
I took a long drag from my smoke. "That's very modern of them," I noted.
Chloe flicked her ash haphazardly and I noticed from it that she wasn't much of a smoker. Hell of a way to talk to me. "They think you must be alright if you're Lily's friend and served in the army, so they're okay with it."
I snorted, "Glad we have their permission. Do I get a say?"
Chloe blushed, here was a girl who assumed her looks would be enough for me to say yes. She realised she didn't know much about me, and I watched her recalculate. "Well, your say can be made when you get my friend request and decide to accept it or not."
I sighed, stubbing out the rest of my cigarette. "I don't have Facebook, not very modern of me."
"Okay, your number then," she suggested, frustration starting to come through as she felt the conversation slipping. I was enjoying putting her cockiness back in line, truth be told, as I weighed up the repercussions of giving it to her.
"Why do you want it?" I said at last, sizing her up. I was a few inches taller than her, even in her heels. I was acutely aware that her breasts were dominating her frame, even in her modest dress.
"Because guys my age are boring and I want a real man," she said at once, as though she'd said it many times before.
I chuckled. "That's a shit line and this rehearsed flirting isn't something I'm finding conducive to a future date, to tell you the truth."
I walked off, disappointed in her and moreso, myself, for seeing her differently. The spark I felt in the car seemed to have dissipated behind what was, no doubt, a very successful set of lines.
"Okay fine," she announced to my retreating back. "I'm into older men, I find you very attractive and the edge you have to you makes me think you'll be anything but boring, which is what I need. Happy?"
I turned back to her, looking her dead in the eyes. "Two things: I think this is fairly obvious now but don't pull lines on me again. I'm sure they work plenty, but they won't work here. I've heard enough of those lines in Dubai." I paused and Chloe's eyebrows were raised. "I want to get to know the real you, not the one that says what she needs to say in order to get what she wants."
"Okay," Chloe replied, face flushed. "Fair. What's the other thing?"
"I'm not going to do something casual or one-off with Lily's cousin, so think that over before you message me."
I walked over and put my number in her phone. Then I kissed her cheek. "I hope to speak to you soon," acting cooler than I felt.
I walked back in and yet again, wondered if I'd made the right decision. My hands were shaking from the adrenaline of being that demanding with someone so beautiful. It was new for me, I'd never been 'that guy' who could go up to a pretty woman and talk to her. There was something about Chloe that I was drawn to in a way that I wasn't to Lily. I couldn't place it but in any case, I had no chance with Lily and I wasn't going to get my head back into a mess speculating otherwise.
I made my way back to the table I was sitting on and found it abandoned, all three of Lily's work friends now on the dance floor. A dance floor after a funeral, maybe the times were changing?
"Hi Michael," sounded a voice to my right a few minutes later and Sharon joined me for the promised catch-up.
I was finding the constant interruptions overwhelming. I needed periods of silence in order to cope with loud noise and people. The social side of me was starting to run on fumes. Regardless, I smiled warmly and then rearranged my features to provide the appropriate words of sorrow. Sharon waved it off, tired too.
"She'll be glad you're back," Sharon started, looking around for Lily and not finding her. "Though it is a surprise."
"I'm glad to be back," I replied, meaning it, despite my current mental battery wishing for a nice, lonely desert.
"What will you be doing now you're here?" Sharon asked, looking towards the bottom of her drink, weighing up whether she could finish it in one or two.
I smiled as I read her thoughts, I'd been there many times. "I'm going to look for an engineering job and hopefully start putting down roots."
Sharon appeared pleased for me, which I really appreciated, especially in the circumstance. Before we could go any further, she nodded towards the entrance to the hall where Lily was re-emerging. Almost by beacon, she saw us together and made her way over purposefully. Sharon had drained her glass without my noticing and stood up.
"I'll leave you two to catch up," she smiled at me for a spell which I rather awkwardly returned and then left for the bar, promising to return with drinks for Lily and me.
"What were you talking about?" Lily asked me, before she'd even sat down. I detected a hint of nervousness that had started to come out as the drinks piled up.
"Just me staying here long-term," I replied truthfully.
"You are then?" There was a very hopeful look on her face, and it told me she was keen to reconnect.
Before I could reply, an older man walked over with our drinks and pointed in Sharon's direction who raised a hand in greeting. I mouthed a 'thank you' and took a large gulp of amber. Whether it was Lily's presence or the cold beer, I felt less overwhelmed.
"I am," when I put the glass down and chuckled at Lily's slightly horrified face as she saw how much of the glass now stood empty. She sucked her vodka and lemonade through a straw but didn't make comment. I filled the silence. "Why are you so nervous whenever I speak to someone you know?" I asked evenly.
Lily looked stunned at my bluntness and stuttered her way through a response. "I'm.. not, just, you know, don't... well, want you to be overwhelmed."
Her face was flushed, and I dropped it. I knew what it was - she was worried they'd bring up our last time together, before she could warn them not to.
I took a breath and brought up something that I knew was going to make me emotional. "Thank you for going to see my gran, you didn't need to."
Her cheeks kept the colour on her face. "How did you know?"
"The carer was talking about a beautiful woman visiting her and I put two & two together," I quipped. Then my brain caught up with my mouth and I realised what I'd said. My cheeks now mirrored Lily's. Stumbling quickly, I added, "anyway, thank you. I really appreciate it Lils, I don't know how I can repay you."
"Don't mention it," she replied quickly, clearly keen to move on. "You being here is enough."
God this is awkward. I craved to reach out and squeeze her hand or else pat her back - just in a friendly way - but the awkward exchange was too fresh so instead I asked, "Where's all our Uni friends?"
Lily shrugged, "I don't speak to anyone anymore. Everyone kind of fell away."
"Oh," I replied, now distracted enough by this new information, to ignore my earlier slip. "Why?"
Another shrug. I took more from the second one than I did the first. Lily had instigated it, in some way, I was nearly sure of it.



"I'm glad you're here though, Mike," she added warmly, and I knew she meant it. I smiled in equal warmth.
We fell into a comfortable silence, and I used it to arrange my thoughts and recognise how much energy I'd spent on speculating on things across the day. It wasn't a good idea and would only feed into anxiety that I normally kept in check. As quick as I came to that conclusion, I knew it was time to leave. I was becoming overwhelmed - with information, with speculation and with alcohol.
I stood up abruptly, making Lily jump. "Are you okay?"
I looked down and smiled again, though this time I felt like I had to fake it. "I am but I need to leave, I'm sorry. I don't do crowds and noise and new people very well."
Lily jumped up too and I saw her make some assumptions about my past. She probably thinks it's PTSD, I thought, though I didn't correct her.
She walked me to the door and we hugged. It felt familiar but at the same time, the connection felt stunted, as though it wasn't quite there. I pulled away first and took out my wallet, where I fished out a piece of paper that I'd put in there that morning in the hope she might want to grab a drink at some point.
"My number," I explained, handing it over.
Lily took it and after touching her sides and realising she had no pockets, slipped it into her bra instead. I chuckled and she shrugged, turning away and back towards the hall. I didn't look back.
***
Chloe: Hey x
Mike: I've thrown you off your game, haven't I?
Chloe: Yeah lol
Chloe: But I quite like that you have.
Mike: Good! I liked how things felt in the car when it was genuine and honest. Let's stick to that.
Chloe: Okay so I have to be honest, and I can't play games?
Mike: Correct.
I waited for a reply for a few minutes and when nothing was forthcoming, got up and off my mattress, grateful I left the night before when I did. A hangover accompanied my drinking more often than not, so it was a welcome change. I looked at my task list for the day before I'd even used the bathroom, such was the way my brain worked - I had to have my day planned before I started it, especially with my current lack of structure and routine. I needed to create some. Then there would be some exercise, a coffee, the news. When I got back to my phone a while later after following my well-practiced routine, I saw two further texts from Chloe.
Chloe: Okay, here goes nothing... in the spirit of being honest and open: I'd like to have sex with you. You already know I want you so I'm not going to pretend to play hard to get and make you take me on 3 dates just to have what I want now lol. I'm also willing to not see anyone else, to show you I'm serious about going on dates too, as you made it a condition of speaking to you and I will follow that.
Chloe: You're not replying so I hope that wasn't too forthright. This is why it's better to have lines to use!!!
Mike: Sorry, I'd got out of bed and started my morning routine. I'd like that a lot.
Chloe: Morning routine?! Are we talking skincare?
I laughed out loud.
Mike: No. Bathroom, wake-up exercises, coffee, finalise daily schedule.
Chloe: Why is that strangely hot?
Mike: Because you're horny?
Chloe: I am...
Mike: Are you free this evening?
Chloe: I will be if you tell me to be.
Mike: Do you always do as you're told? I had you down as a tease.
Chloe: Only when the outcome is worth it...
Maybe there was more to it than just a spark, I thought, as I re-read Chloe's message and sent her my address. I got on with building the bedframe, aware I'd now need it. More than once, as I focused on the mundane task, I thought of Lily. My thoughts were conflicted and ultimately, reckless.
_
Chloe's knock at the door was light, nervous. As I walked to answer, I shared the same feeling. But when I opened the door, both of us hid it well. We smiled, greeted each other warmly and hugged. She looked fantastic. There was absolutely no doubt that she was dressed to seduce with black skinny jeans and a tight white top that was cut low on her chest and showed off the ample cleavage that had been hidden behind her jacket. I stared unashamedly, because how could I not? She blushed and I could tell she loved the way she had left me immediately speechless. Were I a more confident man, I might have invited her in, pushed her against the wall and kissed her.
Instead, I invited her in and offered her a drink. I'd thought it all out while I was putting the furniture together across the day. Have a couple of drinks, let things flow. I'd laid down my requirements to make this a thing and Chloe agreed with them. There was definitely something unusual about how we'd agreed to go about this. I laughed a little while later as we sat making idle chat.
"What?" Chloe asked with a smile and a blush.
"Just laughing at us," I grinned. "Normally people go on dates before they get here and do the awkward dance. But we've already agreed to date so this feels awkward in a different way."
"So why are you still acting like you haven't already got me?" Chloe challenged, looking at me expectantly. "Come and get it big man."
My pulse quickened and I put my bottle down. Best laid plans, huh Mike? I closed the distance between us and kissed her gently. She shared the slow intensity until we began to encourage each other to go faster; to be more urgent with our needs. Soon, she was laying back on the sofa with me on top of her, half focused on not trying to crush her small frame.
Chloe could kiss, she could kiss very well. In that moment, I was all she wanted. She kept opening her eyes and each time she did, she would kiss me with even more passion. My hands kept themselves honest, only roaming along her thighs and her sides until Chloe grabbed my hand in her much smaller one and placed it on her breast. Invite accepted, my honest hands became decidedly less so, gently kneading her substantial breasts over her top and her thin bra.
Chloe moaned throughout my barriered exploration until I could take it no more and my hand snaked its way under her top, over her flat stomach and onto her soft skin. I shifted the flimsy bra out of the way and felt her pebbled nipple. She gasped at my touch.
"This needs to come off," I demanded, nodding towards her top.
She leaned forward and took it off. "I'm glad you asked instead of ripping it off," she teased.
"I was getting close."
I spent some time at her breasts, loving that even in my hands, they still overflowed. Her areolas were large and provided me with an excellent target to suck and lick. Chloe's moans were music to my ears. This beautiful, voluptuous woman was losing control under my attention, and I'd barely started.
When I finally moved away from her breasts, intending to move further down, I saw that her hand was already in her jeans, her fingers moving in a slow rhythm as a result of my attention. I looked up at her and she was blushing. "That's so hot," I breathed. Her cheeks intensified in colour at my comment and then she gasped as I pulled her fingers away brought them to my mouth, tasting her.
"You need to take me to bed," she warned.
"Or what," I teased, definitely feeling the shift in power now.
She didn't reply and I didn't give her long to think of something witty. I picked her up from her position laying down and lifted her up, keeping her wrapped around me as I stood. She wrapped her legs around me and looked at me with lust. "Fuck, that's hot," she breathed.
When I took her to my freshly-built bed and dropped her down gently, she reached out and grabbed my cock over my shorts. "I want this," she declared without any hesitation. Then she looked up at me and stared at me hotly. "I want it in my mouth, in my tight pussy, in any way you can give it to me. I want my big man to leave me spent."
I groaned, pulling her jeans away in response. Her socks and underwear followed, as did her bra. I looked her over and had to stop myself diving in, just so I could take her all in. Her pierced belly button shone in the bright light, and I admired her small scattering of tattoos. A star near her mound, a flower running on the underside of her breast and the moon on her left bicep. It was a strange collection that only added to her appeal.
"I'll leave you spent only after I've left you sweet," I quipped lamely once I'd finished taking her in. She grinned; I knew she'd heard better lines.
I kissed my way down her body slowly, from her breasts to her legs, around her inviting pussy. As I kissed my way around, I could feel the heat radiating from her. Chloe's impatience got the better of her when I was kissing her thighs and she tried to push my head towards her goal. I resisted and looked up at her sternly. She relented with a deep sigh.
"Fuck, this is torture - uh!"
Before she could finish, I had pressed my lips to her, licking along her soaking pussy, along her delicate lips and up to the small mound at the top. She gasped and bucked her hips up, wanting more. I attacked her clit without delay, pausing only to taste more of her juices from the source. When I knew she was beyond the point of no return, I inserted a finger and delighted over the sound of her lustful cursing. I kept up with my relentless stimulation - my tongue and jaw refused to tire until I forced an orgasm from her. When it happened, there was no doubting it. She was loud, she was tense, and she was exhausted from it. Her legs were shaking as I carried on fingering her through the aftershocks, my mouth treated to her juices. I looked up only when she pushed me away, one of my pillows still in her hand. "No more," she begged.
I listened to her and made my way up to her face, kissing her breasts again as I did so. She pulled me into a kiss and then pushed me aside, still breathless. I rested beside her as she recovered, admiring her naked body.
"That was seriously intense," she said at last. "I don't know if I'm that good at sucking dick," she joked. I could see her nerves and was surprised at the change. I guess I was better at oral than my under-utilised skills would have had me believe. I leaned over and kissed her lips gently, holding her cheek in my hand.
"How about we skip that one and head to the main course?" I whispered. She nodded and we resumed our kissing, with me slowly moving on top, my knees either side of her. "Are you okay?" I asked, with her looking up at me nervously.
"Yeah, just uh, go slowly, big man," she replied with a shy grin.
"Of course," I promised, unwrapping a condom. I sorted myself out and lined myself back up. "Take hold of it and guide me in, I want you to control the pace until you're comfortable." I could see how much she liked that.
When she started guiding me in, I moved slowly until she held her hand against me, adjusting to her size. "Wow, you're thick." She was so wet that it made the journey inside her a lot easier than it might have been.
"Take it easy baby, go as slow as you need," I assured her.
"I'm going to be so sore," she breathed. I picked up on the excitement but wanted to urge caution.
"We'll go slowly until you're ready."
She nodded but her lust at the way I was stretching her won out. "When I'm ready I just want you to fuck me. Just go for it," she insisted.
When I bottomed out inside her, she took a few steadying breaths and nodded. I pulled out slowly, then pushed in, mirroring the sounds of her calm breathing. I kept going until her hole felt sufficiently stretched and her face mirrored the pleasure I felt. Her pussy felt incredible and I knew, just from the way we looked at each other, the way we felt in bed together, that this wouldn't be a one-time thing, even if we hadn't already agreed to that.
I picked up speed, building her up. Her moans were loud almost to the second that I started to properly pump into her. I used her moans as music, guiding me on how she liked it and then focusing in on that rhythm until her moans turned to screams that she had to lean into my chest to silence. I fucked her hard, enjoying the pleasure I was giving her and the pleasure I was gaining from our coupling. It was definitely a fuck, but even then, it already felt like more.
I lasted longer than I thought I would before I felt myself on the journey towards orgasm. It had been many months and Chloe was by far the sexiest woman I had ever been with. Not just in looks, but by the noises she made, the movements she made, as she took me underneath her.
"I'm going to cum, how close are you?" I asked urgently.
"Really close," she gasped, her fingers moving to her clit immediately. "Just go, it'll get me there," she begged, and I knew she meant fucking her hard and fast until I came.
I did as I was asked until I unloaded inside her, releasing my own loud moan as I did. Seconds later, Chloe followed me and pulled me to her, so we kissed as we both came. Somehow the forced silence felt even more intimate and erotic.
When we broke the kiss, we were both breathing deeply, Chloe especially. I pulled out and off her to give her some air and recovered beside her. We held hands as we caught our breaths, staring up at the blank ceiling. With Chloe beside me, I now knew why people put mirrors on their ceiling.
"Damn, that's a lot of cum," Chloe broke the silence, looking over at the full condom. "Was your intention to fuck me or drown me?"
***
"I like you," Chloe admitted while laying on the sofa beside me a week later. Her phone had been buzzing almost constantly for the last couple of hours and it was on the edge of driving me insane. I had come to the same conclusion as she had, seeing her spend Friday evening on my sofa when her social life was clearly quite active.
Despite my annoyance, I smiled over at her in thanks at her kind words, partly because she was looking at me pointedly, expecting a reply. "This honesty policy is really changing you, isn't it?"
Chloe blushed and shrugged. "I'm liking it, it's a little different but I like it."
"You like being honest?" I asked with a chuckle, gaining yet more insight into what Chloe was like.
Chloe only picked up on my humour, not my disbelief. She smirked and chucked a cushion at me. "You know what I mean. Knowing I have to speak my mind and you won't let me put on a show for you."
'Putting on a show' is what I'd called Chloe's flirtatious, fake side. Chloe took the term and ran with it, to the point where I felt she'd lost its meaning. I was perhaps being too harsh, the more I thought about it, because I recognised how much she was trying. What her intentions were, were less clear, perhaps even to her. I was certain the effort she was investing in our dating stage was for one of three reasons: to prove that she could; for her own self-growth or because she saw something in me that differentiated me from others. I suspected it was a combination of all three, which I was fine with, depending on the amount of each.
I paused the movie we were watching before I lost track of the plot. Years spent away meant I missed most of the Marvel films and Chloe was enjoying bringing me up to speed. We'd watched 3 of them in the week since we met. We'd actually seen each other almost every day.
I saw her glance at her phone again and look away guiltily. I read the situation easily enough. "You're getting shit for not being out again, aren't you?"
She nodded, still with a look of guilt. "They're not used to me dropping out of plans like this," she admitted. I admired her honesty there - more than her earlier 'I like you' which was clearly prompted from the same sense of guilt.
Chloe's friends were out the previous weekend, when Chloe cancelled on them; the following evening when she'd come back with an overnight bag and then twice more during the week. Now they were out again on the Friday, making her feel bad for missing out. I felt bad too - I didn't want to be seen as one of those guys that her friends thought was stealing her away or worse, stopping her from going out.
"Why'd you like me, Chloe?" I asked her in response.
She looked slightly startled by my question, probably not helped by her current feeling of guilt. She paused, brushing her blonde hair back behind her ear. Her face was well-done with make-up, which she always wore all day, even though I knew from her facial structure and complexion, that'd she' be extremely attractive without it. She had a weird habit of not letting me see her apply her make up in the mornings, as though it was a secret. But everyone had their weird habits, me especially.
Eventually she replied after giving it due consideration, "Because you're serious and mature. You're different and you're not boring, even when we do boring things," she said, pointing at the tv and making us both laugh - she was quick witted when she wasn't actively trying to be, "and you keep me on my toes. I can't take advantage of you, and I find that sexy."
My eyebrows were approaching my hairline at the end of her answer, I was truly surprised by it. Her ability to be forthright with her views, to own them, was impressive. Yes, I wanted honesty from her, but I hadn't banked on her level of openness.
"Happy with that?" Chloe added after a pause when my thinking had dragged out my silence for too long.
"I'm happy with whatever answer you were gonna give me," I replied, arms up as though in apology. "Look, I'm not happy with how frequently you're turning down your friends to be with me, as much as I appreciate it."
Chloe looked ready to argue so I raised a hand and she fell silent, letting me finish.
"What I mean is, you're turning down your friends a lot and that may backfire on you. I know this," I drew my finger between us, "is exciting you, you weirdo, but you do need to make time for your friends. You should go out this evening."
There was a quiet silence between us as Chloe absorbed my suggestion. "Right, so I tell you I like you and you tell me to fuck off?"
She stood up quite suddenly and looked close to tears as she sped towards the bedroom. They were angry tears. I stood up too and followed, immediately seeking to reassure her.
"No no, that's not what I meant," I said firmly. Perhaps a touch more firmly than I intended as she stopped her packing and looked over at me. I spoke more softly this time and added, "I meant I want you to go out and not alienate yourself from your friends."
"Fine," she replied, softening, "why don't you join me?"
"Huh?" I was thrown not just by her offer but the way the storm had dissipated so quickly.
"Join me?" she asked softly, a touch flirtatiously. A touch showy.
I didn't want to, unsurprisingly. Spending my Friday night with a bunch of women in their early 20's wasn't my idea of fun. Maybe that made me weird. But I knew I needed to make some concessions, given how many Chloe was making. Besides, having sight of what she was like on a night out would be a helpful observation, I reasoned.
"Okay," I conceded, ignoring the way she'd asked me, lest it start another argument. "But message your friends and ask if it's okay."
An hour later we were in the bar, ordering cocktails with a loud group of women. That there were only four of them, plus the pair of us, was hard to believe, given the noise they generated in laughs and shrieks. They were a friendly bunch, that was undeniable. Sharp too, with the gags about me being an old man, when I ordered an Old Fashioned.
I had seen the message from Chloe, letting the group know I'd insisted she go out for drinks, and she wanted me to come in exchange. It seemed to earn me some brownie points from the group and certainly, they welcomed me in more warmly than I was expecting. I was acutely aware that this was the exact kind of group that wouldn't have given me the time of day in the past, when I was covered in acne. Now they flirted with me, at points bordering on outrageously so, as Chloe goofily grinned. They eyed up guys hungrily and spoke of men they'd like to fuck at work or at the gym. I could tell Chloe was very mindful of my presence and her responses might otherwise have been very different. Her glances did start to linger on men the more she had to drink, and she was becoming increasingly flirty and suggestive to me. I could see signs of what she'd be like without me there and there were alarm bells going off quietly in my head.



Eventually, as it neared midnight, I let out a sigh, "I'm sorry ladies, I'm really starting to tire. Loud noise, you know?" I said, pointing to the speaker system as a way to reassure them that their screeching had nothing to do with it. Chloe looked over at them meaningfully. Army man, loud noises, come on girls, get the hint.
"Oh of course!"
"Thanks for staying out with us!"
I could see them looking over at Chloe, almost encouraging her to go home with the soldier. I could see she loved it, like she was being tasked with something important.
We went to bed together, where Chloe's orgasms might have given me the headache I had just faked. I was still adjusting to being able to do that to a smoking-hot blonde, who clearly had her fair share of men.
We slept soundly until I woke at 7am, on the dot, and began my morning ritual. Chloe slept on, now used to it. I woke her up at 9am, as I did exactly a week before, with a coffee.
"Did you have a good evening?" Chloe asked, when the coffee hit her. The girl had put the drinks away something serious but yet, her hangover was minor, at best.
"I did," I admitted, despite myself, "did you?"
Chloe smiled, blowing on her liquid. "Yeah, I was glad you said we should leave when we did, I was starting to get too drunk and I'm not ready for you to see that side of me yet."
"What's that side look like?" I was immediately intrigued that she'd referenced it. Maybe she knew I'd seen signs of it.
Chloe shrugged it off. "Do you remember their names? I feel like you never asked after the first time."
"Michelle, Kerry, Tesha & Hannah," I reeled off in turn. "Why did you assume I hadn't?" It was more curiosity than annoyance.
"I dunno, some of my exes haven't bothered to remember them," she blushed, realising as she spoke just how that sounded.
"Well, you're not introducing them to the right men," I countered with a reassuring smile.
I made us breakfast as Chloe did her makeup and then joined me, barefoot and in one of the new shirts I'd bought alongside a couple of new suits, that she'd hijacked the second I was done trying it on.
"What are you up to today?" She asked, tip-toping up to kiss my cheek.
I already knew my plan for the day, and she knew that too, which I liked. "I'm sending off a few applications and then meeting my little sister and her boyfriend for dinner. You're welcome to stay as long as you want," I offered, not keen for her to rush off, now I'd seen she was naked under my shirt.
We ate and then Chloe lounged around for the morning while I worked on job applications. I had enough money to go another few months without a job but that would leave me very little wriggle-room when I wanted to settle down in the future. I couldn't leave that level of planning down to impulse.
Eventually she grew bored, I could tell. I ignored her, beyond shooting her a few sympathetic smiles, feeling quite rightly, that she was under no obligation to stay and that my finding a job was more of a priority than her short-term boredom.
"I'm bored," she announced, rather obviously.
"I'm sorry, gorgeous," I replied, rather obviously too, cutting the sympathy short in response.
Chloe huffed and then made her way over. I was immediately feeling a level of dread that I shouldn't have been feeling, given I was anticipating what she planned to do. She kissed along my jaw, along my neck and then towards my ear. "Distract me," she whispered.
I ignored her which just seemed to make her more determined. She worked her way down my body and pulled down my shorts, fishing my cock out, which became hard in her hands. I groaned.
"I was trying to concentrate," I groaned again, as she moved to her knees and took my growing cock in her mouth.
"Let me cure my boredom Daddy," she whispered flirtatiously, proceeding to lick along my shaft with her eyes on me.
I moaned, at her actions and what she'd just said. I was partly offended (I mean, I was 29!) but more than a little aroused regardless. As expected, arousal won out, especially as her oral stimulation continued.
Chloe was, unsurprisingly, very good at oral despite what she thought that first time. Her added dirty talk and her new name for me, turned me on more until I felt like I had to do something about it. I pulled her off my cock, picked her up off the floor like she was weightless and carried her to the bedroom. She groaned at my easy manhandling of her and wrapped her arms around me.
"I want you inside me Daddy," she whispered hotly, losing some of the shyness now I hadn't reacted negatively to it the first time.
I pushed myself inside her, slowly, tenderly. The nature of our mood, spurred on by her behaviour and what she was calling me, changed our coupling. It was, for the first time, slower, perhaps more intense and it felt more meaningful.
I held her face as I slowly but firmly thrusted inside her. "You're so tight," I gasped, realising just how much that was true now I was taking my time and not hammering away at her roughly, the way we both normally liked it.
"You're so big Daddy," she gasped, getting into it.
I could see why. My cock was thick, and it seemed to be twice the size of what her hole would accept. My body doubled hers. Her legs wrapped around my muscled frame but left little to spare. Were it not for her breasts, which defied the proportion of her body, I might have looked double her size. Our intimacy grew, as my cock widened her hole. Our eyes remained locked and what had been instigated by a bored partner, had morphed into perhaps the most powerful sex of my life. I kept up a steady rhythm and started to groan from the intensity of the coupling. Chloe was moaning, desperate for more.
We gripped each other tightly and I stayed on top. There was no shifting of positions, no closing of eyes. We were locked into it, deeply engrossed in the pleasure. Her orgasm built as she started to whimper from my slow, deliberate thrusts. Then it hit her, and she gasped, thrusting her body upwards, trapped in my arms. I loved the feel of her under me, the intimacy of our coupling. When she came, it was the tightening of her hole around my cock that acted as the final point from which my orgasm couldn't return, and I showered her insides with my cum, as we both moaned our way through it.
When her breath returned, some time after mine, Chloe smiled up at me. "I'm so glad I chose you to be my first without a condom Daddy."
I rolled off, a little put-out by her continued use of the word now our sex was over. Chloe followed me back over.
"Are you okay with me calling you that?"
Her tone was confident, as though she was giving me a great gift and of course I'd be happy with that. My thoughts were much more mixed. I was thrown by what the word alluded to in terms of the difference in our maturity but at the same time, the dynamic it created, had spoke to me in a way that years of meaningless sex had never come close. Did I find it powerful because she had said it in that moment, or because of the nature of what it meant?
"I may start dying my hair," I said, and she snorted while I continued on, "but yeah, I think so. I've not done anything like that before," I admitted.
Chloe rolled off and reached for the towel we used to clean up after sex, which she promptly put towards her leaking pussy. "Me neither but I've fantasised about it a lot and yeah, I've been feeling like that was right with you."
She looked over at me shyly and succeeded in being cute enough to earn a kiss. "That's a compliment, isn't it?" I asked rhetorically, as I pulled away from her soft lips.
She answered anyway. "Very much so. I feel very safe with you, and I feel looked after."
It was, whether Chloe knew it or not, the most profound thing she'd say to me and something that would change how I viewed the value I could bring to a relationship, long after our own relationship had run its course.
***
Megan had gratefully accepted my request that I bring a plus one to our dinner that evening, putting less pressure on her own relationship. After what Chloe and I had just shared, I felt very close to her - and it was clear she felt the same. Her focus on getting herself ready and making a good impression with my sister, hadn't gone unnoticed. Neither had the fact that she always packed an outfit for every type of occasion.
She stepped into my living room with her freshly dried hair in a ponytail, a respectably long velvet skirt and a patterned blouse to match. Her focus on displaying her maturity was clear, with both of us recognising my younger sister was still older than her.
While she'd got herself ready, I'd finalised plans with Lily to meet that Tuesday evening. I held what I considered to be a justifiable frustration in taking 10 days for us to meet up but said nothing beyond enthusiastic agreement.
Lily: I really can't wait to catch up with you. Just so you know, you have to dress up for the bar, I hope that's okay?
I reflected, again, that Lily seemed now to be embracing the kind of life she seemed destined for but had always rebelled against during university - classy, high-end and dare I say, elitist. I recalled frustrated conversations where I'd tease her about the men that would wear a suit jacket on their first date with her, such was the way she carried herself and the way she looked. She always responded scornfully: I can't help how I look, and I hate how I always feel like a trophy.
We met Megan and Mathew at a simple Japanese restaurant in town. I took to Mathew straight away, despite my natural brotherly reservations. He adored Megan, I could see it in him; he absolutely loved her. Moreso, she felt the same back. Throughout dinner, I smiled at their little bits of banter, the way she ruffled his hair or tried the bits of sushi he was unsure about, knowing if he'd like it or not. He paid and she let him, without fight, as though it was normal that he'd pay. He was interested in my background and passed not even the slightest judgement on my abandoning the care of my grandma to Megan and our Mum over the last few years, despite the likelihood she would have, at least at some point, complained to him about it.
I wished Megan had taken to Chloe as well as I had Mathew. It was clear from the start that Megan wouldn't, to my great frustration. In a way, I couldn't blame Chloe for over-compensating. Chloe went out of her way to show how hard she worked at her job in a science lab, referenced our shared Chemistry background and used her job as a way to explain her 'work hard, play hard' mentality. It didn't land with Megan, whose interest became rather forced, even under my threatening stare. To add cringe to awkwardness, Chloe started to mirror the behaviour of my sister and Mathew - ruffling my hair or sharing her food with me - neither of which I enjoyed at the best of times and Megan knew it.
When we parted, it was clear to at least 3 of us, that one of the relationships was doomed to fail. Stubborn as I was though, I refused to accept it and wrapped my arm around Chloe as both couples went their separate ways.
An hour or so later, Megan as expected, messaged me.
Megan: Thanks for coming bro and being so good with Mathew <3 Let me know when you're alone tomorrow so I can give you a call. Xx
I sighed and didn't indulge her with a reply. An argument was brewing and contrary to Megan's belief, it wasn't going to be one-sided.
***
"Was that seriously what you want?" Megan asked down the phone the following afternoon, incredulous.
"What you want and what I want are two different things, Megan," I replied pointedly, already tired of the call, 5 minutes in.
"No, no, I know you, Bro, I know you left to find yourself. You can't tell me coming back and being with someone who quite clearly thinks she's above self-work is what you want. You've seen war, for God's sake Michael. What do you think she can give you?"
"A stress-free life," I quipped, then paused at my Freudian slip. Megan fell silent too. That was one of her selling points, wasn't it? I didn't have to think too much with her, I didn't have to be much more than I was with her. I glanced at the suit jacket I'd had pressed, ready for Tuesday.
"Mike..." Megan eased in slowly, I could sense her nerves at what she was about to say, whatever it was. "You're really fucking up your chances with her."
I pulled myself back into the conversation, trying to make sure we were talking about the same person, especially given she'd just come into my mind when I'd look at the jacket moments before.
"Who?" I asked.
Megan's snort almost drowned out the end of my question. "You're sleeping with her cousin Mike. She's not worth ruining your chances of ever being with Lily."
"You're not serious?!" I breathed down the phone.
My tone was sharp, and Megan sensed it because she paused. But full credit to her, she carried on, despite the territory she was walking into. "You leave for years, and she still goes and visits your grandmother, well out of her way and didn't even tell any of us. Who does that for someone they don't have feelings for? She's like, the perfect girl for you."
"We were close, that was all," I replied, recognising that I too, was now in dangerous territory. I took a sip of water and then feeling restless, started to pace. "There's nothing there, trust me on that."
"Well, I don't buy - wait, why 'trust you'? Did something happen?" Megan was on it, quick as a flash.
I weighed up not telling her, but I needed her to drop this, for my own sanity. So, I picked a more sanitised, less damaging version of the truth. "Because I gave her an indication of how I felt back then, and she made it clear it wasn't the same for her."
Megan was silent for the longest time yet. "Shit," she replied at last.
"Yep," I agreed, closing it off. "You may not be a big fan of Chloe but thus far, I am. So, she's going to be around a little while longer and yeah, I may learn she's not right for me but at least she's not perfect for me in ways that I don't want and can't handle. I couldn't meet Lily's expectations back then even if there would have been something there on her side, never mind now," I added, finally voicing her name as well as my damning realisation of why we'd never work, years in the making. I could never have given Lily what she needed back then and even less so now.
We dialled off a little while later when I'd eventually reassured Megan that it was fine, and I was fine. As I predicted, it wasn't a one-sided argument, but the conversation had cost me more than I cared to admit.
I cancelled seeing Chloe that evening, citing illness, and then let her know I was out with Lily on the Tuesday. She took the news well and I sensed an unshared excitement to go out with her friends. It took a lot of energy to stop myself reminding her that she was under no obligation to spend so much time with me and I quite enjoyed my own space. I briefly wondered if I'd ever meet anyone I'd want to see every day and just couldn't imagine it being the case.
Tuesday came and I spent my day applying for more jobs and receiving more rejections with promises to keep my name on file. It was with both frustration and trepidation that I put on smart trousers, a shirt and a suit jacket, to meet Lily in an upscale part of the city.
She was already seated when I joined, her posture perfect on the high-backed stool in the cocktail bar. I caught sight of her first and made to walk over but was stopped by the maître d' who welcomed me as though I was entering the house of a French Aristocrat and guided me to the seat, with me tailing behind, feeling very far out of my depth. Lily stood when I arrived and hugged me gently, kissing the air near my cheek.
"I ordered as I arrived a little early, I hope you don't mind?"
I shook my head, still somewhat turned around, and grabbed a menu for the safety of familiarity. "These are some expensive cocktails," I noted on reading the menu.
Lily shrugged, "I don't mind getting it, if you need me to."
There was a somewhat bizarre hint behind her tone that seemed to imply it was my duty to pick up the tab. But we weren't on a date as far as I was aware, and I wasn't about to pay for two sets of cocktails at those prices.
"We'll split it," I suggested warmly, turning and nodding to the waiting waiter, who seemed to come alive at my nod and walked over promptly. "An Old Fashioned, please."
"Certainly, sir." I watched him walk off and looked around.
The place was elegant and ironically, old fashioned in a very upmarket kind of way. It was busy but not overly so. It had the kind of environment where to laugh too overtly would be entirely inappropriate. I turned back to the table to find Lily studying me closely. Her posture was such that she was almost at eye-level with me. She didn't do things by halves, Lily, even more so now.
"Do you come to places like this often?" I asked with a smile, subtly calling out the way she was judging me.
She looked around airily and replied, "Sometimes, for dates and such."
I bit the bullet early. "I'm guessing you're not currently seeing someone unless I missed them at the funeral?"
Lily's expression didn't change when I asked my question and then she shook her head gently when I finished. She seemed quite keen that her hair stay in place, I thought, as she kept going to touch it and then stopping herself.
"I was dating an agent for a few months, but he wasn't there at the end, so I'm not now," she dismissed further talk of the funeral with a wave of her hand.
"So how do you afford to come here so often?" I teased, changing the subject. Hearing about her exes wasn't top of my list of interesting conversations for our first meeting.
Lily blushed, "Well, I don't often pay," she tailed off upon realising what she'd said, and I laughed. She grinned too.
I almost replied 'you've changed' but I bit my tongue as I thought that was a bit too soon to say.
"So, what do you do then, when you're not being wined and dined by rich literary agents, or royalty?"
Lily smiled at my quip. "I'm a senior producer on the science and technology news desk."
"Blimey!" I cut in, impressed. "That sounds serious Lils,"
She blushed but waved it away, yet again keen not to draw too much attention to herself. "It's good enough for now. I do the lunchtime and early afternoon slot so it's mostly 9-5 except when there's some kind of big story coming out of NASA, which feels constant at the moment with all the Mars stuff. It's mostly why I'm better single, I just don't have much time to date and get to know someone..." Lily trailed off and blushed, unsure if she should continue.
I laughed and then lowered the volume when I remembered my surroundings. "Lily, you can talk to me about dating, that time has been and gone," I assured her, truthfully. "Where's our drinks anyway, you must have ordered ages ago?!"
"They'll have held my drink to do yours," she replied matter of factly.
"So, my arrival was at exactly the wrong time? Why didn't you tell them to bring your drink over as soon as it was done?"
Lily mumbled a response that I interpreted as, "It's not the done thing."
We sat in silence for a minute, waiting for our drinks now I'd drawn attention to it. I took Lily in, encouraged to do so by the intimacy created in the environment. She was a beautiful drinking partner, by far the most captivating I had sat across from. Her eyes too were truly out of this world - the best pick of a genetic lottery.
The drinks arrived just before our silence threatened to become uncomfortable and were placed onto the table by a waiter wearing a white glove. I chuckled as he walked off, but Lily shrugged it off, somewhat embarrassed by my reaction.



We toasted "to old friends becoming new again," I proposed to Lily's obvious surprise.
"What happened to all our uni friends?" I asked after we'd took a sip, and I calmed my burning throat. They didn't skimp on the alcohol in these places. "I had no problem cutting them out, but I'm surprised you were so brutal," I grinned.
Lily's face flushed, showing her obvious embarrassment at my calling her out. Her next sentence surprised me. "They cut me out, actually. You all did."
It was my turn to be embarrassed. When I ignored her first few messages after I left, I expected our friends to soften the blow. Now I thought about it, none of them had reached out to me either. My only focus from my uni friends back when I left, was Lily. The rest of them, I could take or leave, given they were mostly her friends anyway.
I swallowed, I didn't wanna do this now but yeah, clearly we had to. "I don't know what happened with the rest of them but unless they all caught feelings for you, the reason I cut you out was very different," I reasoned gently. The mood of the place made me more open to speaking my mind and that in and of itself, made me less comfortable being there.
Lily brushed over my comment and instead said, "They told me I'd changed. I don't know what I did but there you go, change is growth, isn't it?"
I nodded, fair point. I stayed silent while she took a surprisingly big gulp of her margarita and then she added with a hint of a smirk, "Caught feelings, huh? They all said you did long before you made a move, so fair play to you for waiting so long." She bit her lip as she said it, and it was clear she was trying to be funny but was too nervous to the deliver the line as smoothly as she wanted it. She'd have lined that zinger up nicely, had we still been at university together.
I was though, surprised by her candour given what I'd seen of her now, but couldn't let her think it true. "I genuinely didn't feel anything like that for you until after we graduated." I told her with my look that I meant it.
She swallowed and looked down at her drink to avoid my stare. "When you started getting into fights and acting like a jerk?"
I cringed, that was a time I never liked to think about. I'd become so God-damn angry at life, it felt all-consuming. Part of why I joined the army was to burn that anger out. To this day, I had no idea why it got so bad.
"You stuck with me," I admitted, voice caught. "I really ruined some of your evenings."
"You did a better job of protecting my honour than Paul, he was pretty shit at that."
"Shit at a lot, no doubt," I reasoned. Lily blushed a dark shade of red like she was pissed off and I knew I'd overstepped.
I took my last sip of the glass and recoiled in surprise. "Damn, that stayed strong."
"They didn't make them like that in Baghdad?" Lily quipped, keen to change the subject. "Tell me about the army..." she pressed.
The evening went by with stories of my time away. Lily was far too inquisitive to let me gloss over my time on tour and so, I told her some of the scary stories but not the difficult ones. I told her about the IED under the jeep behind me and one or two other close calls that were infact, barely close at all. I left out the ambushes, the IED under the car I was driving; the times I almost messed myself in fear. I didn't mention that only my stubbornness at wanting everyone to think I'd finally made a good decision for myself, stopped me writing to tell them how much it wasn't. I skipped over how happy I was to leave by the end of it too, though Lily might have inferred it anyway.
Lily spent all of our 2nd drink, where I told all my stories, gasping appropriately and generally showing me she existed in a very different level of reality to that, given the number of "I can't believe it" comments I got. Look, that was understandable, but the Lily I knew before I left wouldn't have found war quite so surreal. Further, the Lily I knew wouldn't have dramatised her reactions quite so much. It felt very showy, in a different way to Chloe.
I moved the conversation on when I grew too tired of it and encouraged her to tell me more about her life and career. She showed me pictures of her plum apartment in the city, with a view of the skyline and the river beyond. I was amazed at both how impeccably neat it was and how well coordinated it was. It was as though she'd lifted all the rooms in her house directly from a showroom.
"What's your place like?" Lily asked the question with some excitement, and I felt that here was a topic she could sink her teeth into.
I thought of the poorly coordinator colours of wood of my dining table and coffee table as well as how my toaster and kettle didn't match. "It's coming together," I replied evasively. "The company gave me enough of a handshake deal to put a deposit down on something when I'm ready and I've got enough behind me to pay the bills for a spell but I'm being careful with how much I spend on furnishing until I get a new job."
"Oh," Lily's excitement continued, "how's the job-hunt going?" She sipped her drink to keep quiet and looked around awkwardly, aware she'd been quite loud. "Sorry," she whispered guiltily.
"What for?" I laughed. She shrugged, still looking apologetic but I continued on as though the interruption hadn't happened. "Lots of applications but nothing yet. My experience is pretty specific though my knowledge base is wider, so I think it's about getting that across a bit more. It's all a numbers game, isn't it?"
We spoke for some time about job applications and interview tips. Lily was alive for the conversation - this was life to her: having a good job, progressing in a career, all of the other stuff that came with it. It was a stark contrast to what I'd spent my last few years doing and I could see how jarring that part of the conversation would have been to her.
I finished the last of my 3rd cocktail a little before Lily had finished hers. I made a signing motion to the waiter and he re-animated before my eyes, to go and sort the bill. I hadn't checked with Lily as I assumed 3 would be her limit and I wasn't wrong.
"Thanks," she said when we cleared the bill. "Three's enough for me nowadays," she added a moment later, with a guilty grin. It was perhaps the first reference she'd made to being anything but perfect during our time at university together when she would get blind drunk on a weeknight and stroll into class the next morning with a hangover.
She excused herself to the bathroom and I took the opportunity to fall deep in thought. The image of Lily entered my mind as though she was still sitting in the chair opposite me, with her cream loafers, crisp white shirt and blazer. Her hair was straight and long - completely untouched by her and in place all evening.
It was a bizarre train of thought (except for an ex-wallflower like me), but I thought about the level of self-discipline someone had to have in order to not touch their hair at all. How many times had I ran my hands across my own hair, as I answered a question or thought of one to ask? Yet she had stayed immovably flawless, with a straight back and perfect posture. It was unnerving - and this was coming from someone who spent years learning discipline in the most structured organisation in life.
Lily had changed way beyond the person I recognised her to be when we met over 10 years ago. I'd changed over that period and so had she. Hers was not my world now, nor mine hers. She looked happy, even if she lived her life in a way that I couldn't endorse, never mind be a large part of. We weren't going to exist in each other's world and honestly, I didn't feel sad about that. I wasn't going to see her again.
She emerged from the bathroom and I greeted her warmly, taking her in for the last time. I put my jacket on after we paid and she waited for me for a beat like I was going to help her and then did the same to herself when I didn't. We walked out together, though apart. I held the exit door open for her out of politeness, but she thanked me nonchalantly as though it was to be expected.
We walked out onto the street towards the taxi rank as I knew she wouldn't be taking the train. "Now that you've had a few drinks, I can ask you this and expect a more honest answer," I paused, looking over at her as we walked, "How are coping without Catherine?"
She flinched at my question but seemed to brush it off with a deep breath. "Tough," she replied, slowing her walk and giving us more time until we got to the taxi rank. "It's tough. I loved her so much and now she's just not here and I keep forgetting. When I planned my week, I always made sure to have a day where I was seeing her. So, when I set my week out now, I keep thinking 'why do I have a day free, what should I be doing?' and then I remember."
"She'd be proud of you, Lils," I said gently and honestly.
She looked at the driver of the closest taxi and nodded towards him. The engine came to life and the taxi slowed its way over. Lily took a steadying breath and then composed herself in that time. She looked over at me as she walked to the door and said, "She'd have been glad you were there, she always asked after you."
I smiled. "Goodbye, Lils."
I didn't mean it to sound so final, but it was.
Lily knew it too. "Goodbye Michael."
***
Lily and I didn't exchange another message after that evening. Over the following weeks, I found cause for hope that my life was on a good trajectory. I'd had two recruiter interviews for jobs that I didn't get - but still, progress. I was seeing my gran frequently and making sure I cherished the time I still had with her. Mum, Megan and I made it a weekly ritual to have dinner together. Sometimes Megs & I would meet up in addition to those meals. She was busy and had her own life, but she tried to make time, and I appreciated that more than I let on.
I started going to the gym a couple of times a week and that basic level of activity and stress relief aided my mental health immeasurably - I hadn't even had a smoke since the funeral. The routine and some sort of structure, gave me the headspace to begin to ask myself tough questions about relationships and what I wanted in them.
I tried not to think about Lily, even though it was the drinks with her that prompted my self-reflection. Not that it took me much cause at all, to look-inward and reflect. It was my favourite pastime during my lonely teenage years.
My favourite pastime now, if I was honest with myself, was sex with Chloe. It was a novel experience for me to have someone so gorgeous, be so obsessed with being intimate with me. It wasn't just that I loved the sex, I loved the type of sex. It was intense and hugely intimate. There was nothing quite like being on top of and inside Chloe, while she was powerless to resist my frame but still had complete trust in me as I took her relentlessly. Her legs would shake as I pinned them up and her body would redden with the effort of handling me. The more I let go and dominated her, the more submissive she would become. Seeing her take on that role always pushed our sex into hotter territory.
"I love how ruined I feel after you've had me," Chloe confessed in my bathroom afterwards as she was cleaning herself up before getting ready for our double date. She had started to fetishise it and that was a worry, in truth.
Increasingly, the relationship between Chloe and I was becoming more about sex and less about anything else. I guess that was the more pleasurable way around for a relationship to begin to fall apart given it was so often through lack of sex. But the change in what we spent our time doing had led me to organise the double date with Richard & Dave - in part so that we had a reason to go out and hang out.
We got ourselves ready and made our way over to a chain cocktail bar. Dave and Richard were already there.
"Hey Dave, Rich, this is Chloe," I made the intros and Chloe, being the social butterfly she was, jumped into her seat and got talking.
I left her to it and ordered our cocktails. As I was walking back, I heard loud laughter echo from our table and came back to see Dave wiping his eyes behind his glasses. "What's going on?" I asked, sitting down next to Chloe who grinned at me.
Rich replied while Dave sorted his face out. "Dave was telling Chloe about the time you got detention for..."
"Ah, 'the incident'," I grinned, cutting him off. Rich had heard it before - Dave and he had got together during university and had been together ever since. He'd heard it all and was clearly enjoying having someone new to bounce off.
Dave and Rich worked well but were opposites in many ways. Dave was slim and taller, quieter and more introverted. Rich was a masculine man that treated Dave well but certainly took the lead across the relationship. He was assertive and confident - it was little surprise that conversation gravitated around him, even if it was mostly about me, as I took a backstep to let the 3 of them bond.
As the evening wore on, I felt Chloe gravitate towards Rich in a way that started to feel not entirely platonic. There was the occasional arm-touch and laugh when they reached for the same onion ring. Dave looked over at me in surprise and I laughed in disbelief. Rich alone seemed comfortable, though he glanced at me a couple of times to make sure I too, was fine.
When Chloe excused herself to the bathroom, he turned to me with a smirk. "She knows I'm gay, right?"
I laughed, shrugging my shoulders. "Mate, I'm not sure she knows we're together, given that."
"Heads up," Dave nodded towards the bar, where Chloe was rather obviously flirting with a man who was chatting her up on the way to the toilets.
Watching her do that was the final straw. Before Chloe returned, I was fuming.
"Guys, I think I'm going to call this a night when she's back. Her & I need to have a chat," I announced.
"It was only a bit of flirting," Dave tried to pacify, surprising both Rich and I.
I shook my head, "Na, it's more than just today. This was a Hail Mary and I don't think its landed. I'm sorry guys." Their faces jointly fell at the premature end of the evening.
Chloe returned and I let her finish her cocktail before saying we were calling it a night. She looked shocked and then, guilty. It was as though she had no idea her flirting was obvious. We left with awkwardness between us, though both of us said goodbye to Dave & Rich warmly, leaving me in no doubt Chloe knew why I was pissed.
"What the fuck was that about?" I asked, the second we left, unable to hold it in much longer.
"You're well over-reacting," Chloe pushed back firmly - and then she smirked. "Was that pushing your buttons?"
I was livid. "Was that a game to you?!"
"Oh my God Mike, it's not like anything was going to happen, I was just having fun teasing you!"
I turned and walked away, leaving her there. I expected her to follow, and she did. I could hear her heels clipping against the floor as she chased me. I turned around, strangely calm. She caught up and closed the gap, looking at me with a most apologetic look and a batting of her long eyelashes. I saw her for what she was - an adult who hadn't made it into adulthood just yet. She'd stepped up massively to be with me and now was acting out as she struggled to keep up.
"You're a brat," I stated calmly.
Something changed in how I saw her right then. She opened her mouth to reply but before she could, I kissed her. My hand pulled her into me, and the other took hold of her long hair. She returned my kiss with welcome passion in the middle of the street. Were we indoors, we'd already have been naked, such was the simmering of sexual tension.
I flagged a taxi and almost threw us in it. Chloe put her hand brazenly on my cock as we made the short journey back to my apartment. What little blood was needed to bring me to full hardness, quickly found its way into my cock, which was prominent against my trousers. Chloe groaned and the driver looked back in his mirror. I glared at him, challenging him to pass comment. I didn't want him to give Chloe ammunition to push my buttons further, particularly as I was in a heat of lust and desperately trying not to think all of it through, as I always did.
When we made it back to mine, I pushed her hard against the wall the second the door closed, with my hand behind her head to take the blow. Her pert ass cheeks were not so lucky, and she gasped again at my manhandling of her. Her high heels made it harder for her to balance and seemed to arouse her more.
"You're going to mark me," she gasped, when I gripped her hands and pushed them above her head and against the wall. It was more of an invite than a warning as she kissed me straight after and pulled away, looking at me expectantly.
"You deserve it," I replied with a growl, "behaving like a brat."
Lust and frustration merged. Before I could caution myself, I'd turned her around with a hand around her waist and bent her over at an angle. I spanked her ass over her short jean skirt and tights. Chloe moaned sexily when the second blow landed. "Again," she pleaded. I knew right then that some part of her had orchestrated the evening for this outcome.
In response, I picked her up from behind and took her into the bedroom, throwing her roughly onto the bed, where she landed with another gasp and a lust-filled look over her shoulder. I grabbed her by the ankles and pulled her lower half off the bed, bending her over as I did, so that she was facing ahead of me with her bum on show. I spanked her again, curling my hand in such a way that it would leave a mark, but it wasn't a full-on slap. Chloe loved it and the dirty talk soon followed.
"Oh fuck, I've been a bad girl Daddy, show me who's boss."
I spanked her hard again, pulling her back by her hair.
"I'm a teasing little slut who needs to be put back in line!"
Upon hearing that and how uncomfortable her calling herself a slut made me, I didn't want to hear any more. I dragged her off the bed and onto her knees, where she paid no attention to my face and kept her eyes on my crotch, eyeing it hungrily while I undid my belt at pace. Her lips were around my hard cock the second it came into view, and she took it on roughly, taking my balls in her hand and directing my cock into her throat, where her eyes immediately started to run. I thrust into her mouth, moaning as I enjoyed her wet tongue and tight throat. She was still fully clothed and looked up at me when she saw me studying her.
I saw the mascara running down her eyes and the smeared lipstick. She made no indication of a wish to move, keen to submit to the dominance she had brought out in me. I pulled her away and pulled her jumper off her, leaving her in just a bra. She went back to sucking my cock as though I hadn't interrupted. I could see that she was living in her depravity.
Again, the frustration I held with her fused with the lust I had, and I pulled her up and threw her back onto the bed where her landing was celebrated with a moan of need. I kicked my clothes off and pulled her skirt off with a growl as Chloe laid on her front, stretching her body out. I found her soaking wet when I felt her tights over her hole.
"No underwear? Why did you want me to react like this?" I asked with exasperation.
"Because I can't help myself Daddy, I need it like this - uhhhh"
Chloe moaned as she felt me ripping her wet tights. I pushed her face down into the bed and held her there as I lined up and pushed my way inside her. Even muffled, her moans were loud, and she squeezed the sheets as she took me inside her.
"YES!" She cried her approval loudly.
Ordinarily, I'd have taken the time to taste, tease and please her. But there was no chance of that here. She'd broken things between us to get this dominance from me - and I was going to give it to her, even if I regretted it the next morning.



She tried to speak frequently - to tell me what a slut she was, to tell me how much she enjoyed flirting, knowing it was getting to me. I covered her mouth in the end, using knickers from the draw that she'd be emptying tomorrow. We were done, we both knew. This was the sex we needed to have to finish it.
I slammed into her through one of her orgasms and she obligingly kept the underwear in her mouth as we fucked. I slapped her cheeks at intervals, watching the red of her skin soften before spanking the cheek again, until they both stayed red. By that point, my cock was sore, and Chloe was drenched in sweat, with the sheets under her soaked by our efforts and scrunched under us from Chloe's grip.
"I'm going to cum, but not inside you," I gasped finally, only aware how exhausted I was at that point. For some reason, it felt right not to cum inside her. It was the wrong kind of intimate. "Where do you want it?"
Chloe pulled the underwear from her mouth, strands of saliva following it and the material stuck together. "On my face, on my knees," she pleaded.
I thrust for a few more seconds and pulled out. She moved to her knees just as quickly as I could have moved her and closed her eyes, her mouth open. Her fingers were in her hole, replacing my cock and she waited. My aching balls didn't have her wait for long and I moaned as I sprayed all over her face, into her waiting mouth and into her hair.
"Cover me with it," she breathed as the last spurts of my cum dripped onto her cheek.
Her eyes opened and I saw the pleasure in them. This was everything she wanted but it wasn't something I wanted to give her again. I handed her the underwear and she arranged it so that she wiped her face clean with the inside of the garment. She slowly stood up, with my support.
I was spent and already feeling guilty, even more so when I watched her roll off her ruined tights, despite the way her eyes glazed over as she did it. "Let's clean up?" I offered.
I went first and then she went, separately. By the time she was done, I was in bed waiting for her. She walked in hesitantly and waited for my reaction. I lifted the cover and indicated she should join me, which she did, spooning into me.
"Thank you," she whispered, with her back to me.
I didn't reply. There was plenty to say but both of us were too exhausted to say it. Chloe fell asleep before I did, her steady breathing letting me know she was content with what had happened. I followed shortly afterwards, far less content than she was but glad, at least, that she wasn't awake after me.
I awoke the next morning after snoozing my alarm - not once, but twice. I was instantly annoyed. I didn't do that; never did that. I checked the time and saw it was 8:30. Chloe continued to sleep beside me, having booked the morning off. I looked at my phone again struck by something and not believing my eyes: there was a message from Lily.
I was immediately caught between wanting to open it and wanting to sort out the situation with Chloe. I was struck by a moment of paralysis that perhaps only Lily could have given me. I snapped myself out of it and put my phone down, starting my morning routine.
Chloe joined me as the coffee was brewing. She had last night's underwear on, and it came with the smell of sex. She'd put on a vest top that she kept in the drawer and given that she'd normally walk around naked, I took her state of dress as a good sign for an adult conversation.
"Coffee?" I asked when she walked in.
"Please," she replied with a reassuring smile.
I brewed us up a mug each and then we sat down. There was no offer or question of breakfast - it felt that both of us wanted to have the conversation and get it over with.
I took a deep breath. "What happened last night, I didn't like it," I started. I rolled my eyes as I heard it. Bad start and Chloe smirked as I put a finger up and tried to backtrack. "I mean, I liked what we did but I didn't like that we did it and I certainly didn't like how it came about."
Chloe agreed, "I know, Mike. I knew I'd have to top from the bottom a little bit but it's a shame because I really do think you're made to take charge, especially in a nurturing way. I guess I just misread what you might be comfortable with."
I took her hand and tried to finalise the end - even though in hindsight, Chloe just had. "You're great but you're just not what I'm looking for and I really don't mean that to be offensive. You're great."
I really wasn't good at breaking up with someone. In my defence, I'd never done it properly before. I'd only been rejected or else, it wasn't long enough to warrant a breakup.
Chloe smiled sadly, "I feel the same. But you've shown me what I do want and that's a good outcome from this relationship."
Chloe left soon after, emptying the drawer and putting both her ripped tights and the saturated underwear in my bin. We hugged at the door and then she was on her way. For my first real breakup, it was surprisingly low-key. It did leave me with plenty to think on - in particular, her comment about me showing her what she wanted in a relationship. I spent the next few hours answering that question myself.
What did I like about being with Chloe and what didn't I? That was the question I went back to frequently. If I was being honest with myself, I loved the safety - both mental and physical, that I provided Chloe. I loved that I now could provide that to someone. I loved that I had things to offer her, some form of wisdom; a method for showing her how to operate in a relationship - it felt a far cry to the person I was when I was younger who knew so little about life and relationships.
But I didn't like what she wanted from the world at that point in her life - the drinking, the constant partying, the lack of 'settling' into a relationship. I hated that I was frequently tempted into telling her what she should be doing with her life, as though I was a parent. I surmised, as best I could, that I wanted someone mature but not someone perfect. Someone who wanted to grow together in a relationship - because I had plenty to learn in that regard. Sometimes I was grateful for my wallflower mind and that day was one of those.
It was mid-afternoon when I jumped up in panic and remembered I hadn't seen Lily's message. I grabbed my phone from the counter and flicked the message open before I'd had the patience to sit down.
Lily:
Hi Mike,
I hope you're well.
I wondered how you were getting on with your job search? If it would help, I'd be happy to look at your résumé and a recent application form and give you feedback? Of course, it's entirely up to you and you may not wish to take me up on that offer or indeed, get back to me. I hope you do though.
All best,
Lils x
I read the text twice before I could properly take it in enough. She'd sent it just after 7am and perhaps I was over-thinking it, but it read as though she'd spent some time writing the message (of course she had, this was Lily) and had lost the core purpose of it. The way she caveated the end of the message told me it was a message intended to reconnect and she was not used to doing that. But she'd signed it off as 'Lils' - despite the formality of the rest of the message - and it was that more than anything that made me reply.
Mike:
Hi Lily,
.... I'm going to refuse to message you like that :-) Sorry for taking ages to get back to you, I was dealing with some stuff today. That's a very kind offer and if it's one that still stands, I'd love to take you up on it.
Lily started typing almost instantly after I sent the message, while I was still in the conversation.
Lily: Haha okay, that was a little too formal. Yes, I'd be happy to! I've since made plans this evening so there's no guarantee that I'll get something back to you this evening, but I'll try.
P.s. I hope everything's okay.
Mike: All okay, thank you for asking. Please don't clear your plans on my account and definitely don't work to a deadline that soon!
Lily: I don't mind, honestly. Here's my email, send me your résumé and a recent application form when you can.
I sent over the documents as requested. My brain couldn't analyse anything more that day - I was done. Instead, I spent the early evening at the gym, continuing to maintain the muscles and fitness that I had but mostly it was for my mental health. I worked harder than normal so that my thoughts couldn't run away from me. When I got home, I made myself a burger with all the trimmings - I fancied a treat, being newly single and all. I watched another marvel film and then had an early night, sleeping peacefully.
I awoke the next day to another message from Lily.
Lily: I've finished the feedback and emailed it back to you; I hope it's useful x
I checked the timestamp of the message, my jaw falling to the floor. It was after 2am when she'd finished it. I opened the documents and saw Lily had drastically changed the format of my résumé and I could immediately see it looked cleaner & slicker. It looked professional and I knew it'd make a better impression. That was before I got to the content which nearly blew me away. She made me sound impressive. It was the same with the application form - it was all about 'what I delivered' and 'what impact it had'. I was speechless, it must have been hours' worth of work.
Mike: Lily! You've been up half the night doing that! I'm speechless, this is fantastic, and I already feel re-motivated to put some applications in!
Again, Lily was typing the second my message went through.
Lily: I'm really pleased to hear that, Mike. Let me know how you get on, if you'd like?
Lily's tentative messages led to me making a spontaneous decision that I wasn't yet sure if I'd regret.
Mike: How about I take you to dinner and say thanks properly?
There was a pause for a couple of minutes until she replied again.
Lily: That would be great! I'm free tonight if that works for you?
Blimey, I thought.
Mike: I can't tonight - family meal
Lily: Ah okay - say hi to them for me :-)
Mike: Okay will do
Mike: When are you free?
Lily: Erm, I'm not for a couple of weeks. I was kind of hoping you might have been free this evening, so I cleared it; that was stupid of me.
I was deeply touched again, by the gesture, however presumptuous. Lily was putting herself out there in a way that I frankly, didn't think she was capable of doing anymore.
Mike: I'm sorry Lils, I don't want to get into the habit of cancelling on the family when I'm only just reconnecting with them. Neither of them has cancelled yet so I don't want to be the first!
Lily: How about you tell me when you're free and I'll cancel my plans to make sure I can do it?
Mike: Lils! You haven't got to do that!
I was becoming aware that I was starting to be a touch too ungracious or at least, a bit too whiny. Before I could follow-up, Lily had again replied.
Lily: I want to, please...
Mike: How about tomorrow night then?
Lily enthusiastically agreed and I suggested she pick a place near her work. I regretted it as soon as I suggested it, given her taste vs my bank balance but I didn't know where to go, having been away for so long. Sure, I could have asked Megan but then I'd have to tell her about my breakup and it was far too soon for that.
When a suggestion wasn't immediately forthcoming, I got up and started my day, again later than I normally would but at least this time, the reason made me feel good. Lily clearly wanted to rekindle our friendship and from her approach alone, I decided I would seek to do the same.
I went about my day by applying for a couple of jobs with my new documents and then I left to visit my gran before making the short trip to my Mum's for a weekday roast dinner. Gran was sleeping in her chair when I arrived.
"Hello Nanna," I enthused when she finally woke up.
"Barry, you've come to see me!"
I spent the next hour or so chatting to my gran about 'the old days' that I couldn't remember, because I was her grandson and not her brother. I stayed until she exhausted herself with enthusiasm and excitement, broken only by a cup of tea and cake midway through. She fell back into a snooze with a happy smile. Conversely, I felt despondent.
I walked to my Mum's which was a good 30 minutes away and it cleared my head somewhat. My thoughts again went to Lily when I saw a message from her and a link to the restaurant that she'd booked for the following evening. My fingers scrolled until I found the menu and my eyes searched the prices before I looked at the food. They were eye-watering for someone unemployed. Only the effort she'd gone to and her clear enthusiasm for meeting up stopped me cancelling out of principle. I endeavoured to go, have a good time and not think about it.
_
Megan looked happier than I'd ever seen her. It was only a few minutes into dinner that she announced why, after our incessant prompting. "Okay, fine," she blushed, always embarrassed to be the centre of attention. "I've just got a promotion and also, Mathew's asked me to move in with him."
"Wow, congratulations!" Mum and I echoed, before getting up and hugging her in turn. Megan was bright red but looked pleased.
"I hope he's not asked you to move in off the back of your promotion?"
"'Mike!" Mum scolded.
Megan smiled at me - she knew I was fond of him and was saying it in jest. She flicked some gravy at me from the roast potato on her fork, in response.
"Hey! Keep it adult you two!" Mum told us off again but this time there was a motherly smile on her face. "What about you, Michael? Any good news to share?"
I shrugged. "Not really, not yet."
"What about with the girl you're seeing?"
I noted the description - Mum wasn't happy with the age-gap when Megan ratted me out. "We're, erm, not seeing each other anymore."
Megan looked over but didn't pass judgement, just about. Mum was quick to jump on it though. "Well, how's Lily?"
I rolled my eyes and Megan looked down at her food, a grin on her face. My Mum wasn't even close to subtle with her views on who I should be with. In her defence, Lily was just about the only woman she knew in my life. That we were in different worlds now made no difference to her.
"I'm actually meeting her for dinner tomorrow, and she said to say hello." I took strange pleasure in how quickly Megan's head snapped over. "Not in 'that' way," I hastened to add. "It's a thank you for her helping me with my job applications. We're barely friends anymore, we hadn't even been speaking."
I explained what happened during the cocktail evening, the realisation I'd come to and how Lily had clearly come to the same. Megan had already heard it but made like it was new to her, as another way to have a conversation about Lily & I, with my Mum now as backup.
My Mum snorted, as though I'd misread it all. It was unlikely anyone would see it a different way, never mind me, who knew her and myself so well. "You're a handsome boy, I can't imagine why she'd not want to spend time with you."
It was my turn to snort. "Mum, that's nice of you but I'm not handsome and I'm certainly not a millionaire-type that she's used to spending her time with. I don't get the impression that she wants to spend time with people who knew her before she was perfect."
It was clear that Meg and my Mum saw it differently. "You make it sound like wanting to be the best you can be is a bad thing," Mum cut in strongly.
"She's not 'wanting' to be, she is," I defended myself. "She's pretty much faultless."
"You're finding fault in her easy enough," Megan reasoned a little bluntly. "So, I can't see how that works. I think you need to grow up and to be honest, be less of an ass."
"Look, this is not the point," I replied, keen to exit this topic ASAP and not let Megan built up a head of steam. "The point is I don't see her, or the person she is, that way."
"Yeah, he's fucked it up anyway,"
"Megan Jane!"
"Sorry," Megan apologised. You wouldn't have guessed she was 26. "Mike's messed it up anyway. The girl he was seeing is her cousin."
My Mum was aghast, dropping her fork comically. I felt my face flush. "Her cousin?!"
"Through marriage," I defended pointlessly.
"Oh sorry, through marriage, twice removed with a rainbow on top." Megan shot back sarcastically.
I flicked a pea at her and ate my food quietly. Mum and Megan fell silent too.
***
I arrived for dinner the following evening in a blue suit I'd found on sale that fit me a lot better, and a white shirt. I felt like I looked professional, even if I was far from it at that point. Lily had chosen an upscale Indian restaurant that looked nothing like an Indian restaurant I had ever been to.
I arrived before her this time, hanging my suit jacket on a nearby hook and rolling my sleeves halfway up my forearm to stop them getting dirty later. Unlike Lily, I didn't hesitate to order and was sipping a beer which had been poured from a bottle into a glass for me, at my distress.
Lily arrived shortly after 7, walking in gracefully. She saw me and smiled but still waited for the waiter to hurry over and usher her over, rather than just walking the 10 yards to me. I mentally chastised myself for noticing it.
The waiter took her coat from her, and I saw that she was in pink heels and a complimentary pink and white dress. It was a professional-looking dress that yes, looked exceptionally good on her as pretty much anything would, but it didn't overly flatter her breasts in the way that another dress with a plunging neckline could. It wasn't a date dress. Her hair flowed down to the top of her elbows and her face had just the slightest bit of makeup - she looked radiant.
I stood and we hugged warmly, as though the silence between us over the last few weeks didn't exist. I ordered us still water for the table while Lily looked over the drink's menu. They brought the water out in an unopened and expensive bottle instead of a jug from the tap (who was I kidding?) but in that time, Lily had chosen the drink she wanted, and the waiter had gone off to sort her a G&T with the man behind the restaurant bar. She looked a little nervous, if I was reading her right.
"This is really nice," I offered, wanting to make an effort.
The conversation with my family had stayed with me and something approaching guilt was starting to eat at me. I was being a dick, in all honesty and I needed to change.
Lily looked relieved, her shoulders fell an infinitesimal amount and she seemed to breath easier. "I'm glad, I was hoping you'd like the cuisine given where you spent the last few years." Her eyes widened. "I mean, sorry, that was nonsense, different parts of the world."
I laughed and she grinned. Surprisingly, she didn't recoil at my drawing attention to the table, in the way she had at the cocktail bar. "It's fine Lils, I like spicy food."
"There's plenty of vegetarian options too," she carried on, still trying to justify her decision. She must have known the price was steep.
I narrowed my eyes and leaned forward, "You know I'm not vegetarian, right?"
Lily was alarmed by my reaction. "Oh no, I am. I'm the vegetarian," she clarified.
I chuckled, leaning back as her drink arrived. "I was teasing you, I gathered."
Lily didn't reply and now looked flushed. She adjusted the watch strap on her wrist and then picked up the menu to scan it. I did the same, feeling bad at my misplaced attempt to put her at ease. In the end, I'd only put myself at ease, at her expense. You can't stop being a dick, can you Ike?



Once I'd absorbed the menu, I looked up and saw that Lily was still reading hers, or else hiding behind it. "Anything you'd recommend?" I asked her politely.
She looked up and hesitated. "They'll be vegetarian options though."
"That's fine, when I really enjoy them, you can sit there looking smug, can't you?"
Lily reacted better to that and suggested a couple of dishes including a paneer-based curry. We ordered and seeing that I was going to need to lead us through the evening, I got started on the topics I'd thought of earlier in the day. I was that guy - the planner.
"So, I just wanted to thank you, genuinely, for what you did with my job applications. That was above and beyond Lily, honestly."
I might have touched her hand to show how serious I was, but they were tucked in close to the table. Instead, I raised my glass and tipped it towards her. Her cheeks seemed to redden slightly behind her permanent tan and touch of foundation. "You're most welcome, I'm happy to help you when you get interviews and what have you," she offered.
I was tempted to ask 'why' but I stopped myself. Instead, I asked, "What plans did you cancel for me then?" I felt guilty even as I asked and felt even more so when I heard her response.
"Oh, it was a date," she replied dismissively. Whether it was because she didn't want to go into it, or wasn't too fussed, was unclear.
I pressed it anyway. "Why'd you cancel a date to see me?" I chuckled to keep it light, but I found the topic of surprising interest, rather than hysterical.
Lily waved a hand to further dismiss it but seeing I wasn't going to easily give up, explained. "He'd been asking me out for months, he's one of the producers on one of the world news programmes. So, in the end I said yes, even though he's not really my type."
"What's your type?" I replied at once, now no longer hiding my interest.
Surprisingly, Lily didn't blush, and her answer seemed rehearsed, right down to the gestures. "I'll know it when I see it, you know?" She finished with a little shrug of her shoulders that hinted at defensiveness but then she moved on and her shoulders sat back to normal. "I wanted to see you more, to be frank."
She looked over and I felt my cheeks flush. "I'm touched," I admitted. "May I ask why?"
"Maybe after a few more of these," she teased, holding the glass up. I was truly intrigued now.
Our starters arrived and we tried some of each other's. We fell into a more relaxed conversation about family, and I told her Megan's good news which allowed us both to play off her settling down before us. I again asked how Sharon & her were doing and received an honest reply.
"She's struggling, a little bit, to be honest," Lily admitted. "I think she feels a little lost."
"How about you?" I asked evenly.
Lily's face fell and I saw what I could best describe as a crack in her perfect looks.
"I think I'm the same. I don't think Nan would recognise me anymore, the more I think about it. That scares me," she admitted quietly. "The few years while you were away, it wasn't like how you knew her, when she'd be at the pub drinking her brandy with the neighbours on a Friday night. It's not like how it was when I was young, and she was out with me for meals and watching me grow up. She got old, got sick and we both lost a lot of that."
Lily took a large gulp of alcohol and I stayed silent except to motion to the waiter for a refill, for both of us.
"I had a dream last week that she was in The Wagon," Lily swallowed as she thought of the pub. "And I walked in, and she didn't know who I was. She kept saying 'you're not my granddaughter, you're a snob'."
Lily imitated Catherine's accent so well that it broke the emotion and I laughed, loudly. Lily did too, unashamedly. We settled a few seconds later and Lily wiped a tear from her eye that might not have been from laughter.
"Ah Lils," I said softly. I reached out and took her hand. Her soft, moisturised skin was almost as though touching air. Her nails, painted soft pink, were perfected manicured. She didn't move it away and I took relief from that - that she didn't find me a creep, even after all these years. "I hate to be all preachy, but have you considered therapy? It helped me a lot a few years ago."
She hesitated and I sensed the same woman who felt out of her depth when I mentioned my past before. She took her hand away gently and not controversially. "I'm in it, I've been in therapy for years," then she quickly added, realising what I'd said, "not that I've had it worse than you!"
"Wow, wow," I replied immediately, by instinct. "It's not a competition. I went through some stuff over there and after a few therapy sessions, I came to terms with it but that does not mean you should automatically be okay. I suggest therapy because I think it works."
Lily looked reassured. Our food arrived as I'd been speaking but still, I persisted through the interruption because she needed to hear it. There was relief in her expression as I bailed her out. We ate in silence, bar my approving moans - partly for show because I wanted Lily to feel good, but mostly true.
The plates cleared quickly before I spoke candidly again. "Can I ask you yet why you preferred to be here with me," I spread my arms wide and gestured around, "rather than with your date? I'm guessing your dream played a part?"
For the first time, despite the nature of the topics we had already discussed and despite the content of them, Lily looked vulnerable. She drunk her water for the first time too before she answered. "Because I wasn't really feeling it," she said simply. Before I could argue for more detail, she added, "because I wanted to reconnect with my friend. He can't give me what I hope you can."
"What can I give you Lils?" I responded at once, alarmed.
Lily, bless her, was ready for that challenge. "A chance to reconnect with the person I used to be. Someone to remind me what I was like because I can't remember myself anymore. I'm not asking for much, just that you don't treat me how you think I am, but what I was when we were friends. Even if that might be difficult at times."
I was shocked by her candour and perhaps I was also shocked by her awareness of how much she had changed. What surprised me further still, was that she took strands of her hair that was sitting on her shoulder, wrapped it around her finger, and pulled on it. Her nerves were both heartbreakingly endearing and also liberating. It gave me pause to acknowledge that I'd been thinking badly of her and probably hadn't done enough to hide it. I didn't like myself for doing that; I promised to do better now.
"I can definitely help with that," I reassured. "I think I'm far away from what I was too, so don't expect an instant fix," I warned.
"I know," Lily said quickly. "Can we just talk about the old days?"
I smiled reassuringly and again, nodded towards the waiter for desserts. Lily didn't know what to get and agonised about it. The whole conversation and in fairness, the whole evening, had thrown her off her stride.
"Two cheesecakes please, one with cream, one with ice cream," when the waiter had come over a second time, asking if we were ready to order.
I ordered as though it was nothing but to Lily, it was a big deal. She blushed, smiled appreciatively and whispered a relieved "thank you". She chose the ice cream when the desserts arrived and had a bit of both the ice cream and the cheesecake, but not all of it. "Less calories this way," she whispered. I didn't dispute it and ate all of mine, as well as the rest of hers. She was happy about that, handing it over and enjoying feeding me.
We moved onto our university lecturers as we moved onto our fourth drink. I shuddered at the prospect of the bill. No exaggeration, it would have been close to half a month's outgoings.
"I wonder what happened to Professor Nilson?" She asked with wry smile.
I smiled too. Despite what he put her through, we bonded over what happened when I found out.
"I hope he never taught again," Lily grimaced, though still in positive spirits.
He had, at the ripe age of 50, with 2 kids and a wife, decided that Lily would pass her final year class far easier, were she to 'put those Hollywood lips to use.'
One devastating day later when he had told her to think about it and she had told me in desperation, aware that she needed to pass his course, I had bloodied the mouth he had threatened her with. I took the fall and Lily kept her grades.
"I'd do a lot worse now," I admitted harshly, but truly.
Lily glanced at my biceps and for the first time, recognised the difference in me. I was sure it was the first time, as she flushed and I felt a pull towards her - an affirmation of sorts, that I hadn't felt before.
"Yeah, but he flunked you even then," Lily reasoned.
It was still a sore subject, even though I was proud of it. "Yeah well, you didn't want me to formally complain."
"Well, if I complained..."
"Lily, let's not do that again," I sighed in mock-exasperation.
She had been propositioned during university more times than I could count - which made my move on her post-university, and her subsequent reaction, all the more horrifying.
"You know, you know, how it would have been perceived when I was scoring top marks," Lily hated it, even now. Even though we both knew it was her effort alone that had got her top marks.
"Lily, I know," I sighed. "You stopped me crippling him, okay?"
She fell silent. Anger had clipped my voice to such an extent that it betrayed what I'd really do if I was in the situation again now. Lily had picked up on it and I think it scared her.
"I'd have done it," she whispered eventually, as she drained her glass, spurred on by the alcohol. I was only midway through my glass, which should have been going down much easier.
She summoned the waiter, with a smile and ordered another for each of us, as I sat there processing what she'd said. "What do you mean?" I asked, even though it was quite clear.
"I'd have given him what he asked, if it got me the grade," Lily clarified somewhat forcefully.
"The grade you earned," I specifically chose to reply of all the things, mouth dry. "The grade you deserved."
"If I didn't have you, if you didn't notice there was something wrong that day, when nobody else did, I don't see what choice I'd have had but to have gone through with it. That's the truth of it," she admitted, with a glazed look. "I've never said that out loud until just now."
I paused, unable to speak. A pit had formed in my stomach. I'd always thought, given the way she had come to me, that she'd have found a way out of it regardless.
"I'd have just got on with it and thought about what would have happened if I failed the class against where I am now."
Yeah, complete disillusionment with life, and then the army, or a promising career as a tv producer. I could see why she would have picked what she did. Knowing it now, knowing what she'd have done, I had no regrets about what I did.
"Did you ever tell your Mum & Meg what happened?" Lily wondered.
I shook my head. "No way."
"Why, it wasn't your fault?"
I shrugged. "Just weren't worth getting into, was it? The more people that knew, the more pressure it would have put you under and I could see how much it was eating you up."
I paused and asked for the bill, cancelling the drinks. We'd drunk enough and our mood had turned sad & reflective. I didn't want to keep drinking in that frame of mind. I wasn't the best company when that happened.
"This got deep," I said at last, to break the ice.
Lily grinned nervously. "Sorry"
"Don't be!" I assured strongly. "I've had a great time."
That was until the bill arrived. Lily saw my wince - the bill was too high for me to hide it. "Let me split it?" she said at once.
"No, I said I'd buy you dinner," I pushed back firmly.
"Well then, let me cover the drinks." I acquiesced and she put her card down too.
We paid the bill and got up to leave. I reached for her coat and helped her put it on. We were almost the same height in her heels. I could smell her perfume for the first time. It was a gentle, feminine smell that seemed ready to draw me into it. I had to shake myself, annoyed that I'd had so many drinks with both of us in such a vulnerable, reflective mindset.
As we left and made our expected walk to the taxi rank, I finally voiced my annoyance. "Lily," I said slowly, and she stiffened her stride slightly but didn't look around. Her behaviour reminded me of someone about to be broken up with. "I've had a really good time, but I can't afford this again. In the nicest possible way, it's crazy to me that you would pick a place that expensive for someone who hasn't got a job."
Lily looked horrified by it. "I'm really sorry, Michael," I noted the change to formality. "I tried to find somewhere a bit more affordable and thought this would be okay. I guess I don't really know what's manageable but trendy, anymore."
She looked crestfallen. I was having a hard time not letting my resentment at the change in her come back to the surface, given the ridiculousness of that statement. But she saved me with her next sentence. "Perhaps you can pick the place next time? If you decide you want to see me again?" Lily added the last two questions in a rush, and I was taken by the notion that she clearly didn't do the dance when it came to whether people would see her again.
"I'd love to hang out again," I replied, trying to reduce the formality and keep the focus friendly.
Lily was relieved. "I really did try, I'm sorry."
I smiled; I knew she meant it. She clearly didn't do burger bars or run-down pubs, but she was going to, if she seriously wanted me to be organising things. "I can tell that you did. But you did say you wanted to reconnect with your old self and that means crappy bars, weak cocktails and sloppy burgers."
Lily feigned nausea and we laughed. It was a much better parting this time. I held the taxi door open for her and promised to message her with plans. "I'll prioritise it, as long as they have veggie burgers," she promised.
***
Lily and I made plans to meet the following week. I tried not to think about how Mum & Meg would react knowing that Lily & I had met up twice in the time between our weekly family dinner. We met the following Tuesday at a sports bar - the kind Lily & I would have gone to back in the day with 2-for-1 cocktails and nachos, only this was slightly more upmarket and there wasn't a sticky floor in sight.
I already had a beer in hand with my seat perfectly positioned to watch the match. "Ah, I might have guessed Chelsea were playing," came Lily's well-spoken voice behind me.
I turned in my chair and saw Lily standing above me in a pair of jeans, a t-shirt under her coat and trainers. It was surprisingly casual. Whether it was the atmosphere or that we were both more comfortable, we hugged genuinely and affectionately.
"Only I could under-dress at a sports bar," she grinned, looking around at most of the people who were in work clothes, given I picked a sports bar in the middle of the city.
"Technically, under-dressing would be wearing a lot less, so I think you've got the balance right," I quipped, standing up and indicating I'd be heading to the bar to get her a drink.
Even from that exchange alone, it already felt more comfortable, I reflected at the bar. Maybe it was just that I was more relaxed, and it was transmitting across. In any case, Lily seemed at ease when I looked over. She smiled at me and pointed to the tv, where the football was about to kick off. "Finally!" she announced, when I made my way back over with a bottle of Budweiser for her and another pint for me. "I'd been thinking about this all day."
We didn't speak much during the first half of the football, Lily watching along with interest and high-fiving me energetically when Chelsea scored and the bar erupted. She went and got us another round, which we were still drinking when half-time came and we had a chance to talk.
"I have good news," I declared, looking over. Lily, as usual, sat with her back straight, her hair flowing down beyond her shoulders and now that we were sitting next to each other rather than across, I could detect the smell of her perfume that I'd been thinking about since last seeing her.
"You've got an interview?" Lily asked excitedly. She was always very sharp, was Lily.
"I have indeed, for next week directly with a company and not via crappy recruiters. And yes, I know my sister is one of those," I grinned. "But I seriously owe you one." Her excitement at my news increased my own.
Lily shook her head, still smiling, "It was all you Mike."
"It wasn't, you literally re-wrote the documents I used to apply!"
We had a great evening, in my eyes, aided by Chelsea winning comprehensively and the buzz we both had from it. Lily was still uncomfortable at points but generally, she seemed to have enjoyed herself.
I kept up with job applications across the week, keen not to let the momentum fall away, just because I'd got an interview. It was only across that week that I realised, again, how lonely my life was. Without my family meals and indeed, hanging out with Lily, I'd have little to do but going to the gym, watching Marvel films, and cooking. Dave sounded eternally busy with work which narrowed my social opportunities still further. I was happy alone and keeping myself to myself, but I did crave company at points.
On the Sunday before my interview, I messaged Lily, asking what days she was free that week. She replied to me a couple of hours later while I was in the gym.
Lily: Any day works for me except Thursday. I think you choosing the place works well, I really liked the sports bar x
I was relieved when reading the message and knowing she liked where I'd picked. I was a little surprised though, to see her not being able to make one of the days. She'd pretty much said that she'd be happy to cancel existing plans to meet up with me, so my mind worked through possibilities while I did another set with the free weights. I replied at my next break.
Mike: Great! I'll look at a few options when I'm done in the gym.
Lily: Snap!
She followed it up with a selfie in front of a mirror in what I assumed was the gym in her building. She was in all black athletic wear, with her hair pinned up. She looked strong and lean, with a hint of definition on her abs. Her face looked flushed as though she had just been working hard. It took a lot of effort for me to not interpret that look in another way, not helped by how good she looked. To stop my mind dwelling on it, I snapped a picture of the weighs and just my lower half in the picture via the mirror.
Lily: You lift some serious weights dude x
I grinned and put my phone away so we could both focus. I didn't take my phone out again until I was on the way home and passing a nearby pub.
Mike: This is really random but my local pub have a quiz night tonight. I can't guarantee I'd be any good at anything recent unless it's Marvel but, would you fancy it?
Lily replied a few minutes later, by which time I'd got home and showered.
Lily: Yeah, okay! Where and what time boss? X
I grinned at Lily's teasing and how she seemed to be opening up a little, even just from her use of stupid names across the last couple of messages.
I replied with the details and decided I'd better tidy my place up. It'd come a long way since the boxes and bottle opener when I moved in. Even more so since Chloe had said goodbye. It felt more like a home - even with just the little things like houseplants and coasters. But still, I knew Lily was a neat-freak even during our university days and I'd have hated my flat making her uncomfortable, on the off-chance she visited it. What that said about how I'd changed towards her; I preferred not to think about.



I got to the pub deliberately early so we'd get a good spot. I was undoubtedly really excited for the quiz and to my surprise, Lily arrived earlier than we planned as well. She was dressed-down, similar to the sports bar and looked relaxed as she waved and walked over. It was the opposite to the flushed look of earlier - the one that again, I tried not to dwell on.
"How are you always turning up before me?" She asked incredulously, shouting from the length of a couple of tables away as she walked over. "I was determined to beat you this time."
I grinned and returned the hug she put out when she got to me. "I play by army rules: on time is late, early is on time. Whatcha having?"
She looked at my beer and considered it, given it was a Sunday as well. One of the perks of being unemployed was that Monday mornings didn't matter, for now at least. "Okay, a half," she decided eventually after a pointed sigh from me at how long it was taking her.
I got to the bar and ordered her a half pint, as well as another for myself. I watched Lily people-watch for a minute, before grabbing her hair and to my surprise, tying it into a ponytail. She then slouched back into the booth and seemed quite content. She looked over at my return and smiled.
I was grinning, my comment had been on my lips waiting to be said since I looked over. "I think that's the first time I've seen you deliberately touch your hair, never mind wear it differently."
Lily blushed. "It's weird, isn't it? I've always had a thing about not playing with my hair, I think it shows someone isn't in control."
I had absolutely no idea how she made that connection but now I had an excuse to bring up her weird habit, I couldn't drop it. "I've noticed it and yeah, it's unusual. I think it shows discipline, sure, but I don't think touching your hair demonstrates chaos." Lily took my words in and shrugged. "More importantly, what does your therapist say?" I teased.
Lily missed the joke and answered honestly. "She says it's another sign of me needing to demonstrate to myself that I'm in control."
"Oh shit, so it's an actual thing then?" I asked, surprised.
Lily flinched a touch at my swearing but nodded.
"Sorry, I guess I need to control myself too, with the swearing," I joked, feeling a little guilty at her reaction.
"It's fine," she cut in reassuringly.
"So, this little perfectionist thing you've got going on, that's a hot topic with the therapist then?" I asked, going straight for the elephant in the room.
The hypothetical elephant might well have just walked into the bar and sat on someone, given the way Lily cringed.
I jumped in before she could reply. "Sorry," I said again, though meant it less this time. "No use pretending you're not a changed person. You even said it yourself when we met up again and you wanted us to keep doing so."
"Wish I'd gone for something stronger," Lily joked, taking a sip to delay her reply. She knew I was going to hold on it until she spoke about it, that much was clear. "It started either during university or just after. I can't work out whether I changed and then lost all my friends or whether I lost all my friends first and then changed."
"In any case," she continued passionately, "I don't want this to come across 'woe is me'. I have a great life, a nice car, a great job, a great place to live. I date cultured men; I have good friends... I've kind of got used to the view people have of me. It is what it is. I'm basically the woman I hated people seeing me as and you know what? It's not so bad."
I drank some of my beer as she spoke and then held out my glass. She tapped it back grinning. "Fair enough," I conceded with my own smile. "If you're happy then that's what matters, right? Anyway, I bet the built-in wardrobes and underfloor heating make it worth it," I teased. "I never really liked Jessica and that Uni lot, they were always critical of you, I thought. Jealous, if you ask me."
Lily's eyes narrowed. "You're not just saying that, are you?"
"No, why?" I asked, surprised by her challenge.
She sighed. "It's just that I thought that could be the reason they started cutting me out but then I thought I was rather proving their point, to think that. In the end, it didn't really matter, I lost my friends whatever the cause."
We fell silent. Lily was clearly thinking back over that period of her life, and I was thinking about that period in a new way. It was only then that I realised that my leaving had a real impact on Lily and the person she became. It was a harsh realisation, that I hadn't even thought of what it had done to her and her social circle. I'd spent all my time thinking about the impact of the kiss and not that her other core group of friends weren't necessarily the most nurturing towards her. We'd spoken about what had happened with our friends before, but it felt more meaningful this time, now that our friendship had properly returned.
That damn kiss. I needed to talk about it, tonight, I realised. Get it all out now so we could just focus on being friends. I knew right then, partly driven by guilt, I wasn't going to drop out of Lily's life again.
I took a deep breath and then started. "I'm gonna say some stuff Lils and I'm gonna be as honest as I can, because I always try to be. I also want us to get these topics out of the way because I really would like us to be friends long-term."
"Okay?" Lily replied hesitantly, dragging the last syllable out and grabbing her glass for something to hold. I smiled at her doing that.
"I definitely think you've changed in all the ways I hoped you never would." Lily sighed and looked immediately sad about it. "Even when we were at university together, I saw how men would pull out all the stops when they took you on a date and to see you expecting that now, when you found it so cringeworthy before, is jarring. But the more I get to know you, the more I see you're still you, like I'm still me, we're just different." My clarification was rewarded with small nod, as the seats started to fill around us. "I wished I'd stayed in your life; it pains me knowing you lost all your friends at the same time. You know why I couldn't though," I let it hang there.
Lily was awkward the second I brought it up. I picked up on the fidgeting instead of her usual rigidity. "We haven't got to talk about that," Lily offered quietly.
I shrugged. "We should though, so that we can move beyond it. I got feelings for you when my life was in flux, and you were the one constantly good thing. I hated myself that that happened but now, I look back on it and I feel okay about it. You're an amazing person and while I don't feel that way anymore, my only regret is not being there for you or having you there for me when I needed my best friend."
As I was speaking it through, I knew that justifying the kiss itself didn't matter, what mattered was that Lily knew I regretted how I reacted afterwards. That was growth, in my mind.
"I wish I was there for you too," Lily admitted finally. "I hated thinking about you over there and not knowing what was going on. I might have got drunk a couple of times and tried to call you, but it didn't ring through," she blushed at her own honesty, and I reached over and squeezed her hand, touched by that. "My regret was that I didn't feel the same. I wish I had, Michael."
We smiled sadly at each other and let the moment wash over us.
"Good evening, Ladies & Gents, my name is Paul and I'm your quizmaster for this evening."
We jumped at the sound of the microphone and turned towards the other end of the pub, where a kindly older man was holding a notepad and a portable microphone.
"Uh, Paul, just my luck," she sighed, referencing the name of her ex. The man she was with when I'd kissed her all those years ago.
The quiz got underway, and it provided the perfect distraction for us to move on from the conversation and get back to being friends. It did feel that we had removed a barrier - we were quick to grab each other's arms when we thought of an answer and there was no awkwardness when it came to sitting closely together, sharing the quiz paper. By the halfway break, we were just off the top group. Both Lily & I were open with our competitive sides, keen to win.
I grabbed another beer and Lily declined, picking lemonade instead. "Haven't you got a job interview to prepare for on Tuesday?"
I laughed. "I have tomorrow to do the prepping and I don't want to overprep."
"Fair enough," said Lily with a shrug. I was amazed by how much more casual she'd become around me. "So, you live nearby? This is a nice area," she commented, throwing her tanned arm around widely.
I briefly explained getting the payout from the company and finding a place after googling the area and viewing the first decent house I could find. Before long, we were back in 'quiz-mode' and despite a valiant effort in the sports round and then the technology round (Lily was perfect for that), we were terrible at random facts and even with my background, the geography round. We settled for midtable but agreed to come back for another try next month.
Lily booked an Uber when we left the pub and then we fell into silence while we waited, both of us with things on our mind. Lily broke the silence first. "Would you like me to come over tomorrow evening and help you prep for your interview? I really don't mind."
"Yeah, okay!" I replied, openly enthusiastic. Lily smiled her great smile and shortly after, her Uber arrived, and we said goodbye.
***
The following evening, I set to work cooking up a mushroom curry I'd found online while Lily was reading through the job description and making extensive notes.
"I can't believe you've never had a job interview, this late into your 20's!" Lily's expression was one of disbelief.
I laughed at the look she had on her face. "I got my last job over a coffee & a handshake and the one before that, through a sign-up sheet. So yeah, never done an interview before and thanks for making me feel great about it," I teased.
"Okay, you've got this," she encouraged. "I've done enough interviews to know what they're going to ask."
"Alright bigshot," I scoffed, "I'll take your word for it but if I don't get the job, I'm blaming you."
"I just hope you're wearing a suit that fits this time," Lily quipped. That got me, given the suit in question was worn months ago and Lily hadn't mentioned it before.
"How long you been sitting on that line?"
I plated up, Lily remaining sitting on the breakfast bar and sliding the papers along. It occurred to me how she seemed so comfortable, she'd almost made herself at home. She was walking around in socks and hadn't yet pulled any kind of negative expression about my flat. It felt quite homely with her there and that was comforting. Maybe I was ready to put myself back out there and see if I could find someone to do the couple stuff with.
"So, what's your plans for the week?" I asked conversationally, after Lily had made the polite approving sounds over my cooking.
"I've gotta work late tomorrow to make up for leaving early today, I'm seeing my Mum on Wednesday and then I've got a date on Thursday," she said casually, with no hint of worry. We'd moved beyond that awkwardness and that was proof of it.
Before I came back, I might have been overcome with some stupid form of jealousy at that news. The truth was, I felt nothing like it. It was a real turning point for me and knowing how I felt about Lily. I could tell that she liked this man, just from the way she was protecting her time with him. I felt nothing more than what a friend does when they hear an exciting update about another friend's dating life.
"That's exciting! I did wonder why Thursday was a no-go."
Lily blushed and spooned her rice. "Yeah, I'd er, been hoping he'd ask me on a date for a while and it's going well so far."
More than a passing crush then, I thought. "What's he do?"
"He's the editor for a technology website I work closely with," Lily replied, blushing deeply.
"Ooo you like him," I teased. "He is gonna get laid!" I announced it bluntly, in the way I would have were we still at university.
Lily's face moved from embarrassed to awkward. "I hope he hasn't got that idea. I hate having to justify not putting out until I'm in a relationship." I raised my eyebrows. "What?" Lily questioned, "I don't do casual, Mike. I thought that would be obvious from 'Ms Perfect'." She air-quoted the name and we both grinned.
"That I had no doubt about," I replied coolly. "I'm just surprised anyone still calls it 'putting out'," mimicking her air quotes.
I dodged the kitchen towel she threw my way and carried on with dinner. "Dick," she retorted. I focused on spooning up the rice and waited for her to ask the inevitable. She didn't disappoint. "I'm gonna guess you're not 'on the prowl' currently?"
"Eww Lily," I teased. "You make me sound like a dog."
"Army lads," she shrugged when I looked back at her.
"No," I replied, somewhat offended. "I am certainly not. I'm still figuring out my relationship goals, I think the term is."
I could feel Lily wanted to call me out on that. I could almost hear Meg's reaction if I used that term. But Lily kept quiet about it, for which I was glad. The last thing I needed was to explain why dating her cousin meant I didn't really know what I wanted from a relationship yet.
We spent the following couple of hours practising interview questions. Lily was seriously good. Not only did she know how to interview for jobs, her own job meant she knew how an interview should feel and how to put people at ease. My size meant that could otherwise have been an issue.
"You're so rigid," Lily despaired as we mock-interviewed over my breakfast bar.
"I was in the army! You're one to talk," I grinned.
"Shutup, no I'm not," she replied, pointing at the way she was slouched over our breakfast bar. "You've put me at ease so do the same to them. Once they relax, you will too, and it'll move from an interview to a conversation."
"But, how?" I was almost at exasperation.
"Okay," Lily thought, "play your favourite song in your mind just before you go in, that'll relax you and you'll be off to a good start."
"What would you think of, out of interest?"
"Probably something from Coldplay or Keane."
I snorted. "That shit would relax you?"
"Lemme guess, Nirvana, Smells Like Teen Spirit?"
"I'm worst at what I do best," I smirked, quoting a line in the song.
I was more nervous when we were done but certainly more prepared for it. As Lily was getting ready to leave, I could see she was weighing up whether to ask me something.
"What do you wanna ask?" I prompted. "You've got no poker face," I added under her surprised look, which made her grin.
"I was just wondering if you would like to come out for drinks on Friday with some of my work friends?" She buttoned up her coat as she asked, but I knew she wasn't going to be leaving until I answered.
Lily was right to be hesitant in asking, as I was immediately uneasy. "Have I met them?" I asked.
"Yeah," Lily replied enthusiastically, glad I was even considering it. "Olivia and Amy will be there. Char's gonna try but it depends on her husband cancelling his plans or a babysitter being available."
I hated meeting new people and Lily knew that but my brief exchange with the three of them at the funeral had me feeling like I'd at least get on with them. "Okay," I started, watching Lily's expression rise, "I'll think about it and let you know. Put me down as a strong maybe."
"Yay!"
We hugged a goodbye hug and I saw her out.
_
It was just before Noon the next day that I had my interview. Only Megan and Lily knew about it, so I wasn't surprised to just see 'good luck' messages from them when I checked my phone waiting outside the room. It was a high-rise building in the city, and they owned a few of the floors. It was a job that would be mostly spent behind the desk with some travel - perfect, if I got it.
Sitting in the lobby, I realised this was where my life was heading now. Whether I got this job or not, an office job with structure and routine, was where I was going to end up. A relationship, marriage and kids, holidays with them, Friday evening's out if we could find a babysitter... that was my future. A future I now felt like I wanted. It didn't matter if I got this job or not, there'd be others and that calmed me.
When I was called into the meeting room, I walked in with a big smile on my face and felt at ease. Lily's advice had worked. Only, it wasn't Nirvana in my head, it was Coldplay's Something Just Like This, instead. I'd carry that secret to my grave.
I'd love to say Lily had predicted all of the questions they were going to ask me, but she hadn't. She'd been close enough with most and I used the structure she taught me to answer the rest. When I left, I had a feeling I'd got the job or come very close to it. When they called later that afternoon though, once nerves had hit me and I'd spent the hours doubting my answers, I reacted with surprise when they offered me the job. I barely negotiated on salary; it was already above what I expected to get.
By the time Friday had rolled around, the contracts had been signed, references quickly sought, and an IT account already set up. They didn't wait around, my new employers. I bought a bunch of new suits on the Thursday, the day after our family meal where I was toasted and treated to my Mum's finest Bolognese.
"Ah man, I was hoping you'd help me move this weekend, but you'll probably need to rest before you have to start working like an adult," Meg had teased. I avoided rolling my eyes and reminding her I'd been working for years, and instead graciously offered to help my little sister anyway. She snorted like I didn't know what I was getting myself in for.
On that Friday evening, I made my way into the main part of the city to a bar only a couple of streets away from the sports bar Lily & I frequented. Lily didn't need to tell me to put a suit jacket on, I already knew I needed to. I walked in about 15 minutes before the 6pm meet-up (early was on time) and found Amy & Olivia at a table, a bottle of Argentinian red already being shared between them. I hesitated for the briefest second and then went over.
"Hey, not sure if you remember me, I'm Mike," I said to the both of them, trying not to be too awkward about it.
Olivia looked at me blankly but thankfully Amy responded, "Hey Mike, glad you could make it, pull up a chair."
"Oh, of course, hey," Olivia added, extending her hand. I shook it while Amy laughed at her friend.
"Girl, do not act like you remember him, you were white-girl wasted."
Olivia blushed and I spared her further embarrassment by getting a beer and another bottle of wine.
"Ooh I like you," Olivia teased when I returned.
I settled down and enjoyed the next half an hour in their company. They were really good fun, completely comfortable around me and able to welcome me into their inside jokes easily. Both Amy and Olivia were gorgeous women, undoubtedly. They weren't out of place around Lily, that was for sure. I was struck by the difference right then of when I was last out for cocktails with a group of women and what actual maturity looked like. They kept their eyes to their table, they laughed but it was never to draw the attention of passing men, and they were comfortable to be around.
That was until Olivia pulled the rug from under me. "So, you & Lily, huh?"
"Me & Lily, what?" I asked, with deliberate confusion, even though we all knew what she meant. Amy didn't stop her, so I knew this was a topic they'd discussed before. They both held my stare as I looked at each of them, hands out beside me in protest. They laughed.



"Mike & I were at that sports bar last week..."
"Mike & I were at a pub quiz and..."
"Mike made me have one of those greasy burgers the other day..."
"Mike got that job, congrats by the way, and I'm so happy for him..."
They both took it in turns with over-exaggerated impressions of Lily. At that point I blushed profusely. That sure sounded bad, but it was all very innocent. I thought honesty was the best policy right then, so I went with it.
"You've got it wrong," I said with a chuckle. "Many years ago, sure, there was a completely one-sided attraction, as you might imagine. But it's very, very platonic now. In fact, when she gets here, we can ask her about the date she had yesterday."
I could tell from the shock on their faces that it was new information, for they gave up trying to pin down my feelings towards Lily and instead speculated on why Lily hadn't mentioned it.
When Lily arrived with Char in tow, late and flustered, she found two pairs of suspicious eyes on her as well as one guilty pair. "Sorry Lils," I said at once, before they could get started.
"Who was he?"
"Why didn't we know about it?"
"I'm going to get you back for this," Lily warned, grabbing the wine bottle after giving me a death stare.
"That kind of day, huh?" I asked, trying to change the subject.
"Uh uh," Amy pressed, "No blaming the stud for exposing your secrets and no distracting us from the topic at hand," she finished with a look at me.
"Who is it?" Olivia asked.
Lily groaned. "I didn't wanna say anything as its early days. It's Benjamin Evans."
I didn't know who 'Benjamin Evans' was but evidently Amy, Char and Olivia did, for the former gripped the latter's arm and both took a long drink of wine. Char let out a low whistle.
"Congratulations?" I offered, as Lily sat awkwardly.
"No no Junior, that doesn't cut it," I noted the name change. "This is Benjamin Evans, elite-level husband-material," Amy rushed out. Char looked at me apologetically and shrugged in agreement.
Over the following minutes, I was treated to an account of Oxford-educated Benjamin, who by all accounts, seemed to be smart, ambitious, rich and kind. I could already see the wedding bells and I was happy for Lily. She'd never outright said it, but this was what she wanted from her life.
"It's early days," she kept reminding us.
While they continued with their excitable gossiping, I went and got another round. When I returned, the topic was working its way out of steam, even more so once Lily promised to keep 'us all' updated.
"You're a smoker, right?" Olivia asked when I returned.
I shook my head, "Trying to quit."
"Lame."
We moved onto work, discovered why Lily was so late (Google had announced a new press announcement for the following week, throwing out most of her next few days of planned work), Amy and Olivia vented about their day and then I told them about my job.
"You've all made me super excited about working again," I deadpanned.
We spent all evening drinking together, bantering and taking the piss out of Lily. She gave me more rope than she gave the others when it came to teasing her about her perfect image and once or twice, Char looked over at our interactions with intrigue. I saw them all into separate taxis and then jumped into my own.
_
I helped Megan move that weekend and understood why she snorted at my offer. She hadn't even properly packed her stuff up. Organised, she was not. Lucky for her, I was regimented, organised and able to carry heavy boxes. I think I'd deafened her in the end with my constant grumblings of how disorganised she was.
Mathew though, was beyond excited as we made the multiple trips over in Meg's car, happily starting to unpack her stuff into his house. I left them at the end of the evening, full of takeout Chinese and with a warm feeling at seeing how happy they were. That night, I signed up to a dating app, wanting the same for myself.
By midweek, I forgot it existed, such was my exhaustion at 9-5 working and the commute. The job was busy and exciting, I loved every minute of it. But I was tired. I worked late on the Wednesday, breaking the tradition with Mum and Meg. But Mathew took my place, now with an open invitation to join our meals, which he sometimes did.
Over the following weeks, I settled into the job, went out with work colleagues for drinks, reminded myself I had to actually use the app if I wanted to date, and started going on them. I didn't miss another family meal and even had my Mum and Meg over to mine, where I cooked the vegetarian curry that I'd made for Lily. I moved my visits with my Gran to the weekend given how busy my job was becoming and sometimes Megan and my Mum joined me too, which was lovely. I even managed to see Dave once or twice, when he wasn't neck-deep in a court case.
I had more free time of an evening though, as Lily's relationship was really picking up. Not that I was complaining, I was happy for her, and she always made time for us to meet up, often to the pub to watch the Chelsea game or to grab a burger and fries. Whenever we spoke about how we were doing, it seemed like it was all going right for her. Still, for some inexplicable reason, I never directly asked how it was going in her relationship and Lily never offered an update. I knew it had something to do with Benjamin sounding like 'The One' and deep-down I again questioned whether I was truly over her. I pictured how I'd feel if she did indeed get married and it kept coming back to the same feeling: happiness.
***
I nodded at the security guard on the way in and a member of staff took me to the table I'd booked for the cup final. Lily was already there, she'd taken great joy in getting there before me, sending me a picture of her view of the tv screen and telling me to hurry up. I saw her as I was led over, long dark hair in a ponytail, over the back of what looked like a very familiar top, with a beer waiting for me beside her. It was a sight of dreams.
It was only such a sight that could that distract me from checking the table immediately behind Lily. Relief hit her face when she saw me and she jumped up, hugging me tightly.
"Hey," I greeted, a little surprised by her reaction but happy, nonetheless.
"Where's your top?" she asked at once pointing down to her own chest. I saw that she was indeed wearing a Chelsea top.
Just as she pointed and I looked at her, someone on the table behind us wolf-whistled. I looked over at the group, four of them. They looked like the usual football lads, already a few beers in and obnoxious for it. Lily was talking to me, trying to pull my attention back to her and I knew they must have said something before I arrived. She looked anxious when my eyes came back to her. I didn't want to make her anxiety worse; I knew how unpleasant an evening this could be for her if I didn't make it better. Before I left, my anger had given her enough of those.
I grinned at her, as though I didn't care, and I saw her relax from it. "I thought you hated Chelsea?" I genuinely asked.
She shrugged, "I never really cared, it was fun to piss you off, but you like them, and I wanted to do something nice for my friend," she finished shyly.
Were it not for the idiots behind us echoing 'friend', I might have made more of Lily's gesture, but they distracted me enough such that I could only thank her and to continue to try to ignore the table behind us. Clearly, that approach worked as they soon got bored and we were left to it, chatting about our week, how our families were doing and whether I watched much football during my 20's.
"Not much when I was in the army, but it was big once I got my job in the Middle East, especially once they got the World Cup," I commented.
"You having been in the army is still so abstract for me, it's like this thing that I can't compute. My best friend - this geeky, little kid - doing that," she admitted.
"Hey," I teased, though secretly stung by the accuracy of how she'd seen me back then, "don't forget the acne."
We both laughed, Lily looking at my beard. "Are the scars bad?"
"Not really," I said, taking her hand and putting it on my face, where she proceeded to gently feel my skin over my beard.
We were chorused by a chant of "Oi oi!" from the table behind us, making me sigh in frustration. Lily's eyes widened in a moment of panic at my reaction and then settled when nothing further came from it.
We broke contact and focused in on the game instead, now that the teams were coming out. "I need the loo," Lily whispered apologetically. "Will you be okay?"
I knew why she was asking. After I nodded and she departed, I heard them leering at her and her 'tight arse'. By that point I was gripping the table. Could I take them? 4 semi-drunk guys? Unless one of them was a boxer, it was hard to see how I couldn't with the element of surprise.
Before Lily returned and while I still had myself under a level of control, I turned back to them burning holes into their eyes in turn. In hindsight it was the wrong approach - it was escalatory but then part of me wanted it to be. "Guys, enough," I said at last, as firmly as I could. I turned back before they could respond.
They burst out laughing and Lily returned at just that moment, seemingly oblivious to the cause of the raucous. "You okay?" she asked, with some concern, glancing down at my hand on the edge of the table, which had turned white.
"Yeah, sorry," I quickly replied, letting go and hiding my hand away from Lily's eyes until she stopped following it under the table and looked at my face instead. "Just need the loo too."
I willed one of them to follow me in, just so I could put some fear in him, but it didn't happen. I cooled off, the toilets empty now the match had started. When I returned, Lily looked no less uncomfortable than when I left, though she shuffled closer to me on the bench.
Chelsea were comfortably winning into the second half, Lily had fully embraced supporting them with me and following the second goal, had proceeded to kiss my cheek in celebration. Her soft lips were still burning into my cheek, the smell of her perfume consuming my sense of smell. I zoned out of the match as Chelsea played the game out and wondered if I was feeling things for Lily afresh or that her attack on my senses had merely reminded me of times gone, when we'd watch Chelsea together as friends at university.
At the end of the match, the men behind us started up again, emboldened by yet more alcohol and shots. "Oi, hot stuff, my mate here proper fancies ya."
I felt Lily tense beside me, and I took a large swig of drink, to distract myself. Lily grabbed a passing waitress and asked for the bill. I was instantly annoyed that her evening had been ruined, that we were the ones leaving.
"Oi, don't go, he ain't had you yet!"
I stood up at that and Lily jumped up with me. "No, please Mike, no."
She wrapped both her hands around my right one and kept them there, interlocking our fingers. If I pulled it away, I'd hurt her, and she knew that. I sat back down and silently seethed. I tried to focus on my breathing and staring straight ahead at the screen.
"OOO big man!"
I couldn't cope. "Let me go Lily," I said with ice calmness. "I won't make a scene, I'll tell them to meet me outside."
"Mike, stop, it's not about you making a scene, for God's sake. You're going to get in trouble, they don't know what you can do like I do," there was frustration in her voice but also fear and it caught me. I looked over at her and she reiterated her words, worry on every inch of her face. "I don't care about a scene, I care about you. Please Mike, please just leave with me."
I calmed down enough for Lily to pay the bill and then we left. It was only when we were out of there with her hand still in mine, that I was able to recognise how good it felt. Her hand was soft and warm in mine; it fit snug. Her nails were well-manicured, with blue nail polish to match her shirt. She never got her nails done professionally and had once said she found it therapeutic to look after them herself. I liked how different that was nowadays.
She kept a firm hold of my hand and kept walking, rubbing her thumb gently over my rougher skin. She turned us into a little cocktail bar down the road that wasn't showing the football. We got to a high table and then Lily let my hand go. We both looked away somewhat awkwardly when we separated.
I picked up the cocktail menu and handed her one. We still hadn't spoken. Lily was looking at my hand like she wanted to take it again and keep me there. "I promise, I'm fine now. You're really good in a crisis," I praised.
She cleared her throat and looked away from my hand and to my face. "Thanks. I don't want this to sound condescending, but you did really well there. I know they were baiting you by the end, it wasn't even about me."
"But you shouldn't have to deal with that!" I said forcefully but quietly.
Lily didn't even blink at the firmness of my tone and the way I'd leaned forward. It told me she held no fear of me. I was relieved, in truth.
"It just happens sometimes," she shrugged. "Some men are pricks."
"Not this one, I'll always defend you Lils," I promised firmly.
She cleared her throat, "Shall we order? What do you fancy?"
"The usual," I replied with an obviously expression.
"Can you get me one as well? I need something stronger. I need the loo again."
She rushed off before I could say anything else. By the time she got back, our drinks had been made and she was walking just behind the barman. She looked flushed.
"You okay?" I asked, echoing her now.
"Yeah," she replied a little too quickly. "Fine."
A couple of cocktails later and things felt back to normal. Lily had shamelessly kept her football shirt on, even in the dark cocktail bar and nobody had asked her to cover it. We were starting to giggle and slur just a touch too much and agreed that the 3rd cocktail would be our last, after we ordered it.
"I'm gonna be hanging tomorrow," Lily groaned. "You're a terrible influence, how'd they keep up with you back there? You must have drunk people under the table!"
I laughed. "You'd be surprised, some of the guys had tanks for a liver, I'm sure of it. But in any case, I'd much rather be here with you," I smiled over at her, genuinely meaning it. I wouldn't have expected that to be true a few months ago, but it definitely was. We'd both changed and grown together since then.
Lily stood up on unsteady legs and walked over to me. She threw her arms around me, catching me off-guard. I almost fell back off the chair! I returned her hug and inhaled the shampoo in her hair. It was all-consuming of my senses. I smelled lavender and another flower I couldn't name but recognised its subtlety. Even with the smell of alcohol around us, her scent was more intoxicating.
When she sat back down, she was looking at me in a way that I couldn't quite place. I blushed but was spared asking her what was on her mind by the arrival of the waitress with the last round of cocktails.
***
Benjamin's smile hung over her. She returned it but closed her eyes as she did so, not wishing to see it again. She'd felt flat all through their date that evening and as he laid on top of her and enjoyed her, she knew this was the reason. She was grateful to him for booking that restaurant, where it was quite expected to not be exuberant and excited, so she could hide her muted behaviour with ease.
They were officially in a relationship now and Benjamin, having been understanding of her wish not to have sex until they were officially together, had started to seek it after every date. Her sex drive was not that high and rarely had been. She remembered having sex four days in a row during the summer after university, but that was the closest she had come to wanting it 'frequently'. She always knew why she wanted it frequently at the time. Because Paul had started fucking her and not making love to her. There might even have been a 5th day, had she not seen the texts from another woman arrive on his phone when she laid there spent afterwards.
Suddenly she knew that the words he had used, those filthy words that she'd always craved from a lover and that had aroused her like nothing had before, were not from a place of love but from a place of cockiness, of arrogance, of being a cheating bastard. It was luck and her own fear that had stopped her openly reacting to the names he called her, but she'd come close, and it was devastating enough knowing he suspected that side of her existed, as he cheated on her. So, she had shut herself off from that side, completely. No sex with a man until she was sure, quite sure, that he was sufficiently focused on her. Her therapists over the years (it was healthy to have one, she always thought, and necessary for her, for big reasons), had always asked if she felt she was being true to herself, to hide so much of herself away. Over time, the difference between what she wanted to be like out of the bedroom and be like in it, felt so stark that she couldn't imagine ever bridging it.
So now she was here, on her back with her legs parted slightly but not too much so as not to be obscene, and she felt the hot breath on her face and the increase of panting that told her he was enjoying himself and, thankfully, close to finishing. It wasn't that she didn't enjoy what was happening, it was that she felt no excitement towards it. It was obligation, not desire.
He was a good man, Benjamin. She knew that to be the case even before he asked her out. He'd caught her eye a few times with his energy and his kindness, that spoke of him being a leader, but not an ass, and the word around her network backed that up. Everything that had happened since she put out the rather deliberate hints that she fancied him, showed her initial judgements to be right. He was suitably confident and respectful, he wined & dined her, he saw to her needs and treated her like a Queen.
Why then, did she feel so flat around him? You know why, she scolded herself.
She scrunched her eyes closed tighter, trying to fight off the images. That feeling of simmering and barely contained anger, the power she felt from it and the safety she felt from it, even though she was still thinking about how close he had come to letting go and attacking that group of men who had leered at her. But he hadn't because he'd listened to her, and that made all the difference to how she felt about it.
She'd had to go and regroup in the bathroom. It was the first time she'd felt that flustered around someone; around him. She didn't like the potential violence, not at all. She wasn't even yet sure what she did like about it, though something had got to her, and she couldn't take her mind off it.
"Oh yes, babe, you like that?" Benjamin asked excitedly, mistaking her reaction as from his efforts.
"Yes," she gasped, still thinking about it and answering truly.
She thought not of the harder thrust Benjamin had just given her but instead, of him walking into her bedroom now, sensing that same anger and throwing Benjamin off her, telling her she was kidding herself and she was really his instead. She felt like she would go to her knees right there and show him she was.
But what would being his even feel like? She had tried so hard not to let her mind go there, yet again, but now she was horny and thinking of his hard cock in her mouth, it was hard not to. She couldn't even think about Benjamin right then, which was just insane and wrong on so many levels.
She instead thought of how she felt around him, how good he made her feel, how casual it was to be with him and how it mattered less, even to herself, how she looked or behaved. They just had fun, like they always did, and he liked her for her. They spoke about tough things, real things, and she always felt safe with him, not just from the behaviour of other men but from her own neurosis. She was the person she had always wanted to be, around him.



"I'm cumming!"
"Oh yes!" she encouraged and then she bit her lip hard, as she had almost called him the wrong name. Despite her frequent fantasies, she had not acknowledged her feelings aloud, nor had she put name to the person she was rapidly developing feelings for, because it was off-limits for so many reasons. She felt Benjamin unload inside her and then starting to flow out of her hole onto the sheets beneath as he softened. Where she might normally have grabbed the towel she kept nearby, this time she couldn't, her thoughts kept her immobile.
He collapsed, breathless, beside her. She was breathing fine despite him being good at what he did. The only thing that could have really raised her heart rate was her own loose lips. That had been close, too close. This is so fucked, she thought. She hadn't even given thought to the possibility of a relationship with him because the things in the 'no' column were too substantial to overcome.
Before she could dwell on the chaos of her mind any further, Benjamin started to move down. "Let me take care of you now," he offered, excitement on his face.
"No," she heard herself reply a little too forcefully. She was uncomfortable about him wanting to go down there after he orgasmed. It was clearly something he enjoyed doing but she found it gross and given she had just fantasised about it being another man unloading in her, it felt perverse.
He looked disappointed and a further wave of guilt washed over her. He too, was realising he would have to hide some of his kinks were they to work together. She recognised that look as one she kept to herself too. That realisation that vanilla was needed, if things were to work.
"You're amazing," he said in awe. She smiled, blushed appropriately and suggested he go clean up; she'd join him soon.
Amazing, she thought, as she watched his lean body walk towards the bathroom and she reached for the towel. Amazing would be you pounding me senseless, telling me to take it. Expecting me to take it. Amazing would be you finishing inside me and then bringing your cock to my lips, knowing without doubt that I'd clean you, even though I've never done that before.
She stayed there for a few seconds more, reflecting on how bad this was. She was uncomfortable about the thought of sharing a shower with Benjamin; being naked with him felt wrong now. She knew right then that their relationship was over. She let out a barely-contained scream, lips tight shut as her lungs pushed out air. The shower didn't stop running, thankfully, that would have been all she needed.
She screamed, not for needing to break up with Benjamin but because he represented the last chance she had of marriage and children before 30. She was bending the rules and telling herself that as long as she was with the guy she would marry before she turned 30, then it would still count. But now she knew she couldn't be in another relationship until her feelings for him were over. It'd all end the same way; she knew that now. She couldn't be with someone else while she felt like this. It was so crushing, she could have cried.
The emotion behind losing out on her milestone allowed her to finally confront why he was off-limits.
He fucked your cousin, came the immediate response from her brain, as though it was waiting for this moment to argue with itself. It doesn't matter if they were dating or if it was a proper relationship, you cannot go there after Chloe. Even if she could somehow overcome that - and she was certain that her brain would never allow her to, given the images that flashed in her mind of the looks she'd get during future family events - he had an anger to him, a fuse that wasn't ever close to blowing but if it did, she knew it would be bad. She wasn't scared for herself, not even by a half, but she was scared of being seen with someone like that. Moreso, he didn't even like the kind of places she'd spend the best part of her 20's being in. What would happen if he met some of the people in her network? Not her friends who she was sure he liked, but the people she was at least connected with, to do her job. But then, did she like them? The thing that worried her most of all was that he had a whole period of his life that she knew so little about. She didn't know what had happened during his time in the army and when she tried to probe, she got nowhere. All of that aside, there was also the list of positives, and that list was so long, it was almost worse to think about.
The two men in her life had not met each other because she didn't trust herself to manage how different she was around the both of them. Benjamin had met the girls, but not him. She had had no idea how she was going to make that work. With him, she was laid-back, casual even. With almost everyone else, she was intense and energetic, but always classy. Benjamin would want to see more of that casual side of her if he saw her like that (and perhaps he would wonder why she was like that only with a particular man) and that particular man didn't like the flashy side of her, she knew that.
The shower turned off, waking her from her thoughts. She got up quickly and sped her way to the bathroom, so that she was in the room just as he was getting out and could make like she had just missed joining him. He kissed her and she returned it, trying to put energy into it. She briefly considered having the conversation with him that night but decided against it. It'd be a late one, he'd want to know what he'd done wrong, and she wouldn't be able to tell him. No, she'd cancel attending the technology event she'd been invited to for the following evening and see Benjamin instead.
She scolded herself under the heat of the shower, frustrated that she always got into this situation. Sure, it was worse this time, but there'd always be something that wasn't quite right. She'd find it and then she couldn't let it go. The fact was, she judged them because they couldn't deliver on needs that she had never voiced, and instead they ticked pretty much every box on a list she claimed to want, but never liked.
God, her therapist was good. Getting her to see that, even though she refused to acknowledge what she really did want in those sessions, was impressive. But her feelings for another man twinned with the realisation that she wasn't going to have children now until her 30's, changed her resolve. She was going to be more honest with herself in those four walls now. She needed to be because if this evening was anything to go by, she was outright losing her mind.
She got out and dried herself, listening for Benjamin. She could hear the distant sound of the tv and thanked her luck that he wasn't waiting in bed to cuddle. She looked herself over in the mirror and in a moment of weakness, wondered if she was even his type anymore. Her long black hair and green eyes were such a good combination, she knew that. But the last woman she knew he had been with was blonde and was sexier in a more vivacious way, with boobs she couldn't compete with. Classy and sophisticated was her default, her comfort. But would he find that sexy?
She stopped herself, almost chastising herself aloud. This was exactly why it couldn't work. She couldn't stand there comparing her looks to that of her cousin. That was absolutely insane.
The following evening, she had broken up with Benjamin. He took it well, surprisingly well. "I don't think we quite connect, the more I think about it," he'd said.
The meaning behind those words had hit her hard. Would he have stayed with her anyway, simply because he hadn't thought too hard about it? Would he, like her, accept the things she offered, because it ticked things on a list that he didn't really want?
She'd spent the next three sessions with her therapist trying to work through it all, but it was scattered and complicated. Trapped behind walls that she herself had put there. Verbalising what she wanted was scary and so her therapist had suggested writing it down. That she should keep a diary and work through it over the coming weeks. Or months, if it took that long.
Weeks to decide if she was willing to take the biggest relationship risk of her life? That felt ludicrously short. Besides, she didn't even know if he felt the same way. His behaviour towards her had not progressed even slightly towards romantic, even when she had felt herself nearly slip into that headspace. Olivia had come across him on a dating app and messaged to tell her. Her stomach had turned to lead, and she spent the following 10 minutes feeling light-headed and constructing a suitably casual message to Olivia to find out if they'd swiped each other. Thankfully they hadn't.
She wasn't yet at a point where she'd laugh at his jokes and flutter her eyelids like a love-struck puppy, but it was the 'yet' that was starting to worry her. So, she felt she would have to instigate it and as conceited as it sounded, she'd never done that before.
The alternative was to wait for her feelings to pass and that would be daunting, not least because the easiest way to do that would be to see him less over the coming months, which didn't sound even remotely appealing. Most daunting of all though, was that she didn't think months would be enough for her feelings to pass and that could only mean one thing about what she really felt for him.
***
It was the middle of spring when Lily me asked to meet up at the end of a long week. She picked the gastropub by the river where I lived. It was one that she was fond of.
Mike: Remember the days you picked places I couldn't afford?
Lily: Remember the days I used to stop after 3 drinks? Today won't be one of them.
Mike: Bad day?
Lily: Bad week. Bring out your best jokes, I need your comfort & some fries x
Lily had started being more affectionate toward me, though I was managing my responses more carefully. I guessed it was because she was happy and comfortable in her own relationship, and we had moved on in the months since I came back to the country. I'd been dating but not anyone seriously. Lily still hadn't introduced me to Benjamin, and I was increasingly started to wonder if it was because she was too different around us to make it work. Or maybe he'd see me as a threat. In any case, given her intentions in the relationship, it felt that we'd eventually reach the point where she could no longer avoid us meeting or she'd have to pick between us. That was something I was trying not to dwell on.
I said goodbye to Jake and Mo on the Friday afternoon, they were the two colleagues I'd grown closest to since starting my job and my regular drinking buddies now. One train ride later, I was walking past my apartment and over to the pub 5 minutes away.
When I got there, I found it already busy and no tables to be had. I ordered two pints and made my way out to the beer garden which backed onto the river, waiting for Lily. I rolled up my shirt sleeves, pulled off my tie and welcomed in the weekend with a large gulp of lager. Bliss.
"You still drink like a bear," came the voice behind me.
Lily was grinning ear to ear, seemingly very pleased to see me. "You're looking at me the way I just looked at this lager," I quipped.
"Shut up," she replied lamely, taking the drink from me and turning away to look out at the river, without our usual greeting hug. Weird.
She was in a floral summer dress that fell to her knees, and flat sandals. Her tanned legs looked great - firm and muscled, her dress simple and casual, but still flattering her body. Her long black hair was tucked over her shoulder, exposing her neck and the simple necklace she often wore that Catherine had bought her many years earlier. I was struck by her beauty; the effortlessness of it. She wore very little makeup and was still radiant. It was tough being friends with her sometimes, no matter what I said of my lack of attraction to her. Even objectively, it would take a lot of effort for another woman to surpass her in the looks department. I'd turned my gaze to the river before she spoke again.
"I love it here," she turned back to me, and I saw she'd got through just the same amount of alcohol as me.
"I remember when you could only do bottles of beer."
"Or really strong cocktails," she smirked.
"Dress down Friday at work?" I asked, nodding towards her and then down at my own smart shirt.
She laughed. "I went home and changed, idiot."
"Lucky me," I said, laced with sarcasm. "I get dress-down Lily."
She knew I was kidding; I'd teased her so much about being dress-up, I could only tease her about being dress-down now. "Yeah, well, I'm only really like this with you." She blushed as she said it.
Okay, that's the second weird thing in the first ten minutes, I thought.
"How's Sharon?" I asked, to change the subject.
"She's good," Lily replied at once, nodding towards a table that was now free in the garden. Another couple went towards it, but we won the foot-race that all four of us were pretending wasn't taking place. Lily continued on as though we hadn't been interrupted, "she's counting down the months until she retires now." Sharon had Lily well into her 30's and had worked steadily for the Local Authority ever since. Lily's absent Dad? That was a whole different topic entirely.
After I updated her on how my family were doing, we spoke about our week, grabbed more pints and Lily had the fries she was craving. She also had the laughs she wanted, courtesy of my retelling of an on-site mix up earlier in the week.
"How are you so shit at geography?" The question was barely discernible behind Lily's laughter and followed my recounting of being an hour late because I'd put the wrong name into Google.
"Technology, not geography." I reached out for the ketchup with a roll of my eyes. As I did, my hand brushed Lily's, who had done the same.
"Sorry," she gasped, pulling her hand away as though stung by an electric shock. She was blushing profusely again.
That's number three.
"Lily, are you okay? You've been behaving very weird at points this evening."
Her face filled with more colour. "You don't mess around, huh?"
I found her response even more curious but shrugged my shoulders as if to say: of course not.
"I'm sorry," she started, "there's another reason I wanted to see you. Your presence soothes me to be honest, and I needed that. I've been spinning out a little."
"What's wrong?" I asked, immediately concerned. Her subsequent pause and hesitation only increased my concern, but in a different way. It was from that trajectory of concern that I raised the topic we never discussed, partly to remind her of his existence, for there were alarm bells going off in my head from what I was reading into the evening. "Isn't that what Benjamin's for, to soothe you?" I purposefully teased.
The hesitation was gone in an instant as she replied, "no, actually, we broke up." I could see the sadness in her expression.
You idiot Mike, you almost walked into it all over again. She's behaving weird because her heart's broken, not because she's into you. She's sad and needs a friend for comfort.
"What happened? Do you want to talk about it?" I'd arranged my features into an appropriately sympathetic expression, all while I mentally chastised myself for thinking like a jerk. "He's made a big mistake, that's for sure," I added with a comforting smile.
She shook her head; I was miles off. "It was me, I ended it. That's why I'm spinning out, because it should have been a bad idea to end it, but it feels right. He should have been what I want." She had a look of guilt on her face; she was almost apologetic with it.
Well, you could have struck me down with a feather, if this wasn't Lily's quarter-life crisis arriving late, I didn't know what it was. I only knew what I'd heard the first time she mentioned him but by that account, he seemed to be exactly what she wanted.
"I don't understand," I began somewhat inconsiderately in my haste to get to the bottom of it. "He just seemed so good for you. Geeky, a great job, he must have been attractive for you to go for him in the first place," I winked to take the heaviness out of it, "Why wouldn't you want him?"
"He was like everyone else," Lily replied simply, with conviction. "I don't need more of the same, I need to start accepting I want different."
"Different how?" I replied, intrigued. I'd almost forgotten my lager, in the shock of Lily's news.
"I'm working it out. It's not easy for me."
"What isn't?"
The open air felt charged, it felt raw with honesty. It felt like I was close to learning something deep about Lily.
She took a long sip of her own drink and then dipped some fries in the sauce. Eventually she said, "what I want versus what I should want, and how much I'm willing to compromise myself each way. How much I trust myself to."
I sat in stunned silence, understanding none of what she'd said. "And the award for riddle of the year goes to...."
She shrugged and I didn't push it. Instead, we got started on the fries. After another couple of beers, nachos followed after Lily couldn't decide what she wanted, and I ordered for us. It was becoming a recurring theme that I'd go ahead and make a decision for her when she couldn't. By then, we were checking for tables inside, the spring air not enough to keep Lily warm in her dress and a thin jacket.
"Fancy a whisky?"
"Damn Lily, just how upset are you about this breakup?" We hadn't mentioned it since, but this felt like a good 'in'.
"Have a whisky with me and I'll answer the riddle which will answer that question," she smirked. She hadn't actually been looking that upset, truth be told. More confused, if anything.
"I'm not sure I'm willing to pay 40 big-ones just to hear that he couldn't give you what you want but gave you what you should want, or however that riddle went."
"Fine, I'll get one for myself," she sighed, rising.
I put my hand on hers and she stopped, looking down at me with her cheeks rapidly gaining colour the longer my hand stayed on hers. "I've got a bottle of Balvenie scotch back at mine, proper whisky. We can shoot the shit in the warm?"
I might as well have told her I had the winning lottery ticket upstairs, given her expression and the eagerness with which she made the short walk back to mine.
"Ice, please," she insisted, as I opened the bottle upstairs and she took her usual seat on the breakfast bar.
I groaned. "In a glass of Balvenie?!"
"I haven't had a whisky in about 10 years," she pointed out.
"Fine, but you tell nobody that I let you do this, especially not my army buddies."
"Cheers," we chorused, tapping our glasses.
"Are you ever going to let them know you're back?" Lily asked carefully. I'd given her some insight into the guilt I'd been holding onto, but not enough insight for her to feel confident in bringing it up.
"Maybe," I pondered, smiling at her so she knew I wasn't annoyed she'd brought it up but also not wishing to discuss it further. "More importantly, are you going to tell me what your riddle means?"
"Uh, Mike," she protested, "it's so messed up and cliché. I tell myself I want someone normal and ordinary, but I don't, not really." She sighed and took another sip. "Damn, this goes down well. It's like, a good burn," she smiled.
I returned the smile and took my own sip from my slightly fuller glass. I thought I could see where this was going and if it did, it would explain so much about Lily that I almost wouldn't be able to believe it.
"I've diagnosed myself as having the typical daddy issues, no doubt about it. Craving the approval of an absent parent through my teenage years turns into needing some kind of authority figure in my life. Someone who almost makes me step back. Shit, huh?"



"It's only shit if you think it's bad for you," I reasoned, thinking of my own experience. She nodded gently at that, swirling the whisky around in the glass.
"See, that's the thing, I don't think it's bad for me anymore even though I know it could put me in a really tricky place if it's the wrong man. I do think it's what I need." She paused and took a deep breath, clearly she hadn't said much of this out loud before. "Because when I'm in the kind of relationship everyone expects me to have, with someone like Benjamin, I lose my mind. I feel trapped into being this person that I'm expected to be. It's like I can't breathe, like my mind won't stop."
I felt for her, really felt for her. I took another long sip, to prevent me reaching out and taking her hand. It felt like it would be more conducive to her if we had some separation.
"At the same time, I want marriage, I want kids. I want what someone like Benjamin can give me. I want that MILF - vibe," she quipped and then snorted. We both burst out laughing, breaking the tension helpfully.
"But, fuck, I want someone who can put me in my place. Someone who takes me off the pedestal and reminds me I'm only what they let me be," Lily was blushing profusely, not looking over at me. If she had, she'd have seen I'd have put my glass down and was staring at her slack-jawed. "Then he puts me back on the pedestal once I'm reminded of it," she finished quietly.
There was silence as I absorbed her words and she let them hang there, taking a small sip of drink.
I cleared my throat which was suddenly dry. "So, what I'm taking from that is that you've never been properly spanked?" My playful tone had the slightest hint of a suggestion, but she couldn't miss it if she was looking for it.
"No, I've never been spanked," she breathed in response, her voice barely above a whisper and her eyes locked onto mine.
My question provoked a change in her, an almost hopeful look in her eyes that I thought was asking me to show her what she'd missed. But I hesitated because I'd got it so badly wrong before. She swallowed and put her glass down, moving it out of the way. It was that which made me act.
We held eye contact, and she moved to me at the same time I reached for her. We both knew we shouldn't do it for so many reasons, but we did it anyway.
I bent her over the breakfast counter with a firm hand on her back and hiked her dress up with my other hand, in one fluid motion that had her groan and spread her legs. She faced ahead but her eyes were angled to her left, looking at the reflection of us in the window. I could see the excitement in her face as well as in my own. There was nothing beyond the glass except dark clear skies.
Despite her slim frame, her cheeks well full - of muscle, of weight that had gone nowhere else. I spanked her without delay, on her bare skin. She took it appreciatively, with a lustful moan. Her cheeks were firm under her white thong, they bit back, and my hand stung wonderfully.
I felt such an urge to soothe her, that I rubbed her cheek with my stinging hand, and she pressed into it. I pulled my hand back again and she relaxed. Then she took it, harder, with barely a whimper but her face was flushed in her reflection.
"Is this better than what Benjamin could give you?" I asked, completely serious. I needed to know. For me, I had forgotten everything but this moment. I needed to know if this was really what she wanted.
"Yes," she replied firmly, instantly. "Yes!"
The power of her 2nd response made me strike her again, harder still. "YES!" The third cry pierced the air and for the first time, I realised my own arousal. Instinct took my hand down her body. Despite the surreality of the situation, I still hesitated at doing so. Nevertheless, Lily spread her legs invitingly and then I lost myself trying to work out what was warm and what was wet. It was a stunning reaction. Her thong was already starting to soak through.
"Please give me more," she begged, in a voice that was both confident and desperate.
I spanked her again. "That was for not being true to yourself."
Lily gasped, breathing in sharply. "I don't know how," she breathed out, almost whining. Her hands were still gripping the counter, she hadn't moved them at all.
I spanked her hard again, but this time, I took her face in my stinging hand afterwards. She looked at me with intensity in her beautiful green eyes. For once, I couldn't read them. I had no idea what she wanted more of: reassurance or punishment.
"That was for not asking for help," I told her firmly.
She scrunched her eyes up under the intensity of my own look and I knew she was overwhelmed. I moved back to doing what I was doing; giving her what she needed. She was breathing deeply now.
"Tell me Lily, what else do you need to be spanked for?" I asked, my hand assertively on her cheek, waiting. I had no idea why, call it instinct, but I knew she needed to own this.
I stayed silent, patiently, while she decided whether to answer. The seconds crept by. My hand was raw, my cock was so hard now, lust was desperate to consume me. But the respect and love I had for Lily kept me waiting there, hoping she'd open herself up to me in the way she hadn't for anyone before.
She couldn't.
I felt her frustration, then I heard it. A muffled cry as she kept her mouth tightly closed even as she screamed from her throat.
I nodded; I knew she wasn't there. Despite my lack of experience and her years of longing, I was more in ownership of my desires than she was. I rubbed her bottom softly, affectionately. Then I took the hem of her dress and started pulling it down.
"For being superficial," she burst out in panic at it being over. "For being impossible to please, for letting everyone tell me what I should be and then for believing it."
I paused, shocked to the core at her outburst. Lily thrust herself back and moaned; begged for it.
"Four, one for each reason. Count them," I ordered, far less confident than my tone would suggest. I'd never expected to put my army voice in use for a situation like this.
"One... thank you Sir," Lily gasped, surprising me further still.
"Two... thank you Sir," she breathed after a harder spank.
"Three... thank you Sir."
"Four... oh SHIT, thank you Sir."
I paused, the last one hurt her, even though I'd been alternating cheeks. I instinctively leaned down and kissed her cheek. Yet again, I was driven by instinct, by feeling. Her skin felt so warm on my lips and for a second, I felt awful. But then Lily whimpered and thanked me quietly and I knew I'd just given her what she needed.
I leaned back up and rubbed her cheek. It was red raw. Lily looked behind her and stared at me dead in the eyes, with a look of determination I'd never seen from her.
"For pretending to like vanilla sex with un-intimidating men, just to feel normal." She swallowed, not breaking eye contact. "For never having the kind of sex I fantasise about when I'm alone and aroused."
I stared her down, trying to put reason into her. Two more spanks, are you sure about this?
As if reading my thoughts, she stared forward and waited. I gave them to her, both of them, one after the other. Before she could react to the first, I had stung the second. She whimpered into the counter and then her legs gave out.
But I had her. She didn't even put her hands out; she knew I did. I gripped her in my arms, and I carried her the small distance to my sofa, and I curled her into me as if she was tiny, not this colossal woman who had just taken what I'd given her.
"Good girl," I whispered, kissing her on the head.
Her whole body seemed to relax at my praise. She leaned into my chest, sighing contently and we cuddled intimately. Her hair was scattered and messy. But it didn't make her unattractive, far from it. I thought back to the picture of her in the gym and saw the similarities in what the effort had done to her.
"I've got you," I promised, kissing her forehead. I felt her body start to relax, the adrenaline seeping out of her rapidly. She wrapped her arm around my neck and leaned into my chest at an awkward angle.
"I know," she breathed.
I carried her to my bed and rested her on top of it. She was out of it; I'd never experienced anything like it.
I brought some moisturising cream in and weighed up what to do. I couldn't leave her like that. She was going to bruise, for sure. I turned her onto her front, moved her thong away from her cheeks and rubbed cream in while she laid there, moaning contently - awake and aware, but without any energy, or indeed, any concern.
I left her like that, loosely covered over and slept on the sofa. I couldn't sleep with her, despite what we'd shared. It felt like an invasion of her space she hadn't granted me. What we'd just done was sexual, but it was so much deeper than sex. It took me no time at all to sleep, despite the mixture of emotions I was grappling with.
The next morning, I woke before my alarm, immediately aware that something was wrong. Lily was up and she was hunting for her shoes in the dark living room.
"Are you okay?" I asked, sitting up.
She jumped at my sudden action. "I need to leave," she said, in absolute panic. The kind of tone that transmitted even more panic in me. I immediately worried that she hadn't remembered the night before.
"Lily?" I whispered, because I was so unsure, so nervous, about where her head was at.
"We shouldn't have done that," she said at once, angry and bitter. I took relief from her tone in that she'd remembered, but at the same time, it was more panic.
I stood up, searching for words. I was normally so awake and alert in the mornings, but I felt groggy, disorientated. I thought I'd be waking up to a conversation that would be something bordering the opposite of my present reality and I was playing catch-up. Lily was so far on the other end of the scale; it didn't even feel repairable. I was freaked out by the level of her horror.
"Lily, please talk to me," I almost pleaded.
She couldn't look at me, as she grabbed her shoes. "There's nothing to say," she replied evasively but firmly.
I couldn't have it. I walked over. I was torn between holding her and not invading her personal space while she was like that. "Are we going to pretend last night didn't happen?"
She snapped her stare to me in the low light, and I saw the conflict in her, the horror too. "Yes, we are," she said immediately. Before I could even argue the point, she added onto it, and it was more cutting than I ever thought it could be. "I let myself go and did that with the man that was fucking my cousin a few months ago. That makes me physically ill and I'm going to be feeling what we did for days. This was the biggest mistake of my life."
My mouth fell open and I stood there in paralysed silence. Lily, for her part, realised the gravity of her words only after she said it. "You need to leave," I replied firmly. I too felt physically ill now.
Lily put on her sandals, leaning against the doorframe as she did so. "Look," she reasoned more softly, but I already didn't want to hear it. "I shouldn't have said it like that..."
"Please leave," I repeated.
Lily collected her stuff and as I watched, I felt my resolve crumbling despite my anger and hurt. This was my best friend, and I was forcing her out as though she was nothing to me. When she got to the door I finally spoke, though my mouth was so dry, I wasn't sure if I could voice anything.
"What do you have to lose by putting your misplaced shame aside and embracing what happened? Why does it matter that I was with Chloe months ago?"
Lily didn't turn around, but she froze, still facing the door. "My self-respect," she replied at last, her words taking the final blow to the feelings I didn't even have for her 24 hours before. "I want marriage and children more than I want what happened last night, I know that now. I can't have that happen to me again. Me and you can't happen, I can't have Chloe's seconds."
She was out of the door before I'd processed the brutality and the finality of her words.
***
A week later and we still hadn't spoken. I was, by that point, sure we wouldn't. We had no threads connecting us, no mutual friends. We had no need to stay in touch bar our own will and mine had certainly been eroded by her last words. I hit the gym, hard. I worked out like a man possessed, willing the thoughts to go away. But they wouldn't. I couldn't stop thinking of Lily, of what we'd shared and we'd then lost. I finished that bottle of Balvenie in record time and the only things that I did for the next few days was show up to work, go to the gym, and drink. A lot.
I was quiet at the dinner with Meg and Mum the next time I went over. It was timely that Mathew had now become a permanent fixture at our meals and that took the focus off me. When I did become the topic of attention, it was thankfully about my new job and not about my love life. I wasn't sure I could hide the bitterness of my realisation that they were right - well, Megan was. That in pursuing Chloe for a stress-free life and some fun, I'd ruined my chances with Lily. The chance I never knew I had nor thought that I'd want.
I felt myself feeling bitter about it all. It angered me in a way I'd never felt before. It wasn't physical anger, it was hatred at the universe, anger. It was self-loathing at being the spotty kid with no friends who couldn't have been the man Lily picked from the start, who'd have been the man who gave her everything she needed and more. Not the man she saw as a friend and in her weak moment, a conduit for her darkest fantasies.
When conversations came up after dinner about my dating life, as they invariably did now, I found myself lying about going on a date later in the week. In truth, I hadn't even touched the dating app. What had happened with Lily, what it had almost been... how could anything top that?! We had been drawn together in such a deep way, founded on our solid friendship and with aspects of our personalities that were in perfect symmetry. If I couldn't have that, I wasn't sure I wanted anything at all. I couldn't imagine what Lily had put herself through mentally for so long, trying to hide that part of herself away.
At the end the evening, I travelled home on the train, and it was well after 10pm when I walked up my road towards the small block of flats. I hadn't driven since my time in the army and the journey each week was starting to chip away at my resolve to avoid getting behind the wheel ever again.
I clicked into the building and climbed up the first flight of stairs, stopping dead at the flight leading to my door.
"Hey," I swallowed.
Lily was sitting there, her face rapidly draining of colour as I stood before her. She was wearing black trainers, dark jeans and a long-sleeved grey cotton jumper, that fit her snug. It was the kind of casual but flattering outfit that I'd got used to seeing her in and had paid no mind to it. Now I was acutely aware of how good she looked. She was utterly, frustratingly, stunning.
She continued spinning her car keys in her hand as we stared at each other. She seemed unable to talk. "Do you want to come in?" I asked eventually, when it became clear I couldn't pass her without offering so.
She stood and let me pass. Her silence was unnerving, and it was only when my back was to her, and I was putting my key in the door that she spoke. "I forgot you had your family dinner tonight, but then I couldn't leave once I got here."
"How long have you been here?" I questioned, moving aside to her let in.
She walked in with some hesitation but didn't look back, nor did she look at me at all as she went by. "A couple of hours," she answered once she was safely in the living room. "I went downstairs to the pub to see if you were there and when you weren't, I remembered you were probably at your Mum's."
She leaned against the breakfast bar instinctively and then moved off it when she saw me look over. We both made the connection of the last time she had touched it.
I sighed. "What do you want Lily? I'm not ready to talk to you again, what you said was fucking brutal and I didn't deserve that. Last week was something I never expected to happen, and you blamed me for shit I could never have known."
Lily didn't flinch, not even at my bluntness. She took a few steps to the sofa and sat down, perched on the edge, her hands on her lap, back straight. I noticed her posture reverting back to how it used to be when her walls were up, but I said nothing. I leaned against the doorframe and sighed, not wishing to get comfortable.
Lily saw my behaviour and nodded gently at it, accepting it. Then she looked at me, with resolve that I'd seen before, in a different circumstance. "I need to say this, and you need to let me, or I think my brain's going to explode."
I shrugged, go ahead.
She took a deep breath. "Wow, er, this is scary. I've never done this before. You know, just said something like this. Okay, so here it goes." Another deep breath and then it spilled out of her. "I can't stop thinking about you. I haven't stopped thinking about you for months, Mike. I can't keep telling myself that you're off-limits because of who you were with and how that would look on me."
Lily paused for breath, searching my eyes for understanding of where this was going. She found what she was looking for, even if I dared not to think it.
She leaned forward. "I said what I said in a desperate need to push you away and the fear I had if I didn't. The fear of what I was risking and what I'd be opening myself up to if I was honest with myself about my feelings for you. But I'm fighting that fear now because I've accepted how I feel and everything that comes with it," she emphasised.
She took another deep, steadying breath, "I love you."
"What?" I replied ungraciously, in complete shock.
"I love you," she declared simply. She'd made peace with it; I could see it in the relieved way she said it. "It feels so good to say that and yet, so scary," she finished with a shy smile.
I couldn't process it. It was so far from what I thought our next conversation would look like and it was never a conversation I expected us to have. Lily loved me?
"I really need you to say something Mike," she pleaded.
"I.. you really want to do this?" I stuttered. "Us?"
Lily smiled at me. I had no idea how she was so calm when I was all over the place. "I really want to do this Mike. All of it. I want to show you all of me, if you'll have me. I don't care what anyone else thinks anymore, just you. I've spent every single day across the last week trying to talk myself out of this because I've been so scared. This morning, I woke up and I just thought: what the hell am I gaining by denying this? More of the same? So here I am, finally being honest with myself, and therefore with you. Take your time and think this over. I'm going nowhere because this is what I want," the conviction in her tone didn't waver. She was serious.
She stood up and walked towards me. I stood paralysed, yet again. For someone trained to move even in the face of danger, Lily had an affect on me I could never categorise. She was beside me before I knew it, her beautiful green eyes staring into my plain brown ones and then she was moving by me, towards the door. That shook me awake and adrenaline kicked in. I wasn't going to let her walk out on me after that. I reached out for her arm and managed to close my fingers around her hand, turning her back gently but firmly. She was smiling as she turned and then I was too.
"I thought you weren't going anywhere?"
I moved my face down towards her and she met me in the middle. We kissed. It was just our lips but the intensity we shared as we kissed was staggering. We both pulled away, breathless and excited. We met again mere moments later, with our tongues this time and Lily wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into her, not able to get enough. I took her thin body in my arms, and it felt made for them. She moaned into it, enjoying the way I held her and dare I say, would protect her. I promised myself that I always would. She kissed me hard and passionately, letting herself go.



I pulled away breathlessly, filled with lust. "Would you like to stay?" I asked, the implication clear.
Lily looked down guiltily. "I don't do anything like that so early on, I'm sorry."
I remembered her saying that previously and cursed myself for getting ahead of her comfort. I must have misread the intensity of her kisses or else she meant to show that was how far she was willing to go. "Of course," I agreed reassuringly.
Still, she broke our embrace and took a step away. She looked back up at me and grinned. "You're an idiot," she teased. "I just told you that I no longer care what anyone thinks of me, except you."
At that, she moved to her knees on the floor in front of me and unbuckled my belt, looking up at me with pure lust as she did so.
Part 2 will follow shortly.
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Part 2 of Faultless
Thank you for all your kind and helpful comments on the first part. This second (and final!) part picks up where the last finished.
Hope you all enjoy!
V
***
My apartment had many things going for it and in that moment, I was most grateful for the gym in the basement. When Mike left all those years ago, he was tall and thin. He was substantial enough in frame for what I saw as a stereotypical geek but nothing like what he was when he came back and bulked up; stood taller. I needed all the strength I had because having him inside me was like nothing I'd experienced before. We were making love but the energy I expended by taking his thrusts and handling his body over mine had me breathless and exhausted. Despite that, I kept my legs tightly wrapped around him, and I pleaded for more.
Objectively, he was decent looking enough and that was partly because he was one of the lucky ones that worked well with a beard. I'd dated better looking men but over the past few months, I fancied him that bit more every time I saw him until it had got to the point where I was now. The point where I'd never fancied anyone as much as him. I was hopelessly into him. I'd liked my men safe and I guess, more Hollywood handsome, where it was much easier for me to avoid seeing them a certain way. That wasn't the case now.
I wasn't with him because he was big, to be clear, despite the obvious cliché of a big strong man for the secretly submissive woman. I didn't like men to be too much bigger than me because I didn't like the position that put me in - relying on someone else to take care when with me.
Mike was fit and strong, and I could feel the muscles on his back as my legs pressed against him. There was something so raw and primal about how he had me. I knew at any point he could just let himself go and I'd be powerless to resist. For the first time in a long time, I let that thought wash over me and it thrilled me, because I trusted him unreservedly.
He was so passionate and so caring with the love he was showing me that I had a moment where I might have cried with the contrasts I was processing. I was that overwhelmed. That was a level of emotion that I wasn't ready to show him yet though - which was weird, given I'd just told him I loved him. But hey, all of it was new and I needed to hold something in reserve, right?
I'd also never have believed myself capable of doing what I did a little while before.
The conviction I had in going to my knees and opening his jeans when so much was still unsaid, surprised the both of us. A momentary shock followed when I saw his size, but it wasn't enough to stop the determination I had to pleasure him. I kissed and licked with enthusiasm that I'd never had for anyone before. When I took him in my mouth, I moaned at how he filled it. It was a slutty moan, a moan I should have been ashamed of. Instead, I revelled in it and after some time enjoying the feel of him in my mouth, it spurred me on to take him into my throat. Having him in me like that was arousing me like I couldn't believe.
But God, when I pushed his cock into my throat, his hands holding my hair up and his moans music to my ears, I could have thrown up from how stuffed I was. I gagged and had to pull away slightly. Mike said something but I didn't hear him. It was all about his cock and putting it deep into my throat, that was all that was on my brain. My sole focus.
I breathed in deeply and then it hit my senses: the smell of him. The pheromones that had drawn me to him so deeply. My mind translated them into the thoughts of him that were now constant in my mind now. The power, the comfort, the safety to be myself.
I took him back in my throat and kept him there, trying to breathe through my nose. I was determined, more determined to pleasure him than I was to protect my appearance. I didn't care what I looked like, I just needed him to feel good and that was a startling mental shift for me.
I started to thrust my face forward, my hands squeezing each of his thighs for support. I heard myself making those noises, the glucking noises that I sometimes sought after when I watched porn. I was making them.
My underwear was soaked, I had no doubt. I was aroused by the act itself and my own determination to put myself in that position. When my eyes weren't closed and revelling in the pheromones, I was looking up at him, living for the pleasure on his face. We'd lock eyes and he'd shake his head slightly, as though he couldn't believe it. I imagined it from his eyes, seeing me on my knees like that for him. I almost couldn't believe it either. When he was ready, I was going to force all of his cock into my throat and keep it there while he emptied his load into my stomach. It was going to be the most depraved thing I'd ever done, and it was going to be something that showed him how different I wanted to be with him.
All too soon though, he was pulling me off him. I coughed and spluttered and for the first time, realised how much of a mess I'd made. I was so focused on his cock that I hadn't noticed my saliva had been dripping off his cock as well as out of my mouth. It had pooled onto the floor and down my jumper. It looked obscene and because of that, it made my pussy throb.
He'd stepped away while I was looking at the mess I made, and I didn't even notice until he came back and was kneeling beside me. Later on, I reflected just how obsessed I'd been with his cock that I'd missed so much. But right then, he took a washcloth and wiped my chin and chest clean. I blushed, I felt like an innocent girl being taken care of, in contrast to the state of me.
"That was incredible," he whispered. "I couldn't stand it much longer." I could see the awe in his expression, and I felt a sense of pride.
"But I wanted you to cum," I pouted. Yep, I had pride but clearly, I had no shame.
He laughed and helped me take my top off. I glanced at it as it fell to the floor and saw the state of it. I'd be driving home in only the thin white cami I wore underneath if that stained as bad as it looked.
I was still dealing with brain-fog, or cock-fog as it really was, and I was slow to react to him standing up and holding his hand out for me. Before I could reach up, he pulled me up as though I weighed nothing. The act, the easy manhandling of me, made me weak. Lily, you're in trouble girl.
He took me to his bed and pulled my jeans off, my underwear going with it before I got the chance to see the state of them. Maybe even taste them a little.
At some point before that, he'd gotten naked too and so I just laid there in my cami top and socks, naked from the waist down, and I spread my legs wide for him. There was no conversation about a condom, no discussion about this not being a one-time thing. I just offered myself to him; invited him to take it.
He looked me in the eyes, and I held his stare. Quite honestly, I was ready to beg.
I cast my eyes down to his chest, paused in momentary surprise at old war scars I didn't know he had and across the muscles that weren't as defined as they probably once were, but still held considerable power. I swallowed. "Please, Mike."
I couldn't believe I'd said it, but I had. I'd never wanted a man more than I wanted him right then.
"Take your top off." He spoke quietly, still in disbelief I guess, but I obeyed him like he'd just commanded me with that voice he'd used in this house a week before. That voice, the one I had tried so hard not to think about but would be thinking about a lot now.
He admired my chest and for the first time, I felt self-conscious. I moved my hands to cover my small breasts, but he stopped me, his hands taking hold of mine. They were strong but he wasn't putting strength into them. "You are incredible," he declared, and he said it with such wonder that I knew he genuinely loved what he saw. I put my hands back down and he smiled.
The only thing left was my socks. He took hold of my foot and to my surprise, he kissed the top of it after he pulled the sock off, doing the same with the other. I blushed and felt butterflies. It's strange to say but when he did that, I knew he felt for me what I felt for him, even if he didn't know it yet.
If I had intended to show him with my oral sex that I was determined to give him pleasure, he showed me he was determined to put my pleasure above his own. I was not ready for the persistence he had in bringing me to orgasm, nor was I ready for the strength he had as he held me down and forced another from me. I wasn't planning for this to happen so I wasn't as presentable as I would have been down there but within about two seconds, Mike's mouth had me forgetting my worries.
His tongue, as well as the lips I desperately needed to kiss again, were uniquely talented at finding the spots that worked for me. He listened for my moans, turned them into whimpers, attacked until they became pleas and then just... relentlessly pleasured me until I became a gasping mess, begging for a break. He held me down with such strength and it was like I had to just take what he was giving me.
My feet ached from keeping them tense for so long, as he drew orgasms out of me. I had two, with the second one going on so long that it might have overlapped into the third. When he did mercifully stop, I was spent.
I'd be lying if I said I wasn't thrilled with the knowledge that I had no defence against his thick cock, bar the excessive wetness I had below. He knew as well as I did that I wouldn't be moving. I just about had enough energy to position myself comfortably over the pillows, my long hair spilling everywhere, before he was lining himself up. I looked down and saw how much I had offered myself to him again with the spread of my legs. How much I wanted him to have me.
He was on his knees on the bed as he lined up to me and he was upright rather than over me, both of us watching him line up. My sex was on fire for him, my pussy needed it so bad. I found it so erotic to watch him enter me and I captured it in my mind to replay again and again until the next time he did it.
Just from the first opening, I knew this was going to be something different. He gasped and I whimpered. My ex-partners had always made comments about how tight I was, sometimes as a reason for why they didn't last that long. They'd never made me as wet as Mike had but I still didn't think his thick cock would fit.
He paused until I nodded and then he carried on as I closed my eyes to breathe through it. I spread my legs even more widely to give him as much access as he wanted. I wanted to give him my pussy desperately.
Inch by inch he stretched me until it started to feel so good that I had to open my eyes and see how he'd managed it. I was amazed to see he wasn't all the way inside me, and his eyes were focused on what was happening below him. He kept going, the sides of my hole tight around him until, when it felt like I had no more of me to give, he was full inside me.
I moaned that same slutty moan again and his hand caressed my cheek. "Come here," I demanded.
Surprising him with strength of my own, I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him down to me, where I kissed the man I was in love with for just the second time that night. I tasted myself on his lips and ran my tongue along his bottom lip as he started to thrust.
Taking his thrusts took any remaining energy I had, so I laid back and enjoyed the way his cock pulled out halfway and then thrust back in until he filled me right up again. It was stimulation like I'd never known.
"You fit perfectly inside me," I whispered to him, his face only inches from my own, his eyes closed in pleasure. "I feel made for you."
He smirked at how cliché that was and yes, I knew how it sounded, but I felt it. There was not one atom of space left inside me. He kissed me again in response and I held my hand in his facial hair which was softer than I expected it to be.
I lost myself in how his cock felt inside me and the fantasies that opened up because of it. I thought of what it would be like to be flooded with his sperm when I was fertile and ready to carry his children. I thought about how crazy it would be to give him my anal virginity and take that up there. I thought about how it would feel when I told him to be rough with me and not be gentle as he was right then. How I'd probably orgasm from being enjoyed like that. It felt limitless, because it was with him.
Whether it was the fantasies or the fucking, or a combination of both, I found myself nearing another orgasm. I almost couldn't believe it at first. I laughed out loud in shock.
Mike looked at me in confusion. "Lils?"
"I'm going to cum," I announced giddily. I'd never done it through penetration before.
He still looked confused, but it was too late to explain, I felt the orgasm start to arrive and I lost myself. My eyes rolled to the back of my head, my calves tightened and my grip on the bedsheets became my sole solution for getting through it. Mike had already become an expert on my orgasm-face because he started to pump into me in a very focused way at that point. There was a dominance to the way he fucked me. It was a very physical, assertive way of telling me to cum. I fucking loved it.
I loved it so much I screamed and I'm pretty sure I squirted something. By that point I was such a mess, I didn't care, and Mike didn't seem to have noticed or cared either. My release sapped any energy I had, I was completely satisfied at that point and it became all about him.
I had to release my legs from their hold around his back, they were shaking so much. Then we locked eyes, and I knew it was his turn. I almost wanted to cum again from that look alone.
"Fuck me," I challenged him, greedily wanting a sign of what it would feel like when he got rough.
He accepted my challenge, and he fucked me. I gave up trying to stay in any semblance of control or coherence. I don't know what I said or did, I just let myself go and enjoyed every second of it. He pounded me, he gave it to me as I needed him to. Gone was the Lily that he knew before and in her place was a sexual being who wanted to make him cum. At some point, I became aware of the fact that I felt looser down there and that led me to move my fingers to my clit in arousal. I couldn't cum again, but I needed the stimulation to take the edge off.
Then, when I felt like it couldn't get any better, Mike came. Watching and hearing him cum became the best moment of my time in bed with him. It was going to be my masturbation fodder for weeks. Not just because the pleasure on his face was visual affirmation of how enjoyable I was, but also because he flooded my pussy with cum. If I wasn't on the pill, I was certain I'd be pregnant. I had to pull my mind away from that because it went down a rabbit-hole of him deciding when he would impregnate me and that was a deep, naughty fantasy I wasn't ready to broadcast yet.
He stayed hard inside me for long enough that I wondered if he was going to go again. I'd have no chance surviving that if he did. I was completely spent. As first-times go, it was the best. As sex went for me overall, it was also the best.
But once he did start to go soft inside me soon after, I felt a twinge of sadness. Wow Lils, you can't get enough already.
I looked down and watched him pull out, eyeing his cum-covered cock. I probably wasn't subtle because I was tired, but it felt like the sex we'd just had wasn't really over for me until I'd sucked him clean. I'd always had the fantasy of cleaning a man after he'd had me. I had no idea why that was the case, but it always felt right that I should service my partner like that and show my appreciation of them. This was despite the fact that I rarely gave oral except to stimulate things pre-sex. With Mike and the way it already felt with him, I was tempted to move down and do so, though I had no energy to actually do it.
"You want to clean me," Mike stated as fact. He was so disarmingly observant, I'd have to watch that.
I nodded. "How did you know?" I couldn't believe I'd admitted my dirty fantasy, just like that. But Mike brought the confidence out in me and I knew he wouldn't judge me.
He moved to lay beside me before he answered. "It's mess and you don't like mess," that was probably half-true. "Plus, your submission is centred around obedience and being enjoyed. Cleaning is a very intimate act in that regard."
I blushed at his matter-of-fact tone. He took his thumb to the head of his cock and collected some drying cum with it. I watched as though in slow-motion, him bring it to my lips. I opened my mouth and sucked it in, licking the ridges of his skin clean with my mouth. I shivered and my pussy, as sore as it was, noted its approval.
"Next time," Mike promised, kissing my neck gently. I was too tired to do anything to stop him. "You're clearly exhausted." I grinned at that.
We stayed in silence for a minute, both of us getting our breath back. I could feel the cum leaking from me and I had an urge to collect it and taste more of it. The little taste on Mike's thumb just wasn't enough. I didn't let myself do it and it was almost the full minute before I worked out why I was stopping myself. Mike had said I'd be tasting his cum next time, not now.
He wasn't wrong about my obedience when I'm in this headspace.
He took my hand and peppered my arm with kisses, but it was me that broke the silence eventually between giggles. "So, is this a known thing that we're both just acknowledging as fact? That I'm submissive to you?"
Mike stopped his kisses and looked at me earnestly. "It can be something we build up to or it can be something we accept is the case now and begin to explore what that looks like. Or it can be something that doesn't end up happening at all, it's all up to you Lils."
I liked him a lot for that answer.
"Can I take the night and let you know where my head's at tomorrow?" I asked gently. "I don't want to commit to something in the moment." I already knew the answer and so did he.
It was only then that I had the energy to sit up. Mike joined me and reached over for a towel, which I used to clean myself up. "Take as long as you need," he squeezed my hand as he said it. "Can I interest you in a shower before you head home?"
I grinned again. "How did you know?"
"Pretty sure you can't go to work in that jumper," he quipped. I thought back to what I did and felt good about it. I felt sexy, in a perverse way.
"I can't believe I'm going to say this," my smile widened as I thought about how much Mike was going to tease me for it, "I don't think I'll be able to leave if we do anything couple-like so I'd rather fuck & run."
I had to crack the window on the drive home or else I was going to make my Audi smell like a pimp's car, but I felt like a million dollars.
__
The following day was one of those days where nothing went right. My technology bulletin got pushed off the headlines, a technology analyst didn't turn up for his pre-recorded interview on app security, a link didn't work on the article posted on our website and my computer decided to crash mid-email to my boss.
Char and I worked in the same open-plan area, so she had sight of enough of it. Given my mood across the previous week, it was fair enough for her to assume I was going to be close to tears when she came over and asked if I wanted to go for a coffee given my morning so far.
"It is what it is," I replied airily instead, keen to get back to my daydream about Mike's thick cock being back in my throat that evening, while I waited for the computer to restart. My depravity was shocking me too, but I was loving it.
She brought me a coffee from downstairs a few minutes later, by which time my computer had restarted and I'd sent off the emailing detailing my planned segments over the next couple of weeks to my boss. Amy was with her now.



"Babe, are you okay?" Amy asked, taking the empty chair from the desk beside me and wheeling over. "We're all worried about you. You've been depressed all week and now Char's told me how distracted you've been this morning. This isn't like you."
Amy took my hand for extra emphasis. Char stood over us, taking on the role of intimidation. If Liv wasn't still getting the presenters ready on the make-up chair, she'd probably be shooting out random guesses until she landed on the truth. I knew my friends enough to know they'd given me space for as long as they were able and now, I needed to talk.
"Okay, let's do lunch and then I'll talk," I conceded with a dramatic sigh. It gave me time to get back to work and sort my shit out.
Mike had already messaged asking to take me to dinner later and I didn't want to finish work late for him. I was never late for him; it was one of those things I'd recognised a while back as a response to what I felt for him. I did not like disappointing him, even though he would never do anything more than joke at my time-keeping.
Over lunch, I told my friends about Mike & I. I replaced the part of the story that involved "dominant spanking session which I'd been guiltily cumming over ever since," with "a kiss" but kept most of the rest of the story the same.
"He brings me such comfort and happiness, I feel like I can be myself with him," I told them earnestly. I needed to justify why I'd broken it off with Benjamin and why Mike was better for me, so I told them in detail about how it felt different with him. How I recognised the changes in myself around him, how being with him made me feel like it was okay to not be perfect and switched on all the time. My therapy sessions over the last few weeks had been worth the money, that was for sure, to help me convince myself to take this risk.
"I know you probably think this has come out of nowhere and I'm crazy, but it hasn't and... I'm in love with him so just, go easy on the ribbing, okay?" I blushed and looked down at my salad.
"Honey, we guessed."
I looked up at Char, but it was Amy that explained. She scrolled through her phone and showed me a group chat between the 3 of them. Liv had started it.
Liv: I've just seen Mike on a dating app. I did the right thing by not swiping right, right?
Char: Ooo this is sneaky. Lil will get so para if she knew you'd made a chat without her x
Amy: You definitely did the right thing, there's something between them...
Char: Agreed. Amy & I both think this - they have crazy good chemistry and she is so different around him!
Liv: Okay I'm going to tell her I came across him but won't say if I swiped or not
Amy: EVIL... I love it!
I looked up at them and saw they were all watching me. I grinned nervously. "Carry on," Liv prompted smugly. I now knew my message to Liv that evening wasn't as subtle as I thought. I kept scrolling.
Liv: Haha I just watched the little speech bubble in our chat, and she was typing & deleting for about 10 minutes before she asked if I swiped! She so has feelings for him!
Char: It's so obvious! I was saying to Thomas the other day that when we met Mike, it felt like he was her boyfriend with how nervous she was before it. They behaved like a couple FFS! Then when we met Benjamin I just felt he's a bit... plain, isn't he? I feel bad, there's no spark between them.
Amy: So how do we make it happen?
Char: We don't. We let her work it out. She's not going to stay with Benjamin when it hits her that Mike is right there. I bet it doesn't last another 3 months with Benjamin...
Liv: I'll take that bet!
I slid the phone back to Amy and looked at them with my mouth agape and then my best impression of an evil stare. "Easiest £10 I ever made," Char added smugly.
_
To my frustration I still finished work later than planned. I was just getting ready when Mike rung the buzzer downstairs. I left the door on the latch and went back to my dresser, applying evening makeup and trying not to be too stressed about it.
"Hey handsome, I'm running massively late," I shouted out when I heard the door close. "I know I know, early is on time and all that," I was flustered and massively annoyed with myself.
"Don't worry about it Lils, we've got time," he assured me as he walked into the apartment. He knew me.
He found where I was moments later and just seeing him in the reflection gave me goosebumps. He looked good. Suited up with the short haircut and stubble that I liked so much. The suit fit him well and even in heels, I wouldn't be taller.
He stood there watching me as I sat in just my underwear. Even me doing that felt like a new step for us. My hair was flowing down my back below the bra strap. I'd taken a bit of time with the curling wand to give it some bounce and I could see he liked it. I liked that it pleased him and I felt my annoyance slipping away because it had been time well spent.
He then glanced over at the lilac dress that was hanging up ready to be put on. I loved wearing it, it was a favourite because it gave me more of a chest than I really had but I was half hoping he wouldn't let me put it on and we'd cancel dinner. Shameless.
"Wow," he breathed eventually. Honestly, I felt myself getting wet from that one word. I felt like a pretty object that was giving him pleasure to look at.
I tried to take the heat away from the room as I went about touching up my makeup. "Flowers, and a fancy dinner? I don't know what kind of girl you think I am, but I typically fall for guys that take me to sports bars, just so you know."
He grinned. "Next time. I just wanted you to see I can treat you this way too."
My heart-raced at that and I finished applying mascara to my eye. I knew what he was trying to do, I'd experienced it enough times with men before him. He knew that too but was still doing it and I didn't understand why. I wasn't looking for that from him. He was the reason he didn't need to do this with me.
When I finished, I made my way over, a smile on my face. I threw my arms around him and kissed him hard. Showing him, not-so-subtly, that I wasn't holding back with him. My tongue was requesting entry before he could keep up and he let me in. I heard his bag drop but he kept the flowers in his other hand. His free hand gripped the strap of my bra and he pulled it, taking charge of the kiss. My tongue acquiesced and gave him control, my hands moving to his face. We both were getting into it before I pulled away, though his hand didn't leave my back. The possessiveness was sexy. I was close to breathless, and I could have kept going but I had more important things to do.
"Yes," I announced, a grin back on my face.
"And the question was?" Mike asked, not getting it.
I sighed theatrically, trying to lay out another hint that it wasn't what I needed.
"I think if you ask me to be your girlfriend, you'll find it funny to take me somewhere fancy and do it, given my history," I outlined. "But I also think you secretly want to take me somewhere fancy and do it properly. Hence, you're going to ask me to be your girlfriend tonight because you want to show me you're as serious as I am." He rolled his eyes at my knowing look, and I continued satisfied that my instinct was correct, "and I'm going to say 'yes'. I've already given you a speech about exactly how I feel, so ask me now, then we can get it out of the way, and I can start referring to you as my boyfriend."
He laughed and I laughed too, breaking the tension. "You really take the romance out of it, don't you? I was going to make a speech about how I'm completely committed to us becoming a thing and I don't see the point in going through the dating dance, but ah well."
I shrugged, what romance was I taking away from him, really? I felt exactly the same.
He carried on when he realised my shrug was all he was going to get. "Lily Williams, would you do me the most profound honour," Mike's voice sounded shockingly like Benjamin's and I laughed so hard I snorted, "of being not just the person that I lay with, but also the person I share my day with, reflecting on both the good times and the hard. Would you allow me to bestow you the honour of being my girlfriend?"
Once I got over my giggling, I kissed him and took the flowers. "You're an idiot and I accept this sacrifice," I teased.
Mike followed me as I walked to the kitchen. I knew he was checking me out and I smirked without him seeing. It might be argued I didn't need to stretch to grab the vase, but I was proud of my ass, and I was gonna make damn sure Mike lusted after it.
I spun around and caught him flicking his eyes up from my bare legs. I looked at him in horror. "Don't eye-fuck me, Mike, that's not okay."
He held his hands up and I glanced at them. They were big hands, rough ones. They were made to spank or to pin a partner down while he was inside her. Stop it Lils.
"I'm sorry Lily, still trying to get used to you being a sexual being again," he smiled.
I took the vase and the flowers to him. "Two things," I struggled to contain my smile. "I like lilies, un-ironically and I'd like them every week if you want to make me feel special. And you can sort these into the vase so I can judge how good you are at sorting an arrangement."
I kissed him before my grin could break out and handed him the flowers. I felt like I could finally be a bit sassy with someone who could take it. It was exciting to be able to tease him, especially knowing he could put me back in line when I went too far.
"Oh and Mike," I said, heading back to the room and that lilac dress, "I meant it's not okay to eye-fuck me and not do anything about it, just for future reference."
I smirked again and he groaned.
_
Dinner was... different. He took me to a fancy Italian place just a short walk away from where I lived. I'd been to fancier, but I'd not felt as good as I did when walking in with Mike.
We were seated and he didn't pull my chair out for me, which I liked because it was a sign he understood my hints. He didn't need to do those things to impress me because he gave me so much more by not doing it.
We spoke about work after ordering, and I confessed that I'd already told the girls about us as well as what they said. "That's okay," he replied, still blushing, "I blabbed to Jake and Mo within the first hour."
I bit my lip, flustered. "What did you say?" I asked, unashamedly fishing for compliments.
Mike shrugged nonchalantly, playing it cool. He certainly wouldn't have been that way if I hadn't been so 'unromantic' earlier in the evening and stopped him grandly asking me out, which I felt further vindicated about right then. "Oh you know, I just walked in on cloud nine, a shit-eating grin on my face and they asked me what was up," he started, as casually as if he was telling me about the weather. The nonchalant delivery and body language was working for me as I felt my nipples start to strain against my bra. I didn't look down as that would have made it worse.
"Go on," I prompted when he paused to have a drink. "If I have to work this hard to get compliments from you then I can't be bothered," I lied.
Mike laughed and considered me, looking down at my chest subtly. If I'd caught an ex doing that, damn there would be words. "That's a lie," he replied simply. "You're an affirmation girl; looks and words are your drug."
"How do you know that?" I questioned with a tone of surprise.
He leaned forward so we could speak easier. I did too so we were close enough that it felt like our own private world. "Well, when you discover taking on a more dominant role is something you really like and feel comfortable with, a guy like me might start looking at how to operate in that environment." I heard the soldier in him as well as the wallflower - observant and intuitive. "How to best communicate, how to best understand the needs of the person I'm with whether they submit or not, and my own needs." He held eye contact, and I did too for a moment, before the waitress arrived.
We started on the food and we tried a bit of each other's as we often did. I carried on our conversation with more of a whisper so that other tables wouldn't hear. "You're already attuned to my needs," I noted. "That thing that you did to me last week which I won't name in public," I winked, "the way you got those things out of me and then praised me at the end, it was the sexiest thing that I'd ever experienced. So yeah, your research and intuition is very much appreciated over here."
I smiled and pushed the rest of the starter away so that I wouldn't be too full for the main course. I wasn't a big foodie though conversely; I was a feeder. Another thing that would work well for Mike & I. He asked for my plate to stay and then went back to our conversation, his face more serious. "What I did last week, how are you feeling about it now, honestly?"
I'd been expecting that question though it didn't stop me feeling flustered as I answered. "Honestly? I said some really shit things and I'm more sorry than you know about that," Mike took my hand and shook his head as though to say don't worry about it. I smiled and thanked him. "But I was really freaking out, my head was a mess. Just looking at the act itself, I mean on the one hand, it was a crazy, reckless thing to do with someone because it was so exposing for me and in that way, my worst nightmare. But on the other hand, it was the hottest sexual thing that had ever happened to me and I was unbelievably," I dropped my voice even further, "turned on. I still am whenever I think about it, including now."
We both shared a look of lust that I let build before I stopped it by continuing my answer. "The real problem was that it was with you. It could only ever have been with you, truth be told, but I was so devastated that I'd let myself go like that, before I'd decided if I could get myself into a place to try and be with you. So I was angry, annoyed, self-loathing and needing to push you away. Which worked well until I was on my own all weekend and I had no choice but to think about it. Because you're all I think about when I can get my brain to stop, frankly."
Our main course arrived too soon and while it looked great, it looked too big. One of the perks of the fancier restaurants was undoubtedly smaller portions. Mike tucked in without delay and I smiled watching him.
"That weekend I'm just thinking that was amazing but I'm terrified of what he thinks of me. What if he tells people? What if he decides that he doesn't want us to go any further and then we'll always have this thing that happened between us? He'll know what I like and what I'll need but won't give me it. But he's the only one that can because I'll never trust anyone else to."
He interrupted me by gently squeezing my hand before I could spiral any further. "What changed?" He asked simply, changing the direction of my recount so that I could be more positive with it.
"You," I replied simply. "I thought the worst-case scenario would be that you didn't feel the same, but you'd never hurt me for it. You always look after me and I felt sure you'd do so then too. I also had moments of confidence, normally when I was thinking about what happened during my erm, private moments, where I thought that I could do it."
"Do what?" He asked with raised eyebrows.
"Seduce you," I blushed. "I felt sure that over time if you knew I wanted you and my feelings weren't going to change, you'd slowly come round. I was ready to wait for that."
"Wait," Mike started, putting his cutlery down and focusing on me. "Walking out of the door on Wednesday wasn't a play? You were going to walk out?"
"Yeah," I chuckled at his surprise. "In my mind, I had no idea where your head was. It took me days after what happened to get to the point where I was going to pursue us and everything that goes with it, but I had feelings for you for a long time, whereas you weren't coming from that place. So, I was going to give you time because I was all-in by then."
Mike chuckled now. "You're right, it could have taken me many, many months to decide that I wanted to pursue a relationship with the best person in my life. The woman that makes me laugh like no other, who makes me happier than anyone ever has, who feels as comfortable around me as I do around her. She trusts me, she accepts me and my numerous flaws,"
"You do have a few," I teased, blushing like mad at his words.
"Who is absolutely the most gorgeous woman I've ever been around, who's both captivating and grounded,"
"Thanks to you," I cut-in again.
"With eyes that are soul-reading and an appearance that defies genetic likelihood," he paused, looking over at me from my tanned arms, long hair and smile, which was broad right then at his weirdly-geeky complimenting. "I can see how an idiot like me was missing what was right in front of me. That's what I told Mo and Jake."
I just sat looking at him for the longest time, blushing so much that I felt like I was going to re-heat my cooling food. "I'm speechless," I replied at last. "I like them both for you, they're good to get some of your guy-energy out," I quipped. I'd met them a couple of times and enjoyed being around them too.
Mike laughed, "You are not getting out of watching Chelsea with me, you're my lucky charm."
"I wouldn't dream of it," I replied at once, meaning it. Watching football with Mike was one of my favourite things.
We finished our meal, Mike having most of what I couldn't eat and then he paid and took us for a longer stroll around the river before heading home. We walked hand in hand in public for the first time and it felt so normal to do so. It was almost a natural escalation of the comfort & familiarity we had when we walked around as friends. I loved how his hand felt around mine - gentle but strong. It was warm enough with my jacket and the frequent breaks where I could steal body heat from him as we stopped along the path to look out at the skyline, that our detour continued for longer than it needed to. We were in no rush though, even if I was quite keen for more sex when we got home. I kept that to myself but didn't let him doubt it with my kisses.
During one such pause as we faced the water and surveyed Tower Bridge, he wrapped his arms around me softly from behind and kissed the top of my head. I breathed through the feeling of love that was between us until I couldn't help wanting more. I subtly grinded my bum into him, feeling him semi-hard. He didn't respond nor grind back, he just let me explore my comfort levels. He would have known that doing that in public wasn't a usual act for me.
"Careful," he warned, when my hand had a mind of its own and subtly reached behind to squeeze him.
I blushed, withdrawing my hand. "Sorry," I whispered awkwardly.
"Don't be," he soothed. "I just meant if you carry on then it's going to be pretty obvious that I'm hard."
"Good point," I replied, turning around to face him and indicating back towards the path, relieved he didn't think any less of me. He nodded and I took his hand again as we slowly walked towards the next bridge, passing a scattering of couples doing the same in the opposite direction. "Speaking of things that are obvious," I said, "You gave me three options last night. That my submission to you is something we can accept now and explore, something we build up to over time or something that doesn't happen at all."
Mike squeezed my hand reassuringly. "I recall, did you want to discuss those further?"
I nodded. "That last option isn't really an option. The way I am and what I feel with you is a fundamental aspect of what I feel for you so that would make no sense."



He looked over and nodded at that. "Well reasoned. I also think the nature of the way we'll grow together means that dynamic is always going to be there. Even little things I already do like ordering for you when you can't decide or organising where we go, I think it'll move us into that space naturally now we're involved. It's perhaps just how explicit we make it."
We walked towards an empty bench close to HMS Belfast, a World War Two ship that was now a tourist attraction on the River Thames. Nobody stopped to look at it at that time of night so we could talk freely. Mike sat beside me, and he tucked my hair over my shoulder so it wouldn't get dirty from the bench. He then put his arm around me, holding my other hand as he did so, and I felt very secure with the way he was taking care of me. It was being looked after but not fawned over.
I weighed up my words for a minute. "It feels different because I know there's a line with you and a natural power dynamic. I don't just mean physically," I clarified, wanting him to understand that point in particular.
He was looking at me with a lot of love and understanding but kept silent, giving me my space.
"I think that's going to give me a lot of freedom to be the kind of person I want to be in a relationship because I know that line exists. I know you'll keep me in it. With my exes, I haven't felt like a line existed and I always felt like it couldn't because of the pedestal they put me on. How could someone keep me in line if they were always willing to move it to keep me happy?"
I paused again and glanced ahead, somewhat embarrassed as I spoke that I hadn't found anyone that met what I needed until the man I'd known since we were teenagers; who was now staring at me intensely. "So how could I be bratty and sassy when I didn't find them strong enough to handle it? Or submissive when I didn't trust them to take charge in the right way? So I reverted back to being classy & restrained because it's more comfortable, I guess. With you, I can push it and I want to give myself to you because of it."
I finished and looked over at him for his reaction now I'd told him it was what I wanted.
I could see him processing the needs I'd vocalised, working out what it meant for him. "Wow, you've done a lot of thinking Lils."
"I had to. The power of what I feel for you, I needed to understand it." I took a deep breath and added to the other part of my thinking. "It's going to be something that'll evolve over time, and I know that. Things don't need to change; we just need to let them naturally evolve. Maybe we push things along a little bit sometimes, like we did with the spanking, but generally it feels like if we do nothing at all to influence it, I still feel like I'll end up being in the relationship I've wanted to be in. That's why I'm so into you, that's what you give me."
At that, he leaned over and kissed me. It was another kiss where he took charge of it as soon as he felt me giving him that power. His tongue entered my mouth, and his lips were strong and sensual on mine, his arm holding me into it. It didn't matter to me that we were in public, although it should have. He pulled away slowly, our lips still pressing together until the very last moment. I was still getting used to being kissed by Mike and with such passion but damn, it was good.
"See what I mean?" I asked.
He nodded. "It feels like something else, doesn't it?"
I looked away, completely flustered. "Never in my life..." I trailed off. He understood.
_
In the end, the meal was good, the company was even better, and the conversation was the most intimate I'd ever had with a partner. For a first official date, nothing had really changed, but then everything had.
For one, Mike stayed over that night. I drove him back to his to pack a bag and coolly suggested he pack a lot as I wanted him to stay over a lot. "Only if you do the same for here," he replied with a grin.
When we got back to my apartment, I couldn't rest until Mike had space in my wardrobe and a bathroom shelf for his toiletries. Maybe it would have seemed too soon for some, but I didn't plan to spend a night away from him and I wanted him to feel at home. Plus, when you're folding away non-iron dresses, you know it's serious.
Mike just chuckled as he followed me about through the orientation tour of his new living space. Then he thanked me, picked me up and kissed me, then took me to bed.
By the end of the weekend, we were behaving as though we were a couple who had been in a relationship for months. It was all very relaxed and easy. Even for me, adjusting to having Mike in my home so much was effortless. He was tidy and well-trained - he put the toilet seat down after use and cleaned up to my standards after a shave, passing my 'joking but really not joking' inspection afterwards. He didn't even laugh at my exuberant amount of skin care or how much time I spent on self-care each night. He probably could have teased me about it, but it felt like he knew I was self-conscious of it.
"You know my looks are going to fade, right?" I asked him at the end of the weekend, voicing the worry that I always kept with me.
He smiled at me as though he knew a secret I didn't. "Lily, I'm not with you for your looks. Out of everyone you've ever dated, I'd bet good money that your looks are way further down my list of reasons for dating you than it was for them."
I blushed. He had this really bizarre but genuine way of complimenting me that just worked. There was no rehearsed words or lines, he just said it as he saw it.
The thing that really got me though, was the way Mike looked at me, even when he thought I wasn't looking. It was as though he couldn't believe this was happening. When we got into bed every night, I was the little spoon but before he wrapped his arms around me, we would face each other and kiss. Mike would pull away and look at me in awe and I would turn over and spoon into him feeling unbelievably secure with myself.
We spent that weekend as a couple would. I slept in, because Mike had this weird fucking routine where even at the weekend, he liked to be up and doing some calisthenics before mapping out his day. I was a planner and lists were my thing, so I found it quite hot that there was a plan for the day when I climbed out of bed. I rarely ate breakfast because well, I was shit with food, but he talked me into at least having fruit for breakfast, which I was willing to try.
We went out for lunch on the Saturday. Afterwards, we went on a shopping trip so I could get the food he liked and double up on ingredients for the week. Then we went back home and made love before we cuddled and watched movies after cooking dinner together. Life was that mundanely amazing. I was struck by the fact that neither of us checked our phones the entire day, we were so engrossed in being together.
On the Sunday, I realised what I was missing out on by staying in bed after Mike got up. I watched him do press-ups on my living room floor while I leaned against the doorway, sans bra, drinking a coffee and biting my lip as I watched his muscles stretch.
When we made a joint list for the day, I casually asked if he was going to add sex to the list or if that was just going to happen organically.
"Well, you took the romance out of asking you out, so I was hoping to at least keep a little spontaneity in when we had sex," he quipped, squeezing my bum teasingly.
"Is anything stopping you right now, Boss?" I wondered aloud.
Within a couple of minutes, he was inside me as we lay on the sofa, where he decided to pound me relentlessly through an orgasm. It was the first time I'd ever had sex outside of a bed, not even kidding. I wasn't quite able to let-go though as when it came to orgasm-time, I couldn't risk his cum leaking out of me onto the fabric (I still had some standards!) so instead I had him pull out and sit back as I moved to my knees for him. I took him into my mouth and started stroking him.
"How do you taste?" Mike just about gasped out.
I hadn't even thought about it, it was all so new. "Nice," I admitted a few seconds after realising the sweet taste was me. I knew right then I'd be tasting myself on him a lot.
I jerked him into my mouth while he came, groaning his release. Like the sexually-liberated woman I was becoming, I waited for him to look down at me and then holding eye-contact, I swallowed. Unsurprisingly, another first.
"Good girl," he praised. Holy fucking shit did that get to me.
I spent the next couple of minutes living out the fantasy he surmised I had. I cleaned his cock after he'd had me. I even kissed his balls to thank them for my treat.
"I think we're going to have to cross-off a lot of that list," he told me after we showered together, "I'm exhausted."
I chucked my towel at him. "I'm the one that gets the pounding, if I feel good enough to play some Crazy Golf then you've got no excuse," I reminded him.
He smirked at me, hanging the towel up in the way I showed him, which threatened to turn me on again. "I notice I do all the work. Do you have something against riding me?"
I blushed. I wondered when he'd make a comment about that though I didn't expect him to realise so soon. "I'm not being lazy, I just really, really love having you in-charge." I gave him the sexiest look I could give him, by way of apology.
He held my stare and then shook himself. "Stop with those eyes, or we won't leave."
We did get ready, though I made sure to do so in the most teasing way possible, letting his eyes feast on me. I waited until we were both dressed and ready to go before I went back to the conversation. "The floor, the wall,"
"Huh?" Mike turned to me in confusion as we got to the door.
I smirked, carrying on. "Bent over the bed, over the counter, over the dining table, against this door. Maybe even in an alleyway or somewhere public if you're very lucky."
"Are you listing out the places that you want us to have sex?" Mike asked with a laugh.
"I'm listing out all of the ways you can fuck me if being on top of me in bed starts to get too boring," I smirked.
He shook his head in wonder again. "What have you done with Lily?"
_
I took him to town on the course, which we played at a big arcade with cocktails as well as crappy but-oh-so-good arcade snacks. "Not my first crazy golf date," I winked when he conceded defeat.
We cooked again on Sunday evening (though it was mostly for him as I was still full from the popcorn and pizza slice earlier) and after re-planning our week so he could work-from-home on Monday and therefore stay over on Sunday night, we made plans to see each other every day that week except Wednesday, where we'd see our respective families. A question hung in the air about when we'd announce we were together, but neither of us voiced it.
I never realised how lonely I was, even when I was in a relationship, until I went to work that week and ached to be back with Mike. It was so obvious to me that I'd found my person and those shameful or embarrassing parts of me that I'd kept hidden were starting to come in from the dark, ready to be embraced by someone who truly cared about the real me.
We didn't need to do the early dates with the endless questions about interests, intentions and life experiences. We instead did things that established couples would and that felt infinitely more comfortable, for both of us. We'd already laid the groundwork by being friends, we just got to know each other a different way. I knew he hadn't dated much, and I'd done too much of the wrong dating, so why bother with that dance?
That didn't mean I wasn't keen to show him I cared. I went to the cinema with him that Tuesday evening to watch one of those crappy Marvel films he loved.
We sat down with popcorn in hand and a bag of sweets for me (I wanted some joy..) and he turned to me as I was biting into a strawberry rope.
"I know it's early days, but I need you to know that I know you Lily," he emphasised, "and I love you," he said, just like that, with me pulling on the chewy sweet and the movie about to start. No grand gesture, he just turned to me and told me he loved me. Before I could even reply, the speakers came on full-blast and drowned out any hope I had.
It was, I reflected, as I cuddled into him in shock and joy, exactly how I'd wanted him to do it. Though maybe it would have been in private so we could have made love. I spent the first 30 minutes of the film thinking about how, for the first time in my life, it felt truly right. I cuddled into his chest, wrapping an arm around him, watching the film at an awkward angle but no matter, I wasn't paying attention. 30 minutes in and I had no idea why they were in space and why a glove mattered so much but I didn't actually care as Mike seemed to be loving it.
During a part of the film that had less loud noise and therefore a slow part, I looked up and kissed him. "I love you too, my man." He later told me I made him miss a crucial scene, my bad. About midway through, I moved my hand down to his lap and I just held onto his package for the rest of the film. It wasn't to tease, though he might have thought so as I felt his jeans become tight underneath my hand. It was a possessiveness I'd never felt for a partner before. This is my man. This is the only cock that I ever want to have in my life again. I've finally found my person.
He took me home and made love to me. I was utterly desperate for it, for the 7th day in a row. I was actually sore from how much we were having sex, which itself turned me on. I was simply intoxicated by him. I couldn't get enough of him physically nor could I hold back the arousal that came from being this sexually liberated.
I don't know why he did it, maybe he knew I needed it, but he spent a lot of time on my breasts as we made love. He licked and sucked my nipples gently, being so delicate with them I was moaning in desperation. I felt weak and needy with the intimacy of the love-making. I couldn't stop moaning and gasping, pleading for more love. He kept a steady rhythm of thrusts, taking us there slowly but surely.
He kept going back to my breasts whenever I let him leave my lips. They were my one area of concern about my body so to have him spend so much time there, felt so reassuring. "Do you really like them?" I asked gently, half-worried about the answer.
He looked up, barely pulling his lips away. "Like them? I love them."
"They're small though," I reminded him shyly.
"For now," he countered.
My mouth hung open. He'd basically just told me I was going to be pregnant in the future. I threw my head back and stared up at the ceiling. I couldn't process that right then, it meant too much to me. I felt him leaving a love-bite on my breast as I started to quite obviously release more of my wetness. He was slick inside me by that point.
"More," I pleaded.
By the time he unloaded inside me, I had four on my breasts and another just below my collar bone. I'd begged him to leave one on my neck, but he rightly reminded me I had work the next day and dinner with my Mum that evening.
She noticed I was happier and asked if I was back with Benjamin who she'd never met but had looked up online and decided was perfect for me.
Naturally, it didn't feel right to tell her that the reason I was so happy was because I was now in a relationship with my best friend, who had covered me in love-marks, left my sex feeling sore and needy, and who had promised to spank me the following evening when I suggested a sore bum was the only thing missing from the feeling of bliss he was giving me.
***
"I think the parking is round the back," Mike suggested, as we entered Eleanor's care home complex a few weeks later.
"I have been here before Boss," I reminded him teasingly.
I followed the road around to the car park behind the building. It had three floors, Eleanor was now on the first, needing to be constantly watched though still with some independence. I hadn't actually seen her since Mike came back from the Middle East, back when she was on the ground floor and able to enjoy being in the garden. I was glad to be there for him now as I knew what it felt like to watch a grandparent slowly lose their life. First with a partner who didn't really care for me more than being on his arm, then alone. Mike insisted I didn't need to start joining his regular visits, but I wanted to. I was stubborn when I wanted to be and won out.
I signed in first at reception and noted the name a couple of rows above. I quickly checked to see if she had signed out. She had.
"Looks like we just missed Megan," I told Mike evenly, wanting to assess how he felt about that.
He peered over. "That's a shame."
"Yeah," I agreed, surprising myself with how disappointed I was not to run into her and briefly wondering if Mike would have introduced me as his girlfriend or not.
We walked in and took the stairs to the first floor. Mike led us to a room towards the end of the hall and we found Eleanor sitting on a chair watching a war film.
"I can tell Megan's been here," Mike whispered with some affection, looking to the window at the fresh flowers and then to his gran, who had her back to us. "Hi Grandma, you okay?"
She jumped with a start having clearly been asleep and turned around. "Oh hello son!" Mike kissed her on the cheek and sat on the bed beside her while I awkwardly stood at the back, shocked by how frail she now looked.
He waved me over and held his hand out, which I took and smiled down at Eleanor, wiping the thoughts from my head. "You remember my girlfriend, Lily, don't you Gran?"
"Yeah," she replied airily. Mike smiled patiently. "Have you seen my handbag?"
That started a 10-minute search of her room, without success. We gave up in the end and after seeing some nail varnish in a drawer, I offered to paint her nails to distract her.
I found myself watching the film depicting a battle on Iwo Jima, while I painted Eleanor's nails on autopilot. Mike slipped out to speak to the staff and I was thinking, yet again, about the scars on his body.
"Who are you then?" Eleanor asked suddenly, making me jump.
She was looking over at me as though seeing me for the first time. I remembered the first time I'd come to the home; she remembered me then. "I'm Mike's girlfriend, Lily. You knew my Nan, Catherine Williams?"
An instant look of recognition lit up her face, which made sense as her long-term memory was better than her short-term one. "Oh, how is she? Lovely lady."
"She's erm, she's good, yeah."
I went back to her nails, trying not to think about it. I felt Mike's hand on my shoulder. He smiled down at me sadly. I shrugged, letting him know I was okay, and it was what it was.
I spent the following hour or so looking at pictures of the past with her. She barely paid Mike any attention and when I looked over, he was smiling at us. "Meg will be jealous, she was always the favourite."
After we left, I turned to face him. "Are we ready to do a double date with Meg and Matt, do you think?"
"I am if you are?"
As it was quiz night, we drove back and got our game faces on, though I struggled to hide my smile.
***
Things with Lily were going extremely well. Every part of it felt right and for a naturally cynical man, I had to balance my mind between waiting for something to go wrong and enjoying the experience of dating my best friend. In fact, not just my best friend, but someone who was completely committed to me.
Because I was cynical and couldn't believe how lucky I'd got, every milestone came with it a hint of nerves that something was going to go wrong. Be it Lily coming to meet me after work and joining Mo, Jake and I for drinks as my girlfriend for the first time, or me joining Lily and her friends the following week. Amy, Char and Liv took great pleasure in telling us how they always knew we'd work together, and we clearly had something special going.



That seemed to be a common theme - from the guys at work, Lily's girls, and then Rich & Dave, when we met them for dinner a couple of weeks later - that we had something special. I'd used dinner with my oldest friend as a barometer for whether the spark that existed in our little bubble, was evident to those that hadn't seen us together since I got back. It was Rich who told us both as we sat there grinning like idiots, that we undoubtedly were going to have a very happy life together. Pretty deep to say to a couple on their first official double-date but neither of us played it down, which spoke volumes to both of us. I was never going to lose Lily; I was with the person I was going to spend my life with, that was a certainty to me. I knew we had a lot of work ahead of us but the effort would be worth it.
After our disastrous double date with Chloe, I also wanted to ease my way into it before Lily met my family again, in that way. That was the milestone making me most nervous and honestly, there wasn't any logic to it. They'd loved Lily when they met her during my university years, had loved the pictures we took together during graduation and Megan, of course, still felt we should be together. I could imagine how pleased they'd be.
Still, a niggling feeling remained. It took me some quiet reflection time to understand what the feeling really was, and I didn't like the cause.
Thus far, Lily and I had been enjoying the bubble that we had. Our friends knew about us and that was fine. Our families didn't and that was deliberate. We knew we were in this for the long-haul, or heartbreak. We were best friends; we didn't need to do the dating dance. I knew everything there was to know about Lily outside of a relationship and I was rapidly learning about everything in it. But we knew once our families knew about 'Mike and Lily', it would up the pressure on us. They'd know it was marriage and children for us and while we knew it too - and we both wanted it - we were enjoying the start of the relationship without the pressure or expectation. For Lily in particular, who liked to have those expectations clear at the start, it was liberating that she didn't need to.
But as the moment drew closer to tell our families, I sensed hesitation from Lily. Not overt, but it was there, niggling at me. For all her declaration that she didn't care what they thought, which I believed, actually telling them was another matter. No, what was really niggling at me was that I didn't think me dating Chloe at one point was the real problem. I just didn't see it.
As a sign perhaps that I was changing, instead of confronting it head-on which I previously would have, I looked for a solution and felt that if I introduced Lily properly to my family first, it'd make her more confident to cross that bridge with her own in time. What was paramount to me was that she felt safe and secure in our relationship - that was one thing I knew I could give her.
I started with my Gran, where there was no pressure at all from a relationship standpoint (though plenty from an emotional one), and then a double-date with Megan and Matt, before my Mum, whom Lily had cheekily started referring to as her 'Mother-in-Law'.
When Lily agreed with my suggestion that they come over for dinner the following weekend, I set about making the plans.
_
"Hey Meg, how's life?" I asked when she picked up my call.
"Hey bro," I could hear the tiredness in her voice from a long day on the phone working in recruitment. I almost wished I'd messaged instead but I wanted to have a little fun. "It's good, how's yours?"
"It's good too, no complaints."
"For once," Meg joked, before I could continue. Lily had to cover a snort, with my phone loud enough for her to hear as she sat next to me.
"Ha," I deadpanned. "Listen, what are you & Matt up to this Saturday?"
She paused for a minute, clearly working out if she had any plans. Having determined she didn't, I had to pull my phone away from my ear as she loudly shouted out to Matt. "Babe, are we doing anything this Saturday? Mike wants to meet up for a double date."
I fell silent while he answered, rolling my eyes at how well the women around me were at scuppering any surprise I put into things. Lily patted my arm sympathetically.
"No, we're good. Is this someone you've been seeing on that dating app?"
I suppressed a laugh; she was going to be in for a shock. "Something like that. How's 5pm at mine sound?"
She paused a beat and then replied, "this is suspicious. It won't be another car crash, will it?"
This time I did chuckle. "No, I promise this'll be better."
I said my goodbyes soon after and looked over at Lily, who had the good grace of pretending she hadn't listened in at the end. "Megan's up for the weekend. Are you sure you want us to cook?"
She looked over as though she hadn't heard every word. I'd noticed the slight smile she'd failed to hide when I assured Meg that this double date would go better. "Yeah, of course I am handsome. It's way less intense if I get to hide out in the kitchen."
"You know Meg, and Matt's harmless; he's well trained," I quipped. "This'll be good."
We went shopping on Saturday morning, buying the ingredients for the meal that evening. I loved going food shopping with Lily. She was vegetarian and liked to get a lot of her food from organic shops and market stalls, which changed my shopping experience drastically. It was also romantic, walking hand-in-hand around the market, buying fresh bread, fruit, veg and cheese for the weekend and the week ahead. We'd even started to take packed lunches in for work from our weekend and midweek shopping, which was a cringey level of domestication that I was getting a lot of stick for at work. Despite the teasing I was putting Lily through about it, I was loving it. She knew it too.
"Fancy a quick pint?" Lily asked suddenly, stopping outside a pub beside the market.
I looked over at her shy grin and didn't hesitate to agree. She had a long summer dress on with a thin cotton jacket and shades. It was the perfect spring look. Her long hair was tied into a bun that looped in on itself. I had no idea how it was holding together and kept expecting the wind to blow it out of place. I was waiting for the moment where I could romantically brush the hair out of her eyes. Alas, it wasn't happening. Instead, I kissed her and led her inside.
After I got some liquid courage inside her to calm the nerves she claimed not to have, we headed back and got started on meal prep - a vegetable lasagne made from scratch and cannoli for dessert that Lily, who hated baking, also wanted to make from scratch. I predicted an afternoon of stress ahead.
We prepped the meal together and gave the apartment a tidy-up although even by Lily's high-standards, it was already clean. Lily went and got ready while I was relegated to putting a pair of jeans and a shirt on in the open-plan living space, so that I didn't, in her words, 'distract from the classy vibe she was in and tempt her into a quickie'.
All that statement did was tell me that she was horny and when she walked out of our bedroom in a navy-blue sleeveless dress adorned in butterfly print that fell to her knee but had a split up to her thigh, I was quite keen to risk the time that we had left, for a quickie. She looked classy, elegant and sexy as hell. Her long hair was straight and resting over a shoulder in the way I liked it, her face was naturally beautiful and the shade of the dress was doing wonders for her eyes. She'd really gone all-in.
"Is my make-up okay?" She asked, while I looked at her, dumbstruck. She fluttered her long eyelashes at me, making those incredible eyes pop.
"Ye-yes," I just about got out. "What is going on? It's just dinner with my baby sister." I wasn't complaining but at the same time, damn.
She kissed me gently, so as to not get lipstick on me. "I know it's a lot of effort, but it matters, Boss. She's going to see the amount of effort I've gone to, and she'll know it's because I want to impress her which means she'll know how important you are to me."
I shook my head in awe. "I think this is one of those times where you're just a lot classier than me and I had no idea this was the done thing. I need to get planning for when I meet your Mum!"
Lily side-stepped my hint with a snort. "Do you actually think I've done this for every guy I've dated? Better yet, do you think I've done this for the sister of any guy I've dated?" She was sure to put extra emphasis on those two words.
"So instead you only do it with the one man you don't need to do it with?" I teased.
"Exactly," she replied, finger in the air. "I don't want to get this tense for anyone but you, now I have you. Do you know how stressed I was with the baking and all that mess?"
My mind replayed tip-toeing past Lily to get the broom when she dropped some flour, and I shrugged innocently. "Good time for some wine?" I suggested, grabbing a bottle we'd bought that I knew Meg liked.
Lily took the glass once I filled it and glanced at the time. "God, I could really use a spanking to take the edge off," she groaned in a really suggestive, needy way. I choked on my drink in response.
"Now?!" I glanced at the time and saw we had a good 20 minutes before they were due to arrive. Well played.
She bit her lip suggestively when she saw me considering it.
"Please," she whispered, getting close and running her hands along my shirt. "I'm all tense and need my man to put me in my place."
She thought that would work and if she hadn't planned the situation so slyly, it might have. But two could play at that game. "I'm not sure I like the idea of 'putting you in your place'," I emphasised, "I'm happy with your place as it is."
"You know what I mean!" She huffed and clarified, "I just need to feel your dominance and to take a bit of the tension away. You know when I submit to you it calms my mind. Please... Sir." Lily smirked and ran her hand along my crotch teasingly.
I took her hand away and held it, though I didn't squeeze it. Still, the speed of my movement made Lily gasp and I saw her nipples hardening behind her thin bra. "So did you mean your place is to beg, since that's all you seem to be doing?" I watched her work it out - from shock at first, to recognition and then to blushing. "Shouldn't you be on your knees if you're going to do that?"
She groaned and knew she'd just lost the little game of chess we'd apparently been playing. She thought just the words and her asking for it would be enough. But now she knew she had to do something more for me, to get what she wanted. This was what she had meant at the start about keeping her in line and not bending to her will just to keep her happy. I already knew how to do that perfectly with her.
Her eyes were alive with excitement as she looked up at me and accepted the loss, and the payment for it. "On my knees with my make-up still on, slow until you don't want it to be. As soon as they leave."
She made her offer, and I accepted it by turning her around and forcing her over the same counter that I'd spanked her that very first time. "Not a sound until I'm done and then no further teasing so that I can work this erection off, is that understood?"
She nodded her head and then took the light spanking I gave her after pulling up her dress. I wondered for a moment if she'd chosen that dress deliberately and knowing Lily, she probably had. I couldn't resist at the end and gave her cheek a kiss before sending her on her way. She kissed me, thanked me with a look of love that gave me goosebumps and then left the room.
She sorted herself out in the bathroom while I sat on the sofa to cool-off, which meant she was closer to the door when it knocked.
"Ah, you must be Lily," I heard Matt say a few seconds later. "Really good to meet you." They exchanged pleasantries and he walked in.
Matt knowing it was Lily joining us for dinner surprised both of us. She welcomed him in and by the time I stepped into view, and we shook hands, she was just about recovering from a look of confusion.
I went with the question I was most interested in knowing, first of all. "Where's Meg?"
"Running late," he explained, handing his coat to Lily and her offering arm with a thank you. "I was at the game earlier so got here first. I think she's only a few minutes away."
He joined us at the breakfast counter and took a seat on the stool. I'd had the sense to wipe it clean of Lily's sweaty hand prints before he arrived, at least. I poured him a glass of wine while Lily made idle chat. Objectively, he was a handsome guy. His black hair was too overgrown for my liking, but it suited him, as did the stubble despite it hiding a strong jaw. If people felt Lily & I suited, the same could definitely be said of Meg & Matt.
"How'd you who I was, anyway? You've kind of burst Mike's bubble here," Lily teased.
"It's Megan," Matt explained. "She always knows. I wouldn't even try and cheat on her, she'd find out in a heartbeat," he joked. Then he realised who his audience were, and his face fell. "I mean -"
"So you're considering cheating on my baby sister, huh?" I questioned menacingly, standing tall. His eyes went wide, and I could see the worry. Being a big brother had its moments.
"Relax, Matt" Lily stepped in, "He knows what you meant. I've seen him angry and trust me, this isn't it." My face lost its edge and I sighed at Lily, who just grinned at me. Matt breathed a sigh of relief. "See, he's a big baby."
From my angle, I was able to look towards her sore bum without Matt seeing and she promptly fell silent, opening the fridge to hide her blushing face.
"Well, if you did want to have some fun," Matt started, reeling me in with a peace-offering after he'd overstepped so foolishly, "Megan might not have been as psychic as she'll claim to be when she gets here. We were at your gran's a few days after you were there, and Meg asked who painted her nails. They said it was your new girlfriend and that she'd been before so obviously Meg worked it out. She's been sitting on it quietly ever since, waiting for you to tell her. Its been killing her."
We both grinned, knowing what Megan was like. "Consider us even, and it's one thing to break up with her but if you do end up cheating on her, all jokes aside..." I let it hang there and Matt nodded.
"Men," Lily sighed, though she seemed to be quite enjoying herself.
Matt and I got talking about the football with Lily chipping in in-between checking on the food. Meg eventually made her grand appearance, and I took the hit to go and meet her shit-eating grin at the door. It did not disappoint.
"Hi Michael, how are you?" I couldn't tell you what was bigger: the flowers she was holding or the grin she was wearing.
"Yeah, yeah, she's in the kitchen," I directed, taking the flowers.
"I cannot wait to hear how this happened," Meg whispered as she walked past.
Any response was drowned out by the shriek they both released when they saw one another. They launched into a hug with proclamations of how good it was to see each other again and then Lily was taking her into the living space and pouring her some wine. I followed them in and got the flowers arranged (I was highly skilled at that now) before turning around and watching them complement each other.
"You are so gorgeous, I still cannot believe it?"
"Shut up, you're putting me to shame and you're going to have those looks for years more than me,"
"Stop it, that dress looks amazing on you, I'd kill for your figure."
"Oh Jesus," I loudly interrupted, turning to Matt. "Mathew, I must say, you look simply stunning, old chap."
"Thank you, kind sir, your dashing looks know no equal," he replied, tipping an imaginary hat.
They got the message and we settled down after that, making idle chat about work and different things we'd been up to. They immediately got on, it was like they'd picked up where they'd left off weeks ago, as if they'd been friends for years.
I could see Megan was just burning to probe us but was holding off until we were trapped at the dining table with her. Maybe I shouldn't have been surprised after the first few minutes but Lily was relaxed throughout, even as she sped back-and-forth between the kitchen.
'Wow' Megan mouthed to me at one point when Lily went to check the dinner before pausing half-way, turning to kiss me on the cheek, and then she was announcing dinner was ready a minute later.
The moans of delight told their own story and Lily lapped it up. "You're gonna have to come to us soon so we can return the favour, this is amazing. Matt's a great cook though so I have faith he won't let us down," Meg offered, with a wink to Matt.
"Sounds great!" Lily agreed with delight, clearly pleased that she was passing the test that only she seemed to be participating in.
"Lily's vegetarian, just so you know," I added.
Meg's grin was infectious, "Aww look at him taking care of you, this is too cute."
"He's actually very good at that," Lily agreed conversationally, as though my effort wasn't a big deal. I raised my eyebrows at her, and she winked playfully. "No, he is. I am very well taken care of," she added to make up for it.
Only I reacted at the innuendo, and it was only because Lily cringed when she said it. If my sister and her boyfriend picked up on it, they didn't give it away.
Megan couldn't take it anymore and before anyone could finish their meal, she was eyeing us both up. "I had a feeling you'd got together, don't ask me how but I knew." Matt kept his eyes on his food and silently willed us not to rat him out. "I told my idiot brother here that you were perfect for each other, so when did he finally get the courage to ask you out?"
"Hey," I chuckled, about to enjoy the next bit, "she came on to me!"
"No. Way." Meg replied scandalously.
"It's true, I don't know what came over me," Lily sighed jokingly. "Proper Hollywood declaration of love and all sorts," she added. I felt like she was being candid to show Meg how serious it was for her, though being self-depreciating with it was a smart angle.
I decided to help her out with the sympathy. "Yeah, it was serious. Obviously, it was a tough decision and I had to take some time, establish if I had better offers and all that."
Matt actually believed me and looked over in surprise. "He's joking," Meg assured him. I was busy being hit by Lily's napkin.
"Now, I'm in trouble, aren't I? Just as in love, can't stop thinking about her and know I'll be screwed if she ever realises she could do better."
"I know the feeling mate," Matt chimed in.
"Smooth," I pointed at him. We all laughed.
Lily & I sorted the plates when we were all finished, while the other two sat together and chatted. "I bloody love you Lily," I declared quietly. "I can't wait until they fuck off so I can show you just how much."
Lily leaned over and gave me a quick kiss. "What's got you so soppy?"
"This, this evening, you just feel like home."
If Lily was still playing our game of chess, she didn't let me know it because once they left, she was ready to give me the head she'd promised to give me. Almost as soon as the door shut and we bid goodnight to Meg & Matt, she was on me with kisses and trying to get my cock out of my jeans. I didn't let her though and instead carried her to bed and spent so long worshipping her body and going down on her that she ran out of energy to return the favour long before I was ready to stop making her cum with my tongue and the vibrator that I used on her.
I just couldn't get enough of the feel of her clit and lips on my tongue and in my mouth. Her moans just spurred me on, I didn't want them to stop until I no longer had the energy to keep going, or she didn't. I had this almost relentless desire to bring her pleasure and show her through intimacy that she meant everything to me. I definitely succeeded if the shared looks of adoration were anything to go by.



When I flipped her onto her front and kissed her previously sore cheeks, I found myself drawn towards kissing my way down to the middle. I spread her cheeks and kept kissing until I got to her hole and gently probed it with my tongue. When Lily didn't react, I kept going until her hips started to move with my tongue. I paused and put the toy in her hand, which she guided under her and onto her clit.
"I cannot believe how good this feels," she moaned into her pillow. I squeezed her cheek in agreement. "What is happening?!"
When she came again, I decided that was all I could do without feeling light-headed. I rinsed my mouth, got the dishwasher going and came back to bed to find Lily with her arm hanging off the bed, looking utterly spent. I got in beside her and stroked her back for a minute before leaning over and grabbing a hairband so I could tie her hair up and out of the way for her.
After I turned the lights off and I thought she'd fallen asleep, she spoke into the darkness. "You've just moved anal sex from the fantasy list to the I need it to happen list."
"That was not my intention," I chuckled, "I just got carried away."
"I know," she replied, pausing to drink the water from the glass I'd put to her lips, "You'll be the first. Honestly, if I wasn't so tired, we'd probably be doing it right now."
"I wouldn't last two minutes!" I pointed out, very aware of how heavy my balls felt.
"In that case..." Lily joked sleepily. "Seriously though, I can't even get up to pee, but I am very aware that you must be needing to cum so as soon as I'm up tomorrow, I'm going to show you how grateful I am."
"I do like a plan," I teased. Lily didn't reply and within a few seconds had started to lightly snore.
***
Mike & I went for dinner at his Mum's house soon after we had Megan & Mathew over. I was welcomed into the family as though I'd always been a part of it. Helen greeted me like it hadn't been years since I'd last seen her and didn't make feel as though I needed to prove my worth to be with her son.
Before I knew it, she was suggesting we go shopping together, which I was happy to do as a way to bond with her - although I'd have preferred something that didn't risk involving how indecisive I was or conversely, how much I was willing to spend on a dress.
Megan joined us and we spent most of the day shopping for Helen, to my relief. "How about you and I go shopping together soon?" Megan offered away from Helen.
"Just as long as you don't judge me for my expensive tastes," I grinned.
We did indeed go shopping together the following week while the boys went to watch the football and did their share of bonding. To my delight, Megan also had an eye for an expensive dress and shared similar tastes, so the judgement wasn't forthcoming, but we were very bad influences on each other. I got a little telling off from Mike when he saw how much I'd bought. Far from dissuading me, it just pushed my buttons and I felt need to apologise with my mouth for a lot of the evening.
Without doubt, Meg and I became friends - and not just because I was with her brother, and we therefore had to be. Megan even met up with me while I was out for drinks with the girls, by chance. She happened to be at a bar down the road and met us afterwards, getting on with Amy and Liv like a house on fire. We had great fun sending Mike a surprise selfie together while he was in the basement gym in my building.
Family dinners at Helen's became a frequent occurrence and it was with a sense of guilt that I started shifting plans with my own Mum so that I could go. It was a family vibe that I'd always craved and never had, so I loved being part of it. I wasn't complacent enough to stop bringing flowers every week despite Helen's insistence it was unnecessary and I even made the occasional dessert when I was in the right headspace the night before - though that would usually depend on how work had gone that day. I'm not ashamed to say that I desperately wanted their approval and to be honest, a lot of that was down to overcompensating for my own family problems and lack of approval. I knew that.
So, Mike & I had crossed that threshold, on his side at least. It was glaringly obvious to all involved that we were in love and that marriage beckoned in our future. I'd always made it a life priority to be married with children before 30 but now that I was with someone who I would marry the next day without hesitation, I felt in no rush. It was crazy to me to realise how much importance I'd put into something that was in reality, an arbitrary target. I was 28 when I started dating Benjamin and 30 was now just around the corner. But yet, back then I felt like I was running out of time and now, I felt like I had all the time in the world.
We had Mike's family over at his for a change one weekday evening. Helen had been so good with accommodating me and making sure there was a vegetarian option that I'd wanted to repay the favour. In the end, Mike had done the cooking instead, because work had been too intense and he knew the second I got to his that I wasn't in a good headspace.
At first it had alarmed me when I noticed how much I was letting work and general life stresses get to me but a combination of Mike and my therapist got me to see that I was actually just feeling things now, rather than repelling them with walls and internalising the impact of that. Mike dealt with stress much better than me - I was undoubtedly a perfectionist and he wasn't. He was able to manage me because he knew me and because I knew I could trust him to.
"I'm fine to cook," I assured him when I got there and took my coat off. "A glass of wine would help though," I added a little forcefully.
"Let me help Lils, I want to." I could hear the impatience in his voice.
My stubbornness met it in return. "No, I said I wanted to cook for them, so just let me."
I was being ridiculous; I hadn't even got changed out of my work clothes while I was boiling up a tomato sauce. You can imagine what happened next. "Shit!" I exclaimed.
"Okay, enough," Mike stood up from the counter having left me to it for a few minutes. "I worked from home today, you've been so busy you didn't eat lunch which you know worries me, and now you want to cook just to prove, what?"
I blushed and turned towards the source of that assertive voice, bashfully. I was always upset on the rare occasion I annoyed or disappointed Mike (sometimes, even I knew I could be difficult) but alongside being upset, I was also aroused when I annoyed him. My nipples chose that moment to poke against my stained baby blue shirt, even though I was wearing a bra. Damn my twisted mind.
Mike noticed and it seemed to annoy him a little more. I couldn't help myself; I was massively into the authority dynamic he had over me. He turned it up a notch, whether intentional or not. "Stand here," he pointed to a spot a foot away from him and I felt my legs move in obedience before my brain could dare to disagree. When he was like this, I did as I was told, always. I knew when to push him and when not to.
"Take your clothes off." I obeyed him, nodding in agreement submissively. I felt the stress leaving me and a desire to do as I was told filling the void as I unbuttoned my shirt. This side of me was only ever for him. He was the only one who had ever seen me like this and the only one who ever would.
I took my clothes off in a very mechanical way until I stood naked in front of him, my eyes cast down in obedience, my back straight. I wasn't trying to seduce him with my movements, and he wasn't making it sexual either. I was being admonished and while that aroused me, I also knew I needed to respect what was happening, because I wanted it this way. I needed to be taken out of my head when I got like this and when it came to my needs, I readily accepted Mike knew me better than myself.
I then gave each item to him in the hand he held out. "I'm sorry, Sir," I offered.
I can't describe the mental resilience I had built in the time we had been together. To go from stubborn and strung-out, to submissive and obedient in a matter of moments, required a lot. It required self-confidence, trust and confidence in him to make it good for me.
It gave me much more back because as he stood and considered me, I no longer felt those negative emotions chewing at my nerves. It was like I knew he had me; I knew he'd make it okay. It didn't need to be sexual, it was about putting control into his hands, because my headspace wasn't good for me and I couldn't get out of it when I was like that.
So I was focused on doing as I was told and nothing else. He nodded when he saw me properly relax. "I want you to go and get changed but before you do, I want you to get a toy out and use it to orgasm." His demand shocked me, visibly, so he added an explanation. "I can see that you're still tense, and I want you relaxed. I know what my assertiveness does to you and pretty soon that relaxed mood is going to turn into a sexual one, which we can't risk."
He spoke logic because I already knew I was going to cum thinking about giving him a blowjob and soothing his anger. "Thank you, Sir." I blushed again, he knew me so well and I was extremely attracted to that.
By the time Mike's family arrived, I'd settled, I felt more like myself, and I had given Mike the most grateful kiss I could give him. For a couple of glorious hours, I wasn't worried about anything at all.
"You should invite your Mum over next time, it's about time we met her," Helen suggested.
I felt my stomach drop and I glanced over at Mike guiltily. He hadn't voiced the same suggestion but there was no doubt he was thinking it. All too soon, I was worried again. This time, Mike wasn't going to be able to help me.
***
"I want to watch you masturbate," Mike responded. Thankfully in the safety of my apartment.
I was beyond surprised. He could have had anything. I was horny as hell; we had no plans that afternoon and I told him I would be open to anything. The only way I could have been clearer is if I held up a sign saying 'take my anal virginity'.
"Just sit here and masturbate?" I asked, gesturing to the sofa we were sitting on. I'd just pulled away from some heavy making-out when I asked him what he wanted.
"Don't take the sexiness out of it," he gently chided. "I'm talking about the most beautiful woman I've ever seen, laying on our bed and giving herself pleasure for me, until I can't take it anymore and need to have her."
Okay, that sounded a lot more erotic.
If we were going to do that, I wanted to shower and get into some lingerie. I trimmed for him and painted my nails black to go with my lingerie. I wanted to feel that sexy. After I brushed my hair and got into my lingerie, I felt myself becoming aroused. Wanting to live the scene, I got onto our bed and starting to run my hands along my body. I closed my eyes and imagined Mike looking at me; being turned on by what he saw. His imagined arousal turned me on.
I felt the heat over my thong when my fingers rubbed over it and my other hand played with my nipple. I wore a balconette bra with lace panels that showed the sides of my breasts but kept my nipples hidden. It felt very appropriate for the show. I played with each of my pointed nipples until they were hard against the thin material. My lips had long since started to moisten my underwear, the shape of them starting to press against the material.
"Mike, can you come in here honey?" I called out. Honey? I never called him honey.
He walked in shortly after and let out a long sigh of want. My eyes were closed, and I was seriously horny now.
"Baby, I'm really turned on," I moaned, "please fuck me."
I'm sure he walked in expecting role-play of some kind, but he knew straight-away from my tone that I wasn't playing.
"Not yet," he replied, moving to me and sitting at the foot of the bed to watch me.
My eyes opened and I pleaded with him to take his shirt off. I'd gone from a 5 to a 10 in horniness in the space of just a few minutes. There was something about being his object of desire that did things for me. I was always so 'on' for him.
"Spread your legs wide and carry on playing with yourself," he ordered. I did, making sure my foot rested on his thigh so I could at least touch him.
I continued like that for a few minutes, rubbing my clit over my thong and playing with my breasts with my eyes mostly closed. Mike just watched, lust in his eyes and encouragement in his tone when he told me how sexy I looked and to keep going. I began working myself into a frenzy and thankfully, it was having an effect on Mike too.
"Pull your underwear down to your thighs and keep rubbing yourself," he instructed. I saw him having to adjust in his trousers. God, this was so hot.
I pulled my underwear down and we both watched, as though in slow motion, my sticky wetness covering the inside of the material, with strands of it pulling away from my pussy in the direction of my thong. "So sexy," Mike breathed, before I had any chance to feel embarrassed.
I carried on touching myself but without the additional layer of material, my clit was even more sensitive, and I had to keep my touch slow and deliberate to stay under control. It didn't stop me moaning though and I started to do so without care. The sounds got to Mike in the end because after a particularly long whimper where I felt myself getting to the edge, he let out a growl and took my foot in his hands, kissing it all over.
I gasped, shockwaves running through my body, and I plunged two fingers straight into my hole now he had made contact, thrusting my hips towards them while he worshipped me. He stopped when he felt my body movements and he pulled away. I looked at him in absolute adoration. What he did to me defied my comprehension. But what he did next took it to another level.
"Do you want to be filled?" He asked with a smirk that should have worried me, but it didn't. I nodded excitedly, more than happy to go wherever he was taking it. He walked to the drawer we kept our toys in and then I knew where he was taking it. Or I thought I did.
When he turned back to me, he was holding lube and a silicone butt plug, one up from the one we'd started to use to build me up to taking him. I groaned but the fact that I put drew my feet up and bent my knees for easier access, didn't go unnoticed by either of us.
He put the plug and the lube beside me and sat back where he was. "You know what to do," he answered in response to my stunned expression. He actually wanted me to do it to myself? I couldn't believe that the prospect of doing that for him while he watched would arouse me in the way it was.
But I had some cards to play too. I took the plug and ran it along my pussy, across my wet lips and then into my hole slightly. I pulled it out with my juices all over it and with Mike's eyes wide, took it into my mouth. I just about held off my grin as he let out a deep breath and watched me.
Then I took some lube and started rubbing it between my cheeks. I moved the angle of my body so that he could see it better, exposing both my holes to him shamelessly. I did all of the prep we'd researched, applied lube on the toy again and started to slowly work it into me. That it was already the biggest thing I had back there was a momentarily sobering thought. Then I remembered it was all so I could have Mike in my hole and far from scaring me, it aroused me and allowed me to breathe through it, until I slowly worked my way in.
I tried to keep eye contact with Mike as much as possible. This was his scene, his fantasy that I was here to give him, so I did as he directed. When he told me to put two fingers inside my pussy while I loosened my other hole, I did so gladly. I held my mouth open wide, inviting him in there wordlessly. I needed it more than I could vocalise to him but I didn't ask for it, I just looked at it and pleaded submissively, for all of my holes to be filled.
When he walked around the bed a minute later and simply pulled his cock out with his trousers still on, I took him in my mouth greedily. I pushed my fingers as deep into me as they would go and I sucked him with pleasure. The plug stayed in my stretched hole and I was in heaven.
He kept me like that for a couple of minutes until he pulled out and started to get properly undressed. The fact that I hadn't had an orgasm yet after the better part of 30 minutes playing with myself, wasn't lost on me. I was starting to fall into the depths of desperation that I loved Mike putting me in. That boundary-pushing mindset where I'd do anything to please him and orgasm; I was in that space now.
Once he'd got undressed, he flipped me onto my front, manhandling me with ease. After spending his time dominating me mentally, which was the part he always focused his care on, the physical side came next. That side of things was obvious and easy - he could physically dominate me whenever we were in the mood. The mental side though, once he got me into that space, it was a different level.
I turned and watched him take the bondage tape from the drawer - non-sticky, durable tape. He was so hard it was almost intimidating. But yet again, that just aroused me. He wouldn't need any lube to enter me, that was for sure.
I held my hands up without being told and he wrapped the tape around my wrists securing them in-place and putting them above me. I kept them stretched out ahead of me, not intending to move them. I thought that would be all, but it wasn't. He put my legs into a position he was satisfied with - just under shoulder-width apart - and then he wrapped the tape around them too. I could close my legs but couldn't open them any wider. A mixture of arousal, excitement and nerves threatened to overwhelm me.
He left the room and promised to return in a minute. When he did, he came back with a glass of water and had me drink some. I did so and thanked him for looking after me as always, genuinely touched. Who does that?
Then he set the glass on the side and put his cock against my mouth, requesting entry. I took him in and got as much of him covered with my saliva as I could because I instinctively knew that was all he wanted.
He got behind me and the reason he had taped my thighs became clear. He took hold of my hips and raised my midriff slightly, before kneeling either side of my bound legs. My butt plug remained in place and my breathing started to quicken with arousal, knowing I was going to have two holes filled at once.
"Please..."
I had no idea what I was begging for. I often didn't, I just let Mike figure it out.
He slowly but firmly pushed into me, making me take him. The plug and my filling pussy made me feel deliciously full. Before I knew it, I was thanking him.
"Thank you for giving me your cock Sir," I gratefully expressed in a full sentence, the way I knew he liked it because it gave him the clarity that my pleading never did. The restriction, the filling of my holes, the dominance. He owned me right then in mind, body and even soul. I was ready to submit to him unreservedly.
He knew that was the case because he didn't build me up to managing him, he just got me loose enough to start fucking in that prone-bone position and then he did. He took a firm hold of my hips and then he started to fuck me, hard. Within seconds, I felt his cock stimulating my g-spot with every thrust and I cried out in pleasure.
My clit was being ignored but that didn't matter because what he was doing inside me was driving me utterly insane. I was a babbling mess, restricted and with nowhere to go.
He made me cum barely minutes into fucking me. He just kept hitting my g-spot until I couldn't take it anymore and he forced an orgasm from me. I cried out and whimpered, thanking him for being the best lover I'd ever had. I don't remember half the things I said to him as I rode the wave, in truth, but I definitely told him I was his for life, because that declaration took my orgasm to another level.



He slowed down for my cum-down (pun intended) but he didn't stop. Instead, he pulled at the butt plug and lubed up my hole some more. The cold lube made me squeal but I could barely move an inch to get away, so I just took it until his use of the toy to fuck my arse warmed my hole enough.
"Do you see how sexy you are now?" Mike asked once I was coherent enough to look around and beg for more.
I could have bashfully shrugged or blushed, but I didn't. He made me feel so sexy that I couldn't deny it. "Yes," I answered with conviction.
"I love you Lily," he gushed to the woman restrained underneath him with her holes filled.
"Okay," I agreed, grinding back into him for pleasure, "this is a very good fantasy," I grinned, staring straight ahead. "But I do have something that'll make it better."
I looked around and saw the passion in his warm brown eyes. "Oh?"
I smirked, I was going to regret saying this but at the same time, it was all I wanted. "You could make it a lot better by just relentlessly pounding me until you're finished, and not worry about me."
He looked at me and I could see how enticing that offer sounded. "Red means stop, and amber means slow, okay?"
I nodded. "Good boy, you know your colours," I teased, wanting to antagonise him. "Do you understand what I mean right now when I say green, green, green?"
He took the bait and growled, "so be it."
If he was fucking me before, he was hammering me this time. When my next orgasm started to build, I was almost embarrassed by how turned on I was from his roughness. It was relentless pounding from an extremely fit, strong man, into a woman who was inches shorter than him and quite significantly smaller in stature. The imagery alone was driving me crazy, as was the state I was getting into. I was sweating all over from taking him, alternating between being fucked into silence and shouting my pleasure into the pillow.
It was the most intense amount of sexual pleasure I'd ever received. It was mind-numbingly good, where my brain thought of nothing; the pleasure in my body silenced my thoughts. Mike fucked me through an insane number of orgasms, it might have been five at the last count. My legs were cramping, and I was actually crying from the intensity of it all.
"I'm crying but I promise it's a good thing," I told him between sobs, as I couldn't have him stopping to check if I was okay. "Green, very green," I half-shouted in my haste to reassure him.
"You feel so good," Mike started to tell me after that, praising me in the objectifying way I needed it. "You're amazing and you're the best I've ever had."
I didn't know how much I needed to hear that until right then. That I was that good for someone in bed, for him.
"Tell me that some more," I begged him. I needed his praise so much right then because I wanted to admit something else too.
"Whatever you want, you get," he told me as I whimpered underneath him. He kept telling me how good I was as the fucking continued. He barely slowed down at all; it was unbelievable.
I took a deep, exhausted breath. Could I say it? Could I let herself go like that and just give myself to someone? My pussy and whatever part of my brain controlled my hormones, were begging me to.
"I promise you baby, I'll do anything you want whenever you want it," I cried out, releasing the floodgates, "I have no limits with you and I need you to know that," I pleaded.
Mike moaned and moved his body down, so he was completely on top of me, resting on his elbows either side of me. I was trapped underneath him and made to take his hard pounding. I screamed into the pillow, barely able to breath. He kissed my neck, covered in sweat. "I love you," he told me.
"Tell me you know I'm yours," I begged, "I need to hear you say it so I can cum." I knew I needed it, I needed to get to that place with him. The place I'd avoided for so long where I needed to be something so at-odds with who I was.
"You belong to me baby," he whispered into my ear. Those words made all the difference because even in his aroused state where excitement might have made him omit the crucial part, he knew it was only for him that I'd do this.
He kept building me to yet another orgasm but this one felt different. It felt like it was coming from deep inside me. I started to buck against my restraints to get away but his grip on my hips was too strong and he fucked me through whatever I was feeling mercilessly.
His words triggered me and with another deep thrust of his cock my orgasm burst from me, I screamed until his hand covered my mouth and his other hand pulled hard at my hair. "Oh fuck," I heard him say and he lifted off me, taking my upper body with him as he pulled at my hair. I felt myself push him out of me and then liquid followed. My mind clouded over, and I just felt it coming out of me as I moaned into his hand, shaking violently.
When my mind cleared somewhat, my whole body was sticky and wet. My back and front were covered in sweat but my legs, especially my thighs, were wet. "Oh God," I groaned. The science told me the squirting mess had mostly come from my bladder, but my body was telling me otherwise. I felt utterly spent but completely satisfied.
Mike was laying beside me, gently running a hand along my back while I recovered. The bondage tape had been cut away, I had felt him doing it while I was in a state of shock. The butt plug too had been removed; my holes felt empty.
"Are you okay to continue?" I asked him once I'd recovered enough, hoping he wasn't grossed out.
"Are you?" He laughed pulling at my arm gently so I could move around. I turned over and chanced a look down, aroused by what I saw.
"Just go slow and let me make you cum," I told him in the sexiest voice my exhausted body could manage.
He fucked me in a range somewhere between making love to me and using my hole as I told him to. It was the perfect middle ground and it let me drift into a state of bliss as I gave my man pleasure. When I felt his thrusts start to pick up pace and his breathing increase, I scrunched my eyes tight shut and asked him the question I wanted to know.
"Would it gross you out too much if I still wanted to clean you when you're done?" I knew what I'd be tasting; I was a mess down there. But that just made me want it more in my current headspace. I wanted so badly to push beyond my always-present fears of being judged and do what felt right in the moment. I always wanted to clean him, I always would.
He didn't reply. Instead, he put two of his fingers on my lips, requesting entry. I sucked them in and snapped my eyes open. "You never have to worry about that with me," he promised.
I continued sucking his fingers until he emptied inside of me. He sped up and held his fingers in my mouth as he groaned and unloaded inside me. I felt him flooding me and I sucked on his fingers relentlessly until he was finished, my eyes closed in pleasure.
When he pulled out, my hand covered my hole, and I kept it there as I somehow found the energy to go to my knees and suck him. He groaned yet again as I pleasured him, this time with my mouth. I tasted my mess and I shamelessly moaned around his cock. Then I went one better and licked my palm clean after I had finished cleaning him. I collapsed backwards, inadvertently falling onto the huge wet spot I made. It was still drying, and my hair further soaked it up. My hair that I loved and spent so much effort looking after.
"I'm a mess," I laughed giddily, my pussy still leaking his cum. You're alive, Lils.
I felt him leave the room while my eyes were still closed, and I could hear the distant sound of taps running. He returned a couple of minutes later and announced his presence with a kiss on my forehead.
I opened my eyes and saw him holding two glasses - one filled with water, the other empty. "Spit and then swallow," he quipped. I rinsed my mouth first, spitting into the empty glass and then drunk the rest of the water that remained.
When I was done, he put them down (those glasses were really piling up on my bedside table and I tried not to notice) and lifted me up in his arms. I giggled like the cute little thing he made me feel like in his arms and let him carry me to my bathroom, where a warm bath was running with a soothing bath bomb melding its colours into the clear water. I could smell lavender and camomile.
I cleared him out of the room and emptied my bladder to prevent any UTIs and then I brushed my teeth. When I opened the door back up, I'd expected him to have gone to change the sheets, but he was waiting patiently outside.
He followed me back into the room, helped me and my shaking legs into the bath and then to my surprise, proceeded to bathe me gently. He washed me down with a cloth, applying care to every touch. He lovingly shampooed my hair and even put conditioner in. When I was freshly clean, he helped me out, dried me off and took me to the sofa, where he made me a cup of tea, kissed me and left me to have a shower and change the bed. Who the fuck does that after what I just did?
I knew I was in love with him but as I sat there drinking my tea, I reflected that I'd just fallen for him to a whole new level. Moreso, if he could take care of me so lovingly after what we just did, I had no doubt his feelings matched my own.
***
It got to the point where I had no choice but to tell my Mum I was seeing Mike. I was spending more time with his family, and it was becoming glaringly obvious that I was holding back on my side. Mike never pushed me, but he'd stopped with the little hints about meeting my Mum which told me he knew there was an issue. For all of my talk about not caring what anyone thought, I think he was starting to doubt that was true. What he didn't understand was that I was putting it off because I knew it would go badly and I knew what I'd end up needing to do. Sometimes I hated being right.
I spent all day at work with a pit of dread for dinner that evening. Only Amy was free to join me after work for some liquid courage. We stopped after a glass of wine each and it wasn't until we were walking to the station that she asked me why I was so anxious about seeing my Mum for dinner.
"She's never liked Mike," I explained, having never admitted it out loud before. "She's never outright said it that way, but she always used to get a look when I'd bring him up in conversation."
"Why?" Amy questioned, rightly perplexed. There was no logical reason beyond it being what she had always been like. If she felt I could do better - be it friends or relationships, she'd let me know about it. Maybe that was part of the reason I'd left university friendless. Amy filled the silence with more questions. "You were only ever friends, right? Does she know about the kiss?"
"God no!" I replied at once. If my Mum had known that Mike had kissed me all those years ago, it would have proven her point, in her mind at least.
I took the train towards the southern edge of London, passing the stop that I used to get off at to see my gran. It hurt that I no longer had any reason to get off at that stop and instead kept going for another few minutes until I got to my Mum's station. Painful in a different way.
I'd only spent my teenage years in this terraced house; the house my Mum had bought with the proceeds of the divorce. Because of the way it had come into my life and the memories associated with it, it had never felt like home. After university I couldn't wait to move into my own place and ever since, I only felt like a guest here. There was a 'guest room' upstairs rather than 'Lily's old bedroom' even though I was the only one that had ever slept in there, which spoke volumes.
I let myself in, hung my coat up and found my Mum in the kitchen peeling carrots. She kissed me on the cheek, looking tired and slightly harassed, so I picked up the peeler and helped her. We talked about our day and how we were doing, at a very surface-level. My Mum rarely spoke about actual feelings, and I still cringed when I thought about the time I had told her I was sad about her & dad divorcing. She'd got YouTube up on the computer and played charity adverts that had been on tv across the last few years - the ones of poor, starving children around the world - and told me that's what I should be sad about.
When dinner was made - sausages, mash & veg, we didn't talk and instead watched the news, which we always did while I was growing up. It was where I'd found my dream to work in that area. It was an exciting escape from the dull silence between the three of us and eventually, two of us. Calling the news exciting probably says a lot about how depressing my evenings were.
"Don't you like your sausages?"
I looked over. I'd given up telling her I was vegetarian and that sausages having onion or leek in them didn't count if there was meat in them too. I'd got through one but left the other two and cleared the veg and mash instead. "They were nice, I just liked the other bits more."
"This is how you stay so slim," she flattered with a smile.
"Mike & I are dating," I blurted out.
I watched as she paused, almost trying to remember who Mike was, as though it must have been someone else and it couldn't be who she thought. Then her face gained a look of shock on it, and she recoiled slightly.
"Mike Davies, who looks like he's got more demons with him than an exorcist?"
"Jesus, Mum," I gasped, "What the hell?"
It only got worse from there, as she character-assassinated the man I loved. He was an idiot, he was unambitious, what he had in muscle, he lacked in brains, he'd never be able to support me. I would spend my life trying to lift him to my level and fall into despair when I couldn't.
"When I spoke to him at the funeral and you ran over like a cat coming for milk, it was so abundantly clear that he didn't want to be there. Like he was too good for a funeral," she scoffed.
Why do you think I went running over, with you thinking this about him? "He'd just come back to the country, he was at a funeral, and he knew nobody, did you expect him to be cheery?"
She moved on to her next attack line. "What's he doing now then? Instagram personal fitness?"
"He's got a job at an engineering company, he's doing really well," I promised. The conversation was slipping so badly out of my control. She was making him seem like a deadbeat. "He has his own place; he's got a good life." My answers weren't helping. All my Mum was hearing was that this deadbeat was on a slightly upward trajectory.
She decided to change tack the more I defended him and the more she realised I cared about him. It went from aggressive to compassionate, as though she was just trying to help me see sense.
"In a couple of years, you could be producing your own show. Having support from someone like Benjamin, who's smart and already running something, would have got you there. I just don't want you to spend time with someone who's not on your level, have things go wrong in a few months and then your heart is full of regret and your career is damaged. For what? To indulge a little curiosity with the big, strong army man? Think of what you're doing Elizabeth."
I felt the crippling vocal paralysis that I always had when my Mum got going like this and I knew there was no way to win. This was just another moment in the years of her telling me why she was always right and why whatever she said was only in my best interests. I said nothing, I just took it, hoping she'd run out of steam soon. But telling her I was with Mike seemed to just energise that side of her like taking a match to touch paper.
"And what am I going to say to my cousins, huh? Do I apologise that he left their daughter to be with mine? Do I warn the other women in the family that he's coming for them next?"
"Mum!" That was a comment I couldn't take. "Chloe & I have spoken about it and it's fine. They broke up months before we got together and honestly when it comes to what they think, I don't care." I finished my statement with a finality that put her into momentary silence.
"I care!" She snarled. It was such an ugly look that I couldn't believe a mother was looking at her daughter like that.
I jumped up and stormed off to the bathroom, fighting back tears. You are not going to spend another evening crying in this house, Lily. I took some deep, steadying breaths and fished my phone from the pocket of my jeans. There was a message from Mike on it.
Mike: Hope you're having a good evening my love. My family meal's lovely but I miss you. Sad we're not spending the night together x
I shakily tapped out a reply after splashing my cheeks with water.
Lily: Having a good evening here too, I love you lots x
I walked back into the kitchen a few minutes later, when I was sure I could do what I needed to do. My Mum was washing dishes as though nothing had happened. As though her daughter hadn't just stormed off close to tears.
"Lily," she said when she saw me, putting the plate down and extending her arms. "I hate it when we fight." It was like two different people, and I couldn't take it anymore.
"No!" I shouted, putting my arm out between us. She'd stopped dead at my shout, so I put my hand back down and used it to lean on the dining chair for support. "You don't get to keep doing this. Not with him."
She looked confused, as though she couldn't understand what was wrong. My therapist was going to have a field day with this tomorrow. The topic would be no surprise to her, given my Mum was the reason I needed therapy in the first place. An absent father, a strict and impossible-to-please Mother, textbook.
"I love him," I told her softly but firmly. Her face fell as though her worst nightmare was coming true. "I'm not telling you to ask for your blessing or your permission or anything like that. I'm telling you because you ought to know that he's the person I'm going to marry and have children with."
"Lily," came the whispered reply. "Are you--"
"No!" I cut in. "Don't you dare ask me if I'm sure. As though I can't make my own decisions."
I walked back towards the front door and put my boots on. Mum followed me with her washing gloves still on, dripping water along the carpet. It was almost comical. I put my coat on before I looked back at her.
"Don't make me choose."
I had walked to the train station without taking in anything around me and I was on the train for about 10 minutes before the ringing in my ears stopped. It took me a further few minutes to realise I had missed the interchange and was instead heading in the direction of Mike's house on autopilot.
He wasn't back when I got there so I let myself in and got into bed where I finally let myself cry. I'd been doing that more than normal recently, but I now saw it as a good thing. Being at a point where I was finally secure in my life meant that I had the strength to face some of the things I'd avoided for years. Tears were always going to follow, but doing the work was important.
I had so much still to work through with my parents and for the first time in a long time, I thought about making contact with my dad. Perhaps it was the fear of my mum not contacting me again that did it. I was determined not to contact her, so she knew my ultimatum was serious, but she was a stubborn woman too. My thoughts ran me in circles until I fell into a sleep.
I awoke with a start when Mike turned the bedroom light on and called out my name.
"What are you doing here?" I could see the worry come into his face as he looked at me and saw that I'd obviously been crying.
I didn't want to tell him, but he was also my partner in the truest sense of the word, and I didn't want to lie. When he sat next to me and put his arm on me with a look of concern, I couldn't stop myself. "Mum was quite bad about us being together. I know it's probably not great for you to hear that, she's just anxious I guess."



At his insistence, I brutally replayed a lot of what she said, so that he could understand why I was so hurt and also why I'd avoided telling her about him for so long. He understood and I apologised for it.
"No, it's okay. Don't worry about my feelings. I can work day and night to show her I'm right for you. What matters more is that you're okay."
"I just knew this would happen, you know? I moved my therapy appointment to tomorrow morning because I knew she'd put me in this place. For fuck sake." I could have screamed but I held myself together.
He comforted me until I felt better and then went to make me a cup of tea. That felt even better. He left me to decompress while he got ready for bed and then he had me sit in front of him while he massaged my tense shoulders.
"Whatever you decide, you know I'll support you," Mike started gently, while his fingers worked out my knots. I nodded but asked for his view. "I think you should try and work through this with her or you'll regret it down the line, knowing you as I do. She's clearly living her success through you and while that's not healthy, she needs you."
"But you don't know what she's like, I can't cope with it anymore," I pleaded with him to understand what it had all done to me across so many years.
"No, I don't," Mike conceded. "So let's invite her here, she can see I've got my life together and that I care for you. She may not accept it at first but she won't be able to deny it. And I'll be here for you too. It's important that you know I've got you, no matter what. I'll do everything I can to help her come around and for you to build a healthier relationship."
"I don't know that we can," I admitted quietly.
It took me a couple of days, but I eventually reached out and invited her for dinner that weekend. Unsurprisingly, she hadn't messaged me first.
_
"Hey Mike, good to see you," she greeted him when she arrived at his apartment, and he welcomed her in.
"Sharon, so good to see you too, thank you for coming!" He was as warm to her as she was stiff. "May I take your coat?"
"Hi Mum," I greeted, cringing all over about how fake we were being.
I watched with a weird fascination, as they subtly worked each other out. Mike had pointedly cooked a vegetarian dish, after I had admitted my Mum never bothered to do so. He was furious and shocked that I'd kept that from him. She practically interviewed him right away, trying to push buttons. I cringed and intervened a couple of times but was silenced by her in very friendly ways, as though I was misunderstanding what was happening and it was just her trying to get to know him better.
It was maddening, utterly maddening, that my Mum was doing this to the man I loved and yet he was taking it because he was trying to keep my relationship going with her. I drunk wine at pace, losing track of how quickly I was getting through it until I had to awkwardly get up and get another bottle, realising that only my Mum was drinking with me and even then, she was only starting on her second glass.
My Mum was surprised to find a vegetarian meal had been made for her, already scoring it against Mike. He noticed, because he always did. "Lily's vegetarian so it's what we cook indoors," he explained in an even tone, although I knew he was dying to turn it back on her.
Mum replied exactly as I expected she would. "Wait, you don't eat meat just because she doesn't?" I could tell she was unimpressed. Some kind of weak bowing to my demands, she'd no doubt be thinking.
Mike carried on, unperturbed. "Correct, we're not going to cook two separate meals and this way I make sure she eats, because she's bad at that. If I want meat, we go out enough."
I couldn't be sure because I saw it so rarely from her, but she looked to be begrudgingly impressed with his answer.
She moved on to probing him with questions about his job and I was discreetly proud of him - both for the way he managed to not let her get under his skin, and how good he was doing in his career. He was already looking at a promotion and I'd already picked out the lingerie I was going to wear on the evening he got it.
As the evening went on, I was growing increasingly frustrated that this was happening and even more so, that I was letting it happen. She was losing her ability to be subtle, in the way she had with me for years, the longer he dealt with her probing. He was outright refusing to cave over her invasive questions on his career, the amount of savings he had and then finally, she moved on to his time in the army, wanting to know what he'd been doing the whole time.
I'd been slowly drawing that part of his life out from him at carefully selected moments, lest he close down. There was guilt behind whatever had happened to cause his scars and while some of that had been dealt with through army-mandated therapy at the time, it had been replaced by shame that he had avoided that period of his life and the people in it for so long. He'd shared some of it with me, at great emotional effort and I wasn't going to let her use his evasive answers as a sign of suspicion.
"Okay Mum, enough is enough, why don't you actually try to get to know him instead of assessing how he's going to fail me." I was brazen after all that wine but Mike's time away was a very private part of his life and it wasn't for her to ask him about it.
Mum looked around at me in polite disappointment. "Should you really drink this much on a Sunday night?"
I saw a shadow of anger cross Mike's face for the first time. He'd kept it together, but he was always fiercely protective of me. My pulse sped up; I almost wished I'd stayed silent.
Mike took my hand and squeezed it reassuringly. "She's drinking because she's anxious, though I don't think we need to keep giving her reason to be. I can do this all evening or we can park this for now and instead, you can continue to assess me over the next few months to see how I treat her. Surely that's a more effective use of time?"
I groaned silently. A few more months of this?
"I have to say though, I've answered everything as honestly and openly as I could, but I don't want to build up a habit of keeping things from you." My Mum shared my puzzled look at Mike's words. "The way you just spoke to Lily wasn't acceptable. You need to start treating her with more respect, not talking down to her. I won't allow anyone to do that and I won't accept that from you."
At being called out, my Mum fell silent. I smiled at my partner, that was the exact reason only he could talk down to me when I needed it.
The rest of the evening became less of an interrogation though it still felt awkward. I was quite glad when she decided she'd better go, and Mike was booking her a cab.
"I'll walk you downstairs," Mike offered, "make sure you're safe."
My Mum appreciated the chivalry, even though I knew better. I kissed her goodbye, not failing to miss the slightly upturned nose at the smell of wine on my breath. Mike led her out and I went to the sink, pouring out the remaining wine in my glass. I sat back down on the sofa, trying to breath steady. I just stared at the wall above the blank tv screen, absolutely immobile, as I processed what had just happened.
_
I'd never interrogated anyone, but the principles were known to me. Size someone up, determine if they were going to talk or if you'd need to get them to talk.
Sharon didn't want to be painted as the bad person, so she was going to talk first, guaranteed.
"It's not that I don't like you Mike, I do. I think you're a lovely boy," she started with the sympathy, the motherly tone as we walked down the stairs. I respected that approach.
"Thanks, I know your frostiness is nothing personal," I smiled at her in a friendly way even though she was quite alarmed by my bluntness. Exactly what I wanted.
Justifying her behaviour opened her up. "I just want the best for my daughter, and I think she could do better, I'm sorry to say."
"Oh, I completely agree," I assured her with a warm smile, as we left the building.
She looked shocked. "You agree? I thought you'd come down with me to tell me how good you were for her?"
"Sharon, I think she's way too good for me and not because she's gorgeous, which is the obvious but almost irrelevant thing. It's because she's smart, funny, unbelievably kind and despite a difficult upbringing, she has an amazing capacity to love someone for who they are." Sharon bristled at my comment on her upbringing and the Uber pulled up before I could continue.
I stuck my head in the window, "Just give us a minute mate and I'll give you a cash tip, not an Uber tip." He nodded and sat idly on his phone.
"For whatever reason," I continued, "she's picked me and because of that, I'm going to show her every single day how lucky I feel."
I held my hand up before Sharon could interrupt.
"Now, maybe she should be with someone like Benjamin, who probably expects to be with someone as amazing as her as part of the natural order of things. But I can promise you now, nobody will love Lily the way I do. I'm not talking about some constructed version of her either, who has to fit in with someone like him. You absolutely are going to have to accept that Sharon, because I don't ever plan to give Lily reason to look away. I will be with her for as long as she wants me with her, it's really that simple."
Sharon nodded, almost in a weird sign of admiration. She seemed to be speechless, as though she'd never been spoken to in this way. If that was the case, it was about to get worse.
"You need to change," I told her simply. She recoiled but still didn't respond as I hit her with yet another truth-bomb. "Lily's going to cut you out if you carry on like this, I guarantee it. You may end up pinning that on me, but you'll be to blame because I will do this dance with you until she decides it's no longer worth her energy." I softened my tone in to one that I hoped was more reasonable, and not condescending. "You can't keep putting this pressure on her and expecting her to take it. I have no idea what she's going to be like when I go upstairs but I promise it'll be bad, because I've not seen her like that in a long while. You need to understand that she's starting to realise it's okay if she's not able to live up to the expectations people have of her. And that, I will take the blame for."
She looked thrown and didn't respond. I could see her processing it while I handed the driver money. She kissed me on the cheek goodbye and then got in the car without a word.
***
Mike was always well fed because I loved feeding him. I loved looking after him generally, to be honest. His morning routine became our morning routine where I'd sort breakfast and start our list for the day, while he got in his morning calisthenics. Mostly during the week our list consisted of 'go to work' and 'cook dinner' so as a running joke, if the list was small, I'd add: 'Mike to fuck Lily' or 'Lily to give Mike head after work'. I had a thing about sorting him a packed lunch when he was going for site visits and just generally, I liked knowing I gave him whatever he needed.
In exchange I got flowers, more cunnilingus in a week than I had been used to in a month and massages or spankings, both of which were very pleasurable to me in different ways, whenever I had a hard day. He told me constantly that I was the most important thing in the world to him, but it was his actions more than his words that had me believing it. From little things like running me a bath or playing with my hair as we relaxed on the sofa through to bigger things like how he spoke of me to friends and family, and the way he treated me with respect in every conversation, no matter some of the sexual things we did. He was incredibly supportive as I navigated the complexity of my Mum and my family, as word got round that I'd settled with Mike. He didn't need to shower me in gifts to keep me interested in him, and I'd be uncomfortable if he did; he just needed to keep me feeling secure as I grew in the relationship and as a person, something he was very good at.
My sex drive had gone completely through the roof too. Where before, I would have been fine with sex a couple of times a week, I now needed it daily. I found myself instigating things as soon as the mood struck me. Sometimes I'd just start to give him slow head while we watched TV, with no indication to him that I was in the mood before that point. I was almost constantly wet around him and was changing underwear two or three times a day sometimes, especially if there was reason to take them off.
The nature of our dynamic and how I responded to him; the way he made me feel about myself, were big factors in why that had changed for me. He made me feel confident in my sexuality and he encouraged me to own and embrace it. Mike gave me plenty of reason to take my underwear off, in all honesty, and I shamelessly spent days where I was barely dressed.
Unsurprisingly, given how it had finally broken my walls that first time, I loved being spanked. Loved it. Long days at work either ended in a massage or a spanking session, depending on my mood. Sometimes I needed to be looked after, sometimes I needed to be taken to a place that made me forget about the stress of my day.
Sex was similar. I had times when I really needed to be loved and other times where I needed to be fucked hard in the ways that a sex-crazed woman like me needed. Mike was attuned at reading my moods and what was best for me. Sometimes I'd get in and not know myself. But Mike would either soothe me or rip my clothes off and enjoy me. It'd always be what I needed in that moment. I have no idea how he picked up on my tells beyond the fact that he was incredibly observant and knew the real me. I guess I was that easy to read.
I had discovered while with him, just how much I loved being marked. That meant Mike frequently left love bites on my breasts, and bruises on my bum with the paddle we'd bought. It went beyond just enjoying seeing the outcome in the mirror. It was about being marked by him and for him. It was about seeing the passion he had for me and that my body was his to enjoy. They were physical, visual reminders of what he had brought out in me and what I had given of myself.
I sometimes would look in the mirror and see fading reminders of his marks. I'd imagine asking anyone but him to do those things to me and the idea of it would be laughable. There would be no way I'd ever be comfortable enough to be spanked over someone else's lap as he sometimes did to me, and then thirty minutes later, have the assurance to tell him off about not folding laundry properly.
I was never passive in my submission, as you might have guessed. I was often vocal and demanding with it. I did whatever Mike wanted, going with it because I always trusted him to make sure I was comfortable. I'd yet to refuse him anything and I frequently got off to being the person he lived out all his sexual fantasies with. That in and of itself was a deeply-hidden fantasy of mine - to be able to do that for someone.
It was at the end of one particularly busy week at work when we went for dinner to celebrate getting through it, that my friends found out just how much I had changed too.
"You have got to be kidding me? What are you, a teenager?" Amy couldn't believe it; Liv and Char were too busy gasping for air between fits of laughter. I was grinning and blushing profusely.
"How was I supposed to know they have night-vision cameras in there?" I reasoned in between another fit of hysterics from all of us.
Liv in particular seemed to find a kindred spirit in my more... adventurous behaviour with Mike. "So, you got kicked out then?"
I blushed. Did I tell them the next part too? Fuck it, why not? "Yeah, well, apparently sucking cock in a cinema is frowned upon." More hysterics, we might have been making a scene, but I took no notice, we were having too much fun. "But by that point I was well into it, wasn't I?" Liv and I exchanged a look, and she knew where this was going. "And I kind of finished the job in my car when we got back to the car park."
It took a while for us to calm down and I did eventually look around. The place was bustling, and nobody paid us any attention. It was somewhere Mike & I had discovered weeks earlier and a place I thought the girls would like.
Amy smirked in my direction once we settled. "Mike's definitely got alpha vibes, I bet he only has to point and you're there."
I laughed but couldn't let them be thinking that was true. "I won't lie, I am massively attracted to some of that stuff when I wouldn't have been before, but trust me, it's more about how he makes me feel that has me doing that stuff, as oppose to some kind of enhanced masculinity."
We all laughed again. "Speaking of, what's Thomas like in bed?" Liv asked casually and was rewarded with a scowl from Char.
"He's perfectly serviceable, I'll have you know. A very nice lover." Char went back to her food and we moved the conversation on.
If I closed my eyes, I could almost hear myself saying what she'd said if I'd been asked that question about any of my exes - not that I'd have answered, mind. Now, I was in a relationship with someone that regularly gave me the best sex of my life and my description, if I was being honest, would have been very different.
For one thing, I was a woman who now had anal sex more regularly than I'd had vanilla sex of any kind with any of my limited number of exes. It was amazing what a genuine connection had done to me. I could never have imagined letting anyone do that to me, never mind actively asking for it. Some of the comparators still shocked me and I sometimes had to use them as a basis to remind myself how much better things were.
Over time, the feelings I had developed when I was with Mike seeped into the rest of my life rather than being a segment of it. The casualness that I found with him, the self-confidence to be myself and that that was enough, seeped into every part of my life. From how I was with my friends, through to work, where in time I stopped feeling like every little mistake was a crushing blow to my hopes of producing my own show and instead took them for what they were. Or that it was okay to just wake up and not be in a great mood without the need to relentlessly explore why.
I cared less about what my family and especially my Mum, thought. She saw it too and was starting to make a more active effort in friendliness and support. I was still being icy at points because I was struggling with the change, but we were getting better. She had made it a deliberate point to properly get to know Mike now and I didn't feel she was forcing me into a corner about him. Perhaps she knew how far I was willing to go to protect what I had.
I also embraced being a more sexual woman and that translated into how I dressed, at times. I found myself buying slightly sexier clothing, which came with it the occasional side-eye from men at work or on the train that might have stressed me out before but didn't anymore. Because I was eating properly now, I had gained weight to a healthier level. But it hadn't gone to my hips.
"You are such a cow," Amy scolded me with a grin, when I told her where the weight was going. "Who on earth gets bigger tits and not a bigger waist at 29?"
Even she had noticed my larger cleavage in the blue dress I wore that day to work. It was one of those dresses where I knew I was turning heads because I looked damn good. My hair was up, I was in heels, my ass looked on point and my breasts were full. I'd gone for a slight slutty secretary vibe, and I was loving it. I was also being a total brat and telling Mike all about it because I was enjoying a depraved little fantasy of needing to have my sluttiness tamed that evening.



_
There was one thing though that turned me on more than any other. Mike knew about it because we'd had an honest and frank discussion about children and whether he was ready for them. He assured me he was.
"If you're not ready, it's absolutely okay, you're my cheat code anyway," I quipped one evening when we were at our favourite pub by the river near his apartment. I was now so relaxed about that stuff, it was all about the journey, not the destination. So cliché.
Mike the geek laughed. "Cheat code?"
"The man I'm going to have children with. I wanted to have kids before I was 30 but the cheat code is that I'm with the man I want kids with, before I'm 30. I hoped at the time it would be Benjamin, but I'll settle for you," I sighed. The brat in me couldn't help myself, I really enjoyed teasing him.
He shot me a warning look which made my heart race. It was all play, he wasn't actually annoyed about what I'd said, he was far too secure about my feelings for him given how often I shared them with him. It didn't stop me from picturing him bending me over right there and spanking me though.
"As cute as that is, we're getting side-tracked from a serious conversation," he pointed out. "As a person, I'm ready to have children with you right now."
My heart raced. If he wanted to take me upstairs and put babies in me, I was all for it. It was my orgasm-fodder, Mike breeding me. Just thinking about it turned me on. He smiled at me but held a finger up.
"But," I hated that word. "While I'm ready in terms of myself, I don't think I'm ready in terms of being secure in my career and content in our relationship."
"What?!" He might as well have flipped the table over, he couldn't have shocked me any further if he tried. I had an almost instant reaction where I wanted to scream at him. He wasn't content in our relationship, is that what he'd just said?
I saw him considering his words based on my reaction and then his expression turned to one of horror. "No, no, Lils that's not what I meant," he reached out to take my hand but I withdrew it.
I pushed myself away from him and back against my chair, straightening up. We'd spoken about how I wasn't doing that anymore but I felt my walls being built at pace. If he wasn't content, if I wasn't enough for him, I was done with men. I'd find a sperm donor and I'd raise a child alone if I needed to.
I saw him look at the way my posture changed. Yeah, I'm in flight mode right now, you ass.
"Explain," I just about managed to get out in a clipped voice. He had a chance to explain; only he would have had that.
He did look genuinely horrified and he paused before replying, choosing his words carefully. "I really didn't mean it like that. I am so happy in this relationship; I didn't mean it like that."
He stopped because I had started to cry. What an absolute mess. I was trying to be strong to let him know he'd blown it, but I fucking cried. He handed me a tissue which I snatched from him and patted my eyes. Someone on the table nearby looked over, but I ignored her.
"Shit, I am so careless sometimes. Okay, I'm not going to choose the right words and I'm just going to brain-dump so you get it." I nodded in agreement, and he nodded back. "I meant that we haven't gone on a holiday together yet, we've not ticked off a lot of pre-children things I'd like to do. It'd be nice to do a long holiday like Australia or a little tour of Asia before kids make that really difficult. I think we also need to permanently agree our living situation as neither of our apartments scream 'raise a family here'. All of that costs money and I'd like to be more financially secure first. It's not essential to do beforehand but I'd also quite like to marry you Lily."
I gasped and annoyingly, cried some more. "You're sure that's what you meant?" My voice didn't break when I asked him because something approaching anger was still gripping me. "You had better not be back-tracking and making this up. I can't have you of all people do this to me. You know exactly what I want in my future, and I want that with you so please Mike, don't string me along if you're not completely sure about those things."
He held his hands up in a show of innocence. "I swear, Lils, you're everything to me and that's everything I want. Sometimes I think about us getting married before we have kids but other times, I think about how beautiful it would be to have them be part of our wedding. You as a bride? God, I think I'll die. That is if seeing you in a bikini on a beach in Portugal doesn't do it first."
I smiled despite my tears, remembering the holiday we'd booked late in the year just after my birthday because I couldn't take that much time off any sooner, and how excited Mike was about it. I held my hand out for him to take which he did, gladly. I'd stopped crying too. Crisis averted, but damn. "Kids, huh?" I asked to let him know I was okay.
He squeezed my hand. "I'd quite like a couple of them, yeah. Would you be open to that?"
I blushed and leaned in. "As many as you wanted," I whispered.
He looked at me questioningly but didn't press it until later that evening when we were in his bed. I admitted to being insanely aroused by the idea of him deciding when I carried his children and how many I gave him.
"I know it might not be like that in practice," I blushed, rolling out of being his little spoon where he'd been stroking my hair, and facing him, "but I'd be very receptive if you wanted to work that into our sex talk."
After that, he almost always referenced it when he came inside me. He talked about how my breasts would swell, how my stomach would grow and how I'd be a stay-at-home Mum, giving him babies whenever he wanted one. If I was close to an orgasm or stimulating my clit, it would always make me orgasm. The fact I could say that, and he wouldn't judge me for it or look at me differently as though that was something he thought would genuinely happen, was everything to me.
***
While it was obvious that I had changed and become more comfortable because of my relationship with Mike, it also had a similar effect on him. Some of it I only learnt about later on, to my surprise.
We'd spoken about his scars fairly early in our relationship, especially a nasty-looking one that was close to his heart which he said was from shrapnel. He rarely spoke about that incident though he seemed not to be hiding any worrying behaviours when I ran it through with my therapist. He didn't need to drink, there were no nightmares, and he wasn't quick to temper - something I knew was partly because of the calming effect I had on him. I'd spoken to my therapist about it because yeah, I was worried. She was helping me draw some of it out of him but it was taking time and a lot of patience.
His own family still didn't know he'd been in an explosion that left a scattering of scars on his body. I had kissed his scars a couple of times and while he let me, he tensed up and I knew, willed it to be over. He also didn't drive. After some deep conversation that he'd surprisingly instigated one evening after commuting home, he'd later got into the driver's seat of my car on two separate occasions and both times, got straight out shaking his head. I didn't push him, and I tried not to fuss him, I sought instead to support him and give him time.
I was sitting indoors on an evening where Mike was still travelling back from a work site visit a couple of hours away. I'd declined dinner with the girls because I wanted to be home for him when he got in so I could look after him.
He'd got up at 5am and wasn't due to be back until after 9pm, all because he didn't want to spend the night before away from me. The least I could do was show my appreciation with dinner, even if it was reheated leftovers, and if I was lucky, sex.
I sat on my sofa barefooted and in my pyjamas, drinking wine while scrolling through Facebook. I'd gone with a slightly racier pyjama set - dark blue satin ones that stopped at mid-thigh and buttoned down the middle. I'd left the top two open so he could at least enjoy the view. But still, they were pyjamas and not the red lace lingerie set he liked me in because I didn't want to presume.
I couldn't take it in the end and decided I needed an orgasm to take the edge off, at the risk Mike was too tired for sex. I set the wine glass down on the table and went to the toilet. I came back fully intending to pick one of our sex videos to watch but I was distracted by a friend request that had come up.
I did get a few of them, especially from guys who thought they'd try their luck. That had reduced a lot though after I put a selfie of Mike kissing my cheek with his arms wrapped around me as my profile picture. Cringey, I know, but it worked (and it was also my most liked picture - even Chloe had liked it and wished us well). So, I was surprised to see that the request had come from someone my age. He was attractive enough but that wasn't what struck me. He was in an army uniform. I scrolled through the previous profile pictures he had up as that was all I could see without accepting his request, until I stopped at a group picture from his early 20's.
"Oh my god," I said aloud.
I accepted his friend request immediately. I grabbed the wine glass with shaking hands and started to scroll. There were pictures of Tony with other men and some women, some in uniform, others not. More recent pictures showed him out of uniform and with a slightly more ragged look. There was one of him at a reunion of some kind. I rushed back to the group picture I'd seen and compared it to that one, taken almost a year ago. Most of the people were in that second picture, except Mike and a couple of others. At the front of the picture was a man in a wheelchair. I guiltily looked for more injures, finding some on other people. I moved my cursor over different people that were tagged in the picture, their names coming up. Names I'd not known before.
I went to take another sip of wine and looked down, not even realising that I'd finished the glass through adrenaline. I rushed to pour another; I hadn't stopped to think about how Mike might feel. I was obviously going to tell him when he got home but right then, I was going to absorb everything I could about the years of his life I knew little about.
Just as I settled back down, a private message from Tony arrived. Only then did it hit me that Mike didn't have social media, so he was contacting me to get to him. I had to put the wine down because I was now shaking.
Hi Lily,
Thanks for accepting my friend request. I'm sure you're thinking who's this handsome stranger haha! I know who you are of course, you're Lily Williams. Mike used to talk about you a lot when we served together. Said you were the nicest girl he ever knew. We used to say 'show us a pic' but he wouldn't cause he said we'd fancy ya and he'd have to kick our arses. Seems like he finally got the girl, huh?? So, we've been searching for him for a while and he doesn't have Facebook so we've been basically checking every 'Lily Williams' and 'Megan Davies' profile every couple of months to see if he turns up in them. Do you know how many of those there are?! Full-time job that is. Anyway, we're hoping to get in touch with him and it seems like you know him quite well. Would you be able to put him in touch with me?
Thanks,
Tony
I must have read the message a dozen times while I worked out what to say. I needed to speak to Mike first.
Hi Tony,
Thanks for messaging me. You've definitely got the right Lily Williams! I'll need to speak to him first and he's not home yet but I'll show him this as soon as he is.
Lily
I was pacing the room while I waited for Mike. It was something I'd not done since the evening before I told him I loved him. I was anxious and nervous, in the end I had to close my laptop as I just kept falling into a hole of looking at pictures of Mike's regiment. When he messaged to say he was coming out of the station, I fired the laptop back up and waited for him.
"Hey," he said cheerfully after he let himself in and walked into the room. "Damn, aren't you a sight for tired eyes? Might I talk you into some shower sex - what's wrong?"
"Mike, please don't be mad," I started nervously. He frowned and looked around. I might have found him looking for another man behind the curtains quite funny, if I wasn't so worried it was only going to get worse. "One of your old army friends got in touch with me on Facebook."
I watched the colour drain from his face. "Who?"
"Tony?" I replied at once, colour draining from mine too.
He shook his head. "I told that guy he should have been in the Military Police. Misses nothing."
He walked over to me and kissed the top of my head. "Don't worry baby, it's fine. What did he say?"
I swung the laptop around, relieved he was taking it so well. He read it and laughed. "Cheeky fucker, proves my point about not showing them a picture of you, doesn't it? Hitting on you in the first message."
"He is rather handsome," I teased, wrapping both my arms around his arm and squeezing him, to counter my comment. He kissed me on the lips for long enough that my eyes closed and I wanted to get into it, then he pulled away, standing up.
"Reply and ask for his phone number. Tell him I'll call him after work tomorrow."
He walked off to get in the shower, deep in thought. I did as instructed, before heating his dinner up like the good little housewife I felt like being that night, thinking through things too.
In bed shortly after, we lay in silence. I was reading a technology magazine - the one that Benjamin happened to be editor of, and Mike was thinking. When I couldn't take it anymore, I turned to him and asked if he was okay.
"To be honest, I'd probably be spinning out if I didn't have you," he admitted. "You're a very soothing presence."
I scooted over and snuggled into him. "You'll always have me, no matter how charming Tony is." He chuckled, playing with my hair gently and then we slept together just like that soon after.
_
The next evening, he called Tony from our bedroom. I could hear the sounds of him talking and the occasional laughter, but I kept the tv up high to give him some privacy. My phone was full of messages from my friends asking what was happening after I told them all about it earlier in the day. I'd often shared my worries about Mike's time in the army and the black hole that existed regarding that time in his life. They knew this was a big deal for him; for us.
He walked out about 45 minutes after making the call, in good spirits, though tired. "How was it?" I asked, doing everything I could to be casual, as I sat on the sofa with my feet up and trash on tv that I wasn't even watching, but symbolically paused. I was trying not to rush up and wrap my arms around him, but it was hard work.
He sat down next to me and pulled me into him; I gladly snugged into his chest. "It was nice, to be honest. He was with Steve and Luke too. Luke was the one who, er, lost his leg when I was driving back to base. It was a fucking nothing recon drive and then he's never going to walk again."
I became very still bar continuing to run my fingers along his chest slowly.
"They want me to go to the reunion they've got in a couple of weeks up near Luke where it's easier for him. They do it every year, about 10 of them. They said I need to stop hiding away and it wasn't my fault." His voice broke and I looked up to see him starting to cry. He wiped his eyes with his hands, but I did a better job with my sleeves.
"Are you going to go?" I asked tentatively when he settled. He shook his head. "So you didn't listen then?" I gently teased, kissing his cheek.
He kissed my cheek back before he replied. "It's on your birthday."
I felt my stomach drop. "Go, I don't care if you miss it." I'd definitely be sad not to have the love of my life at the first birthday we had as a couple, but this felt more important.
He sniffed and shook his head. I grabbed the box of tissues I always kept out. I'd never seen him cry before and I didn't know if I was doing a good job of soothing him.
"I don't think I can do it unless you were with me," he admitted quietly. I felt a range of emotions at that statement.
"Then I'll come," I replied at once. It was a no-brainer for me. "I'll have other birthdays; I want to be there for you."
He wouldn't have it. "We've already booked the place, sorted the invites and everything. I'm not having you miss your 30th birthday for this. I should have stepped up and faced it years ago, but I guess I wasn't strong enough until you."
"Stop it," I choked, becoming teary too.
It took two days of trying but I eventually got him to agree to go to the reunion. I was so sure I was going to be successful that I'd already told my friends that my party wasn't happening. I hadn't told my Mum yet, that was a conversation I wasn't going to have until it was certain. Mike's charm offensive was finally starting to work with her, and I knew this would set them back when she found out I was going to miss celebrating my birthday to do something for him. That was my Mum for you.
When he walked back into the room after calling them, he was smiling. I knew I'd made the right decision. "They're bringing it forward by a day, once I explained it was your birthday. Are you okay to take that Friday off?"
"Yeah!" I enthused, getting up and kissing him. Talk about have your cake and eat it too.
He went and poured himself a whisky while I messaged the group-chat and told them the news.
Liv: It's happening, it's not happening, it's happening again. Make up your mind woman!
Lily: Be nice or I won't bring a squaddie back from Leeds with me.
Amy: Bring two please x
Char: Three please, Thomas can get lost for a night haha
Chuckling, I put my phone down just as Mike sat back down. I looked at him suggestively and tied my hair up. "You're too good to me," he gushed, getting it straight away.
I smirked and moved to my knees between his legs, taking his cock out. We hadn't had sex in days so I wanted him in my mouth probably more than he did, but I was careful not to let him know that. I was going to enjoy cashing in all the brownie points I was currently collecting as I licked his thick shaft and heard him sigh in pleasure.
***
"You're a really good driver, you know? I'm sorry I'm not in a place to pull shifts with you."
I didn't want him falling into a place of guilt, so I didn't indulge him. "Don't think this gets you out of buying me lunch, Boss."
He smiled at me. "Thanks for that."
I kept quiet for a few miles before I reached over to his thigh and gave it a light squeeze. "We're making good time for the hotel, and I should have plenty of time to do my nails and hair, so I look good for your army buddies," I teased. He snorted. "I want you to know that I am absolutely open to doing anything you want to relax you before this evening, Sir."
I went back to focusing on my drive and after a few moments of thoughtful silence, I realised I had turned myself on too. He put his hand on the top of my thigh this time, fingers inches from where I wanted them to be. I had to really concentrate at that point.
"This may not be what you're looking for, but I'd quite like to make love to you."
Him wanting that when I had offered myself so submissively, got to me more. "On the contrary, that being your answer is exactly why I'd do anything for you."
I glanced over at him quickly and smiled my cutest smile. We sat in silence for a little while and I let him be, turning the radio up slightly so that I didn't get too bored and tired on the monotonous drive.



"Ah, George Ezra," Mike noted when 'Paradise' came on the radio.
I went to turn it over to something we both would like. "Leave it here, I like this song," Mike asked to my visible surprise. This was more my music, than his.
My mind (my mind)
My m-m-m-m-mind well, it's a paradise whenever I'm with you
Ride on (ride on)
I will ride on down the road
I will find you, I will hold you, I'll be there
It's long (how long?)
It's a mighty long road but
I'll find you, I will hold you and I'll be there
"Everything's going to be okay today," I told him when the song ended.
He squeezed my thigh again, though this time I was in a very different emotional place. "I know," he replied. "We've got each other."
_
"Lukey!"
"Driver!"
"You ass."
I stepped back and let Mike & Luke have a moment. Mike leaned down and they hugged. It wasn't a quick hug either, it was something that said a lot to each of them. Mike pulled off after a few heavy slaps on his back from Luke and then he went to move on while Luke wheeled himself over to me. I extended my hand, and he took it. I felt calloused skin and blisters.
"Woah, you're even more beautiful than your Facebook pictures," Luke gushed.
I'd made extra effort for Mike. There was a little bit of shallowness to my decision too - I wanted to look as good as Mike made me sound when he was away. I'd interrogated him a little and found there was truth in what Tony had shared. So, I'd done my hair up, I put effort into my makeup and I'd picked a cream floral dress that looked good on me but wasn't too over-dressed for the pub we were meeting at. Most impressive in Mike's eyes, I'd painted my nails the same shade of blue as Chelsea's kit colour. Mike had said some of them were Leeds United and Manchester United fans so I couldn't be having that. I was here to represent my man.
I smiled and thanked him. "You just caught me on a good day."
"In that case, I may have one leg but everything else is good," he grinned.
I kept smiling but internally I grimaced. I'd not been hit on like that since Mike and I became an item.
"Oi," Mike turned and looked at Luke firmly. "Don't do that to her, shithead." His tone left no space for a quip or an excuse. It wasn't aggressive but at the same time, it wasn't polite.
Luke looked over and gestured an apology before wheeling back round. I appreciated Mike intervening like that but I hoped it wouldn't make it awkward for him. Thankfully, it didn't.
He was so loved, by all of them. He was the star of the show, everyone wanted to speak to him. I was with him, but it was his time. I could see the shy boy of old becoming overwhelmed at points, so I got him some space whenever he needed it. I took him to the bar with me or else pulled him away for a private chat. He'd changed a lot and I could see why he needed me there. I could deal with social intensity at a level that he still couldn't.
They hesitated at first, to recount stories around me about serving together. Some stories I'd heard from Mike when we first got back in contact but as they joked their way through those stories and moved onto others, I realised how comparatively tolerable they were, even though I was horrified hearing about them at the time.
It was typical army chat, where they took humour as a way to talk through difficult moments. I could understand that to an extent, even if it was jarring to hear about people getting shot at and having to hide behind upturned tables. Mike nodded or shook his head at points, when they got too close to a story he wasn't ready for me to hear. I didn't expect to know everything straight away and he told me later, he could see how even some of the 'tame' ones, still filled my face with worry. But how could they not?
It was interesting to watch the dynamics with him and his army friends. He'd got in his head a lot about it; about how he'd be received. Luke and Tony told me about the incident while Mike was in the bathroom, and they were midway through it when he came out. He went to stop them, but I stopped him. I needed to hear it and he needed to hear them as they explained how it couldn't have been his fault.
"Just be grateful Mike veered to the left when he did or we'd all be dead rather than just blown up," Luke finished recounting with some amusement.
My blood ran cold at that, but I managed a humourless laugh. Mike was about to respond, probably to take on more blame in some way, but he saw my pointed look and moved us on.
That part aside, it was a wholesome evening to be a part of, even if it was 12 grown men and a few spouses recalling war stories. It was, obviously, very intense.
I took breaks when I could and slipped away unnoticed by any to get some air. I sent Megan and Helen a group text with an update on how it was going as I'd told them the week before, sworn to secrecy, what was happening. To my surprise Mike told them anyway the next time we were all together. He later admitted that he only told them because I was going and they knew I'd make sure he was okay, rather than fussing him about it.
As I finished the update message and scrolled briefly through social media to kill a bit more time, I saw a text message come up. One that surprised me almost as much as the stories I'd heard that evening.
Mum: Hi sweetheart, hope it's going okay for Mike up there, see you tomorrow xx
I was shocked and emotional from reading her short message. I'd mentioned it to her earlier that week, barely in passing, because I didn't want to get her started on it.
Lily: This message means the world to me, thank you Mum! It's going well, he's getting drunk, so I'll take that as a good sign xx
Mum: Look after him xx
I closed my eyes and let a ridiculous feeling of relief run through me. She was starting to come around; I'd shown her how serious I was and she knew it wasn't going to burn itself out.
I stayed for as long as I could and made sure Mike ate with me before deciding to call it a night. It took some time to extract myself from the group - they all seemed certain that I was key to making sure Mike came back next time, so wanted to make me promise that he would. I grinned over at him; he was definitely on his way to getting drunk. I'd tried to get him to drink water but once they moved to whisky and Mike recounted the Balvenie & ice story, it was only going one-way.
He walked me out. "I'm proud of you, handsome. Don't rush to come back, just enjoy yourself." We made out quite passionately and I was reconsidering my words but eventually the taxi arrived, and I left for the hotel.
I was laying in bed watching a romcom when he returned, definitely a little worse for wear but not in bad shape. He kissed me and then walked towards the bathroom, whereby he stopped and leaned against the frame, looking over at me with love. "Thank you for doing that, I know I've said it already, but I couldn't have got through today without you."
When he came back out, he sat on the bed, took his shoes off and then got under the covers with me. "I know it wasn't the best time for you though."
"It was pretty good," I half-lied, "the best part was seeing you with them. Whatever you get me tomorrow, it won't be as good as that."
"You're unbelievably cute when you want to be," he complimented, half-tipsy.
"Just when I want to be?" I pouted in return, batting my eyes and doing my best to be as cute as he said I was.
He only grinned in response. Then, he looked down and realised for the first time that he'd got into bed with his clothes still on, still smelling of alcohol. He turned to me in shock. "Wow, were you going to let me sleep like this?"
I shrugged, "I was going to make an exception for one night only."
If it was possible, Mike's shock only grew. "I had no idea how much you loved me." I laughed, I guess that was true. "I'm going to get myself up and have a shower, I can't do that to you."
I carried on watching my romcom, smiling stupidly to myself at how much he accepted me and my flaws, until Mike came back out, smelling fresh and minty, which I thanked him for.
"I was going to wake you up with my mouth but I think I'll be hungover so I'll have to wait until next year for that," he quipped on his return.
I looked at him sympathetically. "Baby, it's hardly a present if you give it to me multiple times a week."
"Shall I just withhold it for special occasions?"
"Don't you dare," I grinned.
_
I woke up on my 30th birthday to find that Mike was still asleep and snoring up a racket. I got up quietly, went to the bathroom and then started to get our stuff together. We wanted to head back early so we had plenty of time for my birthday celebration later in the day. Mike had insisted we make it a big deal because of how big a milestone it was to me. I kept insisting things had changed and turning 30 wasn't carrying with it the same weight of expectation that it once was, but he didn't listen.
When I was in the bathroom packing up the toiletries, Mike walked in rubbing sleep from his eyes. "Happy birthday Lils," he kissed me and yawned.
"Hanging?" I asked with a grin.
"I'm not too bad actually, let me splash my face with cold water and I'll be a lot more enthusiastic."
"Mm," I nodded sceptically.
I left him in the bathroom and went around tidying up, humming as I did so. I had a hungover boyfriend in the other room, no sign of a birthday present and was about to face a four-hour drive home, on my birthday. I was still ridiculously happy.
Mike emerged in his underwear after another shower and looking a lot fresher. "Your presents are back at mine sweetheart, sorry. Have you got a list started?"
"You and your lists," I rolled my eyes in an affectionate way and went to grab some paper from the hotel notepad.
"I started one, it's in my jacket pocket, right-hand side."
He walked by me and back to his side of the bed where his suitcase was. I sighed. He'd been standing right there.
I found the piece of paper easily enough. I opened it up and saw there was barely anything on it. The top was titled: Lily's 30th Birthday list. Underneath that was one single word:
Propose.
I spun around, almost losing my balance. Mike was behind me, on one knee, with a diamond engagement ring in his hand. It was a delicate thin band, with diamond and sapphire stone.
"Oh my God," I gasped.
Mike looked ridiculously nervous. We were both in our underwear, in a random hotel room in Leeds, and he was proposing to me?!
"Yes," I answered at once, without even the slightest hesitation. "Yes."
He grinned. "I haven't even asked you yet. At least find out what you're agreeing to!"
I closed the distance and fell to my knees, facing him. I couldn't decide whether to look at him or the ring. It was beautiful.
"Lily Williams," he started, capturing my full attention as I started to silently cry, "you're the best thing that's ever happened to me, I couldn't imagine my life without you and if you let me, I'll spend every day of my life making sure you have the best life I can give you. Will you marry me?"
"Yes," I replied at once. He took the ring in his hand and slowly placed it on my finger. I was shaking and crying tears of joy.
I spent the next hour alternating between looking at the ring, looking at Mike, and crying. I kept kissing him, but I was in a daze. We didn't even make love, I could barely process anything, I was in a state of shock. Because I no longer thought about marriage and kids being on a deadline, it hadn't crossed my mind that Mike might still want to give me that security.
"I really surprised you for once, huh?" Mike had taken over packing while I sat on the edge of the bed looking at the ring from every angle. I nodded and kept quiet.
When we finally started the drive home, I couldn't stop glancing at the ring as I held the steering wheel.
"I can't believe you did that," I said eventually. Then to tease him I added, "am I getting any more presents or did you blow all your money on this?"
"Cheeky," he laughed. "Yes, you do have a few presents indoors."
"How the hell am I going to top this for your birthday?" Mike's 30th was in a month, while we were in Portugal. I was going to have to go back to the drawing board.
_
I took the ring off before we got to the restaurant later that evening but I did it at the last possible moment and gave it to Mike to keep, as my favourite lilac dress didn't have pockets. I'd decided it would be more fun to subtly slip it back on once everyone had got there.
We'd hired out our own room in the restaurant and there was space for a dancefloor too. My friends, extended family and Mike's family were all coming to celebrate with me. Char and Thomas were the first to arrive, with Amy and Liv in tow.
"Happy Birthday!" They all greeted me enthusiastically with a hug and a kiss on the cheek.
Liv got hold of the champagne and poured us all a glass each. "So, what's your intentions with Lily now that she's 30, Mister? Are they pure?"
Mike laughed and I had to hide a smirk. I looked away and saw Char & Thomas subtly swapping his half-empty champagne glass. Char caught me looking and motioned for me to keep quiet. Oh my.
"Not pure," Mike replied with a chuckle that everyone shared. "But very serious. I'm going to marry her." He looked at me as he said it and I blushed.
"Just like that, huh? No messing about?" Amy asked.
I jumped in before he could. "He doesn't mess about," I gushed.
I managed to corner Char a few minutes later, after greeting a couple of my cousins who were now talking to Mike.
"Relax," she whispered, "this is my second one."
"When are you telling people?" I squealed.
She smiled. "We didn't want to take attention away from you today, so probably the next time we're all together."
"I don't care," I assured her. "Tell everyone today if you want."
"What about you?" Char turned it around. Her blue eyes had a hint of mystery to them. "Have you spoken about kids?"
"We have," I confirmed, thinking about the ring in Mike's pocket.
"So, this is it then, you're finally happy with a man?"
I nodded enthusiastically. "More than I can describe to you." I couldn't stop myself from laughing when I thought about it. "I'd never thought someone could make me happy in the way that he does."
"He's the one huh, the cheat card?" Char asked with a knowing smirk. She had always found that funny.
"100%, I know he's the one."
She held her glass out for us to cheers. "Welcome to the dirty thirties. But I should warn you, it's all downhill from here, Godmother."
She walked off before I could react and I was distracted by the arrival of Mike's family and my Mum, who seemed to have run into each other outside and were talking casually.
It wasn't a sit-down meal, allowing us to mingle, talk and most importantly, dance. If I thought that being proposed to was going to be the biggest surprise that day, Mike almost surpassed it by showing me his moves on the dance floor. He led me around comfortably, my mouth agape and my heart beating fast with a mixture of effort and arousal. We got a few cheers, and some people joined us.
"Where did you learn to dance?" I asked in between songs.
"Cyprus," he grinned, "I thought it'd be a good way to impress the ladies, but I was too hung-up on you to put it to good use."
I smirked. "We'll make up for lost time." We couldn't take our eyes off each other as we slow danced around the floor. I fell for him all over again.
When we stopped dancing, we went to the bar together and I gave Mike the signal, slipping the ring on when he handed it to me. We grabbed a beer each (I was definitely a beer gal now) and went to mingle with our families. It was a good five minutes before anyone noticed. I'd have put good money on Megan noticing first and she didn't disappoint.
"Oh my God, what's that?" Her face was a picture of shock, as she pointed towards my hand, clasping Mathew's wrist sharply as she did so. Multiple pairs of eyes followed.
"Mike proposed this morning," I blushed happily.
There was an avalanche of loud noise and then they came over and hugged us. Everyone else took notice of the commotion and then word got around. My Mum hugged me and had tears in her eyes. "I'm so happy for you," she whispered. "You're going to be very happy together," I could see she meant it.
"Thanks Mum," I choked, squeezing her.
Mike got 'the talk' from one of my Mum's cousin's who was twice his age and half Mike's size, but he took it respectfully while Liv, a few drinks in, tried to cover her laughter nearby.
It was my turn to be drunk that evening. as everyone wanted to know how he had proposed, and it came with it more drinks handed to me than I could keep up with.
It wasn't the most romantic proposal ever, I knew that, but anyone that knew me before dating Mike and since, would agree it was perfect. For someone who had wasted too many years striving for the wrong definition of perfection, to have found what it really was with him, made complete sense.
Epilogue
When you want something so bad, and it feels impossible, you realise how important everything you do have is. Family, friends, love.
Over the next three years, my Facebook and Instagram were filled with pictures and happy memories. Our trip to Australia and then our month-long tour of Asia, being Godmother to Char's second child, Mike & I holding Megan's daughter, a night celebrating my promotion at work. More pictures followed, including a double date with Amy and her girlfriend (a surprise to her at the time too) and eventually once Liv settled down, a picture of 8 of us on a long table taken by a stressed waitress. Mike even indulged me with a picture in his old army uniform at his next reunion. His favourite pictures posted on my Facebook were taken when I had managed to pull some strings at work to get him & I tickets to a media screening of the new Marvel film. I still wasn't a fan and Mike gloated for weeks about how many likes my Facebook post got.
What I didn't have, what I craved most of all though, was a picture of me with a baby bump.
We were trying for over two years. Ups and downs, tears and promises that 'this would be the last time' when pregnancy tests returned negative, but it never was. There were multiple trips to specialists and numerous IVF procedures with Mike sticking hormone injections into me so many times that I preferred not to count in the end. He was typically amazing at first - supportive, encouraging and optimistic - but he broke down in the end. When even he lost his optimism that the next time would be the time, I knew we needed to stop for a little while. We had run down our savings to the point we had enough for one more round and then we'd need to save like mad again, while I was still young enough.
Telling him was hard. Admitting even a temporary defeat was heart-breaking for both of us. He held me when I told him I needed to take a break from it all but he didn't disagree, which told me he knew it was right for us.
"It's long," he whispered to me.
"What's long?" I tearfully responded back.
He pulled me apart from him. "The right response is, 'how long?'" There was a twinkle in his eye.
I humoured him, "how long?"
He sung it back to me. "It's a mighty long road but I'll find you, I will hold you and I'll be there."
I hadn't heard that song in years, but it got to me. I broke down in tears, but I laughed. I cried laughing.
_
By pure luck, I fell pregnant when we least expected it.
We ended up taking a longer break from the IVF than we originally planned at the time. We knew it would be reducing the window that I could conceive further still, but then one day Mike noticed I had started to avoid touching my hair again. He still missed nothing. We were out for the evening and twice I stopped myself flicking a loose tuft of hair behind my ear. I cursed myself for putting it into a ponytail.



"You haven't done that in a while and that worries me," he observed casually, disarmingly, as we shared nachos.
I stiffened. Had he noticed that I wasn't touching my hair or that I was doing everything I could not to get sauce on my hands? "What?" I asked defensively, struggling to hide the fear that he'd finally caught on to what I'd spent the last couple of weeks meticulously hiding from him.
He closed his eyes for a moment when he heard my tone and then looked at me with guilt. He cleaned his hands and then tucked my hair behind my ear. "I'm sorry, I should have seen this happening sooner."
Now that he'd noticed it, I felt little use in hiding it. "Don't be sorry baby, I didn't know how to tell you I'm spinning out again. I want it so much but now the next round is coming along, I'm not sure I'm ready to go through it all, especially what happens at the end." I took some steadying breaths and drunk a lot of beer in a shaky hand. There, I'd said it.
"I'm struggling too and I should have told you that," he admitted to my relief. "We can't keep going through this Lils, as though every round isn't taking a little more out of us. This is a huge sign that we're rushing it because we want it so bad. We need to take a break, a real break."
So we did and after a few weeks, I started to feel like myself again. Mike booked us a weekend away where we could re-charge and just focus on how happy we were together. Neither of us wanted it to just stay us but if it did, it did.
We were intimate regularly, still almost every day, despite the emotion of it all. Our connection just couldn't be broken. He was keeping me as sane as I was him, once I opened up to him. The pressure and the heartbreak could have broken us, but it just made us stronger.
"If someone asked me whether I'd pick a world where I could have children with anyone but you, or this life where it could only be us, I'd pick this one, every time," I told him genuinely over dinner that weekend. He knew how much it meant for me to say that, and I meant it.
He was emotional as he processed what I'd said. For someone who had been just as closed off as me, in a different way, I had brought out emotion in him in much the same way as he had with me. "You know Lils, we've had a shit couple of years when it comes to that, but I tell you, its also been the best time of my life, living every day of it with you."
When the waitress arrived for our order, I declined wine with dinner, almost subconsciously.
I'd noticed I was already late for my period that morning, but I wouldn't let myself think anything of it. It was like half-hearing the winning lottery numbers on the radio in the morning and not checking your ticket for days afterwards. Something was telling me to take notice, but I pushed that thought deep down because I couldn't face it.
When I still hadn't come on after we got back to our new home a couple of days later, the one we'd bought to have a family in, I told Mike I was late. He bought three different pregnancy tests that day, but I refused to use any of them until later that week when I was then seven days late. I was on the edge of being sick all day at work, thinking about doing a test that evening. I refused to believe we were that lucky. I couldn't let myself think it was finally happening to us.
When I got home and did the test with Mike waiting patiently outside because I needed the space, I just knew it was going to be positive. It felt different.
I sobbed in his arms for nearly 10 minutes when the third test showed a positive result like the others had.
I made Mike promise not to tell anyone until I was starting to show. It was a difficult pregnancy, where my morning sickness put me in the hospital and there was one terrifying night where I thought I'd lost her. I'd been beaten by so many failed tests that I just expected the worst for those first couple of months.
Mike and I carried on as though it wasn't happening, in a state of shock. He fussed me, but he always did. I stopped drinking alcohol immediately and he did too so that when anyone asked, we could say we were on a health kick. But I was eating and putting on weight, which was starting to stretch believability. I had always been skinny so to go up a dress size within a month was alarming. I had to be very careful not to give the game away when I went shopping with Megan before her first holiday since having her baby.
I wore loose dresses and baggy jumpers to work in the spring heat because I couldn't stand anyone knowing and then it all going wrong. I made excuses about my cravings for vinegar and oily food that I'd have once heaved at. I couldn't eat enough chicken wings. Mike was in hysterics about my cravings and how I didn't care about my sticky fingers making a mess all over the place.
Char worked it out in the end, she had an investigator's brain. She covered for me more than once when I turned up late having spent the morning throwing up or turned down drinks with the girls. After I was signed off sick from work for a week by the hospital, she lied and made excuses with Liv & Amy so that they would leave me be.
She understood and respected my need to keep it a secret after years of devastated evenings drinking and crying. So instead, she discreetly gave me tips to manage by casually talking about the things that worked for her during her own pregnancy; the kinds of things only someone who had gone through the sickness, emotions and cravings that I was going through would know. See, we hadn't even told our family for the first trimester, we were that nervous about it.
When we went for the scan and decided to find out the gender, we both cried at knowing it was going to be a little girl. Mike was going to be completely overrun with women in his life. It felt real then, it felt like it was actually going to happen.
We had our families over together that weekend and led them to believe it was because we were going to announce a wedding date. We'd actually decided months before that, during another painful heart to heart, that we were going to see the pregnancy attempts through before marriage because it was stressful enough trying to conceive, never mind planning a wedding on top of it. Mike knew what I'd be like when it came to planning a wedding, and the Doctor had said to keep my life as stress-free as possible, so I'd sacrificed not getting married to my person in order to try and have a baby. To try and to fail, again and again. Until it happened.
Our Mum's hugged us when we told them the news and then hugged each other, a sunburnt Megan telling Shannon that she was going to have a cousin soon.
I can still remember the exact moment I made the Facebook post with the photo that told the world a little Williams-Davies was on the way.
Things only got better from there.
Between holiday leave and maternity leave, I stopped working for over two months before I was due to give birth. My boss knew what it meant to me, and I was suffering so much at points, it wasn't right to keep making me turn up. So I did the occasional meeting online but mostly I waddled around (okay, not quite that bad) and enjoyed the feeling.
I'd be lying if I said I didn't enjoy the attention - from Mike who was even more attentive and caring than ever, as well as his family and our friends. Most of all though, I enjoyed the bond I finally built with my Mum. We saw each other practically every day given that she had retired. She looked after me, helped me buy the things that a new-born baby needed because I was clueless, and cooked things for me that she hadn't made since I was a child. We repaired years' worth of friction over those months. She finally accepted what I'd said years before: that he was the man I was going to have children with.
When Mike came home tired but happy, to find she was still there and helping me make dinner, she greeted him as the son she never had. I knew she was over-compensating, but she was trying, and I appreciated that more than she knew. Sometimes Megan, Shannon and Helen would be there too, with Mike getting a little preview of what his future would be like, surrounded by women.
Of course, Mike and I now had what we fantasised about together for so long. The naughty fantasy that I shared, and he embraced, though it was something we never brought up once things got tough.
"Your breasts are growing so much," he voiced with lust, when we made love a few months before I was due. "You are just so beautiful Lily, I can't cope."
I smirked, enjoying how he was looking at me in awe as we made love. In fairness, I'd probably looked at my body in the mirror as much as he had - I loved how I looked when being pregnant. "I knew you liked big tits," I replied at last when he held one in his hand.
He let me have that one. "I like Lily's big tits, just to be clear."
I felt my brattiness finally coming back. "I'm not so fussy, any cock will do to scratch this itch."
He stopped the gentle, comforting thrusts. "Brat."
That didn't make him change the tender sex we were having though. All through my pregnancy, our love making was gentle and romantic. I craved it rougher at points when I was horny for it, but I just couldn't take it that way so kept quiet.
"How's it feel, knowing I'm carrying your child?"
We locked eyes and I felt him grow larger in me; push that little bit deeper. "It feels so fucking good," he answered, full of emotion.
"I'm carrying your baby," I carried on in bliss, as he continued to make love to me. "I want this again, I need it again."
Mike gasped above me, braced on his elbows beside me with my growing belly between us. "You haven't even had this one yet and you've spent half of it chucking up!" He kissed me and grinned.
"I know," I blushed. "I just want to give you all the babies that I can."
My old fantasy had become his just as much because my words soon pushed him over the edge, and I felt him empty into me shortly after; heard him groan as he did.
"Give me it all baby and then let me have your cock back in my mouth, your future wife is craving your taste," I practically begged him. Some things would never change and that was one of them. It was the thing I always did to show him how bonded I was to him.
That wasn't to say pregnancy didn't have its downsides. I was an irritable mess at times. I snapped at Mike more times than I could count. He just took it and didn't snap back, even when I was being ridiculous. I knew I was difficult and I hated that I was, but I couldn't stop myself at points and I took it out on the only person I knew could handle me like that.
They were little things that were meaningless, really. But I was hormonal, I was constantly uncomfortable and as much as I loved being pregnant, I missed the dresses, I missed the heels and I missed having fun. Amy, Liv and Char were regular visitors and Mike organised very mature parties at our house for family and friends, involving caterers and a little space for a dancefloor that I was too fat to enjoy. I missed being able to sleep peacefully at night, pressed against Mike's body where I always slept soundly, because I was always too hot and too uncomfortable to do so while pregnant.
In the end it got to the point where he would start to laugh whenever I would tearfully apologise minutes after snapping at him and thank him for everything he was doing to keep me sane. I'd then laugh too. "You're a hot mess," he'd smirk.
We always got up at the same time together and I was keen to stick to that once I went on maternity leave. When Mike tried to talk me into getting more sleep, I reminded him I could nap all day if I wanted to. Instead, making Mike breakfast and lunch was on the list for my own morning routine because I wanted to take care of him however I could. It became quite difficult to navigate the logistics once he insisted that he only wanted to leave for work when I was settled on the sofa with a cup of tea.
"You're going to be the best dad ever, I can't wait to see you both together," I told him as I sat back on the sofa, belly and ankles swollen, not two weeks before I was due. It was Mike's last day before the considerable time off he'd booked from work. I'd made him promise to go out for drinks, knowing full well he wouldn't leave my side once the baby was born.
He smiled at me and kissed me before responding. "She's got you as a Mum, I'm going to have to bring my A-game."
*Four Years Later*
I was back to waddling.
We didn't use IVF, it happened naturally, and it wasn't a surprise this time. I wanted a c-section because giving birth was horrible and I had no idea how low my tolerance of pain was until that point. I was such a princess sometimes. Mike rarely indulged me but even he agreed that would be the better option. He was as pale as a ghost by the end of my long labour and joked there was parts of his tour that were less painful.
He reached around me as I stood at the counter preparing two sets of lunches and kissed my neck. I'd cut my hair shorter, just above my shoulders now, because it had been getting pulled on a lot by a baby that had quickly grown into a toddler, as opposed to being pulled in a good way by Mike. Getting it cut was a sad day, my poor hair didn't deserve the treatment our daughter had put it through.
"How are you feeling, sweetheart?"
I pouted, "my ankles are killing me, and I think I'm addicted to you massaging them."
He just smiled at me when I turned around to face him. "This may be a bad time to say it given you're 8 months pregnant and I spent last night massaging your feet, but I'm really happy Lily. The happiest I've ever been in my life."
I beamed at him. "Me too."
"MUMMY!" Beth came running in yelling excitedly. Mike grabbed her before she could run at me and hoisted her over his shoulder while she screamed happily.
"What do you want, big lungs?" I asked her, squeezing her cheeks and kissing her forehead.
"I want to see my brother or sister, why are they taking so long?" She huffed and Mike looked at me with a smirk. He regularly told me she took after me and it was hard to disagree in moments like that.
I smiled at her and placed her hand on my stomach. "Soon, sweetheart. Now go and get ready, your grandma will be here any moment now."
Mike put her down, she told us she loved us and she bundled off to her room, screaming about the zoo. "How do you think she's going to cope when she's not the loudest person in the house anymore?" Mike asked evenly.
We packed our bags and I glanced at the clock, not wanting Mike to be late. I was a week away from going on maternity leave, so I didn't care about the time. Plus, my pregnant belly always got me a seat on the train. My thoughts were interrupted by Beth shouting down the stairs that her Nanna was walking down the street.
"Everyone thinks she's a quiet little angel," I laughed with a shake of my head. "I think we need to start setting microphones up when it's just us at home and show everyone how wrong they are."
My Mum let herself in a minute later, Beth running over to her quietly and innocently. She was too smart by a half, our daughter. Mum hugged Mike, hugged me and made herself at home. I loved that she did, she stayed over enough.
"How's my other gorgeous girl?" She asked when Beth went running off.
"She's been moaning about her ankles again," Mike answered before I could. He then promptly made himself scarce to find his work bag when he saw my look.
"It's not good for you, that commute. I wish you'd work from home," Mum said sternly.
"Mum," I reminded her in mock-exasperation, "I can't run a news show at home."
She relented and helped me get ready, saying goodbye to us and then holding Beth's hand as they stood at the door watching us leave.
Mike opened the car door for me to get in. I squeezed my bump into the passenger side seat before he went around to the driver's side. I really did grow big when I was pregnant.
"I can't believe we've got a second child on the way, and you won't even marry me," I chided him with a grin once we pulled off and I'd stopped looking at my engagement ring, which I still adored.
"You're the one that didn't want to be pregnant on your wedding day, I suggested a shotgun wedding," Mike took great joy in constantly reminding me of that.
"As if I want my one wedding to be a shotgun wedding!" I always fell for it. It was going to be in a church, it was going to be big and I was going to be a princess for a day, that was non-negotiable.
Mike could barely contain his smirk. We had versions of this conversation almost daily, whenever I looked at the ring on my finger and made comment. It was all in jest, it was our little inside joke.
"Poor kids, having to be bastards until everything's perfect for you," he teased me.
I slapped his arm playfully, "yeah cause raising children out of wedlock was what I always dreamed about," I replied sarcastically.
"I thought I was what you always dreamed about?" Mike quipped back, turning towards the station to drop me off on the way to his site visit.
"What do you think this one will be? I think it'll be a boy," I guessed, ignoring him. We had decided not to find out the sex this time, but I had asked multiple times to check it wasn't twins.
"It'll be another girl," Mike replied with certainty. "Ask me again when we have the next one and you'll get the same answer."
I blushed magnificently at the prospect of a further delayed wedding, but he pretended not to notice. "Mum's really changed her view, thanks to you."
"I did nothing, she just got used to seeing my adoration of you," Mike replied with a knowing smile.
"Yeah, you ground her down more like."
"Worked on you, didn't it?"
I feigned vomiting. "Please don't compare me falling in love with you to you charming my mother. My therapy sessions haven't been needed in a while."
"Maybe I say that stuff because I just want you out the house so me and Beth can play with the dolls without you getting jealous."
"Well, I want to play dolls," I fake-huffed, forgetting I was supposed to be pretending to vomit. "She just prefers you because you can hold more of them in your hands at once."
We laughed and I rested my arm on his thigh, content with life.
It took me a long time to see that things didn't need to be perfect for me to be happy. Life wasn't just about getting married and having children. In the end I realised it was about being comfortable with who I was and knowing that person could only grow and evolve if I embraced her. All I needed was someone who made me feel it was possible to let that person thrive. After that, it was easy.
Authors notes:
Well, I do hope you enjoyed that. It may have started as Mike's story, but it never really was.
Comments are very welcome as is your constructive feedback. I mostly proofread myself and I will have missed things, so I'm sorry about that.
Thanks for reading,
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Part 6 of Finding a Roommate.
This has been going on for longer than I expected but I'm enjoying writing it and it seems like a lot of you are still enjoying reading it.
***
8.38am.
Maddy lay sleeping beside me, undisturbed by my movements. She looked out for the count, but I still risked waking her with a kiss on the shoulder before getting up. I took a moment to admire her before I put some clothes on and looked back at her again, never getting enough of her. She'd spread out slightly without me and carried on sleeping. I didn't expect to see her awake for a couple of hours yet given our exertions the night before.
I went out and saw the spare bedroom door was still closed too, so clearly I was the only one not nursing a real hangover. By the time company joined me in the living room, I'd made myself a coffee & breakfast, tidied up and was watching the sports news.
Jane walked in wearing a jumper and just her underwear. "Morning," she said through a stretch and a yawn, unintentionally giving me reason to properly look at her legs. I had to work hard to tear my eyes away from them - I was a leg guy and those were good legs. Really good legs.
"Coffee?" I asked, getting up and averting my eyes. She nodded in thanks and followed me into the kitchen.
"Have fun last night?" Jane asked casually, not wasting time with her desire to talk about it.
"We did, yeah," I replied just as casually, semi-relaxed as a result of our conversation the night before. "Guessing we weren't too loud, or else you didn't listen in at the door?" I teased.
She grinned and didn't reply as the kettle boiled. "Well?" I prompted.
"You know you're not my boss as well, don't ya?" The northern accent made a teasing tone work so well for her.
It was semantics to Jane, but it was becoming more important to me, so I clarified. "I'm not Maddy's boss either, I'm her Dominant."
"Tomayto, tomahto," she shrugged.
I rolled my eyes. "You weren't this nonchalant last night. I seem to remember you hinting at joining her."
Jane blushed. "I noticed you didn't mention that to her."
Her response told me I needed to clue her up properly. "I didn't mention it because Maddy wasn't in the headspace to hear it. But I'll definitely tell her if you don't. I suggest you do though, you've got a good friendship and keeping things from each other will risk that. She told me you spoke about your sexual tension, so this is a good thing for you to follow up on." I spoke to her in an even tone but there was a hint of an ultimatum in my voice.
"Just to clarify, Boss," Jane replied with conviction in her friendly tone, "I am very sexually attracted to the both of you. Maddy knows this, and you'd be an idiot not to." I nodded in agreement, and she continued, "But that does not mean I would risk my friendship with Mads to sleep with you both. If she told me that she wanted me to stop being open about it and it was off-limits, I'd never mention it again and that's me being honest. But I know she might be open to it, especially if you wanted it to happen and I'm not going to pretend we don't all find each other attractive. It's fun."
It was a surreal statement, finished with a grin, but it was one I knew was coming from a genuine place. I finished making Jane's coffee and handed it to her, partly as a way to take some tension out of the air. A peace offering of sorts.
"I do find you attractive," I agreed with no hesitation, looking at the way her dark hair contrasted her pale skin, and the sweetness of her face created by her soft light lips. She wet them subtly as I studied her, cracking that picture of innocence. "But you've got a couple of things wrong, and it might help you understand why I didn't mention you wanting to join us, to Maddy. First, I don't ever plan on sleeping with another woman in my life, so finding someone attractive is very different to being interested in having sex with that person. The second is that it would be Maddy's decision, not mine, and it always has been. So, your thought that she might do it because I'm her dominant and would tell her to, is wrong. That's a line I wouldn't cross, especially unplanned and without her confirming she wanted it, like last night would have been. I'd never do that to her, and I'd never instigate it."
Comprehension dawned on Jane's face at my words. "I didn't know that's how it was. I massively misread that. I thought... yeah. Okay I'll talk to Mads and explain it." I respected her for taking on the conversation now she knew the nuance. She took a large sip of her coffee as something to do, while I finished making mine. That natural innocence was back on her face, and I wondered if she was now reconsidering what she wanted to get involved with.
"Thanks for admitting you listened in by the way," I teased, softening my tone playfully to turn her awkwardness into embarrassment, and something we could laugh about.
"Just that bit as I was walking by," she blushed. "When the sex actually started, I wanted to give you some privacy."
"Thanks," I replied and then surprising even myself, hugged her. She returned it gratefully.
"I find your relationship fascinating," she admitted when we broke away. "I don't know what Maddy was like before you aside from what she's told me, but she seems a million miles happier. Even when we hang out, she's content, it's like there's no stress for her."
I shrugged, "It's different but it works for us. I've worked out how her brain works, and I know what I need to do for her to be her best self. Likewise, what she does for me has the same result and brings out a side of me that I love."
Jane rediscovered her confidence as we discussed the elephant in the room. She smirked behind her mug and then putting it down, forced herself to speak her mind with confidence. "I found your tone last night so hot."
The statement had me raise my eyebrows at her from across the room. She lowered her gaze under my own stare and held herself there. "Have you always been submissive?" Her behaviour change, under my intensity made it easy to ask her.
"Fuck," she exasperated, drawing out the final syllable. "So, this is what Maddy feels?"
"I'm not even doing anything," I reasoned, half-amused. "I'm literally just looking at you with a bit of intensity."
Jane looked everywhere but at me. She probably had a better knowledge of the colour of the wall than the inhabitant who had spent the last few years living in the house.
"Is it hot in here or is it me?" She responded finally, fanning herself with her hand for added comedic value. She finally caught my eye and returned the smirk I had on my face. "In answer to your question, I've always wanted to be. But I've never been put in that space and now I'm talking to someone that clearly could. So yes, I will be telling Maddy it's here if she wants it."
She didn't blush as she said it, she knew what she was offering. I looked back at her evenly, still unsure, still thinking Maddy would be all I ever needed.
_
By the time Maddy was up and about a few minutes later, Jane and I had finished breakfast, and I threw in some toast for her. Despite being hungover and looking as bad as she felt, she was still gorgeous. I had another moment where I couldn't believe this was the woman I slept with the night before. We kissed and she sat down gingerly. Jane grinned but said nothing.
"How'd you sleep, gorgeous?" I asked.
"Like I had a fair bit to drink and then did nothing else," she deadpanned, knowing full well Jane knew what we'd been up to, given her own unsubtle hints the night before. "I was out like a light."
The three of us rearranged most of the furniture until Jane eventually relented at our continued promising that she didn't need to do anything else and started packing up her stuff.
"Are you free to meet up on Tuesday evening?" Jane asked Maddy.
Maddy glanced my way, "Not sure yet, can I let you know?"
"Ah, Adam hasn't sorted your schedule." I looked over in surprise. "Can you hurry up and sort it?" Jane asked me directly, cutting Maddy out of the conversation. Maddy grinned at Jane doing so and let it happen, almost stepping back from the conversation. I could see she liked it, and I knew the side of her that enjoyed being passive had come to the surface. It was definitely a growing kink of hers that I'd have to be careful with.
"Why do I feel an urge to apologise?" I asked them both. "Tuesday's absolutely fine," I added.
"Thanks boss," Jane winked. I rolled my eyes.
We saw her off and then Maddy turned to me. "Do I have your permission to shower, Sir, or is there anything you need me to do first?"
I took her formality in my stride, knowing today was going to be a watershed day. I was struck by her question not even intending to be sexual; she was at my service. "I wouldn't mind joining you actually," I thought aloud.
Maddy was surprisingly hesitant, and I saw her trying to work out what to say. "Could we maybe have separate showers? I could do with taking my time and not being distracted. Not that I don't want to please you!"
"Oh, yeah," I replied quickly, immediately getting it. "You go first," I offered, rightly in my eyes.
Maddy shook her head. "You go first, you'll be quicker. I'll change the sheets in both bedrooms while you're in the shower."
After my shower, I found Maddy had moved on to changing the sheets in the spare bedroom. "Let me finish that baby?" I suggested.
She shook her head and continued, so I held my hands up and let her. "Are you okay?" I was going to suggest she was behaving weirdly but thought better of it.
"I heard you and Jane in the kitchen this morning when I first got up," she admitted, still tucking the sheets under the mattress and not looking over.
I felt my stomach drop. "Ninja," I jokingly chided. She smiled and I felt better for it.
"I'm very lucky to have you," she confessed, now flattening the sheets with her back to me.
"How's that work?" I queried, trying not to laugh in disbelief.
Maddy sat down on the sheet she'd just straightened out and beckoned me over. I went and sat with her, putting my arm around her. "Talk to me Mads," I encouraged.
She looked at me with a fierce expression that wasn't challenging, it was passionate. "Because you could have had both of us last night and deep down, you must have known if you'd brought her in, I'd have accepted it because I'd want to please you. But you didn't because you knew I'd be uncomfortable with the surprise. Even though I told you that I fancy her." She was becoming quite animated, so I listened quietly, letting her get it out. "You even just admitted you find her attractive and then there was the whole talk afterwards which, I'm not going to lie, I found very hot."
She blushed and I rolled my eyes. Of course, she did.
"I didn't intend to listen in, but I was heading to the bathroom and it was like I was drawn to the conversation. But yet again, I'm amazed by the respect you have for me, even in the position I put myself in with you."
I took her hand and squeezed it. She smiled as she watched me do it. "Respect for you is the foundation of everything between us Mads," I reaffirmed.
"You could have slept with us both last night and to be honest, it'd probably have been great, for both of us. I'd have done anything you wanted and so would she, probably," Maddy started, looking over at me now and holding my stare. "But you understand my nuances so well that you didn't let it happen. You always put me first. When you could have pushed all of this faster, you made me slow down so that we could get it right. It means I trust you more than ever baby, because everything you do, you do with my needs in mind."
"Always," I replied quickly, kissing her gently. "You're my partner in every way."
"I'm still working out how far I want to take it with Jane," Maddy explained, clueing me in. "I don't want to risk our friendship because I don't know that we can do it once and just stop. But I trust her, so it makes wanting to do it with her more enticing. There's a chemistry there and I think she gets how I'd want it to be in terms of you. That it needs to be centred around you, not me. But I'm not there yet and maybe I won't be."
I had no expectation that the morning would come with such deep conversations given that the evening was earmarked to be when our relationship changed, so I was caught off-guard for the second time when Maddy moved to her knees below me.
"What are you doing?" I asked in surprise, aware that she'd wanted to shower only minutes ago.
"This," she said, pointing between us, "is how I see our relationship Adam. You're above me, always. I've always felt like I wanted you to be, in truth. Right from the start when I met you in the canteen, I had this ridiculous desire to swap places with you and buy you the coffee and bring it to you. Not because I found you intimidating, because you're not, not in that way."
I had to stifle a laugh, which granted me an eye roll in exchange.
"No, I felt safe with you and I didn't know what the hell I was feeling beyond that but I knew it was good. Now I know it was this. So, I serve you from here, with or without anyone else. If we ever stand equal, it's because you allow me to be. In any and all situations, your needs are above my own."
It was a very deliberate, provocative demonstration, intended to test how comfortable I was about how she saw things now.
She looked up at me with a challenge and a confidence that I felt empowered me too. "I accept that," I replied, looking down at her with love, my heart beating fast. I put my hand on her cheek gently and she held her face against it. At my confirmation, she smiled, and I ordered her to go and take a shower, before we did anything else.
***
After Maddy's shower, we went shopping together. Being with Maddy had dramatically increased my interest in shopping but given the changes to our dynamic, I was perhaps looking forward to it as much as her, for once.
"I'm almost giddy with excitement and nerves for the list later," Maddy announced in the car.
"You know that whatever has you nervous will be fine, right?" I said confidently, keeping my eyes on the road. "The whole thing was designed for you to work through what you want and why you want it, so we can talk it over and I can understand it. Whatever you want, you're going to get."
"Spoken like a true sub," Maddy quipped.
I laughed loudly. "Wow, I didn't think your ass could handle anymore punishment so soon."
Maddy laughed too, successfully put back in line.
"Have you spoken to Katie?" I asked, changing the subject.
"Yeah," Maddy replied, genuinely excited. "She's pretty flexible with when she comes over, depending on when we need her to help us move. Mum & Dad say hello, they fucking love you," Maddy grinned.
I felt my cheeks warm. I was planning to marry their daughter, so I guess they had to like me at least. "Tell them I said hello," I asked.
Maddy rolled her eyes. "Don't get me started on more conversations about you. Do you know, I think they genuinely love you more than me?"
"Nonsense!" I laughed.
Maddy sighed. "Okay, a slight exaggeration but genuinely, if they know you're okay and around, they're totally calm. Like, damn, I am an adult." Maddy huffed with enough brattishness that I knew it was a genuine thing.
I reached over when we pulled over at the next set of lights. "Mads, they know I'd die for you, and I legit mean that. So yeah, I get it from their point of view."
"Don't say that shit, Adam," Maddy scolded me. "Don't even joke, okay?"
We got our shopping started in a logical way - Maddy was keen to go to her favourite shops first, but I had us work our way from one side of the centre to the other, in a point of order. She huffed playfully but didn't argue about it. Again, she liked being led.
In the first adult shop we visited to pick out underwear for her, I wondered over to the piercing section and looked through the available nipple bars and hoops. Maddy joined me soon after - I felt her presence behind me before I saw her, as she watched me look through the options.
"Is this turning you on?" I asked casually, once she had announced her presence with a cute kiss on my cheek.
"Yes," she replied without hesitation, eyeing up the packets in my hand. I'd picked up a nipple bar with decorative silver balls at each end - bigger in size than what Maddy wore, and I'd also picked up a cute pink set for her.
"Good, pick one for yourself out and we'll buy a little jewellery box for these. I decide when you change these and which you wear," I said firmly, keeping my voice low.
"Yes Sir," Maddy breathed not even bothering to look around. She reached out with barely a minute's scrutiny and picked a bar with hearts at each end.
I looked over the tongue piercing jewellery and the other body piercings while she was making her decision. "Would you want me to have those pierced?" Maddy whispered. I could sense her arousal and her nerves.
"Not your tongue," I pondered. "I think that'll be bad for your career at this point and look pretty obvious in terms of where that's come from. But maybe... other places."
Maddy's face was flushed, and it felt very hot in our little corner of the shop for both of us. I paid and we left shortly after, before we got any more flustered. After a few more shops where we bought more underwear and garments, sex toys and the like, our hands were becoming too full to properly browse, so we took a detour to the car to drop the bags off.
"Couple more shops," I promised. "Want a coffee to recharge?" Maddy was in full agreement and took my hand as we walked to the little bakery we loved.
Afterwards, we walked along the centre comfortably, enjoying our iced coffees and making our way towards the final couple of clothes shops that Maddy liked best. She looked around and saw we weren't close enough to anyone to be overheard. "Are tattoos part of my future?"
"Good question, I'm not sure." I took it in my stride that she was effectively making that my decision. She really was completely committed to our dynamic. "You know I'm not a fan of tattoos," I admitted.
"So glad I didn't get that tramp stamp when I was 18," she quipped.
"I can find women with tattoos attractive enough," I clarified. "But I probably won't be suggesting you get any until we're married," I added casually.
"Why, because then you own me?" Maddy teased, with just a hint of frustration in the eye roll she made as she spoke.
She was giving me the chance to explain but I could tell she wasn't happy with the idea of marriage giving me a form of ownership over her in that way. It was one thing for her to make it my decision but quite another for society to. "No," I replied slowly, squeezing her hand. "Because I've often thought about getting a tattoo for my wife, when I get married."
"Oh," Maddy replied, clearly surprised. "I'd be up for that then," she said brightly, changing her tone at once and making me smile.
"But to clarify, I was thinking of having your initials on my ring finger, not like a mandala tattoo on my back," which made us both laugh.
"I'm happy with the initial thing too, that's quite cute."
"I've actually been thinking about you having a tattoo that signifies our dynamic, if we're still in it like this," I admitted.
"Which we will be," Maddy clarified.
"I hope so," I added, gaining a smile from her. "Something that reminds you and me that I'm there to protect you and look after you, but you belong to me."
"God that's so hot," Maddy whispered, and I felt the heat radiate out of her, just from her hand alone.
"Has your mind got you picturing yourself covered in tattoos or is it just one huge one, all across your back, that you're picturing?"



Maddy laughed loudly and had to lean in closer now she'd drawn attention to us. "You know my brain so well. I was just picturing laying on one of those chairs for hours, showing you how committed I am and then ending up with my back covered."
"Not gonna happen," I clarified.
"I don't care about the size of the tattoo," she said dismissively, "It's the commitment to you that turns me on."
"You are so weird," I gushed. "I have some ideas - I'm thinking small enough and private enough that I'm only going to see it except when you're feeling really naughty on holiday, and we go skinny dipping in the sea."
"How much trouble do you think we'd be in if we fucked on a beach?"
"Guess that depends on the country."
We got rid of our empty coffee cups and walked into the store chuckling, holding hands. It was a high-end place that Maddy only bought a few items from, mostly at Christmas or birthdays, when she got the extra money. I was putting some of my savings towards updating her wardrobe and buying her the kind of sexy, classy outfits that would look great on her when she went to work. It was also coming up to summer and that meant lower cut summer dresses and seasonal looks that I knew Maddy would look great in. Before me, she wouldn't have attempted outfits like what we were looking at. Now, she revelled in looking desirable for me.
While I had overall say in what she was buying, I still deferred to her to pick out things she liked. I was impressed by what she was going for. "You've understood the brief," I said, when she picked up a belted playsuit with a plunging neckline that would also show off plenty of her tanned legs.
She grimaced at the price tag but picked it up anyway for the changing room. "This is adding up," she admitted, looking at the amount in the basket. So far, we'd picked out a number of dresses, playsuits, shirts, thin jumpers, jean shorts and skirts. Every one of them would look great on Maddy, I was sure of that.
"Don't worry about the price, this is for us," I told her firmly with a look that said just as much. "We've already put a deposit down on a house, we have a car, everything else is for us and our future. I want us to enjoy ourselves."
"I can't believe I've got this lucky," she whispered. "You seem to just see the part of me I've always needed to hide. I've never wanted to show myself off like this before."
I laughed. "Are you joking? Baby, I'm amazed, I shouldn't be with anyone as incredible as you," I gushed. "I don't just mean looks either," I clarified.
I steered her towards the shoes before she could get too emotional and pointed her towards the selection of closed-toe black shoes on offer. "Minimum 3 inches Mads," I told her.
"You know I can't walk in heels," she moaned playfully, picking up one she liked. That wasn't strictly true - she could walk in heels if they were thick enough, but the selection I took her to weren't that. They were the elegant, thin-heeled type.
"You're going to learn," I told her quietly but firmly as we had now moved around the unsurprisingly busier section of the shop.
She leaned into me and whispered into my ear under the pretence of hugging me. Her thin top pressed against me and I briefly squeezed her bum, because I couldn't help it. "This is all turning me on so much."
"Good," I whispered back. "Pick."
She decided on formal black ones with little white dots at the front with a sling back strap and an easy 4-inch heel.
"And now open-toed," I prompted.
She bit her lip. She picked up a gorgeous pair of flats. "Maddison," I warned.
She blushed. "We need to talk about you using my name..."
"Is it working?" I asked, already knowing the answer from her reaction last night.
"Massively." She went to put the sandals back as she spoke. "Somehow, I don't think that answer is news to you."
"What are you doing? Put them in too," I said, loving the idea of her in them.
She bit her lip and then flicked her eyes onto a pair of black heeled shoes that would cross over her feet and around her ankles.
After that, I promised Maddy more shoe shopping trips in the future once she got used to walking properly in what she'd picked, and I wasn't surprised that Maddy reacted so well to that offer.
We made our way to the changing rooms so she could try most of it on. It was over 30 minutes of being treated to the most arousing, exciting personal catwalk that left me with a hard cock and nothing I could do about it.
Were we perhaps somewhere more private, Maddy would have seen to my obvious erection without doubt, given the way she kept sneaking glances at it. I could see that she liked the way she was on show, even in the store. She enjoyed the compliments she was getting from the staff and that it meant she was looking good for me. I withheld my own compliments deliberately, so that Maddy had to work harder to impress me. Her look of lustful desperation at the points where she knew she looked good; told me she was well aware of the game I was playing with her. The staff knew it too and a younger member of staff smirked at Maddy's neediness before rushing off to help another customer. I smirked too and watched Maddy's knees go weak over the little interaction.
To Maddy's surprise (and my own, in fairness), some of the dresses were too tight around her stomach and chest. While I wanted her to look and feel good when she was out, I certainly didn't want her to feel uncomfortable and she then took another 15 minutes trying on some of the items in the next size up after I had run around the store collecting them, with the help of one of the assistants.
She was quiet while I paid, and I knew she was pissed about buying a bigger size. She was appropriately grateful, especially once the total came up, but still, she couldn't hide her frustration.
"I feel like a sugar daddy," I quipped as we left the store.
"If those tablets are making me put on weight, I swear to God, I'm not taking them," Maddy snapped immediately. I tensed up and tried to work out how to de-escalate it.
"Mads, there's absolutely no way you can stop taking medicine for a serious medical condition." I tried to reason. "You know where it might go if we don't stay on top of it."
Maddy didn't respond, she just stared straight ahead with the same pissed off expression, so I changed tack. "You need to calm down, you're gorgeous and if your boobs get bigger, that's gonna be pretty hot," I teased, trying to find the positive in a teasing way. I wasn't a 'big boob' guy, truth be told, but I wanted to let her know I'd find her attractive no matter what while keeping the tone light, given we were in public.
To my horror, her reply told me how naïve I was. "Did you actually just tell me to calm down?" She asked, through gritted teeth. "Are you serious right now?"
I was immediately on icy ground, and I knew that. Things were not going well, and she was getting more pissed by the second. Maddy was extremely sensitive about that term and even more so with this topic. I silently scolded myself for not picking my words better in the moment.
"Not, 'calm down' about how you're feeling," I was quick to clarify with emphasis. "You definitely have a right to be upset if you think the meds are doing that; the 'calm down' was about you suggesting you stop them."
"Well, I'm obviously not going to!" she huffed. "Fuck, haven't I suffered enough with my fucking womb? Is this it? Is this just what I deal with all my fucking life?"
I held out my hand for her to hold and give her some comfort, but she swatted it away. "Can you leave me alone for a minute?"
"Of course," I said gently, walking beside her. Shit.
We kept walking in silence while I tried to work out what to say to make her feel better.
In the end, I decided silence was best. We knew Maddy's life would be spent with annual check-ups from now on and my mind drifted to that, as hers no doubt had.
"I need the bathroom," she announced a minute later, when the sign came up in the distance.
I went too and waited for her, my eyes on my phone for a good 5 minutes before she returned. When she did, I could see she'd been crying. "I'm okay, don't fuss," she said firmly when she'd got within talking distance. "Just, for fuck's sake, you know?"
I swallowed and nodded, hating that we were in public right then. We walked back to the car in silence and put the bags in the back seat. Maddy was due to drive back as she wanted to get more practice driving but I wordlessly went to the driver's side, and she went to the passenger seat without complaint.
We flicked the radio on, and I squeezed her thigh affectionately before moving to drive. When we were out on the road, Maddy let out a deep sigh. "I hate when that comes on in public and the reality of it hits me. All I want to do is scream, and squeeze you. Instead, I have to put a wall up and then it hurts, because I hurt you."
"You're the one hurting Mads, I just support you as best I can," I said quietly.
"But you're here," she said at once, "you take it, and you stick by me. I can't get rid of you," she finished with a smile.
I smiled over at her and carried on driving; glad she was feeling better.
"Have you noticed me putting on weight? Be honest Adam."
"No, I haven't," I defended, noting the rare use of my name. "I don't see how you have, given what you wore yesterday looked really good on you and it wasn't new. It could literally have just been that shop."
"Are you going to love me when I'm fat?" Maddy asked dramatically.
"I better marry you quick, before I get second thoughts about putting your initials on my ring finger," I joked, not willing to indulge such a ridiculous question.
"So, are you gonna put M.K. or M.B.?" Maddy continued, knowing my answer told her what she needed to know.
I was glad she didn't need further reassurance. Barely months ago, she'd been so worried I'd end it with her over her infertility that she was going to break up with me to save herself more pain later, and now it wasn't factoring into her thinking. It was a huge step forward that I recognised quietly in that moment.
"Well, I was hoping you'd want my surname but if you'd prefer to keep Kent, I'm fine with that."
"Dad always joked about having a boy so he could call him Clark," Maddy laughed, brightening up massively.
"We could always call our dog Clark?" I offered.
"So, we're getting one?" Maddy looked as excited as a child being told the same news.
"Yeah!" I replied sharing her joy. "Once we get in the new place and things settle down, of course."
"And adopting?" Maddy asked quietly, no doubt triggered by what had just happened. She still had the same behaviour; on the cusp of excitement but almost waiting to be allowed.
"Whenever we're ready," I replied genuinely. "It won't be a short process, let's face it. We need to make a decision about age and then from what I've read, it's not an easy process."
"How would you feel about adopting an older child?" Maddy wondered aloud. It felt like it was a new thought to her.
"I'd be open to that," I replied after a pause for thought. "We're pretty cool."
"I don't think being 'cool' is enough," Maddy quipped. "It'd be really difficult though," she followed up.
"Well, I think we have and will continue to have a really strong base in our relationship. So why shouldn't we consider it?"
We drove the rest of the way home in contemplation and a comfortable silence.
***
"Sure you're ready to do this?" I asked, standing in front of her other wardrobe in the spare bedroom a couple of hours later.
"Yeah," Maddy breathed. She was in her underwear ready to try on anything I wanted to see her in. I eyed her breasts behind her baby blue lace bra hungrily. They looked firm and sat high on her chest. She had amazing cleavage. "Do you want a quickie first?"
I grinned at her recognising just how aroused I was. "No, it'll be hotter if we're both horny."
Maddy grinned back. "Okay, start on the left, that's my 'granny' area of stuff I've never thrown out but won't wear."
"Oh wow," I said, pulling out a particularly flowy dress. "This is a beaut," I lied.
"My ex really liked me in that, she said I looked like a fairy," she laughed.
"So, you brought this over from Aus? Are you sure you're comfortable with parting from this?" I teased her.
In response she took the dress from me and put it in the charity bag. "Next," she demanded.
"Who's in charge here?" I asked firmly but still in a playful tone.
"Always you Sir," Maddy replied, just as playful, but intending to clarify it anyway. "Except when it comes to chucking away clothes I never want to be in again."
"But what it I wanted you to go all Kate Bush on me and dance around the living room?" I teased.
Maddy laughed. "You make me so happy; did you know that?" I blushed and turned back to the task because sometimes Maddy had a way of pulling the rug from under me.
By the time I got to the second half of her wardrobe, I could see Maddy becoming aroused every time she watched me throw something away without consulting her, and especially when I had her try something on and determine it wasn't good enough. When she pulled off a pretty but plain summer dress and I told her it wasn't attractive enough for her, I saw her nipples were even more erect against her bra. That prompted a reminder.
"Hmm, I want to see you in the new bars I bought you, the more prominent ones," I declared. I didn't need to phrase it as an order, Maddy obeyed anyway. "Put your bra back on afterwards so I can see the difference," I added to her retreating back. I sensed her smile instead of seeing it.
She found me in our bedroom after I'd pretty much finished her wardrobe, with just a few items for her to try on, given that wardrobe contained the clothes I regularly saw her in. She was smirking as she walked in, and it was that which I noticed first. "How bad is it?" I asked with a grin, not looking down.
"You're gonna have to make wise decisions about my clothing options if I wear these," she said while her smirk remained, and her arms covered her breasts.
I trailed my eyes down slowly and let out a low moan. The stones at the end were bigger than her last one and the bar, while only slightly bigger in order to still fit the size of Maddy's piercing, added significant prominence behind her bra.
"Yeah, you'll get a lot of looks no matter what you wear," I admitted. "You can't have those in at work, that's for sure."
Maddy shook her head. "I like being looked at but only when you're with me, it's not a thrill otherwise. So, I'd be happy to wear them around you, but I'd be uncomfortable otherwise," she confessed, now we'd talked it through.
"Take them out; bad buy" I decided, "Let's see what your choice looks like."
Maddy did as I asked, though this time I went to the bathroom and watched her do it, both because I was interested and because I'd done my work with her wardrobe and drawers. She took out the piercing and for the first time, I saw her nipples without a bar in them. "I'm a changed man," I announced. "I don't like nipples without piercings."
We laughed and she turned towards me while she worked the bar through her piercing. Her nipples were slightly swollen but lacked the pointedness without the piercings. I could see how having them pierced would enhance their prominence. She threaded through the bar with hearts on and then closed it back up, doing the same to her other breast.
"I like them," I declared, "You're in charge of picking out new piercings from now on!"
She closed the gap towards us and kissed me. Before we knew it, we were kissing passionately, Maddy pressed up against the tiled wall, my arm around her body. We broke apart, panting. Maddy moved to lower herself, but I held her up by her arms, shaking my head.
"Please," she begged, "I need to worship it."
I shook my head again. "I'm fancying it long and slow right now, and we have too much to do," I teased, aware I was actually denying myself just as much as her.
Maddy groaned. "You can't say you want it like that," she huffed. "Do you not know how happy I'll be to suck your dick for hours, on my knees just enjoying you? Do you not know how wet it makes me to give you head, while you relax and almost forget I'm there, and I get lost in servicing your cock?" It was all deliberately provocative.
"You can't say you want it like that!" I repeated, in mock-frustration, my cock swollen into my jeans while my grip on Maddy's arms remained. She grinned, enjoying my torment. "I know we've had this conversation many times before, but I have no idea how anyone, let alone someone who identifies as a gay woman, can love sucking cock so much."
Her grin held, despite my on-the-nose teasing. "Your cock gets all the attention that I'll never give to any other one. Now you can either let me suck it like the straight woman I am just for you, or we can go back to our room and finish our tasks so that I can do it afterwards anyway, the choice is yours."
I laughed and let go of her arms, steering her towards the door and directing her that way with a light slap on the bum. When we went back into the room, we moved everything into piles. Maddy's clothes were now categorised into athletic wear, some leisure wear (mostly for the occasional guest), and lots of smarter/sexier outfits. There were dresses, tight jeans, jump suits, playsuits, skirts... if it flattered her body or drew attention to her stunning features, it was kept. Her underwear drawers were emptied out - most of the casual sets had been thrown away in place of the new sets we'd bought over the last few months and earlier that day, save for when she was on her period. There was an extensive collection of lingerie, stockings, tights and nightwear to go with it, mostly for seductive evenings together. We had heavily invested in upgrading Maddy's wardrobe and after laying it all out, we looked at each other with a mixture of excitement and arousal.
"This is so wonderfully surreal, I feel like we're designing everything about me to give you pleasure and I can barely cope with how aroused that makes me," Maddy groaned. "This is what I want, Adam. More than I can articulate."
I shook my head before she even asked about sex again. "I want you to sort your wardrobe out so that it's categorised properly from now on. I want you to find a system and then I'll decide if I'm happy with it, understood? I'm going to plan your week. You've populated the spreadsheet, right?"
"Yes Sir, to both parts." I still detected a hint of frustration behind her tone but didn't push it, given how aroused I was too.
"Oh, and take your underwear off and put your heels on while you do it. I want to see how aroused it makes you so no cleaning yourself up, no matter the state you get into" I added casually, walking off before she could see how aroused my demands were making me too. She didn't hide her groan of need.
I got the laptop out and loaded it up, clicking the 'weekly plan' folder and ignoring the folder titled 'Lists of wants & needs' which Maddy had populated a couple of nights before.
For her weekly plans, I'd created a spreadsheet that was a simple weekly table, with a column down the side to add Maddy's suggestions of plans for the week. Where a date was pre-arranged like work drinks, she noted it, sometimes weeks in advance. Exercise, lunch and dinner were already in there as standing items, as was a list of chores. I noticed right at the end that Maddy had made an addition: Obedience Task.
Intrigued, I copied that into later in the week and got started making her schedule, ensuring she did indeed see Jane on Tuesday and had a date night with me on Friday. I made reservations at our local Indian restaurant while I was planning it.



When it was done, I printed it out and stuck it on our fridge. I fixed us a drink each and found Maddy in our room, working through her clothes. "This is so cathartic, putting order to this chaos."
Chaos was indeed the right word, when I looked at the mountain of clothes that remained, including the new ones we'd bought that day.
"I'm glad you think so," I remarked. "Come and have a drink, let me see you in those new heels."
She'd picked the open-toed ones and her red nails and gorgeous feet looked great in them. The lift of the heels was working her toned leg muscles too. "You're so sexy," I breathed, working my way up her naked body. She stood there comfortably, completely relaxed about being naked around me, even while I was fully clothed. She'd already told me that being naked as standard while I remained clothed, turned her on. It was to her, a sign of our hierarchy. Her body was for my pleasure. I could see her big lips were glistening, her wetness soaking them.
"Let me know if you're cold, yeah? I'm happy if you need to put some more layers on," I offered innocently, gesturing towards the yoga pants and sports bra that she could wear as an easy option.
"I'm very warm," she looked at me hotly. "I think, think I might be aroused by following your every instruction and staying naked for you," Maddy teased. "Besides, it's on my list of wants that I ask you for permission to put clothes on indoors."
"What am I getting myself into?" I asked in worry.
"Don't start that again," Maddy warned me.
My frown turned into a grin. "Kidding! You're far too easy to tease when you're needy, this is going to be fun. Now drink, please."
Maddy did as she was told and then I steered her back to her task. "I'm going to rustle us up some dinner while you finish off, I'll call you when it's ready."
"But I want to make it..."
"Mads, I've just told you what's happening," I replied firmly. She bit her lip in lust at my tone and nodded her acceptance.
I went to work in the kitchen, cooking us a burger each with some salad. Maddy joined me in the kitchen shortly after, still in her heels, announcing she was finished organising her clothes. She looked amazing in her nakedness.
"Great, your week's set up and printed on the fridge," I replied, all business-like.
Maddy studied it for a couple of minutes without comment, putting reminders for certain things in her phone.
"Looking okay?" I asked eventually, when her silence stretched on a bit too long.
She turned to me with a bright smile on her face. "It's great, it feels like you're in charge all of the week, all of the time, which is exactly what I want. I'm just trying to memorise as much of it as I can, Sir."
"I'm glad," I replied, closing the distance, and kissing her gently. "Later on, let's talk through how I want it to work, and you can tell me a bit more about your obedience tasks."
We plated up and ate, digesting afterwards for a spell and then we went to our bedroom where Maddy talked me through her set-up. It got a number of enthusiastic nods from me and another kiss.
"Smart to put all your 'vanilla' clothes in the spare bedroom," I teased approvingly with a nod towards the other room.
It did still feel surreal to have Maddy standing there completely naked. "Given your nakedness is going to be common around here, leave a pair of workout shorts and a t-shirt on the coat hook for easy access."
"Way ahead of ya," Maddy winked, having done exactly that.
With nothing else left to do, we made our way to the sofa where I powered up the laptop and we sat closely together. "You can take those off now, stunner, you did well."
"Thank you, Sir," Maddy replied, leaning down, and undoing the straps.
"Before we get looking at this," I started, looking towards her as she finished taking her shoes off, "I did just want to point something out about your week ahead now, to make sure you fully took it in."
Maddy looked up and leaned back, though angled her body slightly toward me this time to better look at me.
"Your mornings are going to be a lot busier Maddy," I started. Maddy looked at me with a well duh, expression which made me grin. I continued, being more direct about it.
"I'm expecting you to continue to do your morning exercise, wake me up, see to any needs I have, make us both breakfast and only then do I expect you to start getting ready. And you're not going to skip breakfast to make up for lost time," we both smirked at that, though Maddy looked to be getting visibly aroused given the redness in her cheeks. "You say you need structure & routine, and I believe you, but you will need to be disciplined," I added.
"And for you to discipline me," she clarified.
"I will be," I assured her. "I'm going to put myself all-in on this and make it work. It starts from tomorrow morning. But you need to be disciplined too," I reiterated. Sensing she still wasn't quite getting it, I explained it. "Let's play this out: I want to be up at 6.30 tomorrow which means if you want to be up and doing your morning exercise, you need to set an alarm accordingly. What's that, 5, 5.30?"
She nodded and I started to see her working it through. She definitely hadn't thought about it like that, so I was glad to have brought it up.
"So, that's a 10pm bedtime to make that work without you being exhausted all week. Before you even go to sleep, I expect to have been satisfied in whatever way I want, and I will have checked you've done everything you've been told to do."
"Later starts when I work from home though," Maddy suggested, though I saw her breathing change as she thought of how our evenings would be different.
"But I won't always be working from home," I pointed out. "My expectations won't change if I'm heading to work." I wanted to make sure Maddy had fully thought this through.
"Fuck," she replied slowly, drawing the word out as I nodded.
"And if you've been out late one night, it's not a given I'll just accept you skirting your responsibilities the next morning, so you can sleep in longer."
"No, of course not," Maddy replied quickly, her face flush. At least she'd thought about that.
"So that means you asking for permission and then if I refuse, you're disciplined enough to get back earlier and not be hungover."
"I will," Maddy promised. Her face was now bright red from listening to my words. The level of control I would have over her now was clearly what she had been driving towards. It was getting to her.
"If you're not disciplined with yourself, I will need to discipline you instead," I pointed out, holding eye contact. "Which will take away time from the following evening where you might have other tasks and expectations. Bearing in mind at that point, you still won't have sexually served me all day."
Maddy's face was flush, and she was breathing slowly. It wasn't just the demands that were arousing her, but the way I'd broken it down.
"Do you see how intricate it all is?" I pushed on. "How it starts with you being disciplined and obedient first of all? Or else I'll be putting effort into giving you the structure and rules you need, for nothing."
"Adam," Maddy begged, "please tell me that you understand why I need it like this now? Why it can't just be a little bit of dominance?"
"I do," I agreed, seeing it clearly. "I just need you to understand it all relies on you, not me. You only get as much as you put in."
"Yes!" Maddy concurred excitedly. "Can you also see now why it has to be all or nothing for this to work for me? It can't just be sex where I feel your control, I need it all the time." She paused, waiting for my nod. "And you're going to need to have high expectations of me across the board, or it unravels."
I saw that now, when I perhaps hadn't before. If I let her standards drop, this wouldn't work - for precisely the reasons I'd just said. If she wanted the structure, I had to keep her to it. Moreover, her sexual interests had developed in such a way that it was all wrapped into the same for her now.
Maddy continued on passionately, keen to drive the point home, "when you see my list of needs, you'll see that you having high expectations of me is right near the top. If you let me drop my standards at any point, then I'm not giving you what you need and therefore I'm not getting what I need when it comes to serving you. So, I need you to be strict with me. Loving, but strict, especially at the start. If we can navigate the first two weeks, I'm completely certain we'll have made it work." I loved the confidence behind Maddy's tone, the absolute belief. From her feelings alone, I knew we would.
"Anything else before we dive in?" I asked, giving her another chance now we'd had that breakthrough.
"Yeah," she paused, and I prompted her with a look. "When it comes to disciplining me, be harsh. When you use me, be rough. That is when I know you respect our dynamic. Because then I know you're doing what I want you to do by treating me like that, not like a Goddess right then."
I swallowed. "I get you. I will," I promised.
I clicked open the folder and got the document up.
"First: what's your safe word if this gets too much?" I didn't hesitate with starting with her safety first.
"Caramel," she smirked.
"Because of the syrup?" I laughed at her choice. She nodded.
"How about to slow down?"
"Break," she said at once. "So, like, coffee break, if I just need a bit of time or evening break if I need the evening off."
"That's great!" I was delighted and Maddy blushed. "Really smart. You can use that whenever you want, we'll talk when you're ready and move forward, alright?"
Maddy kissed me affirmatively and cuddled into me as I got reading. As I requested of her, she'd explained why she wanted each of the things and how she might like it to work, as appropriate.
Want now:
- To be your submissive 24/7, putting your needs above my own. The only aspects where this does not apply is in the list below.
- You decide what I do every day, giving me the rules and structure that I need. I need you to be strict with me, until I learn and until I'm in a routine. Be strict but encouraging. I want to do this, and I want to do it properly, but I may slack, and I don't want to be allowed to slack off. I want to be perfect for you. Demand me to be Sir.
- Sex on your terms, whenever and however you want it. Note: this is implied consent at all times but if I feel you are taking me for granted, I will take this away without hesitation. I'm giving myself to you and I need to feel like you know that.
- For you to decide when I wear clothes (indoors, in private) and oversight of what I wear (in public). I must ask you for permission before dressing unless it's inappropriate/ impossible to do so.
- You have complete oversight of how I look. This includes but is not limited to: my hair (style, length and colour - yep, I trust you that much), my nail colour, the amount of make-up I wear and... more permanent changes to my body, including piercings or tattoos, as long as I don't veto it for a limited number of reasons - impact on my public life, risk to my health or because the reason you want it isn't coming from a good place. I want my body to be yours to enjoy - and I mean that. So yes, you decide how I look, to please you.
- Obedience tasks. These are tasks that I specifically do to reinforce my obedience to you and my commitment to being yours. They should specifically be non-sexual. You decide what they are.
Want in the future:
- Some of our friends knowing about our dynamic, or an element of it. To be discussed when it feels right.
- Humiliation (in the right amounts), when I feel sufficiently secure in our relationship (hint: engaged) and in the mood. At certain points, humiliation or the thought of it, has aroused me. A specific example was when you caught Jess & I having sex. I haven't thought about this enough, but I know I'm open to exploring it in the future.
- Threesomes. This one is self-explanatory. You, me, another woman serving you with me. I want this so much when I feel secure enough.
There's also another element that I feel very keen to explore. At some point in the future, I would be interested in not being an 'active' participant. Again, I'd need to feel very secure (and confident you won't run off if she's better in bed than me..!) but thinking about watching you enjoy another woman without me participating or maybe not even present is... so arousing. Even as I write this out at 3am, it's turning me on. So, yeah.
Don't want:
- You deciding anything related to my health, including exercise. The only exception is when you want me to do more exercise, when it turns you on. My schedule should include time where exercise is carved out or my time managed to allow me to do this. Non-negotiable limit. I may also make different meals for myself and shouldn't be punished for this. I will though, try my hardest to not skip meals as we both know I'm bad at this.
- My family ever finding out about our dynamic. If we're around family, no mention of anything but a normal, vanilla partnership.
- No obvious dominance in public, especially around strangers. Subtle dominance is very welcome but nothing obvious or outlandish. Anything boundary-pushing we do in this space needs to be driven by me and only if I'm comfortable.
-Anything we do in addition to this list needs to be driven by me if it's happening in the moment, so I'm comfortable, or driven by you only if we've had a conversation in advance.
I read the list twice over before I said anything. Maddy sat patiently, reading it with me and looking over at certain points.
"Wow," I summarised, at last. "I'm speechless and damn proud of you Mads, this is very well put-together." She blushed and didn't disagree. "How would you feel about me proposing some additions and asking some clarifying questions?"
"I'd welcome it," my partner replied, giving my hand a squeeze.
"Okay, I'd like to add one. I propose an hour or two each week where your chores are done, and we can just chill together as equals. It gives us time and space to communicate in that way."
Maddy smiled her sweet smile, looking over at me with our heads close together. "That's lovely. Thank you for the sentiment but it's important to me that you understand even then, I'm not going to change myself and stop taking care of you. I do need you to understand that I don't see us as equals in this relationship and I don't want us to be. As people and friends, sure, so maybe we can go for a coffee or something if we want to chat in that way. But we're not equal in the relationship. I can't flip that switch for a couple of hours a week, it just won't work. I like knowing I'm useful for you. That makes everyday tasks more exciting and meaningful for me - that I'm doing these things for you."
I couldn't argue with that, so I thought of an alternative way to get Maddy some time to herself to recharge. "Okay, I want you to have a self-care evening then. You work yourself hard and you're going to work yourself harder now. It's important to me that you look and feel good for me. I'm replacing that with your obedience task this week. Just the act of following my schedule is your obedience and from next week, I'll fit in both."
I think Maddy knew what I was doing with how I'd angled my suggestion, but she didn't argue the point, she just nodded. "What else?"
"Well," I started, "since you're going to be doing most of the cooking, I expect you to be on top of the shopping list and to maintain all of our sex stuff. So, lube, any new toys and what have you, I want you on top of that too."
"That works, I'll just create a shared list on our phones."
I nodded. "I'd also like you to create a shared list of places you'd like to go for dates and adventures. I'll plan it and decide when we do it, but if I'm deciding everything we do, that's going to start being really unromantic," I quipped.
Maddy leaned over and kissed my lips gently, pulling at my bottom lip as we separated. "See why I have so much trust in you? You won't let this fail."
"Neither will you," I pointed out. "Teamwork."
She nodded and held up her hand so I could high-five it. "Anything else before we get to the list itself?"
I shook my head. "Not specifically. Wait, yes. I want you to properly learn to walk in heels. I want it to get to the point where you can walk comfortably in really high heels and depending on what you're wearing, look classy & elegant, or slutty."
Maddy's eyes flicked to my cock and she bit her lip. The idea of that turned us both on. I couldn't wait to have her mouth around my cock, so I hurried us on.
"Okay, to the list itself: I love it." She grinned again. "It's very 'you', especially the part about not taking you for granted." We shared a smirk and I continued. "Firstly, I readily accept the things you don't want. I'm surprised about some of the things you do want or would be open to, so I just want to thank you, for putting so much trust me in. It's quite funny that we were talking tattoos and piercings earlier, and you'd already put it down."
"I know, that's why it was so arousing," Maddy whispered.
"No running off to the piercers yet," I winked and got a slap on the leg in return. "In terms of being demanding of you, tell me what you'd be comfortable with?"
Maddy bit her lip, and I watched her cheeks start to fill with colour. "This is where it gets complicated. Because I really enjoyed you being condescending to me last night with where to put my hands and so I think some light humiliation, particularly when I don't get things right, would actually be pretty hot. But it has to be when I've done something wrong or below your expectations, not just because you want to - which is more like what I was thinking about as something to do in the future. It all depends on what I've done and what you see as sufficient. Maybe it's a little slap," she blushed yet further, "or a firm spanking. Or some verbal degrading that's not too harsh."
"Like..." I asked slowly.
"Telling me to do better and not be so stupid," Maddy breathed. She had this ability to arouse me in ways I never thought possible before. That was one of those times. "I literally don't want to get even the smallest thing wrong Adam. If you don't do it, I'm just going to chastise myself. I'd rather you did it and I can make it up to you with the punishment. That'll reinforce the standards and make me feel better. It goes back to you having those high expectations of me."
"Okay," I took a deep breath, feeling flustered. "So, in terms of the other stuff, I like the idea of you asking me for permission to get dressed, even in the mornings for work. I expect two outfits in some combination, to be laid out on the bed in the spare room for me to decide. It's not for me to coordinate colours and again, it means the standards start with you."
"Yes Sir." A firm nod, she was practically doing that anyway, loving that I approved whatever she wore.
"And again, that needs to happen before you wake me up, so factor that in."
I scrolled back through the list. "The obedience tasks are just that then: non-sexual tasks that prove your obedience to me?"
"Yes," Maddy replied immediately, answer already on her lips. "This is about me proving my commitment and determination to this dynamic. It may not need to stay weekly but I'd like it to be at first."
"So what would an obedience task look like?" I asked, with some thoughts emerging.
"Make me write lines or hold a heavy tray for half an hour without dropping it - don't look at me like that, you know I have discipline issues sometimes - even just getting into your preferred submissive position and staying there for an hour would be good for me."



I sat there think about what kinds of tasks I could come up with and none of them were necessarily fulfilling for Maddy. "That kind of thing could really cause some issues Mads," I said bluntly.
"It won't, not if you praise me afterwards and tell me I've done a good job. For me, it's about being able to demonstrate I know I want this, and I'm committed to it. It's not about me liking it, it's about me proving to us both that I have the discipline and determination to do this. Please, try this one for me."
I sat in silence and considered it, while Maddy waited. I promised myself I'd be all-in on this, and I was, so I accepted it without further comment and just a nod.
"Yay," Maddy cheered and kissed me on the cheek. "Anything else?"
"No, I think we've spoken enough about the pressing ones and the future ones can wait. I'm happy with all of it but I do want us to relax this evening now." I cringed at my lack of enthusiasm around someone driven by praise. "I am extremely happy and excited by the way Mads, I can't wait to start," I belatedly enthused.
Maddy kissed me again, getting it. "You're flagging, aren't you?" I nodded, it had been an early start and a very intense day. She knew that was where it was coming from.
She moved off the sofa, taking a cushion with her and then moved the laptop from me. "Relax now, let me take care of you." Her hand moved to my groin, and she took my cock out without delay.
"Are you not tired?" I asked genuinely.
Nope, by the shake of her head, as she licked my semi-hard cock and tied her hair up. She then got to work, relaxed and enthused. Her eyes soon closed and I watched her visibly ease into the blowjob, as she knelt on the cushion.
After a few minutes, I broke the near silence, not including Maddy's moans and sucking noises. "If you want me to up my expectations, I can start now and not tomorrow. Your choice?"
Maddy lifted her lips from kissing the underside of my cock and looked up at me. "Now, please."
I was ready for that answer. "I no longer expect to guide you, verbally or with my hands when you give me head," I replied at once, having thought it through as I enjoyed the slow, pleasurable blowjob. "I may tell you the type of blowjob I want, like I did today, but I expect you to make it as enjoyable as possible for me, without my involvement. Start off slow and then build up to my climax until I say otherwise."
"Yes Sir," Maddy murmured, already going back to my cock and showing me she understood.
"I also expect your mouth around my cock and cleaning me, whenever I've had an orgasm. No matter which of your holes I've been in," I added firmly.
"Yes Sir," Maddy replied after pulling off. She held my stare and bit her lip as she looked up at me. The previous night, she had enjoyed the depravity of cleaning me after I had enjoyed her ass. I knew that was an expectation she'd be happy to meet.
"If you're horny, you can use a vibrator while you pleasure me and sometimes, I may make you put a toy inside you while you do, especially in the mornings. Can you handle that?"
"Having two of my holes filled by you? That would be my pleasure," she replied hotly.
She settled back into the blowjob, licking and sucking me slowly, teasingly. Her eyes were often closed but when they weren't, she looked up at me with undisguised joy. On more than one occasion, her hand moved to her naked pussy. As soon as she touched her wetness, she moved her hand away sharply, as though she hadn't noticed what she was doing.
"Do you want to touch yourself?" I asked when she did it again.
She pulled her face away from my body, while my cock had been in her throat. Strands of saliva followed and broke over my cock and midriff. Maddy licked her mess up before answering, arousing me further by doing so.
"Yes Sir, I'm always so needy when I give you head," she admitted bashfully. Part of her was still getting used to it, I'd guess.
I considered her; a plan forming. "Go and get your wand so you can focus on me."
"Won't the toy just distract me?" It was another example of Maddy putting my pleasure above her own.
"Who said you'd be using it while you give me head? I might want you using it while you're laying on the floor with my cum drying on your face."
Maddy's mouth hung open. She went to stand.
"Uh uh, you stay on your knees until you make me cum. Crawl."
"Oh fuck," she whispered. It was clear I had taken her arousal to another level. The humiliation of crawling for her toy and coming back with it in her hand, only enhanced that.
Despite knowing her own orgasm was going to happen as soon as she was done, Maddy still took her time. She pleasured me with total focus, taking a lot of pleasure in return. I warned her that I was about to come but then I was quiet, waiting to see if she'd follow instructions. She pulled off when she knew I was close and stroked my cock until my cum covered her face. Then she cleaned my cock with her mouth, keeping her head up at an angle so that my cum wouldn't run off her face. It was an impressive level of poise.
"You are amazing and a very good submissive for me," I praised, my tiredness now even more obvious. Despite such a lazy compliment, Maddy loved it.
I barely had to direct Maddy with what to do next. She shamelessly laid on her back and turned the toy on. She was a mess, top and bottom. When I finally let her pull the toy from her pussy, she had fucked herself with her wand while rubbing her clit, or held the vibrating toy onto her clit, putting herself through multiple orgasms. Her legs were shaking from exhaustion, her pussy soaked and sore.
We spent the rest of the evening relaxing together and watching a movie. But I spent most of it kissing Maddy. First at the top of her head, which was the only place I could properly kiss in our spooning, then her lips, then her neck. Eventually, with no protest, I moved down to her pussy where I gave her an orgasm under my tongue and then I used my fingers too in order to force out a final one. Maddy begged for it to be the last one.
"I thought you were tired," Maddy grinned afterwards, completely spent. Her legs were still shaking. She looked so god damn beautiful.
I shrugged. "You have the best pussy I've ever seen or ever tasted, you don't let me do that enough," I winked, so she knew I wasn't too mad about it, "so I take the opportunities when I can."
***
I woke with Maddy's mouth around my hard cock. She felt me stir.
"Good morning baby," she whispered, pulling off my cock.
"What time is it?" I had no doubt she'd made it in time.
"6.30, Sir" I could sense her grin more than I could see it. Two perfect mornings.
"Good girl," I replied at once, immediately more awake. "We've got 15 minutes."
"What do you need baby?"
"You on top," I said without hesitation.
Maddy was already wet from giving me head and climbed on top, guiding me inside her for the second morning in a row. She had been pretty much constantly wet since the morning prior. I was enjoying having her on top because there was something so pleasurable and powerful about making her work for it. The lengths she'd go to in order to please me.
We'd spent the first day fully immersed in our dynamic, at home. Maddy made breakfast for us, lunch and snacks. She put clothes on just before she started work and took them off again the minute she was done. Throughout the day, whenever she served me or indeed, whenever I wanted, I touched her over her clothes. She was always wet, always needy. She did her tasks in the evening, ticking them off as she went. She should have been tired as she was doing Tuesday's tasks too so she could go out with Jane, but she was invigorated. I'd never seen anyone like it.
While her pleasure was certainly presenting itself sexually, I was also continuing to see change in her body language that had been coming through over the last few months. She was more relaxed, almost skipping into the lounge for affirmation once her tasks were done. I had taken her to bed and fucked her hard from behind, aroused by her response to it all. She took it, begging for me to be rougher with her. The bite mark on her shoulder that I'd made when I flooded her pussy was prominent as she rode me that second day.
She slowly rolled her hips so that I stretched her out and then once there was enough room inside her, she started to ride me. She didn't hesitate, didn't build up to it. She started to ride me with energy and enthusiasm, eyes closed, and lip bitten as she tried to quiet the moans already building. I took hold of her hips and watched the incredible sight of my Goddess riding me.
Her breasts sat full and firm on her chest, bouncing with her movements but only just. Her hair had fallen out of the band she'd had it in when she woke me, and it gave her a wild and sexy look. Her cheeks, still with that permanent tan, were red from the effort and her body was starting to perspire but she showed no sign of slowing.
"You're a Goddess," I said to her a couple of minutes later, when her juices were starting to soak out beyond my cock. I marvelled that she was still riding my cock, loving every moment of it, even as she started to tire.
Her breathless response told me she was close to exhausting. "You're my everything."
I glanced at the time. Nearly fifteen minutes of solid riding in addition to the morning exercises she'd already done. Maddy was fit, that was for sure. "You've done really well," I praised. She blushed and rode me with more enthusiasm. So far, praise had been the biggest influence on her standards, not my discipline. Although I had been far more directive and assertive than I'd ever been before, even within the first 24 hours or so. "Use your mouth now."
She slowed and climbed off me. I could see exhaustion hit her, but I was more interested in the amount of her juices that were coating my cock and at a glance over, splashed over her thighs. She was absolutely soaked. I knew Maddy's drivers well enough to know that it wasn't just the arousal from sex, but the obedience of riding me and not slowing down, especially when pushing beyond her energy levels.
She sucked me into her mouth, coating my cock with saliva and taking her own wetness away.
"How do you taste?" I asked, smirking as I looked down at her. She always tasted unbelievably good to me.
She didn't answer because she was focusing on the task at hand. Taking me into her throat was usually easy for her but in her breathless state, she was struggling. She wiped a layer of sweat off her forehead and I could see at that point that she was getting irritated. I thought she looked hot as hell, covered in sweat. Her pheromones were overwhelming my senses and she only needed to stroke me at that point, to finish me off with the arousal I had.
She pulled her mouth off my cock after wiping her forehead again and apologised. "Sorry, this is gross."
This was new.
She hadn't cared about something like that before. I thought about how many times she'd said she wanted to be perfect for me and it immediately made sense. I looked at her in disbelief, but she was already sucking my cock again, so I spoke at her. "This is madly arousing," I assured her. "The woman I love is releasing her pheromones and she looks fucking stunning. Get on me, I want to taste you."
She hesitated. "Maddy," I warned sternly. Her need to obey overcame her discomfort and she repositioned, her pussy now over my face and my cock back in her mouth, as though she was trying to distract herself.
I saw further signs of her getting into her head about how she looked around me now we were in this new dynamic and I wanted to get her away from that before it turned into a thing.
She became still as I wrapped my hands around her soaked back; my cock forgotten in her mouth. But then I licked her and moaned, and I felt her slowly relax as she knew from my enthusiasm that I was enjoying it. We took a lot longer than the planned 15 minutes, but I eventually let Maddy off me, when I knew she wasn't going to orgasm, and after she had swallowed mine.
I joined her in the shower where I washed her back and she looked away from me bashfully. "That was really hot, you are unbelievably sexy Mads and you have nothing to be embarrassed about."
"I don't like the idea of grossing you out," she pouted.
"You can't gross me out." She couldn't, that was the truth of it. "You were sweating because you rode me relentlessly, probably after working out. I loved how you worked so hard for me."
"I was exhausted," she admitted shyly. "I just love pleasing you."
"And obeying me?" I questioned, thinking it was the predominant reason.
"It's all wrapped into the same," she replied with more confidence this time. "I wouldn't have stopped until you came, or I just couldn't go anymore."
She blushed at my aroused look, and I said nothing else as we got out of the shower, and I prioritised drying her. The exchange had told me a lot about how her thoughts might evolve in the wrong ways if I wasn't careful.
At my insistence, she didn't sort breakfast out and instead got ready so we could leave for work in good time and grab a coffee & pastry on the way. I wasn't unhappy that she didn't have the time, given I was the reason she was late, and it felt like a potential insecurity Maddy had about her appearance around me might have been overcome. That was more important.
While she was putting on the dress I chose - a blue summer dress that fell to the knee and was cinched around her stomach with a decorative belt, enhancing her breasts - I went to the drawer and took out one of the chokers we had bought at the weekend. It was black velvet, not one of the plastic chain chokers that seemed to be the fashion, that I hated. It would complement her boots and the belt well.
She saw it in my hand, and I saw the excitement in her. She lifted her hair up and exposed her neck for me. I wrapped it around her and clipped it in. It fit tight to her neck and her eyes closed for a couple of moments, while she felt it. She swallowed, no restrictions, but it was very much there. It may have looked like an accessory to others but to Maddy, it wasn't.
"I love it on you," I kissed her neck, just above it, and she shivered.
We'd spoken about my desire to have Maddy wear chokers more often, when we were in the car at the weekend. She had readily agreed, and we had bought a couple of them, with more to come from designers online, that would accessorise her looks. The previous night, Maddy had spent some time on the internet looking into whether similar accessories existed for her wrist or thigh, for when wearing a choker too often would raise suspicion.
She'd eventually fallen into a hole of looking for tattoos and it was that to which we were talking about on the walk to the station. If all went well, we wouldn't be making this walk for much longer, assuming the house purchase went through soon. We had earmarked the following weekend to start packing. I had started the walk with that reminder, but she had brought it back to the tattoos, which she was now obsessing over.
"What if I got both places done?" Maddy suggested. "Would you like that, or would that be too much?"
"Which ones are we talking about again?" She'd shown me so many in her excitement, I'd lost track.
We'd had a conversation about whether she was ready to make that commitment and she'd laughed, reminded me we were buying a house together and that she was going to marry me whenever I asked her to. Fair point. I stopped trying to talk her out of it and moved away from the proposal conversation, because I didn't want her to get a hint of my emerging plans.
"The chain with flowers around it for my wrist and the rope around my thigh," she said at once, knowing I'd have lost track.
"We don't even use rope, unless that's a thing you want to explore?" I asked, looking over.
She shook her head. "No, I'd find it hotter if I had to act like I was bound, as my obedience. So maybe not that tattoo, now you've put it like that. How about the wrist one?"
I was still thinking about what she'd just said and how aroused that had made me, so it took me a moment. "I did like that one, it was very pretty..."
She grinned. "Don't finish it," she urged.
"Like you," I did anyway. She rolled her eyes but still smiled. "What would you say it means when people ask?"
"I'd say it represented feeling trapped but having good things blossom out of it." That was Maddy, she'd already thought it through.
"It wouldn't surprise me if you'd already booked it at this rate!"
We stopped in for a takeaway coffee so she couldn't reply until we left, by which point I was convinced she probably had.
"I haven't booked it, idiot," she teased, "I'm waiting for you to tell me if I'm allowed to." I loved the contradiction in her response. Teasing me and then in the next breath, naturally talking about our hierarchy. It was already feeling normal.
"Maddy, are you suggesting I have control over what you do with your body?" I replied in mock-horror.
She leaned in close after looking behind her. "You own me, mind, body and soul Adam Brown. If you wanted me to tattoo 'slut' on my chest, I'd get it."
She was baiting me and my recoil at her comment gave me away. She won the battle with ease and I loved her for that. I always did. "How do you always end up winning?"
"Because when I win, we both win," she smirked, echoing what she'd said days earlier.
I shook my head in wonder. She knew I'd never accept her having a tattoo like that, so whether she was being honest or not was irrelevant because it would never happen. "I do like the wrist tattoo, but I don't want you to rush it, given it's permanent." Before she could repeat last night's conversation, I added, "I mean, I want you to keep looking and find the right one. But if you're ready for it, so be it because I'm ready for you to get one too."
We got into the station where we knew the conversation was going to end so Maddy was able to get in the last word before we changed topics.
"I'm still up for having my back covered." I rolled my eyes and she grinned.
***
Maddy was out with Jane that evening, giving them time to talk about what almost happened the night of the party. I was acutely aware that Maddy had expressed a desire for at least one threesome in the future and was now very aware that at some point, she might not want to be 'active' in them, as she had termed it. I hadn't spoken to her about it because it was something I was going to need to work through myself first. I took the opportunity to go out with work friends too, so I didn't have to think too hard about that.
Maddy was the only woman for me, but I already knew that deep down, she would need to be with a woman again - it was who she was. Things had changed for her in terms of what that would look like, but it was clear that she wanted it.
I had encouraged her over the length of our relationship to not ignore the fact that she would be drawn to exploring that side of her again. In essence, she had thought hiding it away would be safer for our future together, but I saw it the opposite way. Cheating wasn't in her moral code (nor mine) and both of us were trying to adjust our mindset to the idea of a third person joining us, even if it was a one-off. It was surreal to recognise that bringing another person into our bed could actually strengthen our relationship if it was done with the right care and thought process. But that was the key part: it needed to be right. With Izzy, it hadn't felt right and that had worked out to be a good thing for all three of us. With Jane, it felt more compatible, if only because Maddy would better be able to dictate what she needed with her than with Izzy. But she was also Maddy's main friend as well as an ex of my own friend, both of which brought significant complications.



So, I had organised burgers and beers for a couple of friends from work, under the banner of my leaving in a couple of weeks. I didn't hear much from Maddy, but I often didn't when she was out. I liked that, sometimes it was healthy to have some space and while we never argued or even got on each other's nerves, it was good to do what we could to make sure that never happened.
The four of us spent the evening speculating on my replacement, talked through my new job and then talked through that weekend's football matches. As the evening wore on, Maddy began messaging me, but it was actually Jane who had messaged me first.
Jane: Nice outfit choice, she looks shit hot!
Adam: LoL thanks but kindly put your tongue back in your mouth and show her these messages. If we're talking, I want her to see it.
At that, Jane created a group chat for the 3 of us and I knew two things: that I was about to be distracted for the evening, and that this was about to be an interesting next step.
Jane: I've created this group so that Maddy knows I messaged Adam and told him you look hot.
Adam: Aren't you sitting together?!
Maddy: Yes, but you're not here so we're trying to be nice and include you...
Jane: Are we too distracting?
Adam: Actually, yes.
I wrote it bluntly, but Maddy would know I was teasing, so I put my phone on the table and turned it over, re-joining the conversation. I wasn't planning a late one, given it was Tuesday, so we called it a night after we finished the burgers. Part of me was quite keen to do so, as I was mentally distracted about the developing group chat. Text often worked better as a means to be more candid, in my view. When I looked at my phone on the way out, I wasn't surprised to see more messages.
Jane: Maddy wants me to tell you that she's drinking plenty of water, so she doesn't get hungover.
Maddy had messaged me separately and I was glad to see that.
Maddy: Let me know when you want me home and I'll leave. I won't let you down x
Maddy: Jane's playing with you, but I'm on best behaviour Sir xx
And then Jane had added a message to the group chat shortly afterwards.
Jane: Stop messaging without me!
I laughed. Jane came across needy, but I was starting to get her. It was an act; she was enjoying stoking the flames by acting naïve and innocent. She had indicated enough to show she was anything but.
I shot Maddy a text first and then messaged the group chat.
Adam: I'm on the way home, another hour is fine baby x
Adam: You two make me laugh. Jane, you can drop the needy act, you know exactly what's going on. Maddy, you can stop pretending Jane isn't seeing our messages anyway.
Maddy: Sorry Sir ;) x
Jane: Might have just blushed...
Adam: Jane, if Maddy comes home drunk and hasn't asked for permission to miss her morning rules, she will be punished. Don't be a bad influence on her x
Managing two of them was going to be trickier than I'd given thought to.
When Maddy did come home, she seemed quite sober but looked guilty. "Did I push that too far?" She asked at once.
"No," I replied immediately, expecting it. She was pushing her own comfortability as much as mine. I kissed her, smelling a hint of wine. "I still expect you to keep to your morning routine though, especially after that."
She nodded with a smile, and we got ourselves ready to sleep soon after. We cuddled up and I was awash with the usual smell of coconuts from her damp hair. I ran my hands over her naked body, and she spread her legs invitingly. I kissed her but didn't go any further.
"If you're hungover tomorrow," I started softly, "I don't want you to push through it, especially anything sexual. I'd prefer if you were honest and not do what you can't do."
She kissed my hand in acceptance. "Thank you, but I won't be, I promise I looked after myself."
I was unconvinced, as Maddy wasn't normally that open without a fair bit of alcohol. But I let it go for now, intending to see if the change in her openness was deliberate or driven by alcohol.
I took a breath, still trying to work out my own comfortability with what I was about to say. She had wanted it like this, and I knew why she needed it. "Just to be clear though, if you don't do the tasks I expect you to, I will punish you."
To my surprise, she let out a sigh of relief. "Thank you," she said again. I knew what she meant.
She woke me next day as she always did - with my cock in her mouth. But this time, I could see she had gone to extra effort to make herself presentable. She'd brushed her hair and tied it up into a tight ponytail, had put lip gloss on, and was wearing a lace bra and underwear set. We'd agreed she wasn't to wear clothes without my permission, but I could see what she was doing, and she would have known I'd have accepted the bending of the rules. She'd even re-painted her nails to a sultry shade of red.
"You mean business," I broke the silence sleepily.
***
The next couple of weeks were eventful, to say the least. We started to pack up our home, with a moving date seemingly in sight and Maddy's sister, Katie, soon to arrive to help us. It meant busy evenings after long days at work as I was wrapping up my projects. It was stressful and mentally draining, with headaches forming by the end of most days. Maddy and I weren't hiding that we were together at work, but we did keep it respectful. That was until my leaving drinks.
By the time my last day rolled around, we had begun to fully embrace our dynamic. The adjustment period that Maddy felt we needed, where I needed to ensure she was kept to task or standards, had passed without cause for concern. Maddy adapted well, as did I, and in that comfortability, we prospered in happiness.
After handing back my pass at reception, I strolled to the nearby bar, holding Maddy's hand. A lot of people had turned up, far more than I was expecting. My now former Director was hosting the party and made the usual speeches. I was forced into making one too.
"I just want to thank all of you for being so kind to me these last couple of years and of course, for turning up for the free booze." That got a good laugh. "I'd like to thank the company for the booze, but it really doesn't make up for being forced out." More laughs, everyone knew by that point I was leaving because I couldn't technically be with Maddy. "Lastly, I want to thank Maddy, for being the reason I'm leaving and the reason I couldn't be happier about it. I love you." There was more laughter, cheers and then cries of 'kiss her', which we duly obliged.
When I went to mingle, I saw Jane was in a group which included Melissa. I went to say hello. "What are you doing here?" I asked with a grin. I'd suggested Maddy invite her, but she had her own work drinks.
"Rude," she countered, giving me a warm hug. "I came to wish you well at your new job."
"She came for the free booze," Melissa interjected with a wink.
Jane didn't disagree. We chatted for a bit and then Jane walked off to speak to other people she knew, having joined Maddy at work drinks previously. It left just Melissa and I talking, slightly away from the group. It felt dangerous and a little uncomfortable because of that.
"Not going to lie," she started in her thick Manchester accent, "a part of me wished it was me that you were leaving the company to be with."
"Say what?" I replied, alarmed. Suddenly the reason her & Maddy had never quite got on became clear.
She shrugged. "You're leaving, might as well be honest."
"Well, thanks," I responding as graciously as I could. It was hard enough understanding how I had managed to get with Maddy never mind how I interested Melissa too. I was going to give my barber a bigger tip next time as a good haircut was the only thing I could attribute it to. "I'm absolutely flattered," I added. I didn't need to say anything to close off any suggestions between us, it was a non-starter as far as I was concerned, and Melissa would have known that.
"It's a shame I don't swing both ways, I'd have been open to being your little fling."
Yeah, there's no way I'd bring someone into bed when there were feelings involved, I thought. I was shocked by her situation-induced bluntness.
Instead, I replied, "James was a lucky man."
"I needed dick and yours wasn't available, what can I say?" It was a crass response, but she delivered it with enough innocence in her tone that it worked to disarm me, and I laughed. "Is he coming?" I told her he wasn't, and I politely exited the conversation shortly after, before it got even more awkward.
I was still shaking the surprise from my mind when I found Maddy at the buffet table. She looked gorgeous, as always, but she had gone to extra effort that day. She wore cobalt blue trousers and a matching jacket, over a thin white shirt. Her hair was up, and she was wearing heels, which she was now walking in comfortably. It was the hottest professional outfit I had seen her in. She'd turned heads on the commute in and made that damn train journey a little more exciting.
"Have I told you how good you look?" I kissed her neck from behind and she shivered.
"A few times. But carry on."
Her bra was thick enough to cover her piercings because the shirt was see-through in the right light, but the bra also made her chest look very flattering. The trousers were tight to her - more like tight jeans than actual trousers - that hugged her firm bum. The heels made her shapely legs even more alluring so in combination, her body looked sexy as all hell, and she was easily the hottest person there.
"What were you and Melissa talking about?" She was also the sharpest.
"Promise you won't be mad?"
Her eyes narrowed. "A response like that tells me I'll have reason to be."
"Don't be," I assured her. "It's nothing. I'd have told you after we left but given you saw us talking and I don't keep secrets from you, you need to promise not to say anything."
Maddy held her pinky finger out, but she didn't look enthused. I recounted the conversation, and it was alarming to see how quickly her face changed. Promising to always be open with each other had considerable upsides but it did have its downsides, and this was one of them. Maddy kept to her word and didn't say anything, but she was pissed. I had never seen her like that before.
"Are you sure I have permission to be hungover? Last chance," She warned, reaching for a bottle of wine to top her glass up.
Even in her anger, I loved that she was still in our dynamic. I planned to get drunk and so I wouldn't be stopping Maddy. I kissed her but she only returned it grudgingly. "You need it, enjoy yourself."
"Enjoy myself? Someone's coming for my man, and you want me to enjoy myself?" She looked aghast and a tiny part of me enjoyed her possessive side. I'd never seen it before.
A bigger part of me wanted to firmly stop her thoughts before she ran away with them. "Nobody is coming for me when you're the competition, do you understand?" I held my stare and she nodded. Under that possessive side, I saw a hint of diffidence. I moved closer to her and took the hand not holding her wine glass. "We never want secrets between each other, and this is a time where we have to remember why that's a good thing. You are my world." I told her simply.
She chuckled and earned herself a quizzical look after my attempt at being genuinely reassuring. "You read me so well," she kept the smile on her face as she praised me. She leaned in closer, "it's weird how I'd ordinarily be aroused by you talking to another woman. Except her. She just gets to me."
"It's because she's not treating you with respect," I pointed out in response. "Can I also remind you that that remains just your fantasy and not mine?"
Jane happened to be passing and Maddy drew her over instead of replying. I was made to recount the conversation again. Jane shared Maddy's horror.
"Well, I no longer think she's fit, sly bitch," came Jane's response.
"Thank you!" Maddy looked at her friend gratefully. "See, whatever might happen with us if we get there, it's all very open and transparent and not based on negative feelings." Both Jane and I raised our eyebrows at Maddy's open discussion of our weird, yet-to-be-sorted dynamic. "But that was inappropriate as fuck, and I will find a way to get her back. I promise you that."
It took me some time to calm Maddy down (without saying 'calm down' and risking her wrath too), but when she did properly relax, she joined me on a barstool, standing between my legs, arms wrapped around me and planting me with soft kisses. Most people including Melissa and Jane, had left by that point but given it was my leaving drinks, I felt compelled to stay, even as Maddy became more irresistible by the second.
"I'm gonna miss having you at work. I can't believe we were working together for months before we met, and now you're leaving. It feels weird that the man I'm going to spend my life with no longer works with me. Almost as weird as it being a man."
I laughed but voiced a worry. "Are you going to be okay without me?"
She looked at me in outrage. "I can adult, you know?"
I wasn't buying her expression; it was definitely for show. "I'm worried you're going to skip meals and not look after yourself properly."
"I'm worried about that too," Maddy admitted, her features changing to show the truth. We knew she threw herself into her work a lot. This was a professional woman who wanted to be taken seriously, and she was a perfectionist. It was a bad combination when it came to breaks or lunch. When she was anxious or stressed, the first thing to go was her food. It was a running joke during big press events when she was super stressed, that I would message her to remind her to go to the bathroom. It was one of the many reasons our dynamic worked so well. She loved to cook, and it meant she always ate.
"I'll make sure I'm checking in," I promised.
"You'll be busy with your new job; I need to make sure I'm on-it myself."
"Mads, you've been two floors away for months and I spend every moment thinking about you. How do you think I'll be now you're a couple of miles away?"
She blushed magnificently in the way I never should be able to make her blush. "You say all the right things, Mister. If I didn't know any better, I'd say you were trying to get into my underwear."
I smirked, "I happen to know you're not wearing any."
She had a quick look around and I knew something explicit was about to follow. "It has been a different kind of challenge today, keeping my slutty, cock-loving mind in check, so that I didn't get too wet and make a show."
I groaned, that was a better tease than I was expecting. When it came to words, Maddy showed why she had such a promising career in her field. "There's still time," was all I could come back with. Organisation, structure and decisions were my skills. Not words, clearly.
"Kind of liking the idea of soaking through my trousers a little bit and risk people noticing," she murmured, quieter than before. "Not in here though, given I'll see these people on Monday."
I leaned in and whispered something to her. Her eyes were still wide when I pulled away. "That's hot," she breathed.
Twenty minutes later, Maddy went to the bathroom, and I said goodbye to the few people that remained, promising to stay in touch. I said the same to everyone that night, but I'd be staying in touch with just a couple of them at best, it was just the way it was.
Maddy came out just as I finished my goodbyes, her jacket folded in her hand. She said goodbye to everyone but didn't hug them, given she was seeing them the following week. When we left, she put her jacket back on, moving it away from its strategic position. It was late and we were on a quiet street, so I glanced down subtly. You'd have to be looking, but you could see it if you were.
"Every single step makes me more wet," she announced.
"What were you thinking about in there?" I asked, wanting to push her that bit further.
"You, this. Pushing it further in the future," she admitted.
"Further?" I questioned, aroused.
She didn't answer. As we turned towards the station and we started to see more people, she looked my way. "Am I allowed to cover myself up with my jacket again?"
"Of course," I replied, not wanting to push her too much.
"Are you sure?" I looked over and she reached for my hand, squeezing it. I got the message but before I could change my answer, she added for her own arousal, "I've just fingered myself in the bathroom and now I'm starting to leak into my trousers like a needy slut. Are you sure you want me to hide what I am for you?"
I moaned. I couldn't even answer as we got too close to people. We carried on walking, my hand squeezing Maddy's for reassurance, while her cheeks were bright red and showing her nervousness as she got a few looks her way, though that was because of how good she looked. When we got on the train, it was just us in our section and we were looking at each other hungrily. Were it not for CCTV, I felt sure we would have been more daring. Still, driven by our shared arousal, I pushed it further.
"Take your bra off and put it in your bag."
She did so, pulling it out from under her shirt without hesitation and I knew I wasn't pushing her boundaries yet. Boundaries that seemed to have shifted right then.
She looked at me expectantly after putting the bra away and pulling the shirt back down, so it sat tight against her chest, her piercings poking through.
"Undo two buttons and give your breasts some air," I ordered in a low tone.
She looked at me in surprise, so I nodded towards her bottom button. She got the hint and opened a button at the top and the bottom. Her stomach was slightly exposed, the firmness and the natural tan peeking through. I spent the rest of the journey eye-fucking Maddy who did just the same back to me. I spent time looking at her trousers and saw her wet patch grow, the closer we got to home. We both knew we were going to have very intense sex.
As the train pulled into our station and I saw an empty platform, I saw another opportunity to push Maddy. "Open the next lowest button." It wasn't up for discussion, and she loved it being that way.
More of her body was on show now, including her belly button. I looked at it and looked up at her piercings. "I've decided I want you to have your belly button pierced."
Until that moment, I had no idea just how aroused Maddy would be by me deciding what she did with her body. Sure, we'd discussed it but seeing her reaction was something else. She put her head back and looked up at the train ceiling, letting out a whispered 'fuck'. Her fingers made their way to her belly button, which she circled and then they moved down to her pussy, where she placed her hand over her trousers. She'd almost moved into her own world.
"Maddy!" I said sharply, making her jump. She opened her eyes and saw I was standing, waiting for her to get off the train. She grinned sheepishly and got off with me.
I took her hand in mine and we made the walk back. For a Friday night, it was quiet once we got off the high street. When we were a couple of minutes away from our house, I pushed Maddy further.
"Undo another couple of buttons, show everyone how lucky I am."
She'd have just two still closed, which would just about hide her breasts. She undid them with shaky hands, her thigh knocking into her bag and swinging it wildly as she walked. When her hands pulled away, her breasts were barely contained and the spring wind was blowing up Maddy's shirt, exposing her stomach, her sides and the lower portion of her breasts. She must have been soaking into her trousers and looked to be so aroused, she was struggling to walk.



"Are you okay?" I asked, wanting to check she was comfortable.
"We just need to get home," she replied at once, keeping her focus.
I was concerned. "Do you want to stop and do your buttons up?"
"No," she hissed, "If we don't get home soon, I'm going to stop here and suck your dick in the middle of the street, so please get me home."
"Maybe I'd like that," I teased. She scowled in response to my smirk.
We walked with purpose, but I couldn't stop myself from finding out just how aroused she was, given my own arousal.
"I'm about a 12 out of 10," she replied through gritted teeth. "I'm honestly about to pull you into an alleyway or just deal with the consequences if I can't. Please, Adam."
We were a street away, so that told me everything I needed to know. When we were safely in our building and before we needed to climb the stairs, Maddy was on me, kissing me with passion and with no restraint. My hand made its way around her neck, and I squeezed gently at her sides. She gasped against my lips and her eyes rolled back. Her hands fell to her sides, and she opened her body to me, as she always did. It was a strong submissive trigger for her, when I squeezed her neck. It became our physical act to establish my authority. Maddy loved it and I knew she'd feel it here, me taking control.
"Open the last two buttons." She did it without any hesitation, not even a moment's pause, as though she was waiting for it.
Her shirt was open and now the middle of her body was mostly exposed behind her shirt and jacket. All of her stomach could be seen as well as the sides of her breasts. Only their size and probably the shirt catching the piercings, were stopping the material pulling away from her body and exposing her breasts completely.
I boldly took one in my hand and sucked her nipple, tasting the metallic piercing and being encouraged by her hand which grabbed my cock and held it as I did so. I covered her back up when I was done, smiling at her flushed cheeks, and led us upstairs. We saw nobody and I didn't expect us to. The building wasn't full of people our age, who would be out beyond midnight on a Friday night.
When we got to the door, I fished out the keys and looked over at Maddy, who was standing in-front of the door, biting her lip. "Feeling good?" I asked, intending to draw the conversation out so she would stay like that for longer. Every second would have been turning her on exponentially.
She could only nod. I put my hand into her shirt again and felt her firm breasts. She didn't stop me. Instead, she pulled her jacket out of the way for better access. I took her jacket off and then she stood in front of the door in just an open shirt, body on display. We were both aroused. There was a look exchanged, one that translated a whole conversation without words needing to be said. Because they couldn't, Maddy couldn't vocalise them.
From that look, I pulled Maddy's shirt off too. She stood there, completely naked at her top-half. She was breathing shakily. Her breasts and the skin on her arms were covered in goosebumps. She made no move to hide her body, standing as naturally as she would on the other side of the door, with her arms firmly at her sides. I made no delay this time and put the key in, opening the door for her and stepping back. She walked in with some pace and then stood just inside the entrance as I closed the door behind me.
"Adam," she breathed, in the near darkness.
I flicked on a light and saw her leaning against the doorframe. She looked shaky. "Are you okay?" I asked again.
"Take me to bed," she ordered. I didn't hesitate, she'd never have let me.
We fucked passionately, with her trousers around her knees and my cock the only part of me not still in my clothes. I reminded her of what she'd done, as I fucked her, her eyes rolling back as she listened and rubbed her clit over it. After her second orgasm in quick succession, mine followed but this time, I covered her breasts and face as I told her that was what she deserved.
She cleaned me and then we took our clothes off, leaving them in a pile on the floor, to be dealt with once our hangovers had cleared. Maddy cleaned herself up with some wipes and then snuggled into me, where we fell asleep almost instantly. For some reason and I couldn't work out why, we were exhausted.
***
The first couple of weeks at the new company were busy and intense. The days themselves were hectic and full of introductory meetings that generated yet more issues to be fixed. I couldn't help but wonder if I'd made a bad decision in taking the job and this was leading to feelings of doubt that I was struggling to keep at bay. The commute was longer and more awkward than my previous job (which Maddy took great joy gloating about) but that would reduce drastically when we moved. I was struggling with the long hours and the lack of exercise. It felt like I only existed to work on my weekdays. I didn't like the way I felt I was neglecting Maddy, barely staying on top of her weekly schedule and not being supportive in the way I'd have liked.
Conversely, Maddy was energised, keen to prove to both of us that she could stay on top of things while I adjusted to my job. What helped was that she could talk about me openly at work and there was a lot of joy to be taken from that for her.
They had replaced me with a woman called Michelle and Maddy wasn't a fan. I was surprised that Maddy hadn't used the opportunity to be a brat and tease me about how much better my replacement was. Instead, she'd decided almost immediately that she wasn't good enough. I saw friction ahead with Maddy's perfectionist side. I'd always made sure to complete the relevant parts of my projects in the way that worked best for Maddy when they were delivered - and that wasn't because I was having sex with her, it was because the girl knew her stuff!
So I saw upcoming tension but I was struggling with tiredness and headaches that prevented me from helping Maddy find the compromise and solutions to work with her. By the time I was getting home of an evening, Maddy had finished all of her chores and if she'd been working from home that day, another workout.
When I'd get home, she would greet me with a sensual kiss by the door, bring us over a drink each and then get started on the cooking she'd already prepped for, but she didn't want to talk about finding solutions to the stress of work. Her priority was to focus on me and as she put it "make up for lost time" now she wasn't seeing me during the working day.
An unexpected consequence of my new job was that the tiredness and stress had reduced my libido, even within the first week. I was aware of it from about the second day when I turned down Maddy's offer of a blowjob when I got home. Maddy ignored my reduced interest (which told me she was very aware of it) and I tried not to get into my head too much about not being turned on by the sexiest woman I had ever been close to. She consistently asked if she could give me head of an evening and by the time Thursday morning came around, she didn't wake me up with oral, she instead asked if she could do anything for me, after I told her I wasn't in the mood the night before. The 'anything' was telling. She was thrown, and worried.
It certainly wasn't that I saw Maddy any differently, but I just had no desire of a morning with my thoughts around on the day ahead and no energy of an evening, even for a Goddess. Between tiring days and persistent headaches, I couldn't do it. Maddy continued to offer herself and on the Thursday, we made love before we went to sleep but when she woke me with her mouth the following morning, assuming things were back to normal and I still struggled to get into it, I knew she had come to a point where ignoring that we'd barely had any kind of sexual intimacy all week, after averaging sex at least once a day before that, was going to start getting to her.
We relied on our good foundations for honesty and communication at the end of that first week as we spoke over dinner. I brought it up first because it was my thing, and I didn't want her to feel in a position where she had to awkwardly talk around it.
"I want to be very clear Mads, that what's happening down there," I over-exaggerated my motion for effect and was very glad I'd cancelled dinner plans to chill that evening as it would have made an awkward conversation in public, "is absolutely nothing to do with you or our dynamic and instead everything to do with me feeling extremely tired and stressed."
I watched her visibly relax at me bringing it up first. "Okay, I just want you to know too that it's absolutely fine and if I'm trying to instigate things too much, just tell me."
I'd been thinking about it and saw it as the opposite. "No gorgeous, that's exactly what I need you to be doing, so I don't fall into a rut with it all. I'm really not sure about this job and looking forward to coming home to you, and our dynamic, is what is going to turn my mindset around."
"So our dynamic is perhaps helping to keep you going?" Maddy asked hopefully.
"Definitely," I enthused, "I'm getting as much from this as you are, if not more."
Maddy looked as though all her Christmases had come at once given the relief on her face. There was no doubt she'd worried it was making things worse for me but she couldn't have been more wrong. I loved what we had.
She smiled down at her pasta and let her relief wash over her. I watched her with a feeling of love and amazement at how she had made this work so well for us. We ate for a while in silence, reflecting on things.
When I finished my food and properly collected my thoughts, I broke our very comfortable silence. "I think I need to have an evening where I can properly switch off and not worry that you're worrying about things," I informed her gently.
"I'm not worried now, I promise," Maddy assured me. "But I know what you're getting at. How can I help you do that?" I had yet another moment of wonder where I just couldn't believe I had ended with up with Maddy.
"It'd really help me if I just watch a bit of tv with a beer, maybe we just sit together quietly." Maddy just smiled, she knew what I meant. "I have a few things I'd like you to do and I'd feel really good if you got on with them beside me."
"And top up your drink whenever you need it... Sir?" She winked and I knew from her cheekiness that she was feeling better about it all.
I nodded. "Of course, that's priority number one," I teased.
We sorted the plates and while Maddy tidied up, I went and got her new collar. The new collar no longer had 'slut' on it. It was thicker and of better quality, with padding on the inside rather than the leather that would irritate her when she wore it for too long. It was more than just a symbol of arousal.
When I returned, she'd taken her clothes off as she always did after we'd eaten, and was flicking through the sports channels to find me something to watch, which I found very cute.
She noticed me standing behind her. "I want you to wear this new one more frequently please," I told her as she held her hair up after seeing what was in my hand and letting out a delighted squeal.
She then let out a content sigh once I put it on her and kissed her lips, then quipped, "It's like you're giving me the Friday evening of my dreams."
"It's about to get a lot better," I promised. "We've managed to get into our structure and routine, we both agree this is helping us, so now I want to take it to the next level."
I pointed to the floor between us, and she knelt obediently, without any hesitation. She kept her back straight and leaned back on her heels, hands on her knees. Her excitement and anticipation was palpable. It was still a shock to me to see how natural her behaviour was in that position. I thought back to what I knew of her before we got together and that back then she was only just discovering this side. Now I had the pleasure of exploring it with her, as well as my own dominance. I knew she had a desire to submit even more thoroughly. I knew, as a partner knows when they're around someone and senses those little individual tells, that this was so good for her.
"It's about time I start assessing how I want you to look beyond just what you wear," I explained.
Maddy actually shivered at my comment and forced herself to keep still, at attention. It was an extremely arousing sight as she waited for me to carry on. I decided to up the tension and slowly walk around her, considering her. She stayed in position but as I came back into her view, her eyes darted to the floor of her own choice, and I felt it was her living a fantasy in her own mind, as she frequently did.
"Hands," I ordered. Maddy turned her hands over, showing me the inside of her hands. I sensed an opportunity to bring out a little bit of the condescension she mentioned enjoying when the moment was right. Well, this felt like a good moment. "What am I supposed to do with your hands down there Maddison?"
She gasped and thrust her hands up to me, her eyes looking up at me and wide. I felt myself becoming aroused, knowing I was getting it so right and understanding her so well. Maybe it was that arousal that had me press it that bit further.
"Good girl," I praised, taking her hands in my left one. But as I praised her, I tapped her cheek with my open hand. It was very far from a slap, not even a light one, and was intending to be a further condescending action.
It worked because Maddy couldn't stop herself from releasing a weak, "Oh God." She was probably the smartest, most competent person I knew, but she wanted to be treated like this.
"Where were we?" I asked rhetorically with a smirk, taking a hand in each of mine. I kissed both in turn. "I want you to get your nails done properly tomorrow. I'm thinking hot pink and not too long."
"My pleasure Sir," was her immediate response.
"Mm," I nodded. Now we'd see if she really did want her body to be for my pleasure. I let go of her hands and ran my fingers through her hair. She didn't stiffen, though I was sure it would surprise her to know that was next. "I want you to get a haircut while you're at the salon too. Take a couple of inches off and dye your hair a slightly darker shade of blonde but noticeable enough that I'll know you'll have done it to please me."
She'd kept herself in check until that point but the scale of my ask was too much to keep her reaction under control. She'd given me that level of control as part of her rules but enjoying the fantasy was different to living the reality. Her reaction was the opposite to panic though.
Her eyes widened, she snapped her head up towards me and closed the distance between us to kiss me hard, stretching up on her knees to do so. I let her do it without pulling away (Maddy's passionate kisses were irresistible) until she herself broke the kiss, both of us panting, and pulled away bashfully. "Sorry," she blushed, sitting back on her knees and looking somewhat embarrassed.
"I'll allow it because you're really fucking sexy," I smirked. She blushed even harder. "I have three tasks for you tonight but before that, I haven't finished my inspection. Stand up, spread your legs and bend over holding your ankles."
Maddy did so, though slower than I might have liked; she seemed somewhat dazed by the last few minutes. She put her dancer's flexibility to use and bent over. There was no shyness at this point, I'd had her do this many times before. There was though, a gasp, when I spread her cheeks and ran my hand between them, my fingers running along her skin until I reached her soaking wet pussy. She felt as aroused to the touch as I was hard.
My next instruction would have told her I hadn't just made this all up on the cuff. "I want you to grow out a little patch of hair above your clit that you keep tidy and maintained. Call it a little way I can test if you're following instructions properly. I'd like the rest of your hair, front and back, lasered off. Can you do that for me?"
"Yes Sir," she affirmed immediately. "Whatever pleases you is worth doing." Again, it wasn't flippant, it was genuinely serious.
I could believe that just from her tone. I pulled her up and around so we could look each other in the eyes as it was a moment for both of us to recognise how far we'd come. "How's it feeling being objectified and told what to do with your body like this?"
"Amazing," Maddy replied genuinely. "This is all for you Adam, only ever for you. I love you."
We kissed, slowly and delicately. "I love you too," I told her with feeling. She glanced down and saw I was hard. She looked up at me again with almost ridiculous levels of excitement. I nodded at her and at that she went to move to her knees. I had to stop her and hold onto her by the arms. She pouted and gave me a look that said don't tease me. I didn't let go.
"Please Adam, don't do this to me. Please." I noticed the change to my name and the pleading tone. I took a lot from it. She needed it more than I did.
I paused, still holding onto her arms, constructing a question that would sound preposterous to ask anyone but her. "This might sound crazy but I'm getting the sense that you get more sexual pleasure from going down on me and serving me than sex at this point?"
She nodded, almost guiltily. "I didn't want to make you feel even worse but yes." She stepped back to face me more equally and explain. I released her hands and invited her to take a seat with me on the sofa. The inspection and the tasks were momentarily forgotten. She did so, the guilty look remaining on her face.
"Explain and don't feel guilty, baby," I soothed. "You've got nothing to feel guilty about."
She sighed. "I was going to bring this up when you were in a better headspace and I guess you are?" She nodded pointedly towards my erection, and I nodded in agreement with a grin, so she continued. "When you didn't let me give you head on Tuesday because you weren't feeling it, I kind of felt a little bit thrown. Like, my sex drive was all over the place."
"I'm sorry," I cut in guiltily.
She shook her head. "Don't be, this is the purpose of us talking," she assured me. "I erm, came three times on Wednesday while you were at work to try to deal with it."
She blushed and I laughed. "Maybe I need to put the old collar back on?" I teased, pulling at her collar.
She laughed too and let me run my hands along the leather for a few seconds with her eyes closed, until her laughter turned to deep, slow breathing. I pulled away and she opened her eyes a few seconds later, looking content. "The point I was getting at is that each time, the orgasm barely touched the edge. I was thinking about you because I always do, but it wasn't hitting me. I kept thinking about needing to give you head and yeah, I haven't wanted to cum since. I just feel like it's pointless."
"You haven't cum since Wednesday?" I was alarmed. Maddy came, a lot. It was one thing for me to be stressed and not in the mood, but she clearly was very much in a sexual space, so she had to be climbing the walls.
She just blushed and shook her head. "I've realised I need to be doing stuff to you to get my pleasure." She looked down in embarrassment at verbalising it. "I know that sounds crazy but when I please you, it's like every single receptor in my body is on fire. Your taste, the feel of you in my mouth, the pride at being on my knees for you." She was willing me to understand; all of a sudden her eyes were showing the fire she described. "The sound of your moans, the feel of your cum as it leaves your cock and becomes mine. You have no idea. No amount of self-stimulation can get me to the same level anymore."
I shouldn't have been as aroused as I was. I should have been worried, but I was too aroused. Maddy didn't seem worried at all that she needed to give me pleasure to give herself what she needed. But as I thought that, I realised that wasn't too far-fetched for her, as a submissive partner.



I didn't try and extend the topic any further, I didn't try to play any games. "Okay, while I'm watching the tv in a bit, I'd like you to book your belly button piercing for next weekend and I'd like you to narrow down your tattoo design to three options that we'll then think on."
She nodded but I could tell her mind wasn't focused. She had a more immediate need. I took hold of her face and made her look at me, where she grinned guiltily. It was like she had orgasm-fog. "But before those two things, I want you to go and get a dildo to stretch your hole with as I'm sure you've been missing that," she nodded enthusiastically, "and a vibrator you can use to orgasm while you keep my cum in your mouth." I smirked at my own evilness as she left the room at pace.
When she returned, I was naked and hard. I felt so aroused and so connected to Maddy in the rawest of ways. We looked at each other and transmitted messages of love and lust in just the two seconds it took for her to close the distance between us and move to her knees between my legs. Her eyes didn't leave mine as she took the 6 inch pink dildo and sucked it into her mouth, slowly licking it all over. It was an arousing act, watching her do something I knew she'd only do for me. She covered it in her saliva and then slowly inserted it into her wetness, sighing as she did so.
I made her coat the toy in her juices and then pull it out and taste it. After the third time, she whimpered when I had her do it again but didn't refuse. While she pushed it back in, I pointed to the spot below my balls as her place to start. Maddy didn't wait for an invitation, she took hold of my hard cock, rubbing it slowly as she did so, and licked underneath my balls, working her way back up.
Soon enough I was moaning as a result of her skilled actions, as my balls and then my cock was worshipped. I leaned back and closed my eyes, feeling the stress of the week leaving me and knowing Maddy was making sure everything was going to be okay.
I felt like I was starting to see her giving me oral sex in a different light. It was servitude. Not exclusively sexual, with an aim of making me orgasm, but an intimacy and a way to show she was at my service. It wasn't the sex that I had been denying her, but instead a way for her to serve me.
"I get it now," I told her with a sigh of pleasure. I understood why it was now turning her on to give me head more than it was to orgasm. "It's service, not just sex for you."
She took hold of my hand and squeezed it affirmatively, her eyes closed. I liked her keeping my cock in her mouth once she really got started and I now fully understood that I too had seen it as her serving me.
"You've done really well to manage that, when you've known what it is you're missing. This won't happen again. Even if I don't have a desire for sex, I'll have you serve me in a similar way. I'll make you work for my pleasure. Because I know you need it. Even if it just means keeping my cock in your mouth or kissing my feet." I watched Maddy scrunch her eyes shut and then she squeezed my thigh hard. "I need this feeling after a stressful evening, exactly this, even when I may not need to cum. God, I love you Maddy and I love how well you know my needs." I was astounded as I worked through it.
Maddy's face was bright red but she carried on and she didn't focus on me again until I announced I was coming, whereby she looked at me as I emptied into her mouth, giving her so much cum she gagged and spilled some. She kept it in her mouth and watched me recover from my powerful orgasm, without breaking eye contact as she used the vibe to make herself cum. She came so hard that I thought she was going to spit out my cum, but she held on and took it with deep moans and the tensing of muscles.
"Thank you for serving me," I said to her once she swallowed and pulled the vibe away.
"Thank you for understanding me," she replied with a slight weakness to her throat after pleasuring me for so long. "I can't wait to show you all the tattoos I have saved." We both laughed hard at that.
She came back into the room after washing her mouth out and going to the kitchen to grab me a beer. We cuddled for a couple of minutes because I wanted her to know how much I appreciated her and then she gave me the space I craved and managed to not show me the tattoo designs until the following day. Though she did break the silence at one point with a typically-Maddy question.
"So," she paused, failing to hide her smirk, "are there any hot women at your new job that you might be open to telling me about, as I serve you over the weekend?"
_
Across the following week at work I still found myself too tired to do much, but found the energy to have plenty of sex that weekend, especially when Maddy came back from the salon with her new haircut and dealt with the lust I had over her obeying me. I had an easier weekend than she did so that I could recharge, though I made sure to stay on top of her weekly plan and went to get the groceries with her. We stocked up on vitamins because I was quite alarmed by how much work was draining me.
Her slightly darker hair changed up the colours she got out of her wardrobe in the mornings before work, and I suggested that she might want to go shopping with Katie to take advantage of new shades that would suit her. I knew how to make Maddy happy - especially when I said she could put it on the joint account.
Maddy continued across the week with her oral servitude, even if I didn't want to do anything further. For most of the week, I didn't, and I was sure to make that clear in advance to Maddy, so she was under no obligation to do anything, but she accepted it without problem and was happy to serve me in that way. It was extremely unusual that both of us took so much emotional comfort from the oral servitude she was giving me, even if it didn't end in an orgasm. At times, she simply kept my cock in her mouth as I relaxed. Other times, she prostrated herself and spent time kissing my feet. It was almost uncomfortable to experience such servitude but at the same time, deeply comforting and bonding for the both of us.
Once or twice during the following week, Maddy worked late too but she did so naked, in just her collar, because and I quote, "I feel more comfortable like this now." Some of her behaviour changes told me she was also adjusting and taking comfort from our relationship, especially in how she was able to be in it. Even more so when there was stress in other parts of her life.
Maddy went out after work on the Friday, and I managed to stop in for a drink with James and Mark, who I hadn't seen in a while. We cleared the air about Jane and Maddy being good friends and he assured me he had no problem with it; that he and Jane were very much in the past.
Mark stayed just for a couple of drinks and James and I later agreed that our friendship with Mark would probably be heading in the same direction, sadly. He seemed completely disinterested with making plans again anytime soon. James had practically dragged him out to see us. The good news was that he seemed very happy in his new relationship and some of the demons of his past seemed to be staying there. He was moving on, as friends sometimes did. It seemed he wanted to move on from us too in order to let go of his past.
By the time I made it home, Maddy was already waiting for me, having opted to call it an early night with her piercing the following day, and a busy weekend of tidying the house before Katie's imminent arrival. We got into bed soon after I showered and dragged Maddy with me for some hot, wet sex.
Maddy got her piercing as planned the next day and it brought with it a side to Maddy that I'd never seen before, but I knew had once existed.
Maddy, as was no surprise, had done extensive research into finding a piercing and tattoo shop with great reviews. We found one with good reviews and a piercer with lots of recommendations, a few towns over.
The body artist was a very attractive, striking woman, perhaps a couple of years younger than Maddy and I. She was tall and whilst not as tall as Maddy, carried herself with a confidence and self-assurance that would be hard to falter. Her dark hair looked to be dyed that way and it sat in a messy bun held together by a pencil. Her skin was pale and her nails painted black. Her look was one of contrasts - where she seemed to have rebelled against the softness of her features with stark tattoos on her arms and a hardened stare that betrayed her when she smiled upon greeting us.
I noticed at once that Maddy was flustered around her. Instinct told me it was because she was Maddy's type and I wondered if she looked similar to the woman Maddy was dating when she was younger, with the pierced nipples. Whether that was accurate or not was unclear, but what was clear was the mutual attraction between Maddy, and the lady who introduced herself as Riley, as she cleaned the site of the piercing and casually complimented Maddy's body.
Maddy had made me come into the room with her but I ended up standing out of the way, feeling very much like an observer between their measured conversation as they worked each other out. Riley's hair was long as she pulled it out of the bun and into a ponytail, ready to work. Her tongue was pierced, and her eyes were dark and mischievous. There was a naughtiness to her that I knew Maddy would be attracted to but thus far, Riley had barely looked my way.
"So what made you decide on this piercing as well as your nipples?" Riley asked casually, while holding the piercing gun. An attractive Irish accent inflected some of her words.
"My boyfriend wanted me to get it pierced and I like to make him happy," Maddy replied. It wasn't strictly true but I saw what she was doing in letting Riley know of our dynamic, even subtly.
Riley looked around and studied me afresh. A friendly smile reached her soft lips. "You're a lucky man. She's a very sexy woman."
I flicked my eyes over to Maddy who bit her lip and flashed me a pleading look that I read to say carry on. "I'm a very lucky man, she's the whole package. Sexy, confident, does what she's told." I held Riley's stare and watched her swallow.
"That's a lucky combination. A bit too obedient for my tastes, mind. I like my women demanding or bratty. There's got to be some kind of fire there, you know?"
Underneath her words, I was sure I could hear her daring me, daring us, to change that. I merely smiled while I assessed the situation.
She turned back to Maddy who was looking at us both in arousal. Her thoughts had already run away with her, and I had to suppress a chuckle. "I wasn't into dick until his," Maddy declared, being deliberately testing. It was a level of brazenness that surprised me.
Riley said nothing and I shot Maddy a warning look. She winked and gave me a look that I read as relax. I trusted her but I didn't trust my growing arousal. Maddy was something else, when she wanted to be.
Maddy got her piercing with relative ease and only half-listened to the aftercare instructions. Thankfully, one of us was more switched-on than turned-on.
Maddy stood up and thanked her. Then, just like that, she leaned in and kissed Riley on the lips. The kiss was returned briefly before Riley pulled away, looking down guiltily and clearing her throat. "Maybe I was wrong," the piercer added thoughtfully.
I was aroused both by the sight of their kiss and Maddy's confidence in instigating it. I kept my expression neutral because I wanted to see how Riley felt about it, without my influence.
Before Riley could think on it any further, Maddy took Riley's face in her hand and gently turned her head so that they were looking at each other. "He would be involved, that's non-negotiable. I think you can handle that, and you never know, you might like it." Maddy winked and Riley smirked. "My number's in my appointment form if you want to meet up for a drink."
She walked out coolly, not looking back. Riley and I exchanged a look, I smirked at her shocked look, proud of Maddy's confidence at finally stepping forward with her want, and left too. Maddy was paying for the piercing at the counter when I got there and wouldn't look at me until we left.
When the door had closed behind us I tried to start first. "That-"
"I'm sorry, I felt the vibe and couldn't really wait to ask, then I kinda lost my head at the end there 'cause she was hesitant about you and I thought fuck it, let me take a risk and deal with my punishment later," she rushed out quickly.
"- was hot," I finished. "Really hot."
"You're not mad?" She looked over at me in surprise.
"Not in the slightest," I promised. "Impressed, slightly amazed and extremely horny, yes. I will spank you for obvious reasons, but I'm not mad." I didn't even bother to look around as I said it. At that point, I didn't care who might be listening in. We made our way towards the car and the drive home.
Maddy was a lot wiser as we walked. She turned her screen towards me and a note had been written on it:
'Riley said in her aftercare talk that I can't have anything rubbing against my piercing. With that in mind, would you maybe like to bend me over and fuck me after my spanking? You can tell me all about how hot you found it and I can tell you all about how I kept thinking about her on her knees with me, sucking your cock with that tongue piercing.'
I looked over at Maddy in undisguised lust. She blew me a kiss and kept walking, smugly.
***
"It's quite unusual nowadays to make a new friend in your twenties that you haven't met at work," Katie said to the table as a whole.
"We got quite lucky," Jane agreed over her spaghetti. "I thought my days of making new friends were over, never mind a bestie."
Maddy & I let them talk, having been with Katie for a few days now and exhausted most of the conversation topics. Jane's presence was providing fresh energy, especially as Maddy was tired and wasn't talking much.
It was the second time in a week that we had been to Vincenzi's with Katie. Maddy had also spent some quality time with her sister, and it meant that she had barely spent an evening indoors. She was a self-confessed homebody but the nightly activities out of the house, and the fact the house was now in a state of contained-chaos, was stressing her. The bottleneck with our purchase had finally been solved and we were going to be moving home imminently. But as with these things, there's an exponential increase of stress over those final few weeks and then days.
I drew the waiter's attention for another bottle of wine after Katie topped up our glasses. "I'm glad you're both getting on since you'll be moving a lot of heavy boxes over the next couple of weeks," I teased to the two brunettes. Maddy grinned and her hand rubbed along my thigh, just out of sight.
"You've got 3 demanding women here, I doubt we'll be doing much except telling you what to do," Katie teased back, looking across and to her left for support. Maddy and Jane nodded along though avoided each other's gaze.
I chuckled. Maddy had a side to her that everyone else saw, and then there was the one I saw. The side she had chosen to show me.
After we ordered dessert, Jane excused herself to the restroom and Katie joined her. Maddy turned to me the second they were out of earshot. Her eyes seemed to come alive with the excitement of some time alone. "Sir, I am craving your dominance so badly. Please can we go to our bedroom as soon as we reasonably can when we get home?"
I nodded; I was feeling the gap of Maddy's submission too. We'd established protocols prior to Katie's arrival and enhanced them during her stay as Maddy's stress grew, both with the house move and work. Guidelines, rules and expectations were created, that Maddy could subtly follow, without my overt control of her. Because they needed to be subtle and inconspicuous, the protocols were more intense than they would otherwise have been. One such protocol was that Maddy was not allowed to head to our room for the night before me.
"Yes, and yesterday's situation applies again tonight," I replied with a firm look. Maddy nodded, already aware that was going to be the case.
I was making her talk about her day and what was stressing her out, rather than internalising it as she was now doing with Katie around. It hadn't worked at first, until I had the brainwave of having her tell me about it on her knees and naked. Stripped bare and beneath me, she did as she was told.
"I love you," she whispered, as she took my hand in hers and kissed it. I watched as she planted further kisses along the back of my hand, as she took comfort in the subtle demonstration of worship.
"You two are so cute," an Australian accent pulled us out of our bubble. "My sister is smitten, it's adorable." Jane joined the 'aww' that followed.
"Don't even care," Maddy shrugged, in a way that sounded like it was intended for me. I shot her a firm look and she half-rolled her eyes as if to say: well I don't. But she acquiesced under my raised eyebrows.
"And a novel just went unspoken," Katie observed with a grin.
The bill arrived and after much back-and-forth, I won out against all three of them and paid the whole thing. "You're our guest, allow me to look after you," I offered in response to Katie's exasperated face.
We stood to leave, and I held Maddy's coat for her before putting on my own, standing behind her with her sleeves in reach. "Aww, he is such a gent." Maddy blushed crimson at her sister's compliment.
Yes, I took care of Maddy but on this occasion it was for less chivalrous reasons. The long coat was intended to hide her lack of underwear beneath her tight dress, as well as the butt plug that might have been visible if someone happened to be looking her way. With an ass as good as hers, and the deliberate prominence of the plug, this wasn't impossible. I wanted Maddy to feel my ownership of her, and with every step in her heels, she did.
We dropped Jane to the nearby station and walked back. After some casual conversation while we took turns in the bathroom, we bid Katie goodnight and went to our room.
As soon as the door closed, Maddy went to pull her dress off. "Slowly," I chided. "It's not a race."
"Yes Sir," she agreed, slowing the speed at which she was drawing the zip down.
I got changed, remaining clothed to contrast Maddy's upcoming nakedness. Her dress left her body, giving me a beautiful view of my Goddess in just a cream lace bra and thigh highs.
"The bra can go, the thigh highs can stay, then kneel." I ordered.
I sat back against the bed and scrolled through my phone, ignoring her. This too, was deliberate. I gave Maddy time to let the situation work for her and for her mind to slow down, before I engaged with her.
"Who do you belong to?" I asked at last.
"You, Sir." No hesitation.
"Who do you serve?"
"You, Sir."
"Good girl."
She blushed and looked down, waiting. I rose from the end of the bed and sat at the edge, facing her. I pointed and she crawled to close the distance by my feet. "Thank you Sir," she whispered.
I placed my hand on her cheek, cupping her face with my palm for comfort. "Talk to me, Mads."
I kept my hand there and she rubbed her face against my skin. Her cheek felt a lot softer than my hand would have done.
"It was a very stressful day, Sir." Maddy admitted quietly. "I never knew just how good you were at your job."
There was a hint of playfulness and teasing in her response, which filled me with comfort too. I had seen from her body language how tense she had been about it all. Michelle and the way she ran projects, the way she talked down to Maddy and the way it made Maddy feel about herself. As with anyone who faced a similar situation, she could either become passive and disengage from the situation, or wrestle for control. Maddy being Maddy, she chose the latter and the result was an uplift in tension, stress and control across all areas of her life as she fought the battle.



"And just think," I grinned, "I did that with you around me all day, teasing me."
She blushed in a way I still maintained I should never be able to do to her. "No, I'm serious Adam," she replied with a smile and a plea for me to listen, indicated by the use of my name, "you actually listened, you worked within the comms plan. This new woman, it's just, it's a mess," she stuttered, suddenly full of stress all over again.
"I understand," I replied slowly. "You want to take charge because you think you can do it better, even though it's not your job."
Maddy looked struck by that but remained silent. I held her stare until she looked down submissively.
"You need to work with her, not against her. Stop thinking you're better than her and collaborate. The fact that you are better than her is irrelevant," I admonished with a harsher inflection in my tone. "I want you to be on your knees tomorrow night telling me how you looked to support her and partner with her, not wrest control from her."
There was silence as Maddy absorbed my words. The length of it was such that someone who knew her less well than I might have broken it.
"You're right Sir," she whispered quietly. "I'm being brash. I'm sorry."
I placed my finger under her chin, encouraging her to look up at me. She did so with perhaps the warmest smile I'd seen from her. I smiled back at her and softened my tone considerably. "Do you think yourself less powerful if you lose to her? Has our dynamic not showed you the power of being below?"
"I love you, Adam, more than you know. Thank you for helping me to own who I am."
_
I awoke a couple of days later to an empty bed. The faint sounds of talking filled my ears. Checking my phone, it was before my alarm was due to go off so I spent a couple of minutes enjoying a light snooze.
When I did emerge, I found Maddy & Katie rolling up yoga mats. "It amazes me that you've found the space to do yoga," I grinned, pointing around at the boxes. The removal van was booked for the following day. Maddy & I would be spending the first night alone in our new home together at her request, and then Katie would join the following day.
"You don't do yoga, you practice it," Katie teased.
I shrugged and went to the bathroom to get ready for work. It was the last time I would be taking that dreadful commute and I felt nostalgic about it.
Maddy & I left for work, leaving Katie behind. We walked hand in hand to the station and I sensed similar feelings of nostalgia in Maddy. "I'll miss it here," she acknowledged finally.
"Me too," I replied, squeezing her hand. "I found a home here."
We got off at different stops and I was still feeling the effects of Maddy's parting kiss as I sat in the coffee shop outside the station, waiting for the woman who was meeting me.
Did I feel deceitful? Of course I did. But Maddy wanted this, and I was sure, once she eventually knew, she'd be happy with it. More of my headspace that morning was consumed on myself and whether I could do what I was about to do.
I thought back to our first meeting at work. How the lucky mention of the need for a roommate had brought us together. How we ended up working on the same projects within weeks, without knowing that was going to happen. I thought about Jess and how she had sensed something was there before I'd seen it. How did I miss it? Flickers of Maddy's laughter, her beautiful face, red from tennis. Her ass in that black dress. The things we did together.
I was the luckiest man alive.
"Earth to Adam," sung a familiar voice. I looked up from the black boots, dark jeans and thick coat, hiding what I knew to be a thin frame. Her dark hair was no longer tied up as it had been when I last saw it.
"Hey Katie," I replied with a smile.
We hugged and she stole some of my coffee. "You really sold that you were going to work. I almost forgot, if not for your pointed 'have a good day'."
We stood up after she declined my wordless offer of a coffee as I pointed to the counter. "Doing some yoga must have tired you out," I teased.
We left and walked towards the pre-planned jewellery store. "You know Maddy's going to be unbearable when it comes to shopping for dresses."
"That's a problem for you and your Mum," I grinned.
End.
***
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"Marc?"
Raised eyebrows were all it took for the pretty brunette at the doorway to sigh and try again.
"Fine, Marco?"
"Gab?" I replied with a barely contained smile, waiting for the eyeroll that typically followed this exchange.
"Why must I always call you your full name whilst you get to shorten mine?"
I could have lip-synced in time with the response she gave me but that would have been pushing it. I placed my pen horizontally across the textbook I had been reading, marking my place. Carbapenem antibiotics were unlikely to be as interesting as whatever had drawn my older sister to my room. With a 90-degree spin and a slight pushback of the wheeled desk chair, I was facing her. "Do you want me to answer that, or should I ask Mum to?" I smirked and she smirked too, the annoyance dissipating.
She stepped into the room, reducing the risk of her voice travelling to the other occupant downstairs and donned an Italian accent that sounded nothing like our Mum. "When you speak to a man in your family, you address them with respect."
I nodded in mock-approval, pointing towards my bed and wheeled my desk chair to a distance close enough that we could chat quietly. In truth, I preferred Gabriella over Gab, and liked Gabby even less, but my sister preferred the latter and hated the former, so I went with Gab when I wasn't trying to piss her off. She drifted in, bare feet barely denting the plush carpets. Gracefulness to go with her slim figure.
She collapsed dramatically on the bed, her long black hair spread out around her, mirroring the sudden drama of her movements. A deep sigh followed between her full lips. With her eyes looking up at the ceiling, I was left to look at the side-features of her perfectly straight nose and the little dimple of her chin. She took a strand of her hair and wrapped it around her finger. It was straight with a hint of wave, falling to the middle of her back. She was about 5'5 so it was a feature that really stuck out. She had that just-washed look to her hair a lot of the time and with her olive skin and dark, hooded eyes, she was hot. She also did beautiful very well too and she could be understated when she wanted to be. Some people just have a combination that gives them something extra without even trying, and Gab had that.
I let her speak first because it seemed obvious that she would. "How's the books Mr Logic?" You clap after one Star Trek episode and suddenly you've got a nickname for life. It didn't help that it described me well.
"Not bad, Ms Fashion." A similarly uncreative nickname but it summed her up well too. She studied fashion, she looked trendy (I was reliably told ripped high-waisted jeans and crop tops were trendy) and now she worked in fashion, as a merchandiser for a high-street store. "It's Pharmacy. It's memory, rules and problem-solving with logic. Was I ever going to enjoy anything more?"
She laughed. "We're so different," she observed casually. She had a warmth to her voice that was always disarming. I was drawn to the aforementioned ripped jeans which showed off some of her tanned legs and then to the bare stomach that was on show around her naval area. Her pierced belly button was a constant reminder of the time she had finally revealed its existence to our mother and taken the lecture of her life about it. "I got all the creative, you got all the academic, huh?"
I smiled. "You got the looks, I got the glasses, yes."
"I miss your glasses," Gab pouted.
Everyone had at least one thing about them that they fixated on, and mine was my hair. How does that relate to my glasses, you might ask?
Well, I'd paid for laser eye surgery the previous year to sort my eyesight out as I couldn't handle the thinning of my hair on the sides of my head. Plus, genetics had told me I was going to lose the rest of my hair at a young age.
Losing hair at the top and the sides? No, thank you Satan.
I stood up and walked to the landing. "How long 'til dinner, Mum?" I waited for her response, sent with an English accent and not an Italian one, and then turned back around. "10 minutes until dinner. You have that long to tell me what's up and get my advice on it."
Gab scrunched her eyes shut - something she always did at my directness and to my mind, her way of staying patient. "I always feel like you're the older one out of the two of us and I gave up trying to pretend otherwise when you were first at university, and Mum & I suddenly needed to make all the household decisions."
She laughed and I smiled, thinking about the first year of study when I was living away from home and how much better I was living with my family. I moved back the following year and at 22, was still living at home. As was my sister at 24. We were close-knit and even though neither of us nor our parents were born in Italy, we both liked the more traditional approach of living at home until we had a family.
"Man of the house," I said with a shrug, not with any humour attached to my voice this time. "Decisions are my responsibility, right?"
Yep, it wasn't very progressive and yes, my sister was a feminist, but in our house, I took charge. That epic argument between my Mum and Sister over her piercing? It finished when I decided she could keep it. It would be strange to an outsider, and to be fair we didn't broadcast the running of our house to anyone else, but it worked for us. Despite the feistiness they both brought into conversation or, heaven forbid, arguments, both my mum and my sister were more passive types when it came to deciding things. They could make decisions, but it would mentally tire them eventually. Conversely, taking the lead energised me; always had. As soon as I had turned 18, I had told them both how I wanted things to work, and after some initial shock, they had responded positively. My mum gravitated towards that kind of role and while my sister pushed a little at first, she soon recognised how good it was for her. How it kept her focused and ambitious with her career. She let loose and had fun, but she cut out the noise and distractions of frequent clubbing, never-ending social media posting and dirtbag boyfriends.
Well, almost.
"On that note," my sister started, sitting up, "I was hoping you could do me a favour."
Here it comes.
She took a deep breath, "Could you pick me up from Jerry's studio later?"
What to ask first? I started with the where, given she was going to see that idiot. "Do you mean that little shoebox he calls a place to live, or the art studio he rents a corner of?"
"The art studio," she'd replied awkwardly. "I'm going to take some photos of his latest work so he can send them over to a few gallery contacts."
Jerry. I knew he was trouble minutes after she started talking about him. She liked a project, liked a maverick. He was the only thing causing tension in our house now. Not because I didn't want her to be happy and ironically, not because I didn't want her to make her own decisions. I was all for Gab supporting a partner and helping them achieve their dreams. But Jerry's dreams weren't of reality. He had no talent. Worse, he thought he was so talented that the rest of us just didn't understand the depth of his gift.
We set the time she wanted to be picked up and then went downstairs to dinner. Our mum was setting the table, with an Italian salad, warm bread and chicken waiting for us. The women in my house had the same type of hair - straight with some waves and a shine on it. They had similar features too in the shape of their noses and the delicate cheeks. My sister got the little chin dimple from our dad. I got his thick black hair and natural strong build, despite rarely working out. Think: stereotypical Italian man, and you were close to what I looked like, though less handsome for sure. I was a well-built geek. More Spock than Stallone.
But that was where the similarities between my mum and sister ended because in body type, they were drastically different. My sister was slim, almost with a dancer's figure. My mum had the curves my sister lacked, yet with a figure slimmer than her bum and breasts would have you believe. My sister was hot, my mum was sexy.
That was my life.
***
I was back to the books later that evening and had lost track of time when I felt the phone buzz.
"Hey," I answered. "I'll get in the car and be right over."
"Great, uh, can you meet me at the service station on the corner? I just need to pop in for something." Gab's tone was casual, but her request was unusual.
"Everything okay? I can bring something from home if you need it?" I kept my voice casual but was now on red alert as I put my trainers on. Mum shot me a quizzical look by the door, but I shook my head.
"All fine," Gab replied cheerily. Almost too sweet in her casualness. Something was wrong. That was her lying tone.
"Be right over, don't go anywhere else."
I drove over at speed, keeping just within the limits and was there in less than 20 minutes. A traffic diversion meant I approached the service station from the opposite way, and I saw Gab with a cigarette in her hand, looking in the other direction and checking for my car.
When I pulled in, she walked over and got in, with no sign she'd been smoking. "Before we go anywhere," I said, as soon as she got in, "am I going to want to go up that building and punch him?" I wasn't a fighter, but I'd be damned if a guy like that was going to dump my sister and have the last laugh.
She scrunched her eyes shut and took a deep breath. Her voice was that same type of casual when she answered. "That'd be two shit things to happen to him tonight since I also just dumped him."
I was elated but now worried. Fuckboys like Jerry rarely let go easy. "How did he react?"
"He was fine, can we go now?" She replied flippantly, with a wave of her hand to boot.
I sighed, loud enough for her to know it was a warning. "I saw you smoking, tell me what happened Gabriella."
"Uh, I fucking hate how observant you are." I let it go as clearly, she was hurting. "He told me I'm fake and I'm a shit lay, and he wouldn't miss me. And some other hurtful shit. Happy? Can we go now?"
I should have known not to ask anything else, but I didn't, because I frequently don't know when to stop probing and I was searching for reasons to go up there and say goodbye in a different way. "Fake how?"
She bit her nail as we sat there in the parking spot, engine off. "How did he phrase it? That I look like I should be wild but I'm just a cock shrinker in reality." She laughed humourlessly.
I however, laughed hard. "That's the best he could come up with?" Gab moved her hand from her mouth but before she could argue the pointed, I added, "You're a fucking stunner and you've been wasting your time. He's not even worth the police caution I'd get. We're going." That brought a small smile.
We drove back in silence until I turned the radio on and let some hard rock wash over us. Let out any anger we both felt, for slightly different reasons. When we got home, Mum was up and waiting for us. "All okay?" We both nodded though Gab went straight upstairs. "I guess not then?"
I shook my head. "Great for us: they've broken up. Though he said some nasty things at the end."
Mum sighed, drawing her gown around her - more for comfort as opposed to preventing a chill. Her legs were on show, with the night gown stopping at the knee. "Yes, they typically do. Hot chocolate?"
"Sure," I replied, watching her for a second. I emptied my pockets on the counter, took my trainers off and joined her at the dining table, away from the stairs. "Dad was an idiot," I told her when she walked back over, a mug in each hand. He'd left when she was 21 and raising two young kids as a stay-at-home Mum, suddenly realising a wife and kids at that age wasn't what he wanted from life. Asshole.
She smiled but ignored me otherwise. "What time's your first class?"
"1pm," I replied by memory. "Independent study before then. I'll leave at lunch."
"I'll make you lunch in the morning before I leave."
I nodded. My Mum was a successful chief of staff at a local authority. It was her job to bring in change to the business, manage performance and deliver a good service. She'd won awards for it too. 'Employee of the Year: Emma Rossi' sat on the mantelpiece. I'd gone to her office during my teenage years, when school was shut for the holidays, and Gab & I had nowhere else to go. Kick ass good was an understatement. I regularly reminded her of it when she needed a boost or in response to her praise of my own work ethic.
We spoke about the next few days at her job and then my classes, over the hot chocolates. I was drawn to the hint of cleavage that had appeared as we relaxed and spoke. She was easily a D-cup, and it was hard to ignore. Looking at her lips as she spoke was just as challenging, so I settled on maintaining eye contact as often as I could.
Eventually, the close proximity of a sexually available female, freshly clean and dutiful, got to me. I felt myself becoming aroused. Evolution hadn't eradicated some behaviours, no matter who the cause was. Faced with the dilemma of shifting in my seat and adjusting, or hoping it would pass, I chose the latter. The nature of my role in the house aided my calmness too. There was something about being in charge that brought with it calmness and confidence for me. It also wasn't the first time I was aroused by the women in my house. Summertime when they were both sunbathing in the garden was a very stressful time for me.
So, I relaxed and maintained eye-contact as we spoke, aware that the heightened stress of studying was likely leading to a higher need for release, and a heightened libido. Clearly this growing pattern was problematic and leading me to lose my subtlety as after glancing below the neck, I looked up to see my Mum looking away in shyness and then after a deep breath, in a moment of unashamed confidence, directly at my crotch.
"I thought I wasn't imagining the tension," she breathed, with eyes threatening to stare a hole in my jeans.
A part of my brain intended for self-preservation urged me to close my legs and maybe even stand up. But I didn't. For the longest time - and it may only have been 10 seconds - my mum stared back up at my face, and I stared at her.
"Are you having a silent freak out?" I asked eventually. I was probably more freaked out about how calm I was, in honesty.
She shook her head and looked down. She held her gaze for a second more and then tore her eyes away. She picked up the mug and drained the last of the contents. "Words," she said at last, with a gesture as if to say: I can't find any.
I drained the rest of my mug too. "The logical part of my brain is just telling the rest of my brain to recognise this is an unplanned reaction to being around a beautiful woman and not thinking about anything else."
"Are you thinking about other things then?" She probed. She normally spoke in what I could best describe as a motherly tone, even at work. But right then, there was a heat to her voice, almost unable to finish her question.
I realised for the first time that she hadn't covered up when she saw my reaction. I looked at her again, emboldened by that, even though a growing part of my brain was reminding me who this was. I paused. Did I want to say anything more? "No," I replied finally. "Which is why I should say nothing else."
An understanding fell between us, and we went upstairs to sleep. Between Gab, Mum and I, I doubt any of us slept well.
***
Gab threw herself into work over the following weeks and when she was finishing work early enough to do anything with us, she instead opted to be out with friends. We never got any further explanation of what had caused the sudden breakup, though I pondered it in the moments after she left the house, always in a rush, always eager to get out. I was certain it was driven by Gab, and her careless behaviour spoke of someone in rebellion. What she was rebelling over was anyone's guess. Certainly, Mum & I hadn't a clue.
When she was around, my compliments increased to accommodate the assumed level of upset and self-consciousness I thought she had. It gave me reason to properly look at her too, which was pleasant. Who was I kidding? The chance to look at the beautiful woman I'd avoided looking at for the last couple of years, now with some level of justifiable reason for doing so? Pleasant was an understatement.
I knew I really needed to work on being subtle but at the same time, my sex drive felt like it was going through the roof without release. A girlfriend would just be a distraction from studying, I had reasoned after a distracted year with a couple of steady girlfriends and lots of sex. I chose to ignore the other significant reasons closer to home.
To help justify my decision in those hornier moments, I was studying hard and doing well with my grades. I was also limiting my social life to a maximum of two activities a week until Christmas. Mum was also busy with work, reminding us both where we got our work ethic from. Between seminars, lectures and lab, I was out of the house almost as often as Gab. This increased space was good for all of us, as I felt some unrecognised tension had dissipated some, during the times we were together.
Mealtimes remained a frequent time of overlap. Mum continued to cook up a feast, with leftovers aplenty for warm lunches in the colder months. Gab was sometimes on hand to help with the prep and set the table, her normal tasks. I did the drinks and sat at the head of the table with food served first. Life was normal in that regard. For us.
Conversations were a little more forced at times when Gab was around, with that underlying tension present. The best way I could describe it was compounds waiting to react and create. We all felt it; none of us dared stoke it. I did notice Gab had become somewhat more withdrawn at mealtimes. Less engaged in conversation, less keen to catch our eye.
"What do you think it is?" I asked my Mum one evening, as we sat together by the fire, slowly working our way through glasses of Baileys.
She took a sip of the Irish cream liqueur before she answered. It was a sign of Christmas approaching, when the Baileys turned up in the weekly shop. We had started to spend more evenings together than we'd ever done before, chatting by the electric fire with the television playing lightly in the background.
"I have my thoughts," Mum admitted slowly. "Just thoughts, at this point."
"And feelings?" I teased, given both women in the household were feelers, compared to my logical brain. It had taken much work with Gab and my Mum, to get me to look at things in that way, so it was now a running joke.
Mum smiled and winked to tease me back. I was immediately struck by the heat in my cheeks and a stirring in my groin. She was so sexy; constantly hidden by the proper mask she wore. I was certain there was something under the surface that wasn't what she allowed people to see.
Being driven by feeling here, Marco? Your brain is disappointed.
"Yes, feelings. I was young once too," she replied eventually, lost in thought.
"You're hardly old," I added quickly. "You're doing better than women half your age."
That wasn't a lie, I had no clue how she continued to look so good.
"You're a flatterer," she blushed, as I hid my cheeks behind the glass. "I've raised a man - don't think that's lost on me."
I could have interrupted that several ways. A combination of the alcohol in the glass, the stirring of familiar tension and the glow of her cheeks, drove me in a riskier direction.



I swallowed. "And yet you sit across from me all covered up," I indicated to her loose nightdress and the thin robe she wore around it. She blushed harder but didn't stop me, so I carried on determined. "I enjoy these evenings together, why do you wrap up as though you're worried what people will think?"
"I... I'm not." She whispered.
"You're worried what I'll think?" I asked half-rhetorically, already knowing the answer as comprehension dawned.
"I would like you to dress more appropriately next time we have a glass," I said as firmly as I could. I was supposed to finish with 'together' but trying to be that firm in such an inappropriate way had caused my mouth to dry up.
I stood up quite suddenly, draining the rest of my glass in one, because my dry mouth was demanding attention. Mum looked shocked but not in a way I could attribute as negative.
"And talk to your daughter, find out what's troubling her," I got out more strongly.
"I will, Marco," she responded quietly and with a reassuring smile. "Goodnight."
I lay awake for an hour or two that night, processing the way I had escalated things. Being direct was normal and welcomed in my house, but this was in a very different way, with a different meaning. I had got as close as I could get to saying 'I want to see you look sexy for me' to my Mum, without outright saying it to her.
I heard Gab's door open as I was drifting off, heard the toilet flush and fell asleep being vaguely aware that she too must have things on her mind. I hoped the talk our Mum was going to have with her would work.
***
When the following week rolled around, Mum & I still hadn't spoken about what had happened. It might have been because there was limited cross-over to do so, but that same feeling of tension remained whenever we ran into each other, or during dinner when Gab was out. It was the kind of tension that comes around when there's unaddressed issues - that proverbial 'elephant in the room'. There was no doubting what that was, especially as I saw a noticeable improvement in the effort Mum was putting into her outfits.
She was out of the house twice during the week before my exams and given she knew classes were over for the semester and I'd be at home studying all the time, that seemed deliberate. Both activities had been planned for a while though, including a day at the races with her collection of friends. Her friends varied in age across the 30's and 40's - some from work, some who she used to work with, and others were the Mum's of kids Gab & I went to school with, but no longer spoke to. All were of similarly good looks, all enjoyed the maternal role, all had some level of resentment for their roles in the family being seen as old-fashioned. Wine nights hosted at ours were insightful affairs on the debate of gender roles in modern society.
She came downstairs that morning in a cream skirt, blazer and hat. Gab wolf-whistled as she stepped into her shoes and I used an excuse to check her out, cashing in all the points I'd given myself for fighting off thoughts of her over the preceding weeks.
"Wow, Mum, you look hot. Who's the lucky guy?" Gab asked flirtatiously. I could have sworn both women avoided eye contact with me.
"If Tom Selleck's there he might get lucky," Mum winked. "Or Chris Hemsworth, I'm open either way."
I feigned vomiting over my cereal while Gab giggled. Both of us were in the kitchen area which had a view of the lounge, Gab was still weighing up what to eat despite getting there before me. She was in her pyjamas and had enjoyed a late rise. "Would a younger man even know what to do with you?" Gab asked casually, as though she could have been commenting on the cereal options.
"Gabriella! Don't push it. And in front of your brother too." Just like that, the traditional views were back. Gab fell silent with an eyeroll. "And dress up a bit better for your brother, huh?" She walked away after a very quick kiss on my cheek and a more normal one on her daughter's.
"What's wrong with her and looking good all of a sudden?" Gab muttered as the front door closed. I pretended not to hear her.
Mum had kept up with my direction. We hadn't discussed it, but just my indication of how I wanted her to look at home, had been taken seriously. Gone was the robe and in its place was sexier but more appropriate nightwear. I wasn't sure when she'd bought it all - I just hoped she hadn't gone nightwear shopping with Gab when they'd gone shopping together earlier that week!
Gab had come back in slightly better spirits though, so I strongly doubted a conversation about our Mum picking out sexier loungewear for my visual pleasure had come up.
After she left, I spread my books out on the dining table for a change of scenery, while Gabby seemingly spent endless hours on her phone in the other room, under the pretence of using social media posts of the latest trends 'for work knowledge'.
"You're slacking," I commented after a while, seeing her walk in with eyes glued to her phone and bumping into the fruit bowl, which spilled. She looked over, putting the items back in a random order. I raised my eyebrows, she scowled and then put them back in the way Mum arranged them. I did it more to test her, and maybe frustrate her a little, as she was more prone to being honest when she was ticked off. "I hoped Mum had spoken to you but if she has and it hasn't worked, do we need to speak?"
My stern voice and directness left no room for negotiation - she knew I was pissed off and now wasn't the time for her to push me. One look in my direction showed her my tussled hair, my slightly stressed look and more bookmarks in the textbooks than could be counted. "I'll fix up," she replied at once, putting her phone away. Then she sighed. "God, if anyone knew how I respond to my younger brother, they'd think I was a freak."
"You work best when you're pushed and challenged Gab, you always have," I responded evenly.
She considered me for a moment, closed her eyes and shook her head. A deep, dramatic sigh followed. Before I could ask her what was wrong, she walked out with purpose and went upstairs. I shook my head and went back to the books.
About twenty minutes and one chapter of drug families later, Gab re-entered the kitchen completely transformed. Gone were the pyjamas, and in their place were high-waisted jeans and a roll neck jumper. Gab had tied her sleek black hair into a bun and applied a gentle touch of makeup that gave her the understated look I was so fond of.
Yet again, before I could ask about her weird behaviour, I was interrupted. This time by her phone ringing.
"Hey babe," the name told me it was one of her many friends, "I know, I know, I'm sorry to bail at such short notice, something's come up." She had turned her back to me and as such, I went back to reading the page I was on, blocking her out.
When she hung up, she busied herself checking the food cupboards and the fridge, evidently seeing what was there. She waited until I looked up before she spoke. "I'm going to drive to the supermarket and get in something good for lunch for us. What would you like?"
"Surprise me," I said automatically, although she'd been doing plenty of that in the last hour. She nodded and collected her stuff, bending down slightly to take the trash out of its container. I couldn't stop myself checking out her firm ass in those jeans and the way her cheeks curved as they formed above her thighs. She had a bubble butt to which I'd never seen any as good before. Mum had the boobs; Gabby had the ass.
She turned back and blushed as I looked at her, just about flicking my eyes up in time. "What are you missing out on doing today so you can make us lunch?"
She answered when I could no longer see her, as she approached the door. "Something that isn't as good for me as this."
_
Gab spent the afternoon doing chores she'd seemingly neglected the last few weeks. I watched her carry in a pile of laundry after lunch (cold cuts, cheese and fresh bread), and she frequently asked if she could do anything. The sudden switch in her behaviour was surprising, bordering on alarming.
It was after 6pm when I finally gave up for the day. "Just a couple more exams next week and you'll be free to proper celebrate Christmas with us," Gab said encouragingly, as she helped me pack my books up and take them upstairs. I felt absurdly grateful for the way she careful kept the bookmark at the right point in the page and smiled encouraging.
"Well, just the present buying to worry about first, and then I can really enjoy it," I reminded her as we climbed the stairs. "Any ideas on what you want?"
She shrugged. "I'll think about it. On a separate note, Mum messaged our family chat to say she was having dinner out. There's stuff indoors for pasta, if you're interested?"
"Nope," I said at once, having already seen the message and thought about it. "I'm taking you for dinner, as a little thank you for how great you've been today."
"You don't need to do that!" Gab replied in a very dramatic way that betrayed how excited she clearly was.
I felt good about making her feel good. "I want to," I insisted. "Nothing fancy, something casual so we can hang out properly."
"Perfect," she replied. "Let me get changed."
I caught her arm and spun her around before she could head to her room. "You look fantastic as you are."
I drove us to a local Spanish place that did authentic beers and tapas that we both loved. There was a Mariachi playing on the other side of the restaurant, adding a relaxed vibe. We drunk beer, though I switched to mocktails after the first, while Gab stayed on the beers. We chatted, talked about work and Christmas plans, and laughed about years gone by where we'd spent the run-up to Christmas acting in Nativity plays as kids.
"Do you remember the year I was Mary, and you were Joseph? Wrong on so many levels." Gab giggled sweetly. "Ah the joys of innocence."
After I tried and failed to get Gabby to decide what she wanted for Christmas, a comfortable silence fell on us as we settled on what to have for dessert.
"We haven't done this in a while," I noted as Gab took the surroundings in. "You've been hard to pin down recently."
She took a sip before she answered. "I just had a bit of a 'fuck men' thing going on for a bit. Unfortunately, that included you."
I nodded, fair enough. "It sounds like you took it quite hard with shitbag and the breakup?"
"Yeah," she went a little quiet. "He was well, shit, wasn't he?" We both laughed. "But he still made me feel like I was the problem. And maybe I am, you know?"
I looked at her quizzically. "How do you mean?"
"Just the way I am, I guess," she replied a little tentatively. It finally felt like she was opening up to me after weeks of her avoiding us. It took more patience than I wanted right then to keep quiet and let her arrange her thoughts. "Like, the way I respond better to direction and assertiveness. It makes me feel like I'm seen as an idiot who can't make her own decisions."
"I don't think you're an idiot," I assured her at once, losing my ability to stay patient. "You're smart, capable, confident. You're fantastic at your job, you're creative, you're adventurous. So, what if you prefer to take on a certain role?"
"Thanks Marco," she smiled. "Mum basically said the same the other day. Is being able to cook and wanting to cook for your partner so bad? Are the things I want that bad? Does it make me less of a feminist if I choose to want to take a step back in my relationship while still thinking me and that hypothetical man should still be entitled to have the same rights and be paid the same for the same work?"
"Big questions," I replied slowly, "with a fairly obvious answer."
She nodded in agreement. "My choice. But sometimes you don't help," she grinned at me. In response to my surprised 'huh?' she added, "the way you are and come across. The fact that it's under the same roof can be frustrating at times. You're right there," Gab emphasised with some feeling. "You're so smart, you're direct. You look like the kind of man I fancy. You know, you're not all smooth and waxed. You've got hair, a proper Adam's apple, you're tall, you've got these really intense eyes, especially now you don't wear glasses."
She let it hang there and I nodded, understanding why she preferred me with them, now feeling flushed. What was going on?! If I was reading the signs right, there was a similar level of tension on her part too.
"So, what changed? It all seemed rather sudden this morning," I changed the subject a little bit onto what I'd truly wanted to discuss this evening.
"It was just you saying it how it is." She reached out and took my hand, squeezing it. They were soft but firm in the pressure she used. "You always want the best for me. We're family, you know? We love each other and I know I can always depend on you. I felt good, taking care of you." She blushed but held my stare long enough to show it was earnest.
"So, I can expect you to be at dinner again now?"
"Yes sir," she teased. "I am what I am and until I find someone who accepts that, you'll have to do."
"Someone else," I corrected.
"If you weren't my brother, there wouldn't be a 'someone else'" she air quoted brazenly. It was such that I had to look around. Thankfully her voice hadn't travelled.
"You'll have to put up with my demands in the meantime then," I eventually got out.
As we drove home, she loudly laughed out of nowhere. "What's wrong?" I asked again, amused.
"Mum and her outfits, it's suddenly making sense."
"Right?" I replied, with the air of a very confused young man. She wasn't buying it.
Mum was home and greeted us warmly when we got back. Dinner had seemingly sobered up the glasses of champagne she must have had earlier in the day as she seemed very alert, though tired. She bid us goodnight soon after we all filled each other in our day, and she told us how much she had won at the races. "We'll be going all out on the food this year," she replied cheerily.
"So come on, what were you supposed to do today?" I asked Gab just before bed as we swapped places in the bathroom.
"Speed dating," she replied in her nightdress. It was one of the only items of nightwear she owned that wasn't pyjamas and was appropriate enough to wear around the house. Still, this was tight on her and wasn't doing much to hide her pointed nipples.
I took too long to reply, and she caught me staring. There was absolutely no denying it, so I grinned sheepishly. "Sorry."
She dropped her voice so that our Mum wouldn't hear. "If my brother can't help but look, then I must have come to the right realisation on the way home. The dressing up thing has come from you?"
I nodded, marvelling at how sharp she was. "Did you say speed dating?" I asked suddenly, my brain catching up.
She nodded but waved it off to discuss the more important matter. "Is this sufficiently appealing to you?" Before I could even agree she added, "You know what I want for Christmas from you then, don't you?" I didn't need her manicured nail pointing to the black material to know what she meant.
How had I got myself into a situation where both women in the house were dressing up to excite me?! The answer was that I had no idea. But it sure felt good.
***
My final two exams for the term were in the second week of December, on the Tuesday afternoon and Wednesday morning. Gabriella had worked out that putting the Christmas tree and decorations up on the Thursday allowed for 12 days of Christmas. As such, both her and my Mum had booked the Thursday off to go Christmas shopping with me and buy a tree, put up the decorations and buy presents. Before I knew it, they'd booked the Friday off too. "Let's make the most of it, it'll be fun," Mum promised.
I was exhausted when I got home after my final exam. I didn't even remember going to sleep but before I knew it, Gab was sitting beside me on the bed waking me gently with a hand on my shoulder. "Hey bro, how'd it go?"
"Wasgoingon?" I mumbled.
She chuckled. "You slept all afternoon it seems. If that was me, I'd be in big trouble," she emphasised in mock-seriousness. "I reckon you'd give me a serious telling off."
Her smile and little laugh were so attractive right then that I had an overwhelming urge to kiss her. Before I even knew what I was doing, before my brain could properly wake up to send me a warning signal, I had done so. I placed my lips onto hers and kissed her gently. To my horror, she didn't return it, and I pulled off within a second. It could only have been the faintest contact between us, but my lips were on fire. Whether that was just because the rest of my face was rapidly starting to burn up was hard to say.
Gab looked dumbfounded. "Gabriella?" I whispered. "Shit, I'm sorry, that was stupid."
She looked towards the doorway, which made me do the same, in a moment of panic, thinking our Mum had been stood there. "She's not home," Gab croaked, reading my mind. "That door looks about a million miles further than my legs want to walk. But I'm in trouble, because every part of me is telling me to get up and shut that door in case Mum gets home and finds us." She looked at me meaningfully.
"You're not freaked out?" I asked awkwardly, very aware she was between me and the door, and I was effectively trapped into having the conversation.
She shook her head. Then surprising even herself, I thought, she pulled some strands of hair out of her way and behind her ear, leaned down and returned my kiss.
We locked lips and kissed, slowly, delicately. We explored just the feel of each other's lips as we kissed. Tentatively, her hand reached out to hold onto my face and help with the angle. I had no such hesitation, pulling her closer to me quite firmly. I felt her moan into my lips as I did that, and it was the trigger for our intensity to rise. Before I knew it, her lips had parted, and my tongue was dancing with hers. We kissed hard, our passion growing. Emboldened, my hand found its way down to her chest, gently kneading her breast over her thin jumper. She gasped, pulling away. We locked eyes.
"We should stop before we get carried away," I told her. I could see from her reaction it was the last thing she expected me to say and the last thing she wanted. I knew I had to explain and reassure her. I took hold of her chin and cheek, directing her to look at me. It was a very assertive act but that worked for her, I could see it did. "I want this as much as I'm assuming you do. But doing something like this can't be spontaneous. It can't happen like this. It's too serious."
She nodded; she knew. "I get you, I know," she agreed quietly. "But fuck, that felt insanely good. I can't describe how I feel right now."
"Try?" I implored, keen to know. I sat up and away from her slightly, to give us both some breathing room. I'd fallen asleep on top of my sheets as the bed was unopened. Probably a subtle thing that had stopped us taking it further.
She swallowed, undid her hair from her ponytail, collected the loose strands and re-did it again. "I feel needy and submissive," she admitted with far more confidence than I might have thought. "I feel like I need more - but not just sex. I, I ..." she trailed off. "I feel like I need to be here." She slid off the bed and moved to her knees facing me. I was startled, likely visibly so. "Right here." She paused, closing her eyes as she felt it. "Oh wow, this. This is where I've wanted to be."
I was categorically lost but was smart enough to know the answers would come to me if I waited.
She laughed gently as I watched her. A disbelieving laugh. "I've always fantasised about being below someone. That's why I've fancied arrogant men, because they behave like they're better than you. But you've just just made me feel it organically and you didn't even need to do anything to make me feel it."



A click at the door downstairs made her pause. "Kids, I'm home."
"We're upstairs," I shouted down, knowing we had a minute or two. We slowly composed ourselves and I moved to the desk chair for good measure, as Gab moved to the bed. She stayed kneeling on the bed, though angled her legs in such a way that it could have been conceived as sitting comfortably.
"How was your final exam, my handsome boy?" Mum asked after kissing us both on the cheek - one on each side as was tradition.
I cringed when she called me that at the best of times, even more so now. I didn't look Gab's way. "I was just saying to Gabriella that the Clinical Therapeutics exam was a pain, but I think I got through it."
I briefly gave them an overview of what the subject covered at their request but had to laugh when they both became glassy eyed and pretended to nod encouragingly.
"Right, get ready both of you, I'm taking you to a fancy dinner for being so amazing these last few weeks. We've got a fun few days ahead and I don't want my appreciation getting lost in the Christmas fun," I teased. Both my Mum and Sister had huge smiles as they went to get ready, without any protest. Gab shot me a look that I couldn't quite read on the way out. It definitely held lust, but I think there were nerves too.
_
It was a good thing I'd booked somewhere a little fancy. When Gab came downstairs ready to go, I was speechless.
"Gabriella, you look beautiful," Mum exclaimed while I looked on, mute. I might have picked a different word.
"Wow," was all I managed. She was wearing a dark green midi dress, falling just off the shoulders. It was an extremely good look for her that was dressed up but just about not date-night dressed up.
"Men," Mum sighed with a chuckle.
"It's from the fall line, I got a crazy good discount and had been meaning to wear it," she smiled cutely. I could see she was a bit self-conscious at the effort she'd gone to. I thought I needed to do better.
"You really do look gorgeous Gabby; I love your hair like that." She'd straightened it and it suited her.
Mum had the added advantage of needing to dress up and look professional at work given her senior role, so after freshening up, she kept on her white shirt and long grey skirt, showing her shapely curves.
I held the car door open for each of them in turn, receiving beautiful smiles in return and made the drive over.
"Dinner's on me, no arguments," I told them firmly. "I want to thank you both and no women should pay when they look this good."
My compliment was intended to be chivalrous, but I couldn't hide the edge of flirting in my voice. I had to take pause on the drive over to recognise I was openly (if deniably) flirting with both of them at the same time. The last few weeks had certainly made an impact on the way I behaved around them, that was for sure.
When we parked up and walked in, the waiter hurried over and seated us, though not before a few lingering eyes fell on them both. I was glad I'd made an effort too with my suit jacket and smart shirt.
"Gosh, I've got the best dates in the restaurant," I praised.
We made idle chat about how their days were at work and what we were planning to do over the long weekend together. They ordered a bottle of wine to share at my insistence, though I drunk pop as I was driving.
It was during the main course that Gab threw us off-course. "So, are we going to talk about it?"
There was an immediate lift in tension, with Mum and I exchanging a nervous glance. The fact that Gab was being so forthright with the mixed tension between us was surprising and alarming.
"Talk about what?" Mum asked, in a suitably confused voice.
Gab had a shit-eating grin on her face and paused a little before replying. She looked towards our Mum and nodded her head towards me. "Him, starting to call me Gabby even though he's supposed to hate it."
We laughed, quite loudly on my part. The tension of the topic was broken and replaced by relief. Mum grinned too. "It's growing on me," I replied without waiting for something wittier. "Consider it a sign of my appreciation for how much better you're doing."
Mum beamed as she watched our exchange and Gab blushed, going back to her food. "Thanks to you."
Gabby excused herself a little while later, after clearing her plate. Mum barely waited for her to be out of earshot before turning to me. "I'm not sure what you said but it worked better than my attempt. You've really got through to her," she observed with an expression of pride. "She responds well to you."
I agreed. "She's much more herself, I think she's just embraced it."
"She sure had me feeling flustered a few minutes ago with that comment."
"I could tell," I smirked with the confidence of someone with less to lose. "You are going to need to work on your poker face."
"Pot, kettle," Mum shrugged. "The way you're looking at your sister."
She was quiet enough, but it still didn't stop me looking around at the reference to Gab's relationship to me. Mum seemed to enjoy pushing me. But she was right. Gab and I had been looking at each other in a way that was totally inappropriate for the situation, and in front of a family member too.
"Is it weirding you out?" I asked evenly.
"No and yes," she replied slowly. "No, because I want to see my children happy. But also yes, for selfish reasons."
The indiscreet glance from the middle-aged man at the table behind my Mum, told me Gab was walking back towards us. She too flicked her eyes towards the bathroom in warning. Given the dwindling time to close the conversation, I finished the conversation more quickly than I'd intended and without the build-up I'd hoped. "I'd like you to talk to her when you're ready to and have a genuine conversation about what you're both feeling towards me and vice versa."
Mum went to protest - probably to question what I meant, as though she didn't know, but fell silent as Gab sat back down.
"What are you two talking about?" She asked, as I was drawn, yet again, to the curve of her breast in the dress.
"Just the weather and how it's forecast to snowstorm this weekend."
"Sounds ominous," Gab smiled.
You have no idea.
***
The following day, the first of freedom from exams, was spent doing an unbelievable amount of food and Christmas present shopping. The first stop was to the supermarket to buy Christmas food to go in the chest freezer out back, as well as cheese, fruit and fancy dishes to pick at as we decorated the house later that evening. The afternoon was spent shopping for presents and decorations. Exhausting.
Gab and our Mum had shared a bottle of wine with dinner so were quieter than normal in the morning, taking a little while to get going. That suited me just fine as my head was playing out all the different scenarios at play now that I'd overzealously played my hand and told my mum to have a conversation with my sister about... well, some kind of agreement about progressing into an intimate relationship with me.
What the hell was I thinking?
I was certain it would come to pass over Christmas, one way or another. The three of us indoors together for days, drinking, relaxing and having fun? It felt almost guaranteed that the tension would crank up over the holidays until something cracked. Adding to that, the snowstorm approaching seemed like a serious one that would make getting out of the house a real challenge. So much so, I spent the early part of the evening checking for any insulation gaps around the house and making a note to fix them the following day.
We had a light dinner of party food and snacks while we put the tree and decorations up. Gabby laughed and clapped as I spun Mum around and we danced to a Michael Bublé Christmas song. Life was good.
We braved the cold to put some lights outside the house. "I'm seriously putting my life in your hands after multiple glasses of Baileys," I shouted down to the both of them as I wrapped lights around the window frame and trusted them to hold the ladder steady. I got a kiss on each cheek when we flicked the switch and the flashing gold lights brightened up the dark evening.
"It's beginning to look a lot like Christmas," Gabby sung happily, almost skipping back in.
_
Friday morning found us all rising late. Breakfast instead became brunch, after the women took turns in the shower and I got the tools out of the shed.
"Morning bro," Gab announced happily as I trudged back in carrying the start of the predicted snow on my coat. She leaned in and kissed me on the lips casually, as though it was a perfectly normal greeting. I stepped back and looked her over, enjoying how good she looked with her hair up, wearing a tight-fitting top and jeans. "Mums in the shower," was the only indication that us kissing was less than ordinary. "I'll get the food going."
I left her to it and made my way upstairs to get changed. As I got to the landing, the bathroom door opened and Mum appeared, wrapped in just a towel to cover her body and another hiding her dark wet hair. She looked fresh, and beautiful. Flawlessly pretty with her slightly pale complexion and beautiful cheek bones. "Hey," I smiled. "Warm enough?"
She smiled back. "Warmer than you, poor thing. Getting cold, huh?"
"Just a bit," I held my hand out, jokingly threatening to put my icy palms on her warm skin.
She backed off and giggled, catching the towel in the door handle, which almost took the towel with it. She grabbed at the unwrapping towel and caught it to her chest, holding the towel over her sizeable breasts impressively.
"Good catch!" I laughed. "That could have been awkward for the both of us." I had no idea why I said it because a part of me thought: would it really be that awkward given everything?
"Would it have?" She asked evenly, reading my own thought. She knew me well.
I stepped forward, deciding right then I was going to take more autonomy in what was happening all around me. I moved part of the towel out of the way and gripped her breast in my hand. There was plenty of it - my hand closed around it with plenty more breast still on show. Her nipples were large and round. They stood quickly to attention and only at that point did I pause to look at Mum.
She was looking at me in mild disbelief, with her forearm still holding the rest of the towel to her, covering the other breast. I held her stare and she shivered, a little like what Gab frequently did but this time, it was probably the cold hand. "If I tell you to drop the towel, will you?"
She nodded submissively and on that, I stepped back and flicked my finger downwards. She dropped the towel.
What I saw, damn near floored me.
Her curves were out of this world. Her breasts were full and defied belief that they could be that still point upwards so well. Her hips had real shape to them, and her stomach was flatter than it should have been. I knew she looked after herself but that was something else. What struck me more though was what she had done to her body. She had grown her hair out such that her pussy was covered in a well-maintained layer of hair, and her belly button was pierced, like Gabby's was. Most surprising of all was that there was a tattoo running around the top of her left thigh. At first glance, it looked like a rose stem, but I was sure it was a chain.
"Wow," was all I could manage. "You've left me speechless."
"Do you approve?" She asked in a quiet voice. "I can trim if you don't like it?"
I took the question in my stride. "I love it, it's very mature and feminine. The piercing and tattoo is hot too. I wasn't expecting that. Especially the way you went after Gabriella about her piercing."
"One day I'll tell you what the tattoo means," she replied, ignoring my comment.
"I can probably tell," I pointed out.
She blushed and remained standing there. I was conscious of Gabby and that there was no way they'd spoken yet. "Head to your room and wear something that keeps me aroused."
"Yes Sir," she blushed. "As you wish."
My cock was rock hard as I watched her walk to her bedroom and shut the door. As I got to my own bedroom and in a moment of decisiveness, I quickly decided I wasn't going to last the day if I didn't get some immediate release. I was simply too aroused.
When I went back downstairs, Gabby was just finishing up some bacon and Mum was making coffee, wearing a too-short-for-winter floral dress that was cut low and plunging. I could feel myself growing hard again the more I looked at her. So, I sat down at the table after they both refused my offer of help.
Gab dished up the bacon and eggs as Mum poured coffee. "I could get used to this," I laughed, in awe. They both chuckled too but didn't reply either way. It was only Friday and things were already ramping up.
When they joined me at the table, I thought I'd better ensure I was as productive as possible, while I still had sense in my brain. "There's a few things that need mending and making good around the house, so I'll be getting on with that," I announced. "No lounging around while I work hard to keep us warm," I teased. Gab sighed mockingly and winked when Mum wasn't looking.
When all three of us had finished, I insisted on helping them clear up before getting the toolbox and working on the DIY jobs.
Before I left the room, Gab stopped me. "Would you like me to dress up in the same way too?" She asked, with a nod to Mum. It was forthright and the implication was clear. Gabby had voiced what we all knew had been happening.
I nodded; I felt surprisingly relaxed about her being so bold. "Absolutely. What you're wearing is great, but you can do better."
I left it at that and got started around the house. I worked to fill cracks around the windowpanes, fix any damaged skirting and properly insulate the doors. I watched the snow start to set and build up as I worked. We rarely got snow and it was a complete one-off to get a snowstorm, especially so close to Christmas. The news bulletins that had been playing on tv in the background as I worked, was entirely focused on the snow and the ensuing disruption. It seemed driving was still going to be possible, but perilous, so I had the women double check we had everything we need while I finished up.
"Just more alcohol," Mum asked at the end, with a teasing eyebrow flutter.
"And some more sausages," Gab added. Clearly, they had their priorities set.
Gab had changed into a butterfly-print jumpsuit, with shorts that stopped at the top of her thighs and were tight to her. It was significantly more sexual than what our Mum was wearing, and it was bordering on outrageous, with how tight it was to her and how it had the tendency to catch the outline of her lips. I was amazed to see that, as far as I was aware, Mum had not made a comment.
The drive took me longer than I had planned on, and the queues at the store were doubly so. A 10-minute trip took nearly an hour and I was grumpy because of it, when I walked in and emptied the stuff out.
We had a Christmas movie marathon that evening with each of us picking a film. We went from Home Alone, to It's a Wonderful Life, and finally Die Hard. You can probably work out who picked which film. It was quiet and peaceful, as the snow continued to fall outside, now joined by howling wind.
The women sat on either side of the sofa and reclined the chairs so that their legs were stretched out. I had a gorgeous view of both of them as I sat on the armchair to the side of the sofa with some popcorn and kept glancing over every so often. It was still completely unbelievable that I was living with two openly sexual women, who were clearly interested in me, and were seemingly open about it to each other. That it was my mum and sister, felt almost too disbelieving to even consider.
_
We spent Saturday playing board games and occasionally taking breaks to watch the neighbours and their kids playing in the snow. It had come in stops and starts, so was higher than I could ever remember seeing snow outside of my house.
We all sat together around the tv, accompanied by a glass of Baileys each. I kept catching the two of them looking at each other and at one point, considered pressing the matter given it was obvious they had spoken, but I reminded myself how well I knew them and how sometimes it was better for them if they felt they had control in a situation.
At last, at long last, when my excitement, nerves and anticipation had ebbed away and been replaced by tiredness, did Mum turn to me as I re-entered the room from the bathroom. "So, Marco, your sister and I have been talking today and we wanted to let you know where we're at, so you can think on things too. It may not be what you want."
Intrigued but nervous, I nodded. "Sure, what was discussed?" I had even less patience for a slow build to the point, after waiting hours already.
Mum cleared her throat and Gab shifted in her seat. "I think it's rather obvious that both your sister and I are... feeling certain things towards you. What I've been most concerned about is that these feelings don't come between any of us. Gabriella and I both feel the same when it comes to that." Mum looked over and Gab nodded with a serious expression. I nodded too in a polite way of saying please continue. "We know we haven't necessarily made it easy for you, either of us, without knowing what the other has been feeling towards you, until very recently. We both acknowledge that it has been confusing and we've both wanted you to step up and take charge, as you have in every other circumstance, but that wouldn't be fair on you with the implications this big."
I was pretty impressed and pleased by how they had understood that. It was constantly in the back of my mind - how I wasn't taking charge in the way I would have in any other circumstance. Mum had summed the reason up quite well.
Gab then stepped in, giving me the strong impression that this had been rehearsed. "Now its time for us to be direct with you." She took a deep breath as I waited for the sentence to drop.
Would it be that they'd decided it was too complicated, too risky? Or that it would be on the complete other end of the scale, and they wanted to be intimate together too because it would save on conflict?
"While we haven't worked it all out," Gab continued, "we're both willing to share you, separately. And it be out in the open between the three of us. We don't want to fight; we don't want to make you choose between us."
Mum took that moment to step in. "We both feel that in combination, we can see to all of your needs. But the key thing which you need to think through and accept is that we don't want to do it together. Neither of us are attracted to women and we both agree, doing it together does feel uncomfortable, so we would both want it just with you."
"We're also willing to respect each other's space and time with you. What do you think?" Gab finished hopefully.
I look at each of them, to find them both staring at me with the exact same expression. I could definitely see how they were mother and daughter right then.
"I think," I started. What did I think? I spoke exactly as the thoughts and feelings entered my head, and they heard it unfiltered because of that. "I think that could work. I get it, why you don't want to share, for multiple reasons. I think it could still be problematic if I spend more time with one of you over the other. I think it could also be a logistical nightmare. And I mean, does it mean I kiss you both openly? I mean, what's off limits?" I asked rather foolishly in hindsight.
"Well, I still expect you to respect both of us," Mum replied at once. "I'd have thought that went without saying."
"Of course," I quickly cut in.
"Nothing more than a kiss, if all three of us are around. We'll need to respect each other; Gabriella and I will need to be mature about it and accept who you spend the night with. And of course, you need to want to do that."



I had to laugh at that last part. "Pretty hard to say I don't want to," gesturing to the pair of them and how good they looked.
"We'd like you to take the night to think on it, or longer if you need, and talk to us about it in the next few days?"
I nodded in agreement and just like that, Mum turned the sound back up and I was left with my thoughts.
***
So, what could I do? It seemed inconceivable that I wouldn't agree to the demands. It was almost too good to be true. But I was an organised, logical man, and it seemed fraught with difficulties. I'd used the example of logistics because it was a simple, practical challenge. In hindsight, talking to two feelings-driven people, meant I should have led with the impact of jealousy or all the other emotions that would make a situation like this unworkable, if I wanted to make the point about how messy this could be.
As I worked through the implications, I didn't speak to them about it the next day. It wasn't that I was less than keen. Or that I wasn't insanely aroused by it. I was simply trying to do the right thing and not create lasting damage for our family. I was very aware that it would all go-ahead on my say so, and that was a lot of responsibility.
Both Gab and Mum worked from home for the rest of the week. On Tuesday, I told them I was still mulling over the implications and what we might need to consider. I told them I'd discuss how we could make it work at the weekend, when they had more time. Gabby's winning smile told me she hadn't missed the subtlety of my response about making it work.
When Friday rolled around, the snow had started to melt, the roads were clearing and with less than a week until Christmas, life was back to normal and the stores were back to the usual level of chaos, as I walked around and ticked off the list of grocery items the three of us had agreed on.
We made dinner as a family that evening and drunk the wine I had specifically bought to pair with the fish and to allow for a more open conversation.
"I've been thinking about what we discussed last week and I'm ready to properly talk about it."
"Good," Gab smiled, "because we've done some more talking and so are we. Perhaps we can start?"
"Oh?" I replied, surprised. I filled up my glass and topped theirs up too.
"We know that logistics aren't strictly the problem in a situation like this," Mum started.
"Yeah, if only that was our biggest problem," Gab jumped in with a grin, making us all burst out laughing.
"But it does indicate what we think probably is the problem - the pull on your time and the jealousy that might develop," Mum came back to it once we settled. "Your sister and I both feel, after much discussion, that this arrangement should be more driven towards her, than me. She has a higher sex drive, she's extremely drawn to you and I want my daughter to be happy."
"It's not that this is me being selfish - much- it's just that Mum is drawn to dominant men whereas I'm drawn to well, you," she blushed.
I blushed too. Relief washed over me, that would be a lot easier if the priorities were clearer. "I get you completely and this is already solving a lot of my worries. I want you both, a lot," I admitted openly. "Is there anything else before I go ahead?"
"Well, how about you tell us your worries first and we'll see if there's anything else?" Mum suggested, which I was happy to oblige.
"Okay, how far can I push this around either of you? How assertive can I be day-to-day? What changes?"
To my surprise, they both laughed. "Those questions are basically what prompted our whole discussion. It was the reason we came to this solution," Gab answered with the remnants of laughter in her voice. "We both felt that we need your assertiveness, and we don't really care if it's around the other one of us. If anything, it establishes you're above us both. Whatever you want, we will make sure you have. I won't be holding back with how I want to behave and address you anymore."
Mum felt the need to clarify, though it seemed obvious. "The only real limit is anything sexual. We don't want to be naked or doing anything sexual or anything to that effect, outside of our bedrooms. You're in charge, more explicitly so now. If you can respect that, you will have both of us keen to serve you."
I was speechless. Stunned into silence. My only thought by that point was: sign me up.
"I accept," I told them both, seeing the immediate change to delight. "On one condition."
"Uh oh,"
"Here we go."
I grinned. "That you both discuss and agree who joins me in bed tonight and therefore who joins me tomorrow."
_
I went to bed alone that night, though I wasn't about to sleep, that would be impossible. They'd told me they'd decided who but that it would be a surprise. I had my suspicions on who it would be.
The light was off, and it was pitch-black when the door opened, so I couldn't immediately see who it was. The dim light from the hallway when the figure stepped into the room, showed me who.
"I'm glad it's you," I whispered as Gab's thin body made its way over to me in the near darkness.
"It was always going to be me, wasn't it?"
I nodded but it was too dark for her to see. "I think Mum's happy to wait while you've always been more impatient."
"I'm nervous," she whispered.
I took her hand and gently tugged her to me, moving the covers out of the way. She was wearing a sexy red night dress that stopped just below the bottom of her pussy before finishing with a white lace design that left very little to the imagination.
I lightly whistled. "You look amazing. So red is your preference, huh? Noted."
"Red's the colour for seduction and I want to feel sexy for you." I could barely make her out in the low light, but I had no doubt that with her complexion and gorgeous features, she looked incredible. She looked to have applied make up with her intention to seduce. I could see the mascara making her hooded eyes look intense and welcoming.
"You absolutely do look sexy," I replied quietly to her, before leaning in and kissing her.
She returned the kiss with energy, letting go of herself the more it went on. Yet again, I was struck by just how powerful the kiss was. How much we said to each other through it. I could feel Gab's nerves but also her determination.
"I want to please you so badly," she told me in a stronger voice when we paused for breath. "I don't want to waste another second holding myself back from pleasing you."
Who was I to refuse? I let go of my gentle hold of her face and laid back. "Show me what you want to do then," I encouraged.
Gab moved down, kissing her way down my bare chest with excitement. Her hair was already in a ponytail, and it aroused me knowing it was for this exact purpose. When she got down to my boxers and pulled them away, she gasped.
"You're big, Marco. I'm going to be sore."
Those were not words I expected to ever hear from my sister, no matter how much I had strayed into fantasising about her over the last couple of years. "Take it easy baby," re-assuming the role of caring brother.
"No," she replied forcefully, her eyes piercing through the darkness, "I want to be sore."
I moaned and fell back from leaning on my elbows, looking up to the ceiling. I felt her tentatively lick, then start to grow into it. She licked along my shaft slowly, her hand trying to wrap around it. "I can't even get my hand to fit, I think I'm in love," she whispered.
"Don't give me an ego, this arrangement is already doing enough to risk that," I warned.
"Maybe I want you to get a bit of an ego," Gab countered, and I felt her shrug nonchalantly. "Maybe I like the idea of you feeling like you're better than me." She went back to licking my cock and moved the tip into her mouth.
"I won't last long if you keep talking like this and doing that."
She pulled off, having started to take my cock into her mouth. "Fair warning, I'm probably going to make a mess, since I've never let anyone cum in my mouth before."
She carried on sucking as I lay in stunned silence.
Her mouth was seriously good. I quickly found that energy and enthusiasm could overcome mild inexperience and in no time, with her mouth wrapped around my shaft and the stroking of her hand, almost a year without a girlfriend was rapidly catching up on me.
"Slow down or you'll make me cum!" I warned quickly. I could feel it; it was probably too late.
Gab pulled off and by that point, my eyes had adjusted sufficiently in the darkness to see her properly. Her lips and the areas around it were shiny with spit and dribble. Her makeup had run somewhat down her eyes and stray hairs had fallen out of her ponytail.
"Do it," she begged. "Give me it, it's what I've been fantasising about for the last two years."
She went back to sucking me with renewed energy and her words tipped me over the edge. I emptied more cum into her mouth than I could ever remember. I watched her swallow frantically, then cough, then some spilled out onto my leg and stomach. Gabby recovered and licked up the rest. I was in heaven.
When she was done licking and sucking me clean, she stood up and promised to be right back. When she returned, she cuddled into my waiting arms, and I could smell mint.
"Mouthwash," she answered. "You tasting your own cum is not gonna happen."
"I wouldn't have cared," I shrugged.
"No, I won't have that," Gab replied in a firm tone that told me there wasn't any point in arguing.
We stayed together for a few minutes. Gab was catching her breath judging by the way her chest was rising and falling, while I was lost in admiring her body. When she settled sufficiently, I leaned over and kissed her.
"That was amazing," I told her when we broke away. "I cannot tell you how many times I've had to stop thinking about you doing that over the last year."
"Whenever you want it," Gabby breathed, "you tell me, and we'll come up here. Before dinner, when I'm at my desk working from home, if we're watching something on tv with Mum... oh God," Gabby gasped as my tongue found its way to her pebbled nipple. She was a solid C-cup, but I was drawn to her nipples which were small and beautiful, sitting proudly on her breasts.
I could tell immediately that they were sensitive, just from how quickly Gabby's breathing changed. She gasped and moaned, as I licked them. When I took one in my mouth, encircled it with my lips and flicked my tongue hard against it, she bucked and exclaimed a rather loud "oh fuck!".
I spent time at her breasts and nipples, leaving a love bite on one of them at her breathless prompting. When I was finally ready to move down, her nipples were straining against her skin and covered in my saliva. Gabby was looking down at me with her head resting on the pillow and looked in awe.
"Now for the real focus," I teased with a hint of smugness. If I could leave her that needy with just nipple play...
I could have listened to her pleading and dived right in, but that was never going to happen, and she knew it. I kissed my way down, over her strong thighs, even kissing her hips, which made her giggle. I moved down the outside first, swapping legs and getting as far as her calves.
"Please," she whispered.
I smirked. She was in trouble now and she had no idea. But I knew Gabby, patience wasn't her strong point, and it would make her feel even more powerless if I took her impatience away from her.
I moved back up to her hip. "What are you doing?" Gabby asked in alarm. "No, no, please," she gasped as I started again.
I pulled away and looked at her. "Every time you try to rush me, I start again. Say another word and I go back to your breast."
She looked terrified but so aroused. She nodded frantically that she understood and kept quiet. I worked the same pattern again and pointedly looked at her when I got to her calf, daring her to say something. She was looking at me with a look that could only be described as adoration. There was no attempt to hurry things along this time.
As I slowly kissed my way up the inner side of her leg, over her knee and towards her thighs, I took my first focused look at her pussy. It was glistening. I let out a low whistle and Gab whimpered. I breathed as I moved over it and saw her arms snap down from her chest where she'd been keeping them, to the bedsheets, to which she squeezed tightly. I moved over and worked my way down the other leg.
When I made my way back up her leg, I could see she was shaking. I hadn't looked at the clock, but I must have been at it for considerable time. Her determination was impressive. "You've done well," I praised her - the first time either of us had spoken in some time. She jumped when I spoke and then blushed. "You're absolutely the sexiest woman I have ever seen."
I was finally ready to taste her and by that point, I was hard again. Exactly what I wanted. I took a slow lick of her juices and heard her sigh in pleasure as I did so. I licked my way from the bottom of her lips to the top and then found her clit, licking it and applying some pressure with my tongue, triggering a deep sigh that was almost a hiss of air from her. To say she tasted divine was an understatement. I loved that she was hairless so I could taste her sweetness directly.
I slowly licked my way across her pussy, without discernible pattern and instead following my instinct, listening for her sounds and moans. I kissed her wet lips and then focused in on her clit. "Oh my fucking God," she exclaimed when my mouth zoned in and I began to lick at it.
I stopped and looked up at her, seeing the mix of horror and arousal in her expression after realising she had broken her silence. She looked to be on the cusp of breaking into sweat with the intensity of what I was doing to her. "Please, please, I'm sorry. Don't stop, I won't make another sound I swear."
She was begging and babbling as I went back to her clit and left her to it. I kept it up and started to really focus my energy on her clit, giving it all the attention I could muster, with most of my blood now in my cock. I almost found myself grinding against the bed for relief as I went down on her, I was that aroused.
I wasn't sure when, but the pleading started up again. I tried to block it out at first, but Gabby reached down and pulled at my hair. I looked up at her, my lips covered in her juices. She was looking at me with desperation behind her dark eyes. She looked a mess - with her hair all pulled out of place from her pulling at it, and her bronze blusher having streaked from how much she had been pressing her hands on her face. She looked wild and aroused.
"Please let me cum Marco, I'll do anything," she begged.
"Will you take my cock inside you and let me fuck you relentlessly until I cum inside you?" I asked purposely, to drive her even crazier.
"Fuck yes!" She replied at once. "This body is yours now and I need you to mark it deep inside with your cum."
I was so aroused by her declaration, I almost forgot I needed to make her cum. I went back to it after taking a moment and then I started to apply intensity and pressure that made it clear to her that I was not messing about.
I knew she was close by the thrusting of her hips before she announced it. I hadn't used my fingers, hadn't used any toys, it was all my mouth. The thought of driving her crazy by other means in the future was prominent in my mind as I felt her get to the edge and then my tongue tipped her over. She grabbed at a pillow and moaned into it with abandon as she came hard.
I moved away and started to gently kiss her thigh as she pushed the pillow away and caught her breath. "I am in love," she declared. "I'm never going to stop wanting you."
The feeling was very much mutual. But I had more important things to do. Like, putting my aching cock inside her and fucking her relentlessly until I came inside her. Gabby spread her legs invitingly, reading my mind.
_
"Oh god, fuck me. Fuck me hard!"
A lot had changed in 24 hours. I had woken up the next morning with Gabby cuddled up to me, half asleep and content. My cum had leaked out of her overnight and we were sticky. She went down and licked my cock and then my thigh clean after we kissed, and before she left for the bathroom. I stayed in bed trying to come to terms with what happened and how good I felt about it. The vision of her firm ass as she had bent over to collect her night dress was still on my mind and that may have been skewing things.
When I did get up, shower and then make my way downstairs, I found them both in the kitchen. They sprung up on my arrival, Mum walking to me to kiss me on each cheek in greeting, as was tradition, while Gabby waited behind her.
I took her chin in my hand after the first kiss to my cheek and stopped her. "That's done with now," she nodded when I let go of her and kissed my lips in greeting instead. Gabby did the same.
That day, we all spent it apart. Gab and I went out with our respective friends and Mum went for coffee with one of hers. It was like the intimacy and the honesty had finally broken the tension and we could be ourselves again. We had kept ourselves together in the house and forced the tension out into the air. Whether we consciously knew that was what we were doing, was doubtful, but it worked. Despite being out with friends for the first time in weeks, I didn't feel nervous about what had transpired and would continue to transpire now. Gab & Mum later said they felt the same. It was our private situation, and this was just another layer to how things were anyway, with me taking charge.
That night, we watched a movie together. This time though, I moved from the armchair that had been mine for so many years, to the middle of the sofa, with my Mum and Sister on either side of me. About halfway through the film, Mum moved down from the sofa and sat on the floor by my legs, without a word being mentioned. She didn't look back, didn't explain herself and just sat there contently, watching the film and leaning against my legs at my feet. Gab and I exchanged a surprised look and then turned back to screen. About 20 minutes later and having been fidgeting for the best part of the prior 5 minutes, Gab did the same, deciding to sit by my feet on the floor.
Gab wished us goodnight with a huge smile and then Mum & I went to bed together. There was no hesitation or awkwardness. I had been thinking about being alone with her for most of the day. I was drawn to Gabby as much as she was to me, but there was an intense connection between Mum & I that was entirely different. She wasn't who she appeared to be, and I couldn't wait to see the real Emma Rossi.
She stood before me and told me who she was. "Your sister wants to feel a certain way. She wants to serve; she wants to feel like the person she's serving is above her. It's obedience." I nodded, that was true. "For me, I respond more to assertiveness, to an alpha male presence that makes me feel weaker. In bed, I want to be made to submit, not told."
I looked at her with a smug grin. The idea of having a woman who wanted it like that was beyond arousing. I knew Gab couldn't and probably wouldn't want it that way much. "Best of both worlds."
She looked at me expectantly and I wasted no further time. I didn't switch into some kind of persona, I just let myself go. I took hold of her firmly by the hair and pulled her up to look at me. "Oh yes, that's the look," she gasped, eyes-wide in lust. "That's the look I've been fantasising about."
I used my hold on her hair to direct her towards the bed, throwing her forwards so that she landed, still-standing, with her hands on the bed. I was on her before she could adjust, with a hand around her neck and the other undoing her bra strap. When they came loose, my free hand moved around to squeeze her breast firmly, but not harshly, as I pulled her by the neck to look up at me. Her eyes were closed, and her pale cheeks were red with arousal and effort.



"I love your tits," I told her, choosing my words deliberately. "This whole body is mine."
She nodded in agreement and then I pushed her forward so that this time she was bent over the bed. I spread her legs and pulled her underwear down. She was soaking wet.
There was no foreplay, no need for foreplay. If anything, we had just had it. I was hard, she was wet, and we had lusted after each other for weeks and months.
I pushed myself inside her slowly but firmly and deliberately. She took it, cheek pressed against the bed, gasping as my thickness stretched her out. I couldn't believe how tight she was.
"When was the last time you had sex?" I asked invasively. She was so tight; I couldn't believe it.
"Too long," she gasped. "Please make me yours and I'll tell you everything you want to know."
I said nothing except to start pushing my way in and pulling myself out to the edge, slowly opening her up. Her gasps turned to moans and then grunts as my thrusts became easier and my desire built.
"Oh god, fuck me. Fuck me hard!"
I did. I went at her, absolutely giving everything I had to take her submission. Had I not been so thoroughly satisfied by Gab the previous night, I might not have had enough in the tank to be able to. She took a pounding in a way that was extremely impressive and arousing.
I slowed to catch my breath and settled for a spell of firm, forceful thrusts which had her moaning. I looked down and saw just how good her ass looked as my cock disappeared inside her. I saw the chain tattoo and it gave me an urge to spank her hard.
"More," she begged.
I spanked her again and again until my palm was stinging. Her hand was frantically rubbing her clit. To distract from my stinging palm, I started to fuck her hard and fast again, burying my cock inside her and then pulling to the edge and driving in again.
"You know how to fuck," she gasped out. "I knew you would give it to me how I need it."
"I knew you wanted it, I knew it," I declared.
It was true. Underneath that tension, the need had been so clear. I could see it now. I could see the late-night drinks and how she had sat there hoping I would escalate things. Her drivers were different to Gabriella's. She knew she wanted it but needed me to take it; Gabriella had denying that she wanted to give it.
"I've wanted it since you left for University," she cried out as I started to fuck her harder, feeling my orgasm start to develop. "I knew I could never have another man in the house."
I kept fucking her, squeezing her hips as I took her. She moaned and took whatever I had. In time, I knew she'd show me she could take even more.
I came, hard. I moaned and bit down on her shoulder as I flooded her. Her hand was frantically rubbing her clit and before I softened, she orgasmed around my cock, squeezing it so tight it was impossible for me to go soft.
When she settled, I pulled out slowly, with my cum following. It dripped out onto the hardwood floor between us, but I was too tired to clean it up just then and instead I collapsed on the unopened bed next to my Mum. Like me, she was breathing hard and sweating. She crawled over on the bed and took my flaccid cock in her mouth, cleaning me off. My cum leaked out of her onto the sheets as she laid back down. We were a mess.
"That tattoo," I said, with it in my eyeline, "has an empty circle in it."
"It's supposed to be a subtle lock."
"It's not so subtle," I reminded her. "It's for an initial, isn't it?"
"Yes." She sat up and looked at me. My mother, who was leaking my cum, was about to say what I had been thinking about since I had seen it for the first time. "Yours."
***
Christmas day remained traditional to our Italian roots, in many respects. We had freshly baked cornetto's for breakfast, pasta in broth, roasted meats and panettone.
Most important to Mum, we didn't exchange gifts until after the meal, as was tradition. And it was that gift-giving that cemented how things had changed.
I gave my gifts first. Tickets to the theatre for Mum and a plus one.
"That'll be you, my handsome man, whenever Gabriella doesn't mind," Mum replied straight away.
"Don't be silly," Gab implored, "whenever you want, he's yours."
I had gotten her tickets to a music festival and had told her, unequivocally, that I wasn't going to spend a weekend with a crowd like that.
"Fine, I guess Mum can keep you entertained," in a tone that was equal parts bratty and flirty.
We swapped other presents - little ones that were of the standard Christmas lists we all did. And then Mum & Gabby outplayed me with the two gifts they held back for each other.
"Looks like we had the same thought," Mum laughed, when Gabby produced a wrapped box and swapped it for the one she was holding.
Gabby opened hers first and gasped. "It's beautiful." It took me until Gabby held it to her neck that I worked out what it was. It was a flat chain choker, as thin as a pencil, with an O ring at the end. It looked expensive and elegantly made.
"If I know you as I think I do, you'll have wanted to feel your brother's presence when he's not around," Mum explained.
"I do," Gabby breathed, in awe. "I love it."
I was chuffed for her. I had no preference for her to wear jewellery like that, but I could see where Mum was coming from with it. I knew it would give Gabby a lot of what she needed from my presence.
Mum opened her present next. She laughed as soon as she saw whatever was in the box and blushed magnificently. Gab was smirking.
She pulled it out of the box and held it up. I laughed too. It was a wooden paddle.
"Well, we may need to invest in more cushions," Mum grinned. She handed it to me, and I felt the weight of it. The masochist in my mother was going to be very happy.
"To honesty and openness," I toasted, raising my beer.
*ends*
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"How are the tablets going? Side effects clearing up now?" Amy waited for the lull in conversation to bring up what she was most anxious to know.
"Fine, they've mostly disappeared," Elena replied with a sigh, now they had got onto this topic. Taking them felt like she had failed at life. Why was it so easy for others?
Amy ordered another glass of wine and Elena joined her. "Are they helping you feel better, El?"
"I don't know if that's their job," she argued. "I think they're just supposed to dull things to make them more manageable." Seeing Amy's concerned face, she quickly added, "and they're doing that well. I feel better equipped to manage life; I promise."
They shared a smile and Amy reached out to squeeze her best friend's hand affectionately. "Is there anything I can do El?"
"Amy, you've done enough. Getting me to go on these has pretty much changed the trajectory of my life," she assured her. "You, and Jack too, you've both been great."
Not three months earlier, Elena's life was heading for the abyss. It started with work, where she'd invested so much time and energy, to the detriment of much else, and seeped into the rest of her life. Why cook at the end of a long, shit day? Why shower before bed? Why get up in the morning? What's the point?
"You're my oldest friend and you'd do the same with me. Hell, you picked the pieces up when I was a spiteful, man-hating divorcee," they both grinned at the way she enunciated the last word with an upper-class accent.
"Look at you now, engaged again. You'll be tying up with Ross in no time and leaving me in the dust," Elena quipped. They'd spent the weeks after Amy's breakup on Elena's sofa, watching Friends re-runs and now quoted it almost endlessly, especially around Jack, who was irked by it.
Amy grinned and looked at Elena with raised eyebrows. "Oh shit, here we go," Elena sighed dramatically.
"You brought it up!" Amy teased a little too loudly. She quietened and leaned over her dessert. "That was the deal: I don't mention your dating life unless you bring it up." The black-haired woman stayed quiet, though her tanned cheeks caught some colour as she blushed at the incoming inquisition. "When are you going to get yourself out there?"
"I'm not, I've got too much on," Elena replied stiffly. "I can't expect someone to take this on either." She indicated towards herself with a weary flick of the hand.
Amy looked aghast. "Take what on? You're a kick-ass professional who runs a marketing team for a charity. You're funny, you're kind and you're gorgeous." She moved her hand up and down in the air towards Elena, as if pointing her out in disbelief.
"I'm old," Elena reminded her friend.
"You're 36!"
"I've got Freddy," Elena joked.
"I swear to God, I will be calling Pet Protection if you say that again," Amy warned, with her hand hovering over her phone. "Now, stay exactly like that," she added.
She took her phone and snapped a picture of Elena, spoon in hand, midway through eating her brownie. She'd timed it well as barely a second later, Elena moved to cover her face.
"This is a great one, look at it." Elena glanced over and saw herself as she was moments ago. Her black hair was tied into a bun, her face naturally tanned due to her distant Greek heritage, flawless skin bar the occasional mole which actually added to her attractiveness, and beautiful full lips. To most people, she was a looker.
All she saw was thick eyebrows that always needed threading, tired eyes that never had enough sleep, and lines on her forehead as well as her eyes, showing the years of stress she had put herself through. The tablets had made her put on some weight so the dress, which had once fit comfortably, was tighter to her. She'd been stick thin once but that was in the past. She was still slim but the change in her body shape had upset her. She needed new jeans, and things that used to emphasise her lithe frame didn't work as well with a bigger ass and deceptively large breasts.
Amy had talked her into agreeing to join a dating app that coming weekend, by picking out five photos she felt Elena should use. She'd even started her off with a biography for her profile to reduce the obstacles she knew her friend would put in place.
"Good men are out there, just look at Jack," she'd reasoned.
With Amy's point still ringing in her eyes, Elena made it home a little after 10pm. Freddy was waiting at the door for her.
"Hello, my handsome man," Elena cooed, picking up the American Shorthair and kissing him. He wriggled free and ran off to the kitchen. Elena kicked her heels off and followed him. "But you've not even eaten today's food! I've never known such a fussy cat. They said your breed was easy-going."
He just looked at her expectantly. She'd grown up with a dog and he'd have been a lot more vocal about his displeasure with the food. Freddy was her first cat. Her first pet, actually. She'd got him for company, which was the same as saying she'd got him because she was lonely. Freddy was the only male that had been in her apartment in the four years she'd lived there, excluding Amy's ex-husband and then Jack.
She replaced his food and changed the sachets from beef to turkey, leaving him to munch happily. Her feet were warm as she walked on the wood floor - the benefits of underfloor heating set to a timer - towards her bedroom. A built-in wardrobe held her clothes, running across the length of one wall. One side held her professional attire, the other wardrobe held her leisure and casual. A tv sat in the space between both wardrobes with shelves above and drawers below. When she had viewed the apartment, the set-up was one of the reasons she had gone ahead and bought it. The whole apartment was designed for professionals who wanted easy living. The shelves, the drawers, the well-organised hanging space, left her little excuse to simply chuck clothes on the floor at the end of the day.
The only downside was the mirror, which spanned the length of one of the wardrobe doors and couldn't be avoided when she took her clothes off or dressed for work. She pulled her hair out of the bun, shaking it out, and pulled her long navy Wallis dress over her head, messing her hair up as she did so, to save her from unbuttoning and re-buttoning it again.
She stood before the mirror in just her high-waisted knickers and a matching black bra. Both were functional, not intended for anything else. The bra did a good job of dampening her breast size, which made that item a go-to when the dress was more flattering than normal, like the navy dress was. But she was going for dinner with Amy, and she knew the kinds of topics that were coming her way, so it was just easier to look like she felt better in her own skin. Even if she didn't.
She pulled her bra off, her breasts spilling out and lobbed the bra into the wash basket. Her bottoms followed. She trudged towards the bathroom, by which time Freddy was sat waiting in the hallway for her, and flicked on the shower, closing the door behind her. The antidepressants were definitely working, as the thought of getting into the shower didn't seem so insurmountable.
Maybe I'll treat myself and wash my hair, she thought.
Thirty minutes later and she was freshly showered, with her hair still damp. She'd gone as far as trimming her mound and shaving her legs and armpits.
"What do you reckon, Freddy, have I earned a treat?" The cat looked at her blankly, and she detoured back to the kitchen, finding a treat for him to chew on while she went back to the bedroom and loaded up the laptop. The last thing she needed was a meowing cat disrupting her. Again.
She only treated herself to porn when she was in a good mood and not flustered. The reason for that was straightforward: the pain of deciding what to watch. If she was already tired, flustered, or otherwise in a bad mood, the endless choice of deciding what to watch would drive her to insanity, and she'd close the website off in a strop, then head to bed in a mood. If she was in a good mood though, she'd settle on what she wanted quickly and spend glorious time edging herself until she ended with a toe-curling orgasm and a deep sleep. But that was rare.
For once, she already knew the type of video she wanted to watch before bringing up the website. There was a vast difference between what she liked to watch and what she had experienced, or ever expected to experience. She grabbed her bullet vibrator from the drawer whilst she opened promising-looking videos in different tabs. She had to see herself in the videos, even abstractly, for them to have any impact on her arousal.
She always started with oral sex. Always the woman performing it on the man. Preferably on her knees and not laying across the sofa or across the bed. It was lazy work to do it that way to a man, she'd always thought. It also never did anything for her if it was a man doing it on the woman.
Of the four men she'd been with in her life, only two of them had done it to her. Neither of them had been any good. The third man didn't believe in oral sex at all, which had slowly driven her mad when she couldn't give him it, and the fourth was a one-night stand that had been the catalyst for Amy's intervention. If she never received oral sex again, she'd be glad. Not being able to give it was a different matter.
She clicked along at random parts of each video, determining pretty quickly which were good enough to make her shortlist. The focus that night was slim women riding their man. She kept the ones that had the woman front-on, with their breasts bouncing towards the camera.
Elena tried not to acknowledge that the desire for such a video had entered her head when she had pulled off her bra and her D-cups had bounced out of their cage.
Quickly shortlisting down to 4 videos, she got started on the first one. It was a studio-made one and too fake. Nope. The second one was jackpot. 'Providing him my service'.
Weird name aside, it showed promise. It had the feel of homemade but probably wasn't. It was of a brunette woman, busty with a fuller body than Elena had, and a man who ticked Elena's unusual type, almost box-for-box.
He had the frame of a man that used to work out or play sports but no longer did. There was the start of fat in place of muscles which she preferred. Overall, he was probably of average build but with the hint of weight and above-average amounts of body hair. Elena saw what she considered to be a proper man. She pictured the stoic, firmer type. Not so much Clint Eastwood or someone emotionally lacking, but someone nevertheless self-assured and masculine.
The video started with the woman on her knees between his legs. This is it, she thought, watching with interest and forgetting about the other two on her shortlist. She watched as the woman moved down from his cock, still untouched, and started at his feet. The woman kissed the man's foot slowly and with intensity, then swapped to the other one. It was some kind of erotic worship that she had never seen or even thought about before.
"Uh, that is so hot," Elena whimpered as she said it, turning the bullet up immediately. It was so unexpectedly erotic that her arousal shot up ten-fold, and she was close to an orgasm before the woman had even got started on his cock.
The woman worked her way up by planting kisses on his legs, swapping and repeating when she got to each thigh. When she finally got to his cock, she licked his balls and then kissed up to the tip. By that point, Elena was shamefully soaked, with the vibrator pressed firmly against her clit and her legs writhing on the bed. She watched as the woman took the man's cock into her mouth, engulf it with saliva and then start to push it into her throat without delay or build. Just like that.
At that point Elena came.
She couldn't take her eyes away from it until the intensity of her orgasm forced her eyes closed before they watered. Riding her orgasm out, her imagination took over and she allowed herself to picture being in that position. She'd never have even thought about something like that before, but the way it symbolised their relationship had got to her. So hierarchical. Her eyes flicked upwards to the title.
She re-focused after settling herself and skipped forward, keen to see the part she had initially shortlisted the video for. She jumped forward a little too much, as the woman was then riding the man with passion and enthusiasm. Elena had been hoping to build up to that part as she knew she had enough in her for another orgasm - a further rarity.
Before she could skip back, the man moved from laying back and enjoying it, to taking his hands onto the woman's hips and starting to dictate the speed of her movements. Elena's hand paused and after giving it a couple of seconds to develop, moved her hand away from her laptop to her nipple. She started to play with it slowly, enjoying how hard it was under her fingers as she watched intently. The man took charge and started to use the woman's body to dictate the fucking. "That's enough," he told her firmly. He'd grown tired of her dictating the pace and made her give him what he needed. The idea of that took Elena back to the headspace she was in and back to the level of arousal she'd just left.
She came again, more quickly than the woman did.
Elena moved her hand blindly until she found the laptop and clicked pause, where the sounds of the woman's moans and the man's grunting suddenly fell silent. She heard her own panting in its place and the little whimpers as her sex pulsated.
When she calmed down enough, she cleaned up, favourited the video and packed away. Freddy was waiting for her and bounced in happily onto her king-sized bed. Elena went to the bathroom and joined him for a cuddle, deep in thought.
Why did that get to me so much? Amy's right, I need to date. My fantasises are getting weird.
She resolved to think nothing more of it because she knew what she could get like when she overthought, and instead downloaded the dating app Amy had suggested. That ought to preoccupy my thoughts sufficiently.
She was right. She drifted off thinking about the dating app and filling it out the next day, as opposed to the newly-unearthed feelings that video had brought about. Freddy slept soundly, as always.
***
"Morning Elena, good journey in?"
Elena's heels announced her arrival, she assumed. Either that or Sophie had a sixth sense for her boss. Elena wasn't the tallest woman in the office at 5'5, so she doubted her head had been spotted over the desks.
"Not bad, yours?" Before giving her PA a chance to reply, she added, "have they sent the material for the print campaign yet?"
Sophie took it in her stride. She was some 5 years younger than Elena, but they had been together for four years - since Elena had joined the charity. She knew Elena well. She'd even had dinner at Elena's house a couple of times and been to her small housewarming party.
"They have, and I've printed the drafts for you as always," her PA smiled knowingly.
"You're a star and when you eventually leave me, I'll be ruined," Elena smiled back, walking into her office in an even better mood.
Sophie half-shouted something back that sounded like "not while my boyfriend keeps getting promoted," but Elena was already looking at the drafts while taking off her long coat.
An hour later she was in the conference room with her lead designer and the campaign project manager, giving shit to the agency.
"Louise, you need to listen to me," the friendly, professional tone was wearing thin with the dressing-down. She might have paused to regain her composure were it not for Louise and Mike, the number two at the agency, constantly interrupting and making excuses. "We absolutely cannot have a picture of the earth on fire if we want them to support our charity. They'll think it's pointless the second they see the poster."
"It is," Dante muttered, though not quietly enough given the look Elena shot at him.
"Let's go back to the brief, I've asked Maya here, our lead designer, to clear her time to help you come up with some concepts before close of day."
"We can't -."
Elena sighed and Maya grimaced sympathetically. She knew her boss.
"Mike, Mike, you're going to say you haven't planned for it today and that'll mean you'll have forgotten I spent three years at a creative agency, which I told you when you won the contract. We all know you'll have kept today free for adjustments, which is why I asked for it to be sent to us on the Thursday, giving you Friday to work on it."
There was silence, for the first time. Elena waited for the no-doubt frantic conversation on mute. She briefly imagined them making a scene on the train, but they should have known she was pissed when she insisted a phone call would be fine in place of a video call. "We'll have a few revised concepts to you before 4pm."
"That's great, really appreciate the willingness." Elena reverted to the person they'd met when they won the contract. "I'm free at 2pm for a video call if you want to run anything by me, otherwise I expect the new concepts in my inbox by 5pm ready for me to review this weekend.
She hated having to lay things down like that. The stress of the job was already making her neck hurt again. She made a mental note to book an appointment with her chiropractor. Another weekend with work involved. She sighed audibly and Dante looked awkward after they'd rung off.
She nodded at them in thanks and went back to her office. Dante sent her a private message not 5 minutes later.
Dante: That was really impressive work boss, I learned a lot from you there. Sorry for the inappropriate interruption.
Elena: That's no worries, and thanks.
The blunt reply might have read harsh, but it was deliberate. He'd taken a liking to her; she was sure of it. Amy would come to the same conclusion, but Elena had neglected to tell her that one of her subordinates had taken an interest in her. She'd stalk his social media, see how good looking he was and try to talk her into pursuing it.
Elena had less patience nowadays with the reasons she provided for not pursuing certain men, compared to in her twenties. Now the response would be: he's too pretty and not rugged enough, we work together and that's inappropriate and most of all, he's my junior. She was not about to switch off at the end of the day around someone more junior than her, it just wouldn't wash. She wouldn't have the same professional respect for them. Whether Amy or her family liked it or not, her romantic interest was built around a man's career and whether he could relate to her life. Amy would have all sorts to say about that, so she kept quiet about Dante and closed off the chat.
_
At 4.24, the email from the agency arrived and she could start thinking about the weekend. Sophie printed off the different concepts for her - all a lot more draft than she'd seen that morning - but all with plenty to offer, and there was enough between them to put into the mix. It needed to be finalised by the middle of the following week, so she'd make sure there was feedback in their inbox before Monday rolled around.
When she got home, Freddy was waiting for her again, though he looked tired. Rose, her cleaner, had been in and Freddy had no doubt taken an interest in the hoover again. She picked him up and nestled into his black and silver swirls. "So soft, aren't you baby?" He meowed happily and she put him down, walking off to the bedroom with him on her heels. The clothes landed on the floor this time. Freddy looked up at her. "Don't judge me, it's been a long day."
She made dinner, despite aching for a food delivery and sat down with a glass of wine. Flicking through channels trying to find something to watch quickly drove her insane. Choices.



She took her phone in her hand and listened to the little voice in her head urging her to fill out her profile. She gave in, silently acknowledging the fact that the thing holding her back was the fear that nobody was out there for her. Not on a deep level anyway.
Elena: It may have taken me 20 minutes, but I've signed up. I hate you sometimes x
Amy: I just cheered while the football is on and Jack got very confused lol. Hope it goes well, love you x
Elena: Look at you being a good fiancée x
Amy: Always x
Images of the woman from the previous night, on her knees between the man's legs while he watched tv and ignored her, entered her mind. She pushed them away and started looking at the profiles on the dating app.
The app only allowed people to speak when there was a mutual match and she would get profiles recommended to her daily, with an algorithm that supposedly would learn to recommend better matches the more she interacted with the app. Surely the real influencing factor to a successful match is the reducing pool?
By night's end, she had swiped yes to a handful of men, with none yet swiping her back. On a Friday night, that was no surprise. She'd spent as much time critiquing the marketing strategy of the dating company as she had scrutinising the dating profiles.
She got into bed well after midnight, feeling physically exhausted. Mentally, however, her brain was going at pace, unburdened by distractions. She sat up after some time, groaning in self-inflicted frustration. Freddy walked off and laid down on a shelf in the wardrobe, watching her sleepily.
She started to Google some of the thoughts and questions in her head, landing herself on different forums and threads on Reddit and elsewhere. The posts and conversations were illuminating and opened up a new world in her mind. One that was equal parts invigorating, reassuring and quite terrifying. But still, she learnt that the intrusive thoughts and dare she admit, fantasies, were not uncommon. She took screenshots of some of the posts, ones that related more closely to her, for future reference.
What does it mean when you're turned on by serving someone? Why do I want to lose control? Why can't I lose control?
The answers to questions she only had the courage to write deep into the night were helpful in explaining some of the things about her. She didn't fit into one distinct category or type (who does? Elena reminded herself as a marketing strategist) but straddled a few of them. The questions developed further, and the reading became more relatable.
Do some professional women like to submit? Is it unusual to want to give up control? How could I switch between home life and professional life?
That night, she felt a little less lonely and a lot more seen.
Hours after the browsing began, she paused to recognise just how aroused she was. Her underwear wasn't soaked but she was wet and aroused. Needy.
No use hiding it El, she thought. Poor Freddy's going to have to sleep in the living room tonight.
She returned and opened her laptop up without delay or hesitation this time. Within two minutes, she'd loaded the video and was watching it again.
She kept herself aroused across the twenty-minute runtime, ignoring the fact it was gone 3am. She'd decided she was going to save her orgasm for when the man had his. When the time remaining on the video told her he was surely close, Elena was a mess. She felt needy in a way she hadn't felt before. Not so much in an overtly horny way, more in a .... Yep, not putting a name to that, she finished her thought with.
She was rubbing her clit frantically when the man finally pulled out. He was sweating and his hairy chest was red with effort. She couldn't decide if she was attracted to his face or not, but she was certainly aroused by the concept of him. As he started to stroke his cock over the woman, Elena had to slow down a beat, aware that she was going to orgasm imminently, and it felt wrong to do so before him. She also realised, briefly, that she hadn't used her vibrator at all. That was pretty much unheard of since Amy had got it for her a few years ago.
"Oh fuck yes, give her it," she shouted out as the man shot his load on her body and coated her large breasts. Elena came harder and more intensely than she'd ever done with her hand alone. He groaned as he gave her it and Elena imagined offering her body like that to a man. Letting him mark it. Not letting him; him taking it, she thought with lust.
When she finally calmed down, she was spent. She slept soundly again that night.
_
She started the weekend with a late alarm followed by a ride on her Peloton. Whether it was the antidepressants she took every morning or the receptiveness to her unusual thoughts, she was in the best mood she'd been in for weeks.
Cycling always helped her think, often about work. Investing in the Peloton had been great for her as running outside or cycling in the gym had stopped her from fully immersing herself in her thoughts. She always found the thinking time cathartic, once she got through the swirling mess in her head at the start.
The knowledge of other people sharing her innermost fantasies and somewhat controversial desires emboldened her in a number of ways. She got off the bike after class with firm resolutions. The first was that she was going to research those things further and see where they took her. The second was that she was going to overlay some of those things into her scrutiny of the men on the dating apps. She needed someone who could illicit feelings like that in her if she was going to have something sustainable - that was now clear to her. She reflected on how unlikely it had been, for that video to be found when she was so receptive to it.
She spent the afternoon reviewing the brand concepts and cataloguing her feedback in as useful a way as possible, to allow the agency to move at pace with it. Her mind kept taking her to the dating app, but she kept pushing it back to the task at hand. She was undeniably excited. The video had invigorated her. Awoken something in her.
She accepted that it wasn't the video itself, more the concept of it. That people did that kind of thing. Thought that kind of thing. It transcended sex for her and encapsulated how she wanted to be with a man. There was something there about the service and the loss of control that simultaneously calmed and excited her.
After work, sticking to her resolution, she widened her search on the app, applying a different level of scrutiny. At 36, it seemed quite natural for her to look for a man in his 40s. She'd initially kept it to 2 years either side of her age but, feeling brave, extended it down to 31 and up to 46, reasoning someone younger than her and on the way up might not be a bad match.
She spent the Sunday with shopping for new underwear and then on a video call with her Mum & Dad in Greece. The dating app was relentless with notifications of men liking her profile though she didn't look at it until the evening.
Elena found herself swiping 'no' with an increasing sense of amazement at how repetitive the profiles were. If they weren't posing with a sedated tiger or big cat, they were talking about looking 'for a partner in crime' or someone 'fluent in sarcasm'. It was so cringe. Some stood out and they got a like back, with her first matches finally arriving that evening.
She spoke to them, putting energy and effort into the conversations but they weren't going anywhere. She wanted depth, honesty, authenticity. Jokes and casual conversations could wait. She was probably doing it all wrong but for the first time in a long while, she knew what she wanted.
One or two were passable conversationalists but the conversation was stale. Am I going to end up this jaded in a week or two? By Monday evening, she felt certain it wouldn't even take that long. But she endeavoured to try with the ones that at least showed some promise.
She went on two different first dates, encouraged by Amy who had reasoned, quite fairly, that some people were better in person. She was wrong. The conversations were as plain as they were on the apps. Elena felt stilted by the conversations, as though she was continuously having to stop herself from talking about anything meaningful.
On her second 1st date, she had tried. "Woah, that's pretty heavy," her date had replied, as though talking about life ambitions was as scary as talking about the planet burning up. That was that.
On her first in-office day of the week, it was with a bucket of nerves that she made the journey into work with one of the new underwear sets on. She'd put the bra on in front of the mirror and anxiety aside, it hadn't transformed her breasts. Perhaps made them slightly more prominent but she had a pretty thin figure (it was even thinner a few months ago, she lamented) and larger breasts, so in reality, they weren't showing off anything that wasn't already there. Plus, it looked good. Classier, more professional. She felt better and picked one of her favourite dresses that didn't shape her too much.
By the time lunch rolled around, she had forgotten about it. The day was busy, stressful and intense, as always. She typically worked in the office during the middle three days of the week and Tuesday was her heaviest day of meetings. The big team meeting with the whole department, one-to-ones with her direct reports and catch ups with partner organisations. Yet again she was grateful to have Sophie when she brought her in a salad from downstairs for lunch.
Sophie's foresight meant that Elana could at least have some break. That lifted her spirits and realising she was now developing some kind of bizarre addiction; Elena opened the dating app to look at messages from her new matches and to flick through the recommended profiles. Perhaps it was because of her improved overall mood that she spent more time reading the profiles as they came up. She'd chastised herself the night before for moving on from some matches too quickly - hadn't she promised herself to take more consideration?
A couple of recommended profiles didn't make the cut and then on the 3rd recommendation, she felt butterflies. Instant, unexplainable feelings of excitement and anxiety as she scrolled.
Why am I anxious? She asked herself. And then the answer: because I really like what I'm reading.
Henry, 32:
Can often be found waking the sedated tigers all your potential matches are seen with. I spend the rest of my time putting my running prowess to good use when they're angry. I occasionally squeeze in time to lead a strategy team within healthcare and create explainers for my bad jokes.
Seeking somebody who knows what they want and wants somebody that does too. If you're looking for someone ambitious, serious and an expert with dry humour, let's chat.
He was handsome too. Not Dante pretty or good-looking like Jack. He wasn't handsome in the standard way Amy would respond to, but he was handsome. He was someone who probably played sports at university and stopped playing a few years before. He'd gained weight but only up to a point. He looked fit and strong, if a bit softer. He had short hair that was somewhat messy and a bit longer in a couple of pictures, and a nose that had definitely been broken at some point. He had a good smile too and one that could be both infectious and a little condescending. That turned her on for reasons best not considered in a work environment. His profile said he had at least 5 inches of height on Elena, and he lived about 20 minutes or so from her.
Mature, dry, self-assured. Forget Mr Eastwood, this was the modern man she wanted to know. The kind of man Amy wouldn't look twice at in a bar, but she'd spend half the night staring at out of the corner of her eye.
If there was a box he wasn't ticking, she couldn't find it. Perhaps being 32? That's a bit of a concern. But then he clearly had quite an impressive job, he was openly ambitious and serious. He was direct and had the kind of dry humour she could get behind to balance it out.
Do women send a priority like on these things or is that just for guys? Amy will know, she thought to herself.
Elena: Hey, so er, I have found a profile I'm into and I wanna make sure he swipes me back. Too keen if I 'priority like'?
Amy didn't reply straight away so Elena closed her phone and got on with emails. It wasn't until 5 minutes before her next meeting that her friend did reply.
Amy: Soz, was on a Teams call. Let's see his profile then...
Elena took a screenshot and sent it to Amy, an eye on the clock. She wanted to like his profile before her next meeting, priority or not.
Amy: Oh interesting! He's definitely got a rugged gentleman vibe going on. He'll be very 'marmite' with that directness but clearly that works for you. Go for it, you've gotta stand out from the competition ;)
Elena: Thx for your vote of confidence x
Her thoughts remained on Henry for reasons she couldn't explain. She didn't lead the calls like she normally would and felt somewhat off her game.
Freddy greeted her by the door later that evening and got his usual cuddle and kiss. Her arrival had distracted him midway through his playtime and he went back to being fascinated by a leaf that she had brought back for him on Sunday evening. After her shower, she felt no better and collapsed on the sofa in her leggings and a comfy hoodie, too drained and frustrated with herself to eat. She wrapped herself in her blanket with Freddy in the other room. She didn't hear her phone vibrate a couple of times while in her strop and only looked at it when the notifications were an hour old, and she accepted it was time to eat.
Henry has matched with you.
Henry: Hey! My friends are convinced that online dating is an existential issue and life was better when people met in bars. I have mixed views on that, but I'm completely convinced you wouldn't have been so forthright with your interest if we'd met that way. Point to online dating. I look forward to getting to know you, Elena.
She smiled at the message and felt those butterflies again.
Elena: Yeah, how would that work, anyway? Would I just have a sign saying, 'priority like' and push past your friends to hand it to you? Look forward to getting to know you too.
Henry: They'd assume I'd paid you to do it, or else it was some kind of prank, so I doubt they'd let you through.
Elena: How chivalrous of them.
Henry: There's a fine line between chivalry and jealousy, Elena. It seems you're it.
She laughed out loud and bit her lip. He's good.
She was on the sofa three hours later, with a similarly large smile on her face and the sound of the dishwasher in the background. There were leftovers for lunch in the fridge and she was secretly quite proud of how her evening had turned around.
Elena: I should probably sleep; I've got a big day tomorrow with a deadline I'm not convinced we'll make.
Henry: What's the repercussion if you don't make it?
Elena: My own annoyance.
Henry: Ah, a perfectionist. I was one of those and then I got better.
Elena: Oh yeah? How did you do that, oh wise one?
Henry: I set my standards to 80% quality, 90% effort and 100% acceptance that I'll kill myself if I strive for more.
She couldn't help herself; she laughed out loud again. They were of the same mind. She smirked into her phone as she thought of a reply.
Elena: Why not 100% effort? You seem like the type, all serious and demanding.
Henry: It's not sustainable. People dip, life happens. Though yes, I am demanding.
Elena: Is this about the time when your matches start to run away?
Henry: One of the times, yes.
Elena: Not me; that got you the priority like ;)
Was I actually flirting already?! Only the surprise had her admitting it to herself.
Henry: I'd better quit while I'm ahead and you did say you needed to sleep, so this is me being the responsible one. Good luck tomorrow. Wear navy, if you can. It's a power colour.
Elena toyed with how to respond to Henry's message, ranging from go fuck yourself through to as you wish.
Silence is your best response here El.
She completely recognised the fact that she got her navy dress with grey trim out of her wardrobe the next morning as a direct result of his message. She hadn't yet decided if it was some kind of subtle compliance or an outright overture towards him.
She answered her own dilemma at lunch when he messaged her.
Henry: How's work? What dress did you wear in the end?
Elena: How do you know I'm wearing a dress?
Henry: You've got five pictures on here; you're wearing a dress in four of them. I played the odds. And tell me about work.
Elena: So demanding already! Work's going well, we met the deadline and I'm happy with what we're taking forward. I'm wearing a navy dress. To answer your next question: yes, it was because you suggested it.
If anyone had walked into her office at that moment, the look on her face would have sent the office gossip into overdrive. She was blushing heavily behind her work makeup and biting her lip. Holy shit, I'm aroused, she thought, as soon as she realised she was biting her lip. This is actually crazy, what have you done to yourself Elena?
_
She met Amy for dinner on the Thursday as usual. The difference was stark. The prior few weeks, she'd been focused on looking positive and happy for Amy, so that she'd worry less. Now she was determined not to let her see the glow that was quickly forming.
"Wow look at them bad girls on show." Amy wasted no time with niceties when she arrived 10 minutes later than Elena and hugged her at the sushi bar. Her eyes were on Elena's cleavage.
Elena was aghast. "Oh my God, they're not, are they?" She'd dressed up, that was true. She was wearing a new bra, also true. But her thoughts that morning had been on Henry as they'd realised the night before that they commuted into the same station and there was the off-chance they'd run into each other.
"No, I'm teasing," she assured her gently. "I'm just used to them being squashed and hidden away."
"I dunno, I've just always fretted about my hard work and the way I'm seen being brushed aside for a pair of tits." Her bluntness surprised Amy, who raised her eyebrows at it. She collected herself quickly enough to be reassuring in the way only she could.
"Have you not realised that no matter how big, or small," she pointed to herself with a grin, "your tits are, you're going to be judged with them by men who are like that anyway? If you've got them, flaunt them. Just keep that hot ass hidden cause I'm reliably informed showing that off won't be acceptable for another 20 years." They both chuckled.
Amy asked how it was going with Henry, though Elena downplayed it some, being careful not to lie. They were still getting to know each other, a date had not been organised, but one seemed on the cards. Elena could see how hard Amy was working to keep the enthusiasm out of her voice. She played with her freshly highlighted blonde hair while sipping on her bottle of beer.



Elena had noticed a man at another table looking over at Amy midway through the gentle interrogation. She nodded over in that direction when the man wasn't looking. Amy looked over and got it straight away. Blonde, pretty and dressed more excitingly, Amy got most of the attention between them.
"See, a small tit man," she laughed.
_
They'd exchanged numbers the previous evening and she couldn't wait to message him.
Elena: I'm heading home, did you get all of your work done?
He replied soon after. He was a fast responder; he didn't play silly games like she'd done as a twenty-year-old, and she appreciated that about him.
Henry: Yep, wrapped up about an hour ago and feeling pretty exhausted.
That is a late finish, I can emphasise with that.
Elena: I can leave you alone tonight if you want. No games and I won't be offended. I've finished late from work many times and I know sometimes you just need to be left alone x
Henry: I am tired, it's true. But I'd hate for you to think I don't want to speak to you. Given I'm likely to be less engaged than usual it may be a good time for me to drop a truth bomb on you...
Uh oh, this evening just got serious. She swallowed and responded without delay. She didn't want to wait to find out whatever it was.
Elena: Go on...
Henry: So... I'm divorced from my ex-partner. No kids, no remaining ties. Happy to answer any questions you have but thought you should know early on given I'm younger than you and already divorced. Eesh sounds bad when you write it out.
Henry: I mean, not that's passing judgement on you or anything! I just meant you might want to factor that in when you consider if you want to go on a date in the future. Which I know I haven't asked you to yet but yeah, wanted this out of the way.
Elena felt immeasurably relieved. If that was the big truth bomb, she could live with that. She was smiling at her phone and feeling sassy again. He brought out different shades of her personality and it was refreshing.
Elena: Well this is a welcome change from Mr Confident, seeing him stuttering all over the place. For what it's worth, my best friend divorced her husband at around the same age you must have been. If that's all you're hiding, you can go back to being your assured self; I like it better.
Henry: I'm also asset-less now. Just setting your expectations nice and low here haha. Just a little bit of savings and I lease where I live. I did own a house with my ex but the house basically started falling apart after we bought it (beginning of the end actually), so we sunk a lot of money in that we barely recouped with the sale. I can certainly afford to pay for dinner though ;)
Her heart raced in fear as she thought of what to say in response. Amy had never called it what it was, and she was the only one that properly knew. She had told work it was compassionate leave to save her going through the endless wellbeing checks when she returned. So, she had never said what it was, never put a name to it. But he was being honest with her and that meant a lot. She didn't want him finding out down the line and not being able to deal with it. She'd be back in that place again if that happened.
Elena: In the spirit of honesty, you should know that a couple of months ago I effectively had a nervous breakdown after falling into a pretty crippling depression. I'm on medication for it and may be for a while yet. I'm in a much better place, but I come with that baggage and you're going to need to accept that if you want to date me. Sleep on it and let me know.
He didn't reply and wasn't online at all for the following 20 minutes. It was the lowest she'd felt since she called Amy and asked to be picked up from a random street she didn't know.
You're an idiot El, an absolute idiot. This is why you're better throwing yourself into your work. It's taken so much of you, what else is there anyway? And you should be proud. Second-generation immigrant, running a department with 50 people in it. Yet you always want more. You always think life can make you happy. But you're not happy with what you have and people would kill for it, so why would you be happy with more?
Her phone chimed, breaking her out of her stupor. She wiped her eyes.
Henry: Sorry, my train went underground. Thank you for sharing. I've been around both the episodes and the medication; I'm quite used to it. Not myself but people around me, I mean. People that are still in my life and people that are now not in it. You can probably infer enough from that to guess who.
If he's been in a relationship with someone medicated, that'd help a lot. But then he left the relationship so who knows what he can actually manage.
Her thoughts didn't help her and soon after that they said goodnight somewhat awkwardly, despite the positive reactions they'd both received to their respective 'truth-bombs'.
_
She worked from home on the Friday and worked hard to ensure she wasn't working that weekend. She barely left her desk and skipped lunch entirely. When did I last pee? She wondered after her last meeting at 4pm. She'd pulled up the sleeves of her knit jumper at some point around lunchtime, when she knew she needed to knuckle down. They remained that way until a reminder came up on her phone.
Call with Henry: 7pm.
With her focus on work, she'd forgotten that they had agreed to have a video call that evening.
Shit, shit, shit!
She set about making herself presentable at high-speed. She changed jumpers into one that didn't have creased sleeves, spent a precious few minutes debating whether or not to change out of sweatpants before struggling to find the leg to get into her jeans, and then hurriedly applied concealer under her eyes. A quick brush of her hair before putting it back into its bun and a touch of lip gloss, and she was set.
Her phone rang as she sat back down, ready for the call.
"Hey," she answered as brightly as she could, despite the obvious nerves.
"Wow, hey back," came the somewhat middle-class accent. It didn't sound like it was raised in the city.
"That's a relief," Elena chuckled, line already half-rehearsed.
"What is?" He looked better than his photos. Or maybe she liked him more than she did when she saw them the first time.
"You look like your pictures," she winked and relaxed.
They both settled into a comfortable conversation pretty quickly. She assured him she was fine with what he had shared, and he assured her of the same.
"Erm, hold on a minute," he interrupted, as she was briefly updating on her day. "Who's that?"
She looked around and realised she had accidentally put her cat into view. "Oh, this is Freddy, do you want to say hello?"
"That depends, is he okay with competition for your attention?" He's such a charmer.
"He hasn't had much of it so we might have to ease him in," Elena quipped.
Freddy barely stirred but Elena was satisfied with the way Henry behaved to be sure that he was at least cat-tolerant, despite confessing to growing up with a dog. "Same here," Elena had replied.
They spoke about family for a bit and then despite the fact it was their first conversation together, they spoke about whether they wanted kids.
"I'd like kids, if my partner wanted them. It's not always straightforward, is it? With life and a career and everything," he said sincerely. "How about you?"
She considered how best to answer. Would saying: I've not thought about it much aside from when my Mum reminds me I'm not getting any younger, be poorly received? She went for a version of it. "I'm open to it but it's not a huge part of my thinking currently."
Henry seemed to be considering her answer for a spell. "What?" she prompted nervously.
"Well, it strikes me that you don't seem to know what you want in many aspects, but I'm pretty certain with what I want in life. Do you not worry they won't align in time?" He pondered aloud.
"Big question," she chuckled without much humour. "Why don't you tell me what you want and I'll tell you if I think it'll align?"
"Okay, well I've given indication enough that I want something serious and long-term, so I'd be pursuing this with that in mind," Henry started, matter-of-factly. She nodded in agreement, there was no other option as far as she was concerned. "I have specifics that I'm looking for which would work within that, which are to be disclosed if we get to that point."
"Boo," Elena replied teasingly, sufficiently masking her intrigue and the slight rise in her pulse rate. He was vague enough to make her think there was more to it, so she put some of her professional skills to use. "How do I know you're not going to say it's the same as what I'm looking for, just to get with me?"
"Nicely baited," he praised, calling her out on it. He was smart. "Do you suddenly know what you're looking for?
"Broad brush strokes," came her immediate reply with a nonchalant shrug of her shoulders. He didn't buy it; she was pressing too much to not be interested in a positive way.
He smirked and it was the kind of smirk she'd pictured on him at the start. The slightly condescending one. She wasn't surprised to realise it had turned her on, even though the thought of him finding that out made her nervous. "What I'll say is that what I want is intense. It wouldn't be for everyone. It's built around contrasts."
She swallowed, noticeably. "I understand."
"Do you?" He held such an intense look she felt she could only agree. That thrilled her like nothing else. He'd keep me honest.
"As much as I can right now, yes." Her mouth was dry, but she dared not ask him to wait while she grabbed a drink.
He considered her with that same piercing stare in his brown eyes until she felt flustered. She waited, because the move was his to make and the reward would be high for her if he made it. "When you wore the navy dress, it was only a suggestion for your benefit, but I was pleased you listened to me, nonetheless. That should give you an indication of some of what I'm looking for."
She swallowed again, desperately trying to introduce some saliva into her mouth so she could speak to him. "When you suggested I wear that, my reaction ranged from swearing at you to doing as you said. When I woke up the next morning, there was no doubt in my mind I'd be wearing a navy dress, and I felt good all day that I had."
The smirk had left Henry's face as she spoke, to be replaced by one of surprise and then of gratitude. "So it seems this match was even better than I could have imagined."
"Just go slow, please." Elena's heart was racing. She'd planned to be more subtle, test the water over dates, plural. But he made her loose-lipped. "You can surely tell this is new to me?"
He nodded in agreement. "But it's why you were so keen on my profile?"
She briefly considered a teasing response but in this moment of honesty, she couldn't bring herself to it. "One of the reasons, maybe the main reason, but quite honestly you've got a lot going for you and I like the way that sets us up."
He didn't get what she meant in its entirety, she could tell. But she had no doubt she'd explain it to him in time.
"I've got plans tomorrow, watching rugby with friends. I'd have invited you but I think that might be a bit too intense, even for me. Perhaps in the future. Are you free on Sunday?"
"I am," she confirmed, mentally cancelling her pilates class.
"Great, give me this evening to plan our date and I'll call you tomorrow morning to confirm, sound okay?"
"Yes," she enthused. A proactive, decisive man? Even Amy would be on board with this.
"10am work for you?"
Elena wasn't sure if it was really a question and didn't treat it as such. "Absolutely."
They dialled off and she leapt up, surprising Freddy. She was giddy with excitement. She felt alive. Special, even. Had life actually thrown something good her way?
Before she did anything else, she shifted her alarm from 10.30am to 8.30.
_
How do you prepare for a phone call with a man you'd never met, when you spent the night before thinking about being on your knees and sucking his cock?
Her instant and growing attraction to Henry had invigorated her and intensified her newly-awakened sex drive. She was so enamoured with him already, she couldn't even picture herself looking him in the eye during the call, out of sheer embarrassment.
Perhaps spurred on by guilt, she really made an effort to dress up for his call. She did her makeup, applied lipstick and picked out a dress.
This is a bit obvious El, even after last night.
She couldn't help it though; she was drawn to the lilac dress that was cinched around the waist and fit her well. She had found a stand to prop her phone on which meant she'd been sitting on the sofa and he'd be able to see all of her. She wanted to look good for him.
"Wow," he said again when he saw her on the video call the next morning. She laughed, a pathetic teenage laugh. "I promise I'll stop saying that eventually, but you look really good Elena."
Calling her by her name, holding eye contact, the confidence. It all got to her. It was so different to what she had experienced thus far.
"I hope you don't stop saying that to be honest, Henry. If I'm getting that kind of reaction, I'm doing it right."
"Well said," he smiled in that way she was growing so fond of. She felt sure she'd do a lot for that smile in the future.
"Tell me about our date," she asked eagerly. Perhaps it had been so long since she'd been properly excited for one that she'd just forgotten to play it cool.
He chuckled in a flattered way, which gave her butterflies. "We're going to meet for a couple of cocktails in town, then we're going to dinner. I'm not a believer in the whole thing about avoiding dinner on first dates. That's for people who are intimidated by conversation as they can't hold one. We clearly can," he observed with a tone of seriousness and almost defiance.
"I agree," Elena replied, blushing at how cute she found it. She relaxed as he looked at her, aware it'd be a similar position the next day. "Don't tell me you got dressed up for this call," she teased, for reasons she didn't pinpoint at the time, referencing his rugby shirt.
He smirked at her, and she knew that was partly why she'd teased him. To see that smirk again. "No, you know why I'm wearing this. Why are you wearing that dress?"
"Touché," Elena replied, blushing. She realised that she was craving the way he made her feel. The embarrassment and slight uncomfortableness, as though he was always ahead of her. It turned her on.
"If I'm making too many decisions and you're uncomfortable, tell me." He was checking on her without making it obvious, she knew it.
"No, I really like it. It's what I want," she admitted bravely. With all the energy she could muster, she looked at him with a fierceness and a determination to not blush. It was essential he understood how serious she was about that part.
They spoke for a bit about rugby and Elena's lack of knowledge of the sport. Henry promised to give her a crash-course of the rules before gently letting her know he had to head off.
"Before you go," Elena rushed out before she lost her nerve, "do you have a preference on what you'd like me to wear tomorrow?"
"Hmm," he pondered it. "Something you wouldn't normally wear, perhaps something new and just for me."
"You have a cheek," she teased. Before he lost his nerve and backtracked, though the way he held his expectant stare made it unlikely, she was quick to agree.
She left the video call more aroused than she could ever remember being from a conversation alone. The certainty of the man, to practically demand she buy something for him was outrageous. But it got to her, badly. She was flushed, aroused and feeling really quite compliant. That was rare for her; to do as anyone else wanted.
Well, no use wasting a good look, might as well go shopping in it. She was going to spend money on whatever she bought, that was for certain. It was an offering; one that she could wordlessly use to indicate the depth of her interest and commitment to exploring what this was.
____
Her nerves were high as she sat in the taxi the following evening. She felt she had met the brief. Amy was floored when she sent her a picture before leaving and that gave her a lot of confidence that she was indeed wearing something she wouldn't normally wear.
It was a bottle green velvet dress with an asymmetrical hem that was cut close to the thigh on her left side. The other side was cut long and that elongated her legs - preferable given their height difference. The dress hugged her hips and shamelessly flattered her chest and bum. It was therefore the kind of outfit she hadn't worn in years. The pre-booked taxi driver had done a double-take when he saw her in the mirror but otherwise was strictly professional, even as Elena touched-up her makeup on the final stretch of the ride. She'd kept her hair up as always but dropped a couple of strands on either side, so it framed her face better. She'd spent some time looking for an accessory to cover her bare neck and settled on a thin necklace that fell into the space of her chest but kept plenty of her skin on show. In truth, a choker would have looked better with the dress, but that would have been pushing it.
She wasn't surprised but was nonetheless quite thrilled to see that Henry was there already and in smart trousers, shirt and dinner jacket, as he waited at a table within view of the door. She took a deep breath and stepped in, walking over with confidence.
"Wow," the customary greeting met her ears as she walked to him. He really did look amazed.
He kissed her on each cheek in the traditional way, which she immediately liked. He looked good with his tidy beard and short style hair, and he smelled good.
"That is some power walk," he praised as she took the chair he had pulled out for her. "You must be someone not to be messed with at work."
"Not just at work," she winked at him and looked around, before settling on him. "So don't fuck this up."
He nodded graciously. "It really would be a fuck-up if I did that. I can see that already."
She ordered the same cocktail he had started on and then she looked over at the elegant bar.
"They say it's cringe, but I like the intimacy," he told her of the place.
"You really are intense," she smirked. It was quite surprising how quickly she felt at ease and told him so, to soften the teasing.
They spoke through the usual getting-to-know-you topics as they sipped the first cocktail. It was nice; comfortable. They agreed to leave for the restaurant down the road at the end of the first cocktail. Drinking on an empty stomach wouldn't have been the best idea on a Sunday.
The restaurant was similarly elegant and tasteful. Amy would have been putting pictures up on Instagram, that was for sure. She smiled inwardly, knowing that Henry was putting effort into the date.
She excused herself after they ordered and took her phone from her bag when she got to the bathroom. Amy had already checked in with her - not unexpectedly.
Amy: How's it going Hotstuff? Is he treating you well?
Elena: It's going really, really well. He's the sweetest man and he's pulling out all the stops. My mouth was hanging open at the prices on this menu and we've already argued about splitting the bill, but he won't let me.
Amy: Aww your first fight. Has he complimented the dress?!



Elena: It was a very one-sided fight I can tell you lol. He's complimented me a lot, does that count?
Amy: Which means he's speechless... as he should be! Now go and be seduced you stunner x
Elena smiled and put her phone away, feeling a strange mix of nerves and arousal. He really was the sweetest man thus far, mixing stories of rugby at university with pictures of his niece. Then he had switched to firm and assertive when she had insisted on splitting the bill and it had got to her in a very pleasant way. Here was a man who would win because he could, not because she'd let him.
Over the main course, they moved onto the kinds of topics that had already shown the both of them why the pairing seemed so natural. There was an easy honesty and empathy between them.
There were talking about the strangeness of online dating. "You know, I'd never planned to do it, so when all my friends were telling me about these horror-stories, I just laughed. Now, here I am. Serves me right." Under her questioning look he explained, "I met my ex-wife at university. We were together for 8 years or so before we got married. Two pretty bad years followed."
"I'm sorry," Elena replied truthfully. She wanted to take his hand but refrained.
"It's all good now. Would you like me to explain what happened or is that a bit too serious for now?"
She shook her head. "No, I'd really like to know," she insisted before taking another bite of the filled pasta.
"Well, it wasn't a huge falling out, to assure you straight away," they both laughed. "We just stopped getting on. When you meet at that age, you're not the person you're going to be, you know? Over time we just saw things differently, particularly around our relationship."
"How so?" He'd opened the door so Elena was going to walk through it and find out as much as she could. Vetting him and learning his tells was important work.
"Well, to give you one example, she became a bit militant with her views, particularly on gender equality. Now, I'm strongly about equality of opportunity, pay and rights, especially in the workplace and society," he'd hastened to add under her raised eyebrows. He wasn't to know she was teasing him over such a charged topic. She could tell that already having looked up some of the strategy documents he'd authored at his company.
"But when it gets to the point where you're tallying up how many times you've cooked for the person as a means to show how unequal the relationship was, that might be pushing it. Especially when she thinks that doing the laundry in return doesn't get the same number of points."
"There was a real passion for social justice then?" Elena grinned.
"Oh literally," Henry grinned back, relieved he'd got over such murky waters unchecked. "It was even her career! But anyway, she's a good person, we just weren't right for each other. At the same time, we had issues with the house we'd bought, some things went wrong. By the time we decided to break up and sell the house, neither of us had the money to move out. We ended up living together as roommates for a few months until the house sold, and we cleared our debts."
"Must have been tough," Elena sympathised, throat somewhat dry and pasta going cold as she listened. She was quite aware that in the back of her mind, she was being drawn to him the more she got to know of him and his values. There was an undercurrent of understanding. She couldn't explain it, but she felt like she got him.
He shrugged at her comment, as if to say: it is what it is. They went back to eating for a bit and then he added, "it's why it took me a while to start dating again. I couldn't bring someone important into that situation, so I waited for it all to be over and we went our separate ways."
"Not in contact then?"
He shook his head. "If we saw each other, it'd be cordial, I'm sure, but that's all. We quickly realised we had nothing in common outside of the relationship. But enough about me, what's your story? I've spoken for ages here."
Fair point, Elena thought. She considered what to say on the basis of what he had said. It became quite easy for her to be open and honest with him, the more she thought about it. So she went for it and started talking about herself in a way she hadn't done before.
"This might be more muddled than I'd like it because these aren't the thoughts I'd ever voice," she paused to look at him with sincerity. "I want to be genuine because what you said about not knowing the person you're with as they grow and change has really struck me. I wouldn't want that to happen. However, let's finish our main course first and I can use that time to think!"
They both laughed and carried on eating in comfortable silence. When they finished, the plates were cleared and Elena finished her glass of wine, contemplating how to say it all.
"I guess if I was going to attribute why I'm single and have been for a while to anything in particular, it would be a lack of confidence in what I'm looking for," she started slowly. Henry was looking at her with keen interest and intensity. It made her feel like she was the only person that mattered and that gave her a lot of the security she needed in order to be honest. "I've known what I like, in terms of feelings around someone and behaviours, for a while. Though not overtly until more recently. To your earlier point about counting how many times someone cooked, I'm at the other end of the scale."
"How so?" Her date inquired with interest and a little confusion.
"I guess it's how you measure it," Elena answered, directing the conversation slightly away from how she planned it but sticking with it because it made sense to her. "Overtly, one might prefer things like that heavily skewed to them, but there's the intangible things like security, care, leadership, that mean a great deal and can't be measured as equal by how many dinners are made, if you value those things more."
"Which you do," Henry stated as fact.
She winked at him. "Was I not subtle enough there?"
"As subtle as a rugby tackle," Henry teased back.
"Equity not equality, I'm reliably told on all the forums I read before signing up to online dating."
Henry smiled at that and then chuckled. "Ah, what are the chances, huh?"
"Of what?" Elena replied.
Henry caught the attention of the waitress, and they ordered dessert. She wasn't actually hungry so picked something at random rather than let him eat alone.
"We've both acknowledged, slightly more than subtly, that my assertiveness works for you." He smiled as she blushed. "My confidence in knowing you also impacts you in other ways, doesn't it?"
She nodded. Did he know what he seemed to be implying?
"I had a lot of time to think about what I want from a relationship, while I was going through that period of divorce. Now, I'm not some kind of Christian Grey," he air-quoted the name with a bit of scorn, "when I talk about this, so don't fear for any dungeons."
There was no fear for Elena because despite him having just indicated that he knew what she was thinking, she herself was certain she knew what he was going to say. If she was right, she was all-in on exploring what this could be with him.
"I want there to be clear roles and expectations, for both my partner and I. Ambiguity and poor communication are relationship killers. I want those things discussed early on so that both of us can grow together," he was holding her stare as he spoke. Elena recognised the confidence in his conviction, despite the controversial nature of what he was suggesting, and she loved it. "I'm assertive, intense and driven, I'd like to not need to hold that back in a relationship. I'd like to be with someone who embraces that and wants to be held to that. What do you say to that?"
She swallowed. She loved being right. This was the relationship; this was what she needed. "I say that sounds exactly like what I want. But there's a lot of pressure to get things right at the start of the relationship." He nodded in agreement. "But you know that, which is why you've been doing certain things, to test how I respond."
He smiled at her, a warm, genuine smile. They were conversing deeply and intensely, and they were intellectual equals, it felt to her. "You tick more boxes than I could have hoped."
"Go on..."
She wanted to know if he saw her, truly saw her.
"You're clearly incredibly competent and capable, if your career is anything to go by," he started.
"Is this where you admit you stalked my LinkedIn?"
"I did indeed, shamelessly," he flirted in response to her teasing smile. "More than that, you're smart and sharp, not just book smart. I guess you'd have to be to work with people in your career. I can converse with you intellectually and feel like I'm going to learn something. You're driven, clearly, given your research on your needs. As am I. You're feminine, I suspect you're quite traditional in your views given your contrast of feminism and equity. I also think you have views, tastes and interests that you keep well hidden because of how you'd be judged and how they make you feel. Things that you want but to admit to, or to do, would be really quite exposing for you, and that holds you back."
He had filled their glasses with the remaining wine while he spoke. Elena took the glass with shaky hands, in contrast to his steady pour as he had broken her down. He was relentless with his level of accurate analysis. It was like she sat naked before him. She sat raw and vulnerable to him already. He understood her, she couldn't evade him. That was power to her.
It was startling nonetheless, and he called it out as he studied her. "My analysis has alarmed you?"
She nodded. "Just how well you understand me already and how that'll grow. It leaves me nowhere to go."
"Seems to me that you've spent your whole life hiding out. Have you not run out of places to go?" He looked at her with that same piercing look.
Elena was on a level of arousal and vulnerability she had never experienced. It was creating feelings of reckless abandon. Not that she ever would in the circumstance, but she imagined leaving the table. Moving underneath it and admitting defeat. But it didn't feel like a loss, it would feel good to be there.
She shook her head to clear the thoughts and focus on him. "We're there," she stuttered, trying to voice it. "I've run out of places to go and you're in-front of me offering to give me everything I've needed." She'd studied English Lit at university and could hear that student in her voice now. The one setting up the endgame. But Elena at 36, jaded and depressed, world-weary and just.. shattered, wasn't there yet.
He looked at her expectantly.
"If you push me right now, I may push back because I've never known it any other way. I need to pause what's happening, please." She may have said please but there was nothing of the sort in her mind.
"Of course," Henry leaned back, relaxing. "Would you like to cut the date short?"
Elena felt torn. On the one hand, it was the best evening she'd ever had in her romantic life. On the other, she'd broken sweat in anxiety. "Yes," she admitted. "That's not a reflection on you, it's all me and my need for time to process this."
He nodded reassuringly and squeezed her hand briefly. It gave her goosebumps.
***
She wished she had kissed him goodnight. She had ended the date on outwardly confusing terms, but her intention towards him was clear for her.
She felt like she was about to explore the type of relationship that she always felt compelled towards. Never named, never fully formed, but always there. Until now, anyway. Now it felt a lot more formed, it had the image of the person she may want her life to gravitate around and it came with deeper fantasies. She saw how her submission would be more sustained and constant with him. Not a slave, always able to refuse or to question, but always beneath him.
All day at work, she was distracted. First by her heart that wanted her to pursue this and the hope of true happiness, then by her brain that wanted her to put the structure in place that would take away endless over-thinking and stress. Once she quelled both, it was her needy pussy that took over, making her think of all of the things she would do to serve him.
Faced with an overwhelming desire to orgasm, she had locked herself in a cubicle in the bathroom at work and rubbed herself to an orgasm, on all fours, with her underwear stuffed in her mouth. She had pictured Henry ordering her to do it, showing her submission to him. As her orgasm hit and her eyes rolled back, she imagined his cum squirting onto her back, marking her as his. It was the craziest, most humiliating thing she had done. Why then had it felt so right?
When she was back in her office, face washed and dress straightened, she pondered what to do. They had been texting on and off all day; he had checked in with her in the morning and she had kept the conversation alive to show him she was okay.
With her heart beating out of her chest, she messaged him what felt right to say, taking the biggest jump she had yet made.
Elena: Thank you for my orgasm...
Henry: Oh? At work? You're very welcome.
She watched him type, no doubt wanting to ask more. She silently pleaded he would, so she could show him how she would answer to him.
Henry: What turned you on so much?
Elena: You. Us. Being beneath you. God, that feels good to say, you have no idea.
Henry: It is equally good to read, beautiful. What did you think about?
She couldn't lie to him. Nor did she want to downplay it. He needed to know what he was getting into, no matter how exposing it was. For once, it felt right to show who she really was. She knew he could handle it, could be that person for her.
Elena: I hope this doesn't freak you out too much... I thought about being exactly where I was - on all fours on the floor in the bathroom near my office, while you finished on my back and showed me my place and who my body belongs to. So yeah....
She put her phone down and typed out some email replies to distract herself. Easy ones; she was on autopilot. She didn't allow herself to check her phone again until both were done, despite the fear that was pulling at her to check. When she finally did, relief and excitement fell over her.
Henry: That sounds very arousing, I can see why it got to you so much. We'll have to make it so you wear my cum at work.
She failed to withhold a groan upon reading that. She would, she already knew that. He would be careful and respect her boundaries, she knew that too. The second message pushed her mind into the twisted area she had always held it away from.
Henry: And when we get to the point where you trust me enough to do that, I will keep you down with my shoe on your face so that you really know your place.
Okay, he really did get how unusual her tastes were.
Elena: That's funny.
Henry: What is?
Elena: That bit about being under your feet was the part I left out as I thought it was too much too soon. Evidently not...
Henry: You have no idea how good I'll make this for both of us, ell.
Elena: I like that a lot. The way you're naming me, I mean. That feels right.
Amy was good with her when Elena debriefed her the next evening. They looked at relationships differently and in almost contrasting ways. She knew Amy would never understand her need to be beneath her partner, would never endorse such a mentality and probably suggest she get help. But why? She needed pharmacological help because she was overwhelmed and constantly in denial of her needs. She would never be able to explain to Amy why it was so good for her. On equality in a relationship, they had always failed to align, evidenced through the times when Elena had questioned if perhaps Amy was demanding too much from her partner and not giving enough in return. Amy always reacted badly to that. She could never imagine her being with someone like Henry or even understanding him.
So, she had been as honest as she could with Amy and told her how much she liked him but how scared she was about it. Her friend knew how big that was, so she took the responsibility of motivating Elena, when self-doubt might have crept in.
Henry left no ambiguity and that helped her immeasurably. He'd told her how into her he was and that he was going to be pursuing whatever they had, to see what it was. It thrilled her, in truth, that someone like him wanted her. Wanted her that much, with all the certainty he had.
She'd had more orgasms over the next few days than she'd ever had in the same time period. Arousal stemming from thoughts of obeying him, serving him, constantly had to be pushed from her mind at work. In the evening, she let them in without resistance, and they came with increasingly clear visuals of what she'd do for him, how far she'd go to submit to him. Her orgasms were giving her the relief of letting go, similar to the way that she knew his assertiveness would.
They met twice more over the week due to her restrictive work schedule, both times for drinks. Both times it was at the end of busy days, both times they had invigorated each other just with their presence. At the third date, she had kissed him before the first drink was finished. She knew she was going to; she was struggling to hold back by then and he was being incredibly respectful and patient with her. She kissed him with such passion and enthusiasm, it left him in no doubt where she was at with him.
He pulled away and looked at her with sincerity. "El, you're out of this world. Truly, truly stunning." She felt herself blush again. "But nothing further can happen unless we're committed to each other."
"You as much as me?" She asked evenly.
He took out his phone, unlocked it and gave it to her. "Click onto the app, you'll see where I'm at."
She did as requested and saw an error message. Your profile has been deleted.
Her heart raced. "Already?"
He took hold of her face with a hand on her chin, forcing her to look up at him. Why did simple acts like that arouse her? "Three dates, three weeks. I know what I want, the sample size is good. You are truly singular, ell."
She blushed, feeling so out of her depth in the world of dating, it was almost ridiculous. She wanted to go home with him. She could barely remember going home with the last man she had slept with. In this instance, they'd barely started their drinks but the conversation and intimacy across the previous weeks had her feeling things for him deeply.
She eventually found the courage to ask him, a few drinks in, as he studied her patiently, knowing something was on her mind. "Can we go somewhere private?"
She had whispered it, but he had heard. "What?" He asked, with raised eyebrows.
He knew what she said. She knew that he knew. Two can play this game. In a moment of bravery she had never possessed before Henry, she didn't repeat it. She told him what she truly meant. "I want to worship your cock," she told him. The word had come out unintended but it was true.
He didn't ask if she was sure. He knew she was, because he'd taken time to know her. So, when he ordered the taxi, she was relieved. When they sat at the back of the car, she could think of little else but doing it. She was outrageously turned on. Only a desire to stay classy and respectable for him stopped her squirming.
Elena had never been to Henry's place, but she knew where it was. He was in a posh block of apartments behind a busy high street. She had told Amy the location a while back and messaged to tell her where she was going, for safety. Obligation more than worry. She then put her phone on silent and focused on Henry. His smell, his confidence.



He let them into the building, and she was immediately struck by how fancy it was, with a little reception desk and the lifts behind it. His apartment was similarly impressive. Modern like hers, but newer and slicker. She knew he was renting and clearly he could have got cheaper, but he wanted luxury. He gave her a quick tour - of the lounge, the kitchen with state-of-the-art appliances, the bathroom with a walk-in shower, and the balcony. It was great.
"I've got a feeling about something," she pondered aloud while he poured them wine along with glasses of water.
"Go on," he replied, handing her the glasses and indicating she sit on the sofa. She liked that he wanted her to be comfortable first, as opposed to trying to get her to do what she'd offered immediately. As much as she wanted it, she needed a slower pace as oral sex was not her forte. Sex wasn't at all, really.
She smiled as they sat. "I think you like nice things, you like comfort and a bit of luxury. Maybe even to show off a bit." He nodded and went to speak, to argue he wasn't too superficial probably, but she held a finger up. "I think that also translates to your ideal relationship. I'm going to be expected to be presentable, aren't I? To look good for you at all times."
There was no hiding how impressed he was. "Do you see what I mean about your intellect? Yes, that's the ideal. How do you feel about that?"
She felt nervous but determined. "Ignoring the absolute terror of being under scrutiny for my looks, I think it sounds quite hot, to be honest. There's something there for me about representing you and making you look good because of it. But you have to make me a deal?"
"Go on," he repeated, though more slowly and suspiciously this time.
"You have to buy some plants or paintings or something," she implored, gesturing around. "I cannot feel like I'm dating a bachelor and being brought to his pad." There was a smile on her lips but they both knew she wasn't messing around. She was going to be beneath him, but she had the influence she needed to make it good for both of them. He agreed and encouraged her to send him suggestions.
They moved onto other conversation as they sipped their wine. Before Elena had got halfway down her glass, she had moved the topic onto sex. "I've never been so open about sex as I am with you. So don't go thinking I'm a slut of some kind. It's your weird superpower or something."
He chuckled. "I don't. Though some sluts are far less open about how much they want to suck cock," he teased. At the mention of it, she shamelessly looked down at this groin. "What are you thinking right now?"
She licked her lips slowly, though it was more because her mouth had gone dry. "How much I want to be on my knees between your legs. How natural that feels and how scary it is for me to just say these things."
Her hair was down for once, because he'd asked for it to be. She had to stop herself chuckling at the irony of it not being up right then. They sat like that for a few seconds. Henry seemed quite keen to give her time and Elena seemed somewhat paralysed.
She broke the silence. "I don't see it as a specifically sexual act. I see it more as a form of service," she explained into the silence. "Like, taking care of my man. I think people too quickly combine sucking cock with foreplay before sex. Sometimes it's just about serving your man."
"Your mind is probably the most interesting I've ever encountered," he enthused. "Now go to your knees Elena."
"Yes Sir," she whispered, moving between his legs. It was such a relief to address him that way finally, she visibly sighed. She took hold of his ankle and looked up at him. "May I?"
He nodded and watched as she unlaced his shoe and did the same on the other side. She placed a thumb in the band of his sock and looked up wordlessly for permission again. He nodded. She could see he was aroused by her approach.
She pulled both socks off and asked for his trousers off too. He sat before her only in black boxers. He had a good amount of body hair, strong thighs and she could tell from the bulge, a sizeable member.
Without even thinking about it, without even considering what he might think, Elena moved her head down and kissed the top of his foot. He didn't move and she didn't look up, so not knowing his reaction gave her courage to do the same on the other foot.
"I like that," he announced firmly. "Do that again."
She did, to both feet, straying longer. She waited to be told to keeping doing it, but he said nothing. With more than a bit of sadness at needing to move on, she started to kiss her way up, hoping he liked it enough to want it again in the future.
When Elena got to his boxers, he pulled them down, his cock springing out. It was only the 5th penis she'd ever seen but it paled the others. "Oh wow," she whispered.
He was big. Easily nine inches, based on quick mental measurements. She had no idea why she was counting except to perhaps brag to Amy over too many cocktails. He was thick and substantial. It made her feel even more submissive, and she moaned as she took the tip in her mouth.
She was vaguely aware that her dress was still on, only because she was distracted by it bunching around her ass. Henry took hold of her hair and kept it out of the way, making her moan again. "Do you want to take your dress off?"
"No, I'm happy like this," she pulled off him to answer.
The grey dress she had worn to work had been greeted with a raised eyebrow by Sophie. It was dressier than what she often wore. But it meant nothing when she was on her knees for him. Clothes were irrelevant at that point. She would soon ask to be naked when alone with him, it felt right when she fantasised about it over the previous days. Once they'd had sex and crossed that bridge, anyway. The contrast was making her wetter than she could remember being.
"You're in control until you want me to be, whenever that is."
She squeezed his thigh in thanks. She needed to work on being comfortable giving oral again given she knew she'd be doing it a lot more.
Elena built a rhythm, guided by Henry's moans and praise. She knew after a spell that he liked to be licked, he liked eye contact, and he liked feeling himself in her throat. What man doesn't?
But this was service. Service meant worship, and it meant being beneath him. She focused on that. Focused on making him moan, on covering his cock with her saliva. Her lips and throat hurt from taking his size, but she persisted. She wasn't yet good, but she would be.
"I'm getting close," he announced, to her delight.
She reacted to his words almost viscerally. It pushed her into taking his cock deeper and she almost sunk further on her knees in an act of submission. He moaned and she knew he was closer. She pulled him out of her throat and started to stroke him along his length with just her mouth around the tip. "Yes," he gasped out.
He came, spurting into her mouth. She took it, keeping every drop in her mouth until it filled her and started to dribble out between her lips. She held her hand to her lips, keeping the cum there. When Henry pulled away, it gave them space to lock eyes. Elena swallowed as he watched. He looked at her with a mixture of disbelief and awe. She loved the power that gave her, on her knees, in her expensive work dress, completely beneath him.
***
"You got this guys, five more minutes!"
Elena recognised just how strange she was, only when reflecting over the weeks since she had been on her knees for Henry the first time.
She was smashing the Peloton class, and it allowed her mind to drift as it always did. To everything that had transpired since.
She was enjoying the dates and the time she was spending with him. There were always things to talk about and they never ran out of things to say or laugh over. He was helpful in her work, giving her a real thinking partner and someone she could unload to, and she tried to reciprocate.
It felt like they were making each other better and she could see how evenings at home with him would be spent. Gosh, she was already thinking of that. She had confessed to him that she pictured both of them coming home from work, her being naked to serve him from the start. Just a complete switch of mentality the second she removed her clothes. She had told him she would always cook for him as she would love to do that, and he would decide what chores he would do. She would do anything else. He would decide what she would do and what they would eat, so that she could switch off and just be.
"Decisions kill me," she had admitted to him. "I make them all day, I often have to correct things that are wrong, my mind never stops, it's just who I am. If you can give me clear expectations, set tasks and make the decisions at home, it will change my life."
In testing him back to make sure he could do that, she had started to ask him to decide things. Little things like what to cook when alone or what to watch, through to what she wore and whether she went to networking events after work. Somehow, even though she knew he would always tell her to go to those events as it was important for her career, having someone make her go, felt less of a burden. It was a task that had been set for her by her partner and that made it feel less onerous. Within those first few weeks, she knew that having someone tell her what to do was going to change her life.
Yes, she was enjoying the dates, enjoying the feelings of infatuation and embracing that there were already feelings of something deeper forming. As much as she loved all of that, she loved the sexual stuff even more.
After the first time, she always went back with him whenever they met up, so that she could suck his cock. Worship him. Even if it meant going home late in the evening having asked a neighbour to feed Freddy.
She wasn't ready to stay over, and she wasn't ready to be naked around him. He kept telling her how sexy she was and at one point, he made her stand in the long mirror in his bedroom as he ran his hands along her slim stomach and the curves around it, narrating how incredible her body was over the dress and tights he had picked for her to wear. But her body had been hidden away for so long that letting it out, as liberating as she hoped it would be, filled her with dread.
The day after a particularly late night, where they had met for drinks and she had met some of his work colleagues, she found herself needy for him again.
Elena: I liked what you did last night, holding me there until I tapped your thigh and wanted air. It felt like it was all about you and I was for your use.
Henry: You're becoming so good with your mouth. I'm a very lucky man to have such a dedicated woman.
She felt butterflies over the praise. Dedicated. She was, wasn't she?
All day she worked hard. Showing to herself how dedicated she was. Impressing him, even if he'd never know, made her focus, and turned her on.
By the time her last meeting of the day came around, she needed him.
Elena: Are you around after work?
Henry: I'm working from home and out after. Do you need something?
She blushed at her desk, glancing up to make sure Sophie wasn't around. You know, don't you?
Elena: I was just wondering. Would have been nice to see you, even briefly.
Henry: That's sweet of you. It's a shame I'm a little out of your way and you'd have to leave early if you wanted to "see me".
Yep, he knew.
Henry: What have I told you about owning your desires, Elena?
She walked to the bathroom without pause. The use of her full name was his way of being assertive over text. It was an order, not a question. And if she wrote it out, she'd need to sort herself out afterwards, she'd be too flustered.
Elena: You're right, Sir.
Elena: I was wondering if you might have time for me to come over and serve you before you go out?
Elena: There, happy?
Henry: Kind of. I don't really have time to welcome you, entertain you or anything like that. It would be a bit of an inconvenience.
She moaned; he was going to make her push herself. She leaned against the cubicle door and tried to steady her breathing.
Elena: You wouldn't need to engage with me at all. I'd come over, give you service and then you can leave when you're finished. I'll clean up after you and let myself out.
He didn't reply immediately and she saw a notification from Maya, her lead designer, pop up on her phone, as she wasn't in her office. In a moment of desperation, but one that she fully embraced, she hurriedly typed out a message, straightened herself up and went back to her office without checking for a reply.
Elena: Please. I'll do any chores you haven't got around to doing because my needs have inconvenienced you. Clean up the whole house if I need to make it worth your while. Please.
She couldn't wait for Maya to leave at the end of the meeting so that she could check her phone.
Henry: You have until 6pm to be here and make me orgasm. I'll punish you if you make me late.
She laughed out loud from relief and giddiness. It was surreal to put herself in that place but she loved it.
_
It was always comforting to know that he had two sides to him. On the one side, he was caring, supportive and understanding of her. The other side of him was condescending, assertive and arrogant. He used that side to push her buttons and put her in the place she wanted to be in. He used the first side to keep her there and make her feel safe in it.
Because she felt safe, she could be vulnerable with him and could be closer to the mindset she always desired to be in. Feeling safe to be herself brought feelings of comfort and relaxation. It brought feelings of calmness that she attributed only to his presence, for she now knew she had never truly felt calm before him.
She got to his apartment slightly out of breath, such was her desperation to spend as much time on her knees. She had no doubt she could make him orgasm in the time allotted now, but she loved to spend the time on the floor, on her knees, focusing her mind on it. It took all of the day away from her, leaving her feeling calm and submissive.
He opened the door and invited her in. No welcome, no kiss, no 'wow'. He just invited her in with an outstretched arm.
She took off her bag, undid her coat and hung it on the hook. In her haste, her coat dropped off and crumpled to the floor. She went to pick it up.
"Leave it," he ordered behind her. "I don't have time for this."
It was an act but fuck did it make her feel small.
"Yes Sir, I'm sorry Sir."
He walked not to the sofa where she'd spent all the time on her knees so far, but to the bed. She followed with the start of nerves.
"You can please me here," he explained, sitting on the edge of the bed, "and then you can put my socks and underwear on and clean up while I get ready."
The environment was new, and she welcomed it. It was much more intimate, it felt much more his realm. She was but a guest in this situation.
He sat on the edge of the bed, legs spread slightly, with slacks and a casual shirt on. She went to him and almost fell to her knees before him, landing harder than she intended. Her knees took the force and she moaned. They were bruised from how much time she was spending on them, her flesh sore from the pressure of the hard floor.
She took his foot first, kissing it all over the top, licking it too. She glanced up and saw he was on his phone, seemingly replying to a work email. She moaned and moved to the other foot. His eyes remained on his phone, fingers typing away, as she pulled his trousers off. He barely lifted his body and Elena was left to feel desperate for his attention.
His erection gave him away, straining against his boxers. "Don't go reading into things ell. I'm hard but that's because I know I'm going to get my cock worshipped. I didn't need this to happen, but I took pity on you."
She moaned, her lips pressed against the tip of him as she listened. He knew her so well, knew that she wanted to live in the desperation of the moment and be made to feel weak. Led by her needs.
"I know Sir," she muttered licking his full length, "I don't deserve you."
Her words added fuel to the feelings she felt for him as she served his cock. She moaned shamelessly as she licked around his thick cock, covering it with her service. Her mouth actually started to salivate. She could feel her underwear starting to cling to her pussy.
Without preparation or further delay, she lined his cock up with her mouth and pushed her head down firmly like the woman in the video had done. She pushed until his cock pressed her throat and then pushed beyond. The force of the act made him gasp. She helplessly drooled around him as she held herself there.
She pulled off, gasped in air and repeated. She wanted to feel the calmness of submission as he owned her throat. The messier she became, the more she left the day behind and became his.
"Dirty slut," he admonished, talking down to her when she pulled off the fourth time and left the base of his cock covered in her saliva. "Clean yourself up."
She stared at his cock almost fixated by it. Ideas flashed in her mind and left her temporarily paralysed. She knew her mascara had run; her eyes had watered heavy at the second time of throating him. She knew her lips were covered in her saliva.
He pulled her up gently by the hair so he could look at her. A questioning stare was on his face; he was checking on her. She nodded back at him that she was fine.
She wasn't stressed, wasn't upset, wasn't even close to anxious. She was thinking. Thinking and steeling herself for what she was about to do.
She leaned back on her knees, resting on her heels. She was wearing a grey skirt with tights and an off-white shirt. As he watched, she opened the buttons of her shirt, exposing her chest to him for the first time.
His eyes widened as her breasts came into view, caged by her white balconette bra. The tops of her breasts were on show, the fullness being feasted on by his eyes. She let him look, they were his to enjoy now. She waited until he'd had his fill before she spoke.
"Will this do?" She took her shirt off, bunching it up and leaving her in just her bra. His eyes lingered over her chest and down to her flat stomach. A silent 'wow' left his lips, he couldn't stop himself even in his current role.
Without waiting for a reply, she cleaned his cock with her shirt. He looked lost for words behind his arousal for what she was doing. He'd pushed her to a dormant part of her sexual mind, and it had been unlocked as she knelt for him and gave in to how desperate she was to be treated like that. She felt so beneath him, so desperate and needy. It felt freeing.
"This shirt was an impulse buy. It's too expensive for a simple white shirt, but I had a job interview and I felt like it would give me power." She tossed it to the side after she was done and dribbled more saliva onto the tip of his cock, ready to do it all over again. "It's worthless compared to the power that being on my knees for you gives me. If it pleases you, I'll use it to wipe your cum off me and wear it going home, Sir?"
"I'd like that very much," Henry replied with the smile that made her wet.
She got to work sucking him then, without any delay. He was already hard and aroused, he didn't need any working up and she was, at least in her own mind, pretty good at making him cum already. So she focused on her own needs in that moment.



Elena took him back in her mouth, pleasantly aware of how much he filled. She pushed him back into her throat where he belonged and let her eyes water again. She held him there until her gag reflex threatened to overwhelm her, before pulling up and looking at him. Henry was no longer pretending to focus on his phone and the desperate side of her, the one that was only for him, took that as a victory.
She stopped with her act of desperation - he had seen enough and was starting to know how far she was willing to go with it. She didn't look at the clock but assumed she had plenty of time before the deadline he enforced. That wasn't the point though; she wanted to have served him in plenty of time. To have taken his cum, received his praise and helped him get ready in plenty of time. She wanted to savour it all.
So, she got to work. She knew from his moans within the first minute of her mouth engulfing his head, her tongue swirling the tip, while her hand stroked him, that he wouldn't last long. She kept at it, not pulling away for breath and instead relying on her nose and the minimal gaps around her mouth to keep her airflow going. She was determined not to stop until she had his seed. She wasn't going to let up until he was satisfied.
"You love this, don't you ell? You love how submissive you've become for me."
He held her head down, as he had done the previous day, and kept her there to serve him. She merely groaned at his taunting, which encouraged him to continue.
"This is only going to get deeper. You're going to think about serving me constantly. It's all you're going to want to do, all the time. Wish you were always on your knees."
I already do, she thought, sucking him as best she could. She knew he was close; she could feel it. The tells weren't yet obvious to her conscious brain but her subconscious was telling her not to move and to make it good for him.
"You're going to be mine in the most complete way," he grunted, and she knew consciously this time, that he was close. "You're a natural. You're going to love obeying me," he promised, before his moans silenced him.
Elena teased his cum that bit further out of him before pulling her mouth away and leaning back. She held onto her ankles and offered her body to him. Henry took the message and stood over her, stroking himself. "Where do you want it?"
She felt compelled to answer him, to be clear with what he had over her. "Anywhere you want Sir. This is all yours to mark."
He decided, as she suspected he might, to land on her chest. He lined himself up as she closed her eyes and waited for the warm coating of him. It fell hard and hot, down the top of her chest, into the valley of her breasts before he spurted onto her right breast. Her left breast also had some, though less. The entire time, Elena kept her eyes closed, letting her feel the moment. Each new rope of cum made her pulsate. She could feel every nerve-ending along her chest as the gift cooled. It felt like her body had purpose now. She felt desired and claimed.
After he stopped coating her, and when the cum started to flow into her bra and below, he pressed his cock to her lips. She took him in willingly, cleaning him and moaning in thanks at being allowed to.
She was gentle with his sensitive head, despite a pressing need to have him deep in her mouth again. When he pulled away, he was pleased. He went to walk past her, to clean up. "What do you say?" He asked, voice dripping in superiority and a touch of arrogance that she loved.
"Thank you for seeing to my needs, Sir," she whispered back. It was surreal to suggest that the woman who was covered in cum was the one who had had her needs met, but it was true.
He left soon after without even saying goodbye. All she heard was the door click behind him.
That didn't bother her in the slightest, it was all part of his act in the situation and in his home, she was completely at peace. It was a good thing too, as she had just spent the prior few minutes unmoving on her knees, while he walked around her. She felt his cum starting to dry on her chest, she could feel it sticking to her expensive bra and skirt. Only when he left did she move.
She crawled her way onto the bed, not wanting to stand up and compromise her headspace, laying on her back on the soft sheets. The cum on her felt stickier somehow in that position.
Elena searched for the white shirt she'd discarded so easily and then unzipped her skirt, pulling it down to her knees. In the position it was in, she felt somewhat bound by it.
Pulling her underwear aside, she wasn't surprised to find she was soaked. She always was when she gave him oral sex but this was something else entirely. She could smell her aroma in his room and took pleasure in knowing she would leave that behind for him.
Her fingers plunged straight in, resisting her tightness. She gasped. "I'm so twisted for you Henry," she admitted aloud. "I hope you know what you're getting into," she added to the silent house.
He did know, that was for sure. She may have been driving the step-changes, but he was driving the direction and he had just told her where it would lead.
She started to finger fuck her soaked pussy with abandon. She thought about living like this all the time, being able to come home and switch off, having the role she craved. Going out and looking how he wanted her to look. Being driven by his direction.
Her free hand took the shirt and wiped her chest clean, covering it in his cum. She was close now, just from the penetration. Without hesitation, she put the shirt over her face, breathing him in. Her free hand went to her clit, and she rubbed herself.
All it took was a few rubs and a little fantasy of Henry coming back and seeing her like that, scrawled over his bed while she got herself off to his smell and cum.
She came loudly, forcefully, bucking against her hand, needing more but at the same time, not being able to handle what she had. She pushed herself through as that hesitation was the old her, and kept going, over the sensitivity of her clit until she was moaning like a woman in heat, determined to orgasm again.
You're such a slut El, you love what's happening to you.
The admission fuelled her, and the second orgasm was almost as big as the first.
She laid there for what felt like an hour, trying to collect herself. A couple of times, she almost napped. At the third instance of her eyes feeling pleasurably heavy, she jumped up with vigour, pulling the shirt with her. It was undeniably covered in cum.
She left it hanging on the door handle after wiping herself completely and walked around to check what needed doing.
_
Henry: How was the orgasm?
Elena: Which one?
She smirked and put her phone down so that she could go back to the porn and her fifth orgasm of the day. She'd left over an hour after starting to clean his house. On a whim, she had done it naked, to speed up how comfortable she would feel doing things naked outside of sex but also because her submissive mindset was telling her she'd enjoy it more. Now she'd let that side out, it was guiding her a lot, and it was often right.
She was obsessively clean at points in her life, though the medication helped reduce that. It meant that when she looked around his flat, she knew where to clean and what to do. She took it to another level, cleaning up to a standard that went far beyond a clean he might have expected her to have done.
On her knees, wiping the floor with antibacterial wipes, felt good. He wouldn't do that, she knew that. He had a cleaner, she couldn't remember what days they attended - it might have been the next morning. After making the bed, washing up, drying up and doing his laundry, she felt calm. It was as though she was working behind the scenes to help him and make things better for him. That felt right.
Wiping the surfaces and wiping the floor was an added bonus. He'd probably never notice, but she'd know she did it for him, and that felt good.
When he messaged, she was scrolling through videos of women serving men in maid outfits. But it was all very staged. That wasn't the vibe she wanted. Actual service was needed.
Henry: Wiping the floors was a nice touch.
Elena: Fuck, stop seeing through me you absolute devil!
Elena: Why aren't there videos of women actually serving their men? Why am I forced to cum over staged scenes?
Henry: We'll have to make some then.
Elena: Stop that. Behave.
Henry: I'm not kidding, you'd look incredible!
Elena: What if my family saw? What if Amy saw?! She definitely watches a lot of porn lol.
Henry: She'd send you flowers for giving her such a good time haha
He was so sharp. She couldn't win with her excuses for why she didn't want to do things, he never bought it.
Henry: Check this out...
He sent her a link to a video. Opening it up and reading it had her excited beyond belief. Woman serves her man at poker night.
She watched the video, skipping through it. It was ridiculously cliché, she could see that straight away.
Elena: You're so lame, I had high hopes for you. Cliché.
Henry: Ignore the staging, imagine the thrill of doing that to me around people who expect it to happen. Who know that's your purpose. Wouldn't it feel good to be that free?
Elena: Yes... yes it would. Fuck.
So that had made it worse for her. She imagined giving head with an audience - people vaguely recognisable and familiar, but not close enough to compromise the rest of her life. Some were women, who looked down at her disapprovingly, or looked at her with jealousy, depending on what orgasm she was working through when she pictured it. He'd be seen as so powerful, in front of everyone, to have his woman serve him so openly. That really made her feel good.
_
She continued giving Henry oral sex every time she had seen him. He had understood that for her it went beyond giving him pleasure, it was her offer to him - that she was at his service. He had not pressed for sex, and she had told him it was coming, but starting off the way that it had was helping put her in the place she craved to be in. Clear expectations from the start, an open direction of travel, it helped both of them shape what they wanted from each other.
Whilst he had not pushed her for sex, he was pushing her obedience. Making her do things through sheer will to serve, and it was making her more submissive to him accordingly. She was starting to look at him almost with reverence in those moments.
One evening when work had ruined her and she was nearly in tears of frustration, he made her kneel on scattered rice before she could serve him. She was made to kneel there quietly and submissively, her hands behind her back, back straight. After 10 minutes, she'd worked out that movements were worse and it was better to stay in place, ignoring the dull ache of her back and knees. The extra effort was exactly what she needed, as work stripped away from her. She whimpered when he clicked his fingers and pointed to the space between his legs. When she took him then, it was with desperation to thank him for how much better she felt.
Busy days at work were softened when she could service him and let go. Almost mercifully, lest she beg, he had encouraged her to explore her desire to kiss him from the ground up. He had noticed before she had that it wasn't a newly-discovered foot fetish, but simply a way to demonstrate her place, working up from that position. Feeling that low when she started made her feel submissive almost immediately. She was kissing his feet for longer; she had even licked her way up.
They were starting off slow, talking about the things they'd do in time. The roles and responsibilities Henry had been insistent on determining were becoming clearer. Their partnership was invigorating him to consider new things too. She knew that she would spend a lot of her time naked with him, whether sexual or otherwise.
She was noticing changes in how they interacted, which they both discussed and welcomed. He was naturally more directive with her, and she stepped back, letting it happen. It relaxed her. It made her feel like someone was looking after her for once. For someone who had spent most of her adult life alone and independent, it was indescribably comforting.
True to his word, he let her stay in control until she was ready not to be. Each time they were alone and not on dates, she pulled down another wall with him. As work eased up for her and the brand campaign kicked off, she was finally able to spend more frequent time with him. In doing so, it sped up her internal process of embracing her new role, rather than the stop-start it had been at points. She saw him two nights in a row and on that second night, she had asked to service him.
Elena: Sir, if it's okay with you, may we please meet at yours before we go out so that I can serve you? I need to feel my knees ache and I need to take your cum.
A message like that would have never left her phone in her life, before Henry. But now, it was normal. It thrilled her that she had become so open for him.
Henry: In the future, I'll make you beg.
Elena: I know Sir. I'll make you proud when that time comes.
Despite him being the beneficiary of her desperation that day, he was doing it for her. He continued to show her that he understood her drivers deeply.
She had gone to his at the start of the date and knelt before him, offering her service half-naked. Elena sucked his cock without pretence or delay. They had played crazy golf with his cum freshly wiped off her face and chest.
Two days later, a Friday night, and days before her Peloton ride, Elena had asked him to stay over after work. He'd met Freddy previously and the cat seemed to like having him around, which Elena took as a further good sign. She liked that despite it being her home, it still felt like his space when he was there. He had a natural aura of confidence and self-assurance that left her feeling like he was in charge, even outside of his own space.
She worked from home, grooming herself, changing the sheets, stocking the fridge with alcohol and anything he wanted, and food to cook for him. He wanted beef, so she'd gone to the butchers and bought him an expensive cut. She insisted he not help, pointing out there'd be times when he would.
"I know you want us to be a team, and there will be times when I need your help, but looking after you and having a man to take care of for once is exciting for me. My parents would be delighted right now," she kissed him quickly to hide her grin and to try not to move into a conversation about meeting parents just yet.
He sat down on the dining table chair, stretching his leg out comfortably to the side, a beer in hand. He took up the space and there was something very masculine about that. "Traditional family then?"
Elena shrugged, checking the meat. She was well aware that the shape of her ass, accentuated by the red dress she had put on for him, was on display. It excited her that she was dressed up for him while he was simply in jeans and a t-shirt. The more she thought about looking the part for him, the more it motivated her. "Not to the extent you might think, given this," she indicated between them pointedly. "If my dad asks for this, he'll be lucky. But he looks after her, he's a man in the way I always saw one as such, if that makes sense?" Henry nodded, showing he was listening as he played with Freddy. "They're not as extreme as me, at least I hope not!"
After the food, after the wine, they moved to the sofa to settle. She placed her glass on the coffee table and stood waiting, hands behind her back, to be told where to sit. That was now custom and it being her house made no difference. Either it would be on the sofa with him or on the floor by his feet.
He pointed to the floor, as she hoped he would. "Kneel on the floor and tell me how grateful you are that you served me tonight."
Lines like that were what stood him apart. He delivered it without any of the slight hesitation he'd had the first time, when he told her to buy something new for him. He understood that getting her to admit those things were part of how she wanted to feel. They weakened her standing and made her more submissive, further beneath him.
She swallowed and didn't move. He looked at her quizzically; she never delayed. "Please may I be naked for that, Sir?"
His look of surprise excited her in an almost-childlike way. But the look of hunger that followed aroused her like nothing ever had. "Take it off."
She nodded, facing him. He'd not seen her naked yet, only down to her chest. She wasn't wearing a bra because he had picked her clothes earlier that day but neglected to mention what colour bra to wear. Elena had taken that as a sign and given she was working from home, hadn't pressed the issue. When he'd arrived that evening, he glanced down at her chest, saw her unobstructed nipples behind the material and nodded.
Elena unzipped her dress from behind with complete confidence. She wanted this. Was so ready for it now. She briefly considered playing it slow to tease him, but that wasn't the time. He wanted her naked quickly, she could see that. He liked her actions to be direct and deliberate, so she unzipped from the back and pulled the dress away from the front, releasing her breasts to his gaze.
"Wow," he muttered, in that same way he always did. The way she loved.
She pulled the dress down over her hips, down her legs, stepping out of it at the hem, without showcase. Her black socks followed. She was completely naked in front of him for the first time.
She could have felt vulnerable and exposed, like she had that first night when he had seen into her so clearly, but now, weeks later, she only felt powerful. She stood straight, her hands behind her back, her legs slightly parted. She'd kept herself shaved the entire time they'd been dating, after he'd made a passing comment about preferring to decide how he wanted his woman's hair. She saw that he liked it. Liked her pussy; liked it all.
"Your body truly defies belief El. I have no idea how you've done so well hiding it. Your breasts are big & firm, your stomach is slim, your thighs are shapely. Turn for me." She did. "Would you bend for me?" She knew because he asked it as a question that he wouldn't be disappointed if she said no. He wasn't pushing her, just nudging her along and testing how comfortable she was. He was about to be surprised.
She bent down more slowly, a hint of a tease this time. She could feel his eyes on her as her body folded and her ass stretched. She spread her legs just beyond the width of her shoulders and let him look at her, demonstrating her flexibility by touching her toes.
"What are your measurements?"
"Thinking of buying me lingerie?" Despite being bent over and exposed to him, she could tease him. It truly was liberating in every way.
"Mmm, you bet I am. You've been too successful at hiding how stunning you are below your face. That stops now."
"As you wish Sir." She pulled her cheeks apart in a lewd act. But it was deliberately provocative. "I'm all yours, every bit of me." Her holes were on show to him. They were his now, that was the message. "I'm a size 10 in dress, 34E in bra, if that pleases you."
Henry was different in many ways to other men, but even he behaved as she'd expected him to after that show. With lust in his voice he declared, "I want your service right now."



With her back to him, she smiled. She released the hold on her cheeks and moved to her knees. She crawled not towards him, but away. Before he could question it, she said, "I'd rather our first time having sex be on my bed, if that's okay Sir?"
She thought she'd won but as he followed behind her, he reminded her of what had started it all. "You haven't told me how grateful you are that you got to serve me tonight. So I'm going to spank you at some point this weekend and not stop until I'm convinced you're grateful."
He saw her shiver with excitement.
_
She smiled at the memory of the spanking that weekend. He was hard with her. It wasn't the gentle swats of a lover during sex. He had her on her own bed, stretched out on her front and on display. Then he struck her cheeks. First with his hand and then some with his belt. She took her punishment with commitment, and it finished with her feeling weak, needy and disciplined. Feelings she had always craved from a man.
Before that though, they had sex for the first time. The memory caused her to lose her flow on the bike slightly.
He'd warned that he hadn't had sex in a while. She'd made it even harder for him by telling him to take control. She was ready.
She had still been feeling the pressure around her neck as he lay asleep beside her hours later. Her pussy still ached as she rode the Peloton too.
He had fucked her gently at first. He was bigger than she'd ever had, and he could feel that. Elena was breathing heavy for it. She kept her legs wrapped around him at first until her natural wetness and the lube she had bought (her research continued to come in use) helped to ease into it.
Before long, he was fucking her with a level of ease - still holding her, but with less friction and a lot more pleasure. Elena knew her lips would be sore, as would the rest of her hole. There was no stopping until they had properly enjoyed each other.
When she released her legs from around his waist, he took that as a sign to take charge. He started to fuck her, thrusting almost all the way in, drawing to the edge, and repeating. His hands held her hip and her breast, squeezing them for grip. Elena could hear that she was whimpering but it was irrelevant. Whenever she whimpered, she just wanted more.
With her encouragement, he became rougher with his use of her. He'd squeeze her neck, squeeze her breasts and pound her hard. Every bit of her was available to him. She knew that the way she was giving herself to him wasn't going to lend itself to a long, hard fuck. That would come.
What mattered most was giving him pleasure and how good that felt. But it was his words that had done it for her.
"This tight hole is mine to enjoy now, whenever I want it!"
"Your body is made to be fucked. It's no longer going to be hidden away from me."
"You deserve to be fucked like this, you're so fucking sexy."
She was starting to believe it.
He fucked her hard, making her moan like some kind of wanton slut she'd seen in porn. Those staged scenes she'd taken the piss out of because they were so deliberately excessive. But there she was, moaning in the same way, as he took her.
He came hard after the dirty talk and over the sounds of her shameless moaning. He gripped her neck as he came inside her, squeezing it. She held his hands down on her neck until she felt the last of his spurts inside her, before she let go. When he released her of his grip, she was breathless and a mess. She had finally, finally been fucked the way she always craved.
She cleaned him with her mouth and then hours later after using the bathroom, awoke him the same way. Her pussy was sore but needy, so he had her again.
"You're not to clean yourself, you're to leak my cum into your underwear all day until you shower later," he'd told her after finishing in her.
His cock was in her mouth before she answered, because that was the service she would give him. "Yes Sir," she replied when she was done.
He left after breakfast to see his niece. True to her word, she didn't clean herself up until after she had worked out on her Peloton.
***
Having regular sex brought problems.
It wasn't the marks or the general aches - easily coverable under clothes and besides, the feelings were bringing such joy they were not even a burden - it was the fact that she was constantly happy.
She'd had to tell Sophie she was seeing someone. Walking into work every day with a bright smile was too obvious a change for her personal assistant to miss. She knew that soon there would be toys in her and she had to learn to work in that predicament too.
She told her parents, and that made it serious. They reacted better than she thought and besides, playing it cool was all they could do, now they'd moved back to Greece.
Weekly catch ups with Amy were similarly problematic. She hadn't met him, though they'd said hello on the phone when she called Elena with a random question. There was something about hearing his voice that made him real and for Amy, who had spent so much time trying to get Elena to meet someone, it changed the nature of their conversations.
"What's he like in bed?" The blonde quizzed brazenly over food.
"Fuck off Amy," Elena laughed, caught off-guard.
"So he's good then?"
Elena took another swig of wine. "I can neither confirm nor deny that he's the best I've ever had," she winked.
Amy loved it, this was gold for her after so many barren years for Elena. "Does that mean he's big too?"
Elena had to laugh at the look of excitement on Amy's face. "I can neither confirm nor deny that he's pretty fucking big."
They laughed a lot and perhaps it was Elena's more forthcoming behaviour, but they got through wine at dinner and then went for cocktails too. Elena had often insisted she was too tired but put up no fight at Amy's suggestion of staying on, which didn't go unnoticed. Nor did the fact that Elena was in a flattering black dress, heels and tights. Her makeup was done well, her hair was down. She looked like a woman barely over 30. Eyes were on her, not Amy, the blonde noticed. Even if the brunette didn't.
They'd changed topics but it was inevitable they'd circle back to it when they ordered their next cocktail.
"Question," Amy started.
"Go on," replied the suspicious brunette.
Amy hesitated and that made her friend lean in. "What's it like, you know, doing stuff with someone that big?"
Elena sighed. "I can't believe I'm going to ask this: you've not been with anyone big before?" She didn't like to think of Jack that way. He was a handsome man, but not in a necessarily masculine way. Amy almost fetishised his looks but Elena couldn't see it. Together, with Amy's blonde bombshell looks, they were suited in a Hollywood kind of way.
She shook her head. "The whole 'blondes get more fun' is a myth babe. Or at least, people assume this blonde has had fun, when she hasn't."
More laughter. It took Elena a few seconds to settle. "It's different," she replied eventually. Looking over at her friend she added, "I won't pretend it's not amazing if it's used right. We've not had that much sex yet, but Henry is seriously good in bed from what I can tell. Fit and attentive. Plus, we use lube too, which helps." She could see her friend was aroused and that turned her on some too. There was something arousing about her man being desirable to others, especially in that way.
"And sucking it?" Amy shamelessly asked. There was no doubting she was aroused.
Elena blushed. Amy didn't know what she was like and if she had it her way, she never would, but a poorly thought answer would bring the risk too close. "I like it a lot," she replied simply.
"How often?" Her friend pressed. "Come on, how often?"
"A lot. Just trust me, a lot." Elena whispered. "Happy?"
"Very," her friend teased.
"You'd better not let on when we meet up this Saturday, I swear to God Amy."
_
The four of them: Elena, Henry, Amy & Jack, went on a double date that weekend. Henry, being the intensely weird man that Elena loved, thought it best they go out for dinner, so that Amy could put him under pressure accordingly. They'd decided on a steak restaurant, a fancy one.
Elena herself was more anxious about it than she let on. They were all there for her, whichever way you looked at it. She hated being the centre of attention and the only time she ever was, was at work. It shouldn't have been a surprise then the more she thought about it, that she started viewing the dinner as a meeting she would need to facilitate. She was more directive to Henry than she ordinarily would have been while they got ready. He gave her a look a couple of times but let it go without comment.
Unsurprisingly, her boyfriend was appropriately charming, treated her like a big deal around her best friend, and got on well with Jack. He knew there had to be a contrast for her when she was around Amy, Elena hadn't even needed to tell him that. He spent an appropriate amount of the evening talking about how amazing Elena was, bringing up examples that he hadn't referenced before nor that she had even noticed.
"She does this little thing when she's really tired where she kind of nuzzles herself into my armpit, it's cute," Amy choked with laughter at Henry's observation.
When it came time to order, the waitress had to come by twice as they weren't ready. With Henry and Amy talking animatedly about Elena at work when the waitress came over the second time, Elena let out an audibly frustrated sigh.
They took the hint and ordered without delay. Henry turned to her when Jack & Amy were bickering about the former not wanting to share his starter. Elena read the look and was surprised at how easily she translated it. She could read him well now and knew that was the nature of their dynamic, in part. That she could pick up his cues so easily.
Don't disrespect me like that again. You need to relax.
She looked into his eyes and without moving her head, looked downwards through her eyelashes as a sign of submission and obedience. He read her just as well.
He held out his hand and she took it, feeling him squeeze her palm affectionately, before bringing her hand to his lips. She saw Amy look at his act of love and blushed.
She could see the difference in the couples. Jack & Amy had been together for a while and the familiarity showed. As was often the case, that translated to a lack of physical closeness and intimacy, such that Elena had moments where she felt guilty when she pressed too close to Henry or touched him too often.
She couldn't help it though. She felt extremely close to him in the way he had managed her, without making it obvious. She felt controlled and kept in line, without it needing to be advertised around her friends.
Amy had called the next day to wax lyrical about Henry. Elena knew she was onto something good but the vindication from her best friend was important. She blushed as Amy spoke of the man that she was rapidly developing feelings for.
"I've gotta admit babes, he isn't necessarily my type but damn, he's better in person, isn't he? And the way he looks after you, I just could not stop watching it. Guy's got your back."
It felt good. "I'm so pleased you think so Amy. I know he's a bit intense but seriously, he's so attentive. And he already gets me and how difficult I am to understand."
They both laughed at that. Amy loved her, but often never understood her. "I can see that, seriously," she repeated.
Amy gave Elena the space to gush, which she so rarely did.
"It has just been hard, you know? To fight, and fight, and work hard and work for everything you have," Elena felt herself getting emotional. "It's been tiring. It does feel like I'm going to get looked after for once. I can't tell you how much that means."
She thought perhaps she'd said too much, been too obvious. But then nobody who knew her and how assertive she was would expect how deep her submissive desires were.
Amy had simply agreed and told her she was glad she was getting what she needed.
***
"We've spent a lot of time experiencing how your service relaxes you, but we haven't spent nearly enough time looking at how you get to release."
Elena was bent over the bed, restrained by cuffs and straps that disappeared under his mattress. She was naked, because that was just how she was in private now. She had entered his house to see the straps waiting on the bed. Excitement and fear had filled her in an intoxicating way, and she couldn't hide her arousal as he had pointed to lay down soon after.
The paddle was in Henry's hand, the sting of the testing strikes before she was restrained still pleasurably felt on her ass.
"I agree," she whispered, breathless. She could feel how turned on she was. In truth, this was never something she'd considered before. Restrained and spanked? It hadn't even come to mind. "I'm really wet."
"You're surprised?" He caught her tone.
"Yeah," she whispered still. "I didn't expect being this helpless would do this to me."
"Do you trust me?"
"Yes," she said with a lot more voice. With everything he'd done, with how he could have exposed her ten-times over, the way he'd looked after her, he'd earned it.
"You have your safe word; you can do this." He struck her without waiting for a response.
She cried out, her toes curling into the floor, her shoulders pulling at the restraints. As quick as the instinct was, her mind quietened her. He repeated the strikes four more times on different parts of her cheeks.
"More," she begged. It felt better than she could begin to describe.
He went again. Again and again, in sets of 5. Each blow was pleasure. The release of years of stress. Better than a massage or a chiropractor. Pure release.
She was so sore that he had to move down from her cheeks to her thighs, when he went to stop, and she started pleading for more. He was meticulous and accurate. He somehow managed to ruin the nerves on her ass without breaking much skin. Then he kept himself contained to the top of her thighs so she felt confident she could wear the type of dress he liked her in the next day.
He varied the power and placement of the strikes, so she never quite knew where it was going to be. She craved the sharp pain and the sting that came in the seconds after the blow. He checked on her periodically but otherwise worked in sets. It was meticulous sadism that left her weak, open and somehow soothed. It was a mental release, not necessarily a sexual one. Different to being on her knees which seemed to take the stress out of her mind. The spanking took it out of her body.
When he was done, she was broken, in the best way she'd ever been. No longer as a result of stress, anxiety or loneliness. But of care and dominance.
She would beg him for this again, she already knew that. She would ask for different instruments to be disciplined with.
In the end, she had nothing left to give him, only what he'd want to take. She couldn't even spread her legs for him and give him her needy hole.
He did that for her, pounding his hard-on into her without delay. She whimpered and took it, feeling thoroughly fucked and used as he started to fuck her. He squeezed on her hips, bruising the flesh. She moaned incoherently when she wasn't biting her lip or screaming into the sheets.
Every thrust felt like he was claiming her afresh. He went deep inside her, stretching and filling her all up. She'd probably never be able to describe how powerful that felt.
"I'm yours," she cried out unplanned. "Henry, I belong to you."
By the time he was close, every single part of her was desperate to declare her love for him. No man had the understanding of her to do this to her. She didn't even know she needed it like this, but yet he did know. He had her complete commitment, her deepest trust.
When he unloaded in her, she groaned. It was a pleading groan - but she didn't know what for. She just didn't want it to end. She wasn't going to cum and in a way, that felt right. He'd taken her and used her. It wasn't her place to cum.
He pulled out, leaving her sore and gaping. Fucking her like that made her realise how big her man was. She'd never felt so used. Battered almost.
He walked off to clean up and left her there. Left her to leak his cum and feel the effects of his dominance. She was so deeply into him, there were very few things she wouldn't be open to. She breathed through the shock of the fucking and waited for him to come back, completely at his mercy.
When he did return after a wash, he untied her. Elena fell to her knees without delay, visibly surprising him. Her mouth went to his feet, and she kissed them with fervour as she leaked his cum onto the floor. She broke down and cried for him. Cried in relief that he could do this to her.
He spent the rest of the evening soothing her. At first on the bed, then in the living room as they watched tv, her on the floor with her arms around his leg as he played with her hair.
_
"Okay everyone, great class! Enjoy your day."
Another weekend Peloton session, a different instructor; one that Elena could zone out and ride to.
"Oh, I will," Elena replied to herself.
She packed the rest of her overnight bag, spent some time with Freddy and waited for the sitter.
She was going to meet his friends later that day and then she was going to stay at his for the rest of the week. He wanted her service without disruption.
It was a test, she knew that. For both of them. Could they sustain what they had over a period of time? Would they want to? Elena knew it was her that was being judged more than him. She was the one for which it might seem tougher. But despite how it looked, it was easy for her to be in that space. The hardest part now was being out of it.
She showered and got herself some breakfast while in her joggers and a vest top. She'd already discussed what she was wearing that day with Henry and the removal of overwhelming choices from her life was one of the things making her happiest. She went to him when she wanted him to make decisions. Clothes was something she liked him having oversight of. Her overall look too. It was for him so why not let him have oversight of it?
He had picked jeans and a jumper for her in the open-air stadium, with a thin coat on account of the improving weather. Henry had expressed interest in having oversight of her hair, nails and makeup use too, which she was ridiculously excited by. It was that that was causing her to reflect on how strange she was.
She met up with Henry first, dressed too in jeans and a jumper, and received his customary greeting. "Wow, you look amazing."
She still blushed, pleased he liked the way she had tidied her hair. "Thank you." They kissed which allowed her to be close enough to whisper, "I'm wearing the underwear you chose, Sir."
They broke apart and Henry smiled, taking her hand. He'd bought her some new sets, including the one he had picked out for her to wear. It was a thin, skimpy thong that was already caught between her constantly wet lips, and a balconette bra with clear panels over her nipples. He was doing what he'd outlined from the start: making her comfortable with her body being seen in a sexual way.
"What's your body for?" He asked, almost a mantra at this point.
"Your pleasure," she replied without delay, already wanting him back inside her.
He looked around to make sure they weren't being overheard, before continuing. "Which part?"
"All of it." She didn't look around and part of her didn't care to when he was asserting himself on her. "Every single part and every single hole are yours." She had added that last bit recently, without prompting.
They travelled to the stadium together and walked towards the pre-agreed meeting. She'd met Henry's friends already, when she joined them casually for drinks. A few hours of an evening when the drinks were flowing was a different proposition to an afternoon of sport. Or so she thought.



In the end, it was much the same. Henry's friends were friendly and inclusive; they respected him enough to make an effort. He was smart enough to step away and let his friend's bond with her. She had been smart enough to read the rules of the game beforehand and keep track as best she could.
By the end of the game, England had won, the celebrations had moved into the evening, and everyone had a great time, Elena included.
Four of his friends as well as Henry & Elena were the last ones standing. Elena was smart and followed Shannon's lead. This was not the Irish woman's first rugby game, that was for sure. She swapped every other round of alcohol with water and ate plenty. They got on well and Elena reflected on how good it was to be part of the group, not outside it.
After going for burgers, they all went their separate ways, Elena's hand in Henry's, who had been careful with his drinking too. Truthfully, this was the part she'd been looking forward to most of all. She'd been fantasising about the week ahead since he'd suggested it. All of the fantasies she would tell him, all of the things she would do and be made to do.
He took her bag from her when they got back to his, expressing surprise that it had made it back to his in one piece. She laughed as she stripped naked by the door. It was now just a normal thing she did, her nakedness just a casual part of being alone with him.
They went to his bedroom with her bag in his hand. "I've tricked you somewhat," he started. Elena looked at him curiously. "I don't expect you to wear any of what's in this bag. Go to the top drawer on the left."
She walked to his drawers and opened it. Empty.
"Now go to the bedside cabinet on the side you sleep on."
She did. Empty again, though it hadn't been before.
"Lastly, go to the wardrobe on the left."
Like her apartment, he had built-in wardrobes across the wall, so space was aplenty. It was half empty. She turned to him with a look of confusion. "I don't get it."
He laughed, surprised at how slow she was at picking it up. "This bachelor pad no longer holds a bachelor, so we should make that official and have some of your stuff here. Although some might say I never met that description..."
He never finished his sentence, as Elena had closed the distance between them and jumped on him, pushing him down to the bed behind him and kissing him with passion.
"Woah, easy," he grinned. "You tackle harder than a Prop."
She laughed and kissed him again. "Shut up and get naked, Rugby hunk."
She pulled his shirt off while he unbuttoned his belt. Elena was hot for him and taking the lead in a way she so rarely did. When his cock sprang free, she barely let him pull his boxers as far as his thighs, before she was lining it up with her pussy.
"Oh my, Elena," he groaned as she guided him inside her. "Do you want to change positions?"
She had told him before that being on top would take a lot of time for her. The thought of her breasts bouncing while riding him made her feel self-conscious and anxious to the point of nausea.
"I'm okay," she promised. She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. "Hold these firmly and don't let them bounce too much."
He did as she asked and closed his eyes, feeling the pleasure. She started to ride him, slowly at first, her hands on his broad chest to steady herself. She liked the angle and the way it felt. Despite herself, she started to feel how aroused she was.
"You're so fucking big Henry," she moaned. "I can't believe how deep you get, even like this."
"Do you like it?" He asked quietly, putting her at ease.
"Yes," she admitted, bouncing on his hard cock. She felt so full with him, so thoroughly fucked.
He paused a beat and opened his eyes. They locked eyes. "How does it make you feel?"
She slowed her movements, hesitating. She couldn't respond when having sex with him in this way, that would be too far.
"Close your eyes, ell. Relax," he soothed. "You're with me. I'm always going to look after you."
She carried on riding him, closing her eyes as requested. Slowly, she felt his grip on her breasts easing. She focused on riding him, feeling how her juices coating his cock and trying to ignore the way her breasts started to bounce.
"Keep your eyes closed," he said in a soft voice, though it was a bit firmer. He dropped his hands from her breasts entirely and moved them to her hips where he gripped them and forced her to hold her pace, just as she looked ready to slow.
She knew she was sweating from the effort, and the anxiety of feeling her breasts bouncing so lewdly made her feel warmer still.
"You have an incredible body, ell," Henry soothed in that same voice, while she bounced on him. "It looks so good right now," he added.
"Don't," she half-pleaded.
His hand went to her cheek and held her face, while his left hand gripped her hip harder so she wouldn't forget what he wanted her to do. A mix of submission and dare she say, humiliation, was turning her on more as she kept up the pace.
A whimper told him what he wanted to know. "You like this, don't you baby?"
"Yes," she gasped, eyes tight shut.
"How do you feel?" He probed again and she knew she wouldn't be able to avoid answering, especially as he would feel the answer soon, if he didn't already.
"Used."
"What else?"
She swallowed. "Slutty."
"Good, what else?"
He wasn't going to stop until she admitted it, was he?
She could no longer deny it, even to herself, so she didn't. "I feel good," she breathed, scrunching her eyes shut.
He moved from stroking her cheek to holding her hair, pulling it ever so slightly, so that her back was straighter, and her breasts were out. "It feels good to feel slutty, doesn't it?"
"What are you doing to me?" She practically begged him for an answer, because he was right. She felt good. It felt good.
"Answer me," he pressed a lot more firmly that time, with a pull of her hair too.
"It feels good to feel slutty," she admitted. "It feels really good," she groaned.
She started to fuck him harder, overcome with lust. Her eyes opened and she saw him staring at her, not with revulsion but with love and wonder. Her heart raced and then, out of nowhere, she felt it.
"I'm going to cum," she cried out. "Oh my God."
He squeezed at her breasts this time, pulled at them and hurt them. Far from disrupting her, his treatment sped her orgasm along. "That's right, cum for me. Sluts cum."
She did cum, she always did when he wanted her to, even though nobody else had ever made her before him. Her orgasm crashed into her, squeezing him inside her, until he too groaned and released his load. He was so deep that it felt like she was cumming afresh as he came inside her. She groaned and screamed out as he filled her. When he finally stopped and refocused, she was shaking.
He helped her off and laid her beside him, with his cock glistening with their shared juices. She leaked him onto the sheets, too tired and mentally drained to move.
"Thank you, Sir," she whispered when she caught her breath.
"For?" He liked her to be clear with things like that.
"My orgasm and for showing me it's okay to let go like that," she replied honestly.
They cuddled together until she had the energy to go to the bathroom, and then they showered together, where he washed her down and she cleaned him on her knees with her mouth, because she wanted to.
When they dried up and entered the living room, she found it littered with packages. "What's all this?" She asked, intrigued.
"Open them," came the teasing response. "Though save these two for last." He moved two boxes away.
She looked at him in disbelief. "All of these are mine? Surely not?"
He merely smiled. Some were in present bags, others fashionably wrapped. She found new underwear sets, dresses that she knew she would wear for him and other clothes. Some were more provocative or sexier than she was used to.
Throughout, she kept looking at him and shouting protest, though he merely laughed and encouraged her. Never had she felt so touched and embarrassed - which was saying something given the prior hour.
"All of this can stay here to fill up all that free space, or you can take some to keep at yours. I sized you up a while ago so these should all fit. If there's anything you don't like, we'll exchange it. Some of this will be for work, some won't be." She could barely hear him, her eyes on the price tags and her brain doing the maths. She knew his finances weren't that of a millionaire.
"Henry, I can't. I can't accept all this."
He knelt down beside her and looked her in the eyes. "You can and you will. You deserve to feel special, because you are, Elena."
"Please let me give you some money towards it," he cut her off by raising a finger and looking at her sternly. "Don't, you'll turn me on," she blushed.
His stern face broke a little and he smiled. "I know choosing clothes kills you. So now you have things to wear that you know I like and approve of. You can always ask me to choose, but now you have the decision made for you."
"I can't even," she wanted to cry. Sure, he'd like what she was wearing but it was deeper than that. He had bought her all of it to reduce the endless despair of picking out clothes that didn't suit her, or hid her away or didn't suit her mood. "Henry, I know it's soon but," he pressed his finger to her lips.
"Shh baby, I know. But not right now, huh? You've just done a lot in there," he gestured towards the bedroom, "and I don't want you to freak out about it all at once."
She blushed and smiled. He knew her.
"It's not too soon, believe me," he added with meaning. They locked eyes and silently communicated it.
"Thank you," she whispered, conceding that he wasn't going to let her pay.
He grabbed the final two boxes. "I thought this would be a longer chat but perhaps the sex we just had helps us. You have an extreme aversion to being seen a certain way and I believe it's holding you back from embracing your sexuality."
She knew that to be true. As long as she remained anxious about her body, she would never truly embrace sex and live out all her fantasies. She knew if she saw her body on someone else, she would find them attractive. Even as a straight woman. But she couldn't look at herself in the mirror without finding flaws. Would she be the same if she was a 32B with a flatter ass? Would that make her happier?
She opened the first box, knowing it was going to be shoes. She gasped when she opened them, seeing the black Louboutin heels. They were higher than she was used to, about 5 & a half inches, maybe 6.
"I'm going to change the bed and you're going to pick out an outfit to model for me with those shoes, understood?" She nodded, in another state of shock.
He left the room, leaving her staring at the boxes. She understood him better than she'd ever understood anyone, so she knew the unsaid part of the order was to wear the most provocative outfit she felt comfortable in. Or at least, not cripplingly self-conscious in.
She settled on the grey tweed mini skirt and black long sleeve top. The way the neckline plunged, and the skirt raised at the sides meant the black lace lingerie body suit with embroidered flowers would need to be worn underneath, and then the heels too.
She got herself ready, steadying her breathing and knowing this would be good for her, even if it would be difficult at first. She walked to the bathroom to look in the mirror, being sure she was out of sight from Henry.
What she saw, floored her.
She hurriedly closed the door and reached for her makeup bag that she kept in the drawer. Just a quick application was all she wanted. For a couple of minutes as she got ready, she was in her own world, forgetting Henry was in the other room. It felt like she had an excuse to dress up like that and because in her mind she could blame Henry, it absolved her of negative feelings.
When she was done, she stepped back so that she was in full view of the bathroom cabinet mirror. She stood tall in the heels that were bigger than any she had worn before. They stretched her calf muscles and elongated her legs, curving her firm bum. The short skirt showed off her legs, creamy and inviting. The tight black top left her slim stomach and large breasts nowhere to hide. The body suit did a competent job of hiding her nipples, but the shape was visible.
"Wow," she whispered, then laughed as she realised she had echoed Henry.
She stepped out and walked to his bedroom. "Hi," she whispered shyly.
He turned to her and gasped. Literally gasped. "Oh my fucking God," he exclaimed.
The unrestrained lewdness got to her in a way she wasn't expecting. It was objectifying but still quite appreciative. She blushed and turned slowly on her heels.
"Do you see?" He asked. "Do you see now?"
"Yes," she acknowledged, blushing furiously at even admitting she looked good.
He walked towards her, and she closed her eyes, anticipating his touch. She felt like a pretty thing, dressed as she was. It was a feeling that she'd never experienced so intensely. Instead, he walked around her. "Follow," he said, his voice behind her making her jump.
She did, aware that she was half a step slower in her heels. He took her back to the room with her gifts and held the last one out to her. She took it but he didn't let go, holding it until she looked at him. "Remember, this hasn't got to be for now, it's for when you're ready."
She took the box with apprehension, setting it on the coffee table. She opened it and discarded the delicate wrapping in her haste. Her face flushed as she saw it and her pussy throbbed. She took it, holding it in her hand and feeling the leather, feeling the chain.
"I love it," she breathed, looking at him. She could see the relief in his face.
"Remember," he prompted, "only when you're ready."
She nodded that she understood and then moved to her knees, in her revealing outfit. Somehow, it felt more exposing. She held up her hair, freeing her neck. "Does this answer you?"
He didn't respond and instead took the leather, fastening it around her neck. It wasn't tight in the way she imagined but it was present. She kept her hands where they were, unmoving. Pointedly.
He got the message and clipped the chain to it too before she dropped her hair back down. "How does that feel?"
She waited to respond, letting her body get used to it. She crawled slightly away from him, just to test it, and felt a light pull. "Perfect," she whispered.
"Stand up for me," he requested.
She complied and felt completely controlled by him. "I feel properly owned," she affirmed.
Her heart was beating rapidly, and her lips were dry. He dropped the chain to get her water. She stood there as though immobile. The leash dangled down to her hips with a loop for his hand at the end. She could walk around and always be an arm's length away from him, could be under his control in an instant. As she looked at the handle and recognised that, she knew she didn't want to part with it for as long as was possible. She told Henry so.
"Do you want to keep it on?"
She nodded submissively. "I want to wear it even when I sleep tonight. I want you to hold it or hook it onto the bed post and keep me close."
She undressed for him shortly afterwards and then had a surprise for him too, as she unpacked her bag and re-organised her wardrobe. She tossed the object onto the bed as though it was nothing - teasing him despite being naked and wearing his collar and leash.
"I've been training," she clarified with a bottle of special lubricant in her hand, as he studied the butt plug. "I've been wearing it for up to an hour and just getting used to it. It's 7 inches, so not quite as long as you, but it's close in girth."
He finally looked over at her, in disbelief. "You are singular, ell."
"Every single part of me and every single hole is yours," she reminded him.
She wore it for him minutes later, its heavy weight and thick size stretching her hole. He took her while she was on her front, his cock in her pussy, reminding her how big he was as she was double penetrated for the first time in her life. He fucked her into delirium, pulling at her leash and sending her into something she thought must be sub space, as he enjoyed her. He had his orgasm less than two hours prior, and it showed with the way he fucked her, taking his time and enjoying her until he was ready to fill her up.
She was barely with it as she cleaned his cock of his remaining cum with her mouth, feeling it leak out of her well-fucked pussy.
He had her worship his feet before they slept, pushing her further still. She obeyed without hesitation or issue, showing him how deep she wanted it to get. When she was done to his satisfaction, he let her use the bathroom to clean up and then tied her to the bed post as she had requested, the handle of the leash looped in.
She fell asleep satisfied and calm.
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The last remnants of summer sunshine fell on us as we sat on the rooftop bar with a view of the city skyline. The Bridge Tavern was a trendy place that was always busy despite not having much going for it, aside from the view. We were 4 floors up and the only bar was on the ground floor. Beers were carried up by tired punters in carry trays with space for 6 glasses. Just an example of the things people do to enjoy some autumn sun.
It was late September and t-shirt weather, so the vibe was good, and the flights of stairs were therefore more manageable. Austin's birthday drinks were well attended with the group taking up a couple of long tables and the standing space around it. Everyone was mixing together, getting to know one another. Austin had different groups of friends - work, school, university and as someone had put it earlier: friends of friends who he collected along the way. Those same friends often became closer to him than the person connecting them. Austin, by all accounts, was a top guy. Good-natured, reasonable, funny and sociable. You couldn't help but love him.
But I'm not Austin, I'm a friend of the friend. One of the people that spent more time with Austin than the person we had met through just a few years earlier - Mallory.
"Joe, listen to this."
Turning towards the source of the voice and away from the conversation to my right, which I had barely been participating in, I saw that Mallory held the group around her to attention. She had that about her - a magnetism of sorts, that drew attention to her. She was sociable, and she was charming too. Her hair was clipped up and the sun was shining onto the back of her tanned neck. When her hair was down, it fell to the middle of her back. It was completely straight, and it was a dark shade of brunette that brought out her tanned skin and brown eyes. She was fit and slim, with a couple of rings on her fingers, a scattering of tattoos and a perfect smile. I always thought she was on the line between traditionally good looking, and somewhat alternative. As such, you could probably get away with describing her as both stunning, and striking. I described her as neither; she was just Mal. Bright, funny and platonic.
"Is this about Billie again, Mal?" I grinned.
Her pretty face fell a little at me spoiling it. She'd been drip-feeding bits of the break-up to us across the last couple of hours. Each nugget released after that bit more alcohol. "No come on, you'll laugh at this."
While I spent more time now with Austin, I was still closer to Mallory and always would be. Some friendships are forged too strong to be usurped. "You've been drawing this out all afternoon, I'll tan quicker than you tell us about her calling it quits with you. I seem to remember my last break-up story took just a few minutes to tell." I struggled to hide my grin as my words antagonised her and she pointedly nodded towards my paler arms with a 'yeah right' kind of look.
"Firstly," she turned to me in seriousness while her friend Danielle hid her laugh. "It was a mutual break-up, and she was a lot younger than me anyway, so it was never going anywhere."
"Seem to remember us all saying that to you," I deadpanned. She was getting frustrated in a cute way, and I enjoyed prodding her. She could handle it, from me.
Billie, it turned out, hadn't been as honest as she might have been about her inexperience with women at 22 years old. She had decided that she was definitely straight, now that she'd been with her second woman. Mallory was not used to being so firmly rejected ("I literally put her off women!") and wouldn't hear any reminders that she had seduced her share of bi-curious women and put them off men.
"To karma!" we cheered hours later with shot glasses in hand, when she finally conceded it.
A pretty blonde and her friend had joined our group at some point. Afterwards, nobody could confirm who spoke to them first, but they were there with the 8 of us that remained after midnight.
I found myself talking to Bethany, the pretty blonde, and then after a couple of drinks and many laughs, there wasn't need to say much more at all. We danced, we went to the bar for another couple of shots, we danced some more. Then we kissed, hard. I knew from dancing with her that she had a hell of a body but exploring it as we kissed was making me want to get out of there.
She had similar thoughts. "Where do you live?"
"WHAT?" I half-bellowed over the music.
"Do you want to get out of here?" she said with a nod towards the door, kissing my neck this time so that even I couldn't miss the implication.
Mal was going to stay at mine that night, so I told Bethany I needed to check on a friend and went looking for her. I was hoping it wasn't going to be controversial - she'd ditched me many times when she'd scored - though this time it was a rare reversal. Mal had seen Bethany & I earlier on, so me asking if she could crash at Danielle's wouldn't be a shock.
I was feeling a little bit guilty though. Mal regularly stayed over at my one-bed apartment on nights like these and I always made sure she had a place to crash. Eventually she stayed so often that swapping for the sofa became pointless, so we both stayed in my bed. She even bought a spare toothbrush around once my ex Sarah and I went our separate ways.
In my search for Mal, I found her outside the bathrooms, locked in an embrace with Danielle of all people. Surprise was an understatement.
She's finally talked her into it, huh? I thought in shock. Mal saw me as I was walking in their general direction and pulled away, looking guilty. Danielle blushed, looking pleased. She'd been dropping heavy hints for years, but Mal had firmly kept her in the friend-zone, saying they were better there. Danielle was far from Mal's usual type. A bit too heavyset and not naturally pretty & slim; the way Mal liked her women. Billie was on the netball team with her and was a total stunner, so of course Mal had to try it on with her.
I nodded a greeting and acted as though I hadn't seen it, not wanting to make it awkward. Maybe getting with someone who liked her for her would be good for Mal. A lack of commitment and superficiality were just two well-documented flaws Mal admitted to having.
"Hey guys, I'm er, going to head home." I leaned into Mal under the pretence of hugging her goodbye. "Are you gonna be good for a place to stay?" I pointedly asked. Danielle looked equal parts hopeful and forced-casual about the whole situation.
"Yeah, go and enjoy yourself Stud," Mal replied enthusiastically, but her face showed no such emotion. "I'm happy you're moving on from Sarah." She said something else, but I couldn't hear it and indicated I needed the bathroom.
When I left the bathroom, they were gone, and I saw nobody else that I knew aside from Bethany who was waiting by the door with her jacket and a big smile when I returned. I always thought I was hit & miss with women and it was a rare occasion that I pulled this well on a night out. Maybe the start of my 30's would be when I'd peak.
"So this was unexpected," laughed Bethany underneath me, an hour later.
"For me more than you," I smirked, driving into her in a deliberate rhythm.
She kissed me and then shrugged. "I dunno, newly-single, I kind of wanted to fuck around a little bit."
I shrugged; not exactly what I wanted to hear so I got to fucking her properly, holding her arms above her as I took her.
Her eyes rolled back as I got into it, enjoying it for what it was. "You like that?" I teased.
"Say it," she dared. "Say what you're thinking," eyes shining with excitement.
I didn't say what she so clearly wanted me to say. The sex was good, our bodies meshed well together. She was deceptively thick and big-breasted, which I liked. But we lacked the passion and when I finished into the condom, I'd suspect both of us were a little pleased.
_
I'd seen Bethany out the next morning and gone back to bed with a hangover. We'd exchanged numbers, she'd very deliberately said she'd had a good time, and I was feeling confident we'd see each other again. We met up twice more that week and I got back into the experience of going on dates. After the third date, she went off cold and that was that. But hey, it was a good week and I got plenty of complimentary messages about my newly-found dating game. Even if it was short lived.
But I digress, this isn't about Bethany - even though she was more important than I realised at the time.
It was well after Midday when I was alive enough to check my phone courtesy of a strong coffee and a shower. There were follow up texts on the group chat and a few from Austin asking how it went with Bethany. Mallory had messaged too.
Mal: How was last night? Were you better with her than I'd have been? ;)
Joe: She wants to see me again, which makes me as shocked as you are lol. How was your night with Danielle after I caught you kissing? Did she get lucky?
Mal: Oh shit, you did notice that? I wasn't sure, as you didn't give me any shit for it. Nothing else happened, I came to my senses and couldn't fuck with her like that. Just felt a bit.... reckless, but I've woken up feeling positive. Like, the way forward is clear.
I put my phone down in some surprise. Maybe Mal was maturing too. At 29, she probably needed to if she wanted the life she claimed to want. Kids, a big house, a life partner. Yeah, that sounded harsh and judgey, but it wasn't meant to be.
She'd spent a lot of her savings a few years ago freezing her eggs, so she was serious in that regard. But she'd never found anyone that really got her. Someone that wanted to live life as she did, in her words. I always felt she lacked security and needed that in a partner, but I let her find her own way. It was one of the reasons we stayed so close - I never tried to change her; tried to lecture her. I let her be, being there for her when she needed it and supporting her however she asked for it. With everything she had gone through in life and to get to where she was, she'd earned trust in her decisions, from everyone.
I remember meeting her at university and feeling like we came from different worlds. I had and still have a very stable family. On the other hand, Mallory's Dad had died when she was eight, after a long battle with cancer. Her Mum had taken to alcohol to cope, and then to drugs... and then the court got involved.
Mallory had no aunts, no uncles and only one living grandparent, who wanted nothing to do with raising a 10-year-old. Mal ended up in care, raised by foster families until she was 16. Wracked by guilt, I'd guess, her Grandad who'd refused to raise her, left all his money to her in death and allowed her to start a life. It paid for university, where I met her, paid for the support she needed and through her own grit and determination, she got to where she was. Mallory was the best of all of us. So, you see, I was never keen to change her, or question her decisions. No matter how questionable they became soon after that declaration.
***
I got on with the grind of being in my early 30's and trying to climb the corporate ladder. I managed accounts for a financial software company, and it involved frequent travel across the country for sales meetings as well as implementation visits if I was really unlucky, and there was nobody else to do it. I was one of the only people in the team that wasn't in a long-term relationship or married with kids. Sarah & I had been solid during our year or so together, but it hadn't got to 'that' stage. It meant I took more than one hit, but it also meant I left at a reasonable time most days as the rest of the team picked up the slack for me in return.
In terms of my career, life was good. The last few years and the associated bonuses had landed me a modern studio with a good view into the city and a park nearby - something I'd grown new appreciation for since the pandemic and those damn lockdowns. The job and the travelling though, meant that more often than I'd like, I found myself getting in late at night and having a solitary takeaway with beer.
It also meant I'd missed the following couple of group gatherings as winter set in. The big news was that Austin had a girlfriend - someone he met through work and had been brave enough to join him at one of the big night's out he often organised, where he'd invite 30+ of his friends into a WhatsApp group, book a few tables and whoever showed up, showed up. I couldn't make it, so I sent him a message and promised to catch up soon.
Austin: No worries dude, I'm not letting Cath go anywhere if, by some miracle, she survives this lol. Heard from Mal? She's been more MIA than usual...
I hadn't, so I checked in with no reply. We lived about 10 minutes apart, so I promised Austin I'd drive over if she didn't make an appearance at his Winter Drinks Event (very creatively named as always).
I got a message from him that evening - a picture of him, Mal, Tom and a couple of our other friends. Danielle was conspicuously absent.
Mal looked so different I'd barely recognised her. She'd cut her hair down to just below her shoulders and dyed it, so it was slightly lighter. Her makeup had changed too. It was less stark without her usual black eyeliner and her face looked, ironically, more striking for it. Her natural beauty was coming through a lot more, with her full lips drawing out her smile and framing her face well. I hearted the picture and shot Mal a text as the train slowly made its way back to the city.
Joe: Have you had a personality transplant? Where's Mallory?
Mal: I'm still me, dipshit, just wanted a change.
I scrolled all the way back to the messages we exchanged the last time we'd been together - some weeks prior, I realised with surprise. She'd mentioned seeing things clearer and I could only presume her new look was an outcome of that.
Mal: Just in case you were worried...
She followed up her message with a selfie where I was able to get a proper look at the more professional, less rebellious-looking marketing expert, who played semi-professional netball on the side. But there was now an addition to her look.
Joe: A tongue piercing?! Are you a teenager?
Mal: I happen to like it, Old Man. Plus I cut a lot of weight with my liquid diet and protein shakes. Feeling seriously good right now.
Joe: Aww I'm pleased for you Mal, really am. Just give the next woman a heads up, I've seen your tongue kissing remember ;) That's a trip to the hospital if you're not careful lol
Mal: People have been assholes, but none have been an asshole like you ;)
I shook my head at another seemingly random decision and left it at that. We exchanged a few more messages, mostly about what was happening that evening and her views on Catherine, and she seemed impressed. Mal didn't seem herself, but she also didn't seem to be in one of her depressive episodes. It was a strange feeling that I couldn't put my finger on.
By the time I got home, ordered a delivery and unpacked, Mal had told me she'd left the drinks and wished me goodnight. It was well before midnight.
_
In the run-up to Christmas, I had more time on my hands. Sales targets for the year had been met, we weren't crunching for new business. I didn't have one cross-country trip planned until the end of January.
But as luck and life would have it, there was very little overlap with my friends. Small groups of us went for drinks and to watch football games but there were never enough of us to organise a big pre-Christmas event. We all kept each other updated on Christmas plans but half the month seemed to pass in a blur of failed plans, work parties and first dates.
It was the final week or so before I was going to go back to the coast to spend Christmas with my family when something unusual happened. Something that would change the course of the new year.
As a single man with a bachelor pad in a decent part of the city, you might have guessed I was a regular user of dating apps, and you'd be right. I was getting pretty good at spotting who I might click with and what kind of attributes in a partner might work with me. The harder part was finding the right person to match with.
I'd done different types of apps. I'd done my share of the dating apps with algorithms at the end of a stream of questions, intending to show you who you were best matched with. I'd also done the more straightforward 'swipe if you like' apps. I generally stuck with the latter when I was bored and didn't want to go through the effort of coming up with an inspiring opener for my 'most compatible' match. I was reasonably successful with it.
I was digesting a pasta dish with the TV on quietly in the background and my thumb being put to work swiping, when a profile caught my eye. I was so close to automatically swiping 'yes' on looks alone but something screamed *wait* in my mind and I was glad I had.
It was someone I recognised immediately. Or at least, pictures of someone pretending to be her.
Mallory.
I spotted the profile wasn't verified as the real person, so I smirked and clicked one of those 'super' like buttons that would put me at the top of fake-Mallory's list.
I took a screenshot of the profile intending to send it to Mallory but wanted to wait until I caught fake-Mallory out in a chat. Having a screenshot of that too would be something Mal & I would laugh about for a while. I could only assume the catfish knew her in some way and would know she'd never be swiping on men, so was less likely to be caught out. Smart, really.
Feeling mischievous, I carried on swiping for a bit then after messaging one or two matches, clearing away the plates and getting hold of ice cream, I'd almost forgotten about fake-Mallory.
Until I matched with her.
Mal10ry: Well, I debated not swiping you back but you seemed keen lol.
"Uh huh," I declared aloud. "Got you!"
Joe-(not)-lean: Super keen, even spent my daily swipe boost on you, but how could I not ;)
Mal10ry: Okay easy bud, we're friends first, don't make it creepy.
Huh? That threw me.
Joe-(not)-lean: What do you mean by "we're friends first"?
Mal10ry: Are we not, all of a sudden? This is weird enough, don't make it weirder.
This cannot be.
Joe-(not)-lean: Okay how do you know me and more importantly, how do you know Mallory?
Mal10ry: What are you talking about, dipshit? It's a-me, Mallory!
I could hear Mallory's imitation of Mario in my head and for the first time, I thought it might actually be her. She messaged again before I could.
Mal10ry: How did I even come up in your search? I changed the setting so that any number on my contact list couldn't see me.
I couldn't even think of an answer to: "what the fuck is Mallory doing on a dating app, swiping men?"
But my brain could at least answer her question, even though I only thought it to myself. 'I signed up to the app with my email address a few years ago before signing up with your phone number was mandatory.'
Joe-(not)-lean: Bullshit this is Mal. Verify your profile and prove it's you.
Mal10ry: Sigh. Guess now someone knows I'm on here, I can't say it was a fake profile if questioned, can I?
I assumed fake-Mallory (as I was determined to still call her) was attempting to be verified so I followed up with another question.
Joe-(not)-lean: How long have you been on here then?



Mal10ry: Two weeks. Haven't matched with many men, absolutely shitting myself. Can't even tell myself I signed up when I was drunk, either. This was a deliberate, sober decision lol.
I refused to reply as I was seriously freaked out. My best friend could do what she wanted, and she frequently did, but this was so un-Mallory, even for her. Mal definitely lived for the moment, and it was well-documented that she did things on a whim most of the time, but this seemed deliberate, and that was even more disconcerting.
Not at any point in the 10 years that I'd known her had she expressed even the slightest interest in men. I knew within about two hours that she was strongly into women - mainly because she had her tongue down the netball captain's throat as a first-year 'fresher'.
Mal10ry: There, verified. Believe me now?
Joe-(not)-lean: I can't see it.
Mal10ry: Close the app and restart it!
So I did and when that tick came up beside her profile I just about held onto the phone. This was absolutely insane.
Joe-(not)-lean: Mallory??
Mal10ry: Lol, hi.
Joe-(not)-lean: I swear to you, I thought you were a catfish. Hence the weird flirting lol
I watched her typing and I know it might sound ridiculous, but I got up and poured myself a whisky in the interim. It was like The Matrix had glitched. My mind was racing as though I had stumbled onto some horrifying discovery, and I needed to process it. Whatever the reason, I wanted to be there for her.
I poured some of the alcohol, added a measure of ginger ale and some ice, knocked a fair bit back, and took a deep breath. Maybe it's a good thing this happened, I thought. She'd never have mentioned it otherwise and at least this way I can check in with her, help her weed out the weirdos... and figure out what the heck is going on!
When I returned to my seat, a long message from her was waiting for me.
Mal10ry: If we're going to talk, let's talk on here. Easier for me to compartmentalise and talk to you, because clearly this is now happening, and I need to handle that. When we message off here and see each other, this needs to not be mentioned, okay? Just while I get used to things. It was one thing when this was a private thing that I was exploring but quite another now someone I know knows about it. That being said, I'll WhatsApp you a selfie so you know without doubt it's me lol and I didn't recode The Matrix.
I loved that she said that.
Not a minute later, a picture followed on WhatsApp. It was from Mal: a selfie of her sitting on her leather sofa from her chest upwards, in a black vest top. I could see the tattoo she'd got on her collar bone - hope is never hopeless - I could see into her kitchen area over her shoulder. I could see she had her messy dark hair in a ponytail. She had no make-up on and looked a little pale in the lighting. Still, there was a smile lighting up her face and despite the somewhat shy body language, I could sense at least some confidence.
A voice note followed.
"Having spent the better part of two weeks meticulously looking through the bios of men," it started, in Mal's working class, slightly 'street' accent, "and swiping no on countless shirtless men and fucking poses next to a sleeping tiger, it was refreshing to come across a profile I actually wanted to swipe yes to. Not sure if that's enough of a compliment, coming from me." She finished with a cute, nervous laugh.
Why was I suddenly so flustered?
It took me a little bit to figure out what to say. Mal kept jumping online and offline seconds later, clearly waiting for a response. Did I assume she was flirting? Was she actually interested or was that just a platonic, friendly compliment? When the time for me to respond started dragging on a bit too long, I decided on going with how I felt, not how it seemed. I wanted to keep it platonic.
"Big compliment coming from you, Mal. How many matches did that leave you with? 10?" I grinned and it showed in my voice. "Anyway, point proven, it's you. I'll let you decide how you best want to use our match. Here if you need any advice or want to try your best dating lines on someone safe. Otherwise, I'll pretend it's not happening and act surprised when you rock up with a boyfriend."
I sent the voice-note and saw Mal immediately jump on and listen to it. Then I saw her type and delete a few times before I jumped off and left her to it. After a shower and getting ready for bed, I checked my phone again and saw there was nothing from Mal. Leaving her to it, I got into bed too. I was almost asleep when I felt my phone vibrate with a notification from the app.
Mal10ry: 6 matches, actually. Lame returns but at least there's one match I want to say goodnight to x
***
The next morning I awoke expecting the night before to have been a dream... it might even have felt like a bit of a nightmare.
Mal10ry: Hey, any plans today?
It wasn't a dream. It may yet end up being a nightmare.
Joe-(not)-lean: Just getting on with work, wrapping things up before I go away.
Mal10ry: What do you do?
I was sure Mal had a camera set up in my house and could see the confused look on my face as she followed up quickly.
Mal10ry: Just go with it, please.
Joe-(not)-lean: I work for a software management company in the accounts and new business team. Have you fallen back to sleep just reading that? What do you do?
What was I doing, more importantly? I guess she just wanted a safe 'getting to know you' conversation. I could give her that.
Mal10ry: Sounds... interesting! Do you enjoy it? I work in marketing for a market research company, weirdly. Which is supposed to make me pretty good at questions, but you wouldn't believe that right now.
Joe-(not)-lean: I like the travel, I like the convincing people.. so yeah, I like it. Do you like what you do?
Mal10ry: Oooh so your future partner will have all this free time without you? You need to sell that a bit more in your bio, in my purely professional opinion ;) I enjoy what I do, it's a nice contrast to my life: organised and structured vs going with the flow and living in the moment.
Mal10ry: By the way, is your intention to completely disarm the mark by pretending you're less than what you are, so that they underestimate you? I see the username, but I see some pretty defined muscles. Hmm...
Joe-lean?: Better?
Mal10ry: Lol, much.
Joe-lean?: Interesting contrast with your life and work. Which 'camp' do you want your partner to be in?
I already knew the answer but I was "going with it" at Mal's request.
Mal10ry: I used to think I needed someone who lives life like I do but after much soul-searching (sorry for the dramatics lol) I realised I need someone a bit more structured. Someone who plans the adventures not just tags along with me. Or else it's a lot of pressure on me and I can't always trust myself to be motivated. I need someone who can do the motivating.
Huh.
Joe-lean?: Sounds like you've done some serious thinking. Good on you for that self-reflection.
Mal10ry: Oh you have no idea.
I was working from home that day and was glad to be, given how frequently I checked for replies from Mal. She was at work and was being sensible with the use of her phone, so that kept me focused enough too.
By the end of the working day, I was drawn into the conversation such that I'd forgotten who I was speaking to at points. It was as if I was getting to know Mallory afresh. And this was someone I was very interested in getting to know.
__
"Have you heard from Mal this week?"
"Nope," I replied, a little too quickly. "Sorry, a touch worried about her," I replied, not untruthfully.
"Yeah a few of us are," Tom admitted, bringing the pint glass to his lips. Another friend I'd met via Austin.
It was just him & I because Mal had cancelled earlier in the day and Danielle wasn't coming without Mal, that was a given.
"Aust said some interesting things after we played football a couple of evenings ago," Tom noted.
Playing football was how we met Tom a few years back. Obviously, Austin had adopted him into the friendship group that first day. I tore my ACL over a year ago and hadn't played football since. I could run just fine now, but the thought of someone bashing my knee... nope.
"What was he saying?" I asked, playing it cool. I felt my ears turning pink and it suddenly felt very warm. I had to keep myself calm and remind myself Tom wouldn't have a clue. That is, as long as I didn't give it away.
Had I been relieved that Mal had cancelled after I invited her to the casual drinks, despite it being the last time I'd see her before Christmas? Yes. Even more so now I knew how I was reacting at the mere mention of her.
It was a moment or two before Tom answered, considering how to phrase it. "Well, remember this is now 3rd hand, right? So Aust was telling me that Cath told him..." he grinned at my brief pause and then a nod as I caught up, "that Mal was asking all these interesting questions of her when they first met. Like, how did she know she fancied Aust, because they were working together for a while, right? And did she start looking at him differently before they got together or was it when there started to be some flirtation that she looked at him differently."
I caught the barman's eye and asked for two more pints. He was pouring them as Tom continued. I was watching the man and silently pleading for him to bring over the first beer before the second was poured as a means of distraction. Alas, he predictably got started on the second one before walking them both over to our side of the bar. "So, Cath's a bit: what the fuck, afterward? Aust being Aust just tries to explain Mal's weird and random in the sweetest way and she meant nothing by it. But when he & I talk it over the other day, I get him to see she hasn't been that way in a while, has she? Weird and random, I mean. She's serious and just seems a lot more... intense somehow."
I shrugged nonchalantly, in part because not two seconds before, I'd felt my phone vibrate in the specific pattern I'd set for the dating app. For her.
In the end, I downplayed it and assured him she seemed fine and happy, though I hadn't seen her in a while. I felt shit at having to talk it down and as we sat together talking about work, I was on autopilot wondering how I could speak to Mallory about this given what was secretly happening - if anything was actually 'happening'.
"I'm just going to message her," I announced suddenly, the obvious thought coming right to me.
I pulled up WhatsApp and shot her a message.
Joe: Sorry you couldn't make it today, you've got a few of us worried that you're in crisis lol. All okay?
Mal jumped straight online.
Mal: Yeah, lol. You all need to relax, I haven't felt this good in a while. We'll catch up before NYE, don't worry!
It wasn't until Tom took a bathroom break that it felt safe to check the dating app.
Mal10ry: How's your evening? I just wanted to say that messaging you is quickly becoming the highlight of my day. Not sure if you feel the same?
Damnit.
I knew what she was doing, it wasn't even subtle. Or unusual - not for online dating where people were constantly playing that dating dance. The obvious 'where is this going?' was a frequent question I encountered in many forms. But this was actually from Mal, and I hesitated being honest for half a second, before encouraged by the alcohol, I replied without game-playing.
Joe-lean?: It's going well, a couple of friends dropped out of drinks last-minute but I won't hold it against them, they probably had better plans! How's your evening? And yes, I feel exactly the same...
Mal10ry: I dunno, if I'd have had plans tonight, I'd have still picked you. Basically did. You're pretty cool.
It was another day of talking to Mallory as more than just a friend; another day of talking to Mallory as though she was a stranger I was looking to date. Another night of her being the last person I messaged and the last person I thought about.
_
Christmas caught up with me quicker than I was ready for. I was normally well prepared with presents, but I spent Christmas Eve doing last minute shopping in the shopping centre half an hour from my parent's house. A disaster by my standards.
Mallory was staying at home - she'd told me that on the app, but I knew she did as she had done every year for the last few years. We'd all offered at various points to have her stay with us, but she preferred to stay at home and treat it like every other day.
Her name literally meant 'unfortunate' and that might have been an understatement. Still, whatever was happening between us, I didn't feel that definition applied to me anymore.
Mal10ry: How's your Christmas Eve going?
Joe-lean?: Extremely disorganised and I'm scrambling to buy my presents, whilst replying to you in between.
Mal10ry: That's unlike you!
Mal10ry: I mean, that seems unlike you, Mr Organised ;)
She'd been doing that quite a lot over those last few days - responding as though she already knew me and blurring the lines between our friendship and this... dating talk. I was becoming increasingly aware that Mal was even less responsive than normal on our WhatsApp chat as well as group chats. She seemed to be spending most of her conversational energy talking to the Joe she 'met' on the dating app.
I told myself I'd let it stay like this until after Christmas and then, one way or another, I was going to call her out on it. But that was for after Christmas, specifically because I still had no idea how Mal would react. I knew how hard the holidays were for her and it seemed she was doing well. I wasn't about to risk that.
What was for sure was that I too was blurring my knowledge of 'this' Mallory, and my friend. I was simply no longer sure that I knew my friend very well. What didn't help was the now increasing sexual aspect to our conversations.
Mal10ry: What's wrong with being horny at your parent's house? You're in a room alone, right? Toughen up already.
Joe-lean?: Yes, but it's Christmas Eve... What would Jesus think?
Mal10ry: Oh honey, I've sinned so much that you're off the good list just for talking to me.
Joe-lean?: Isn't that Santa?
Mal10ry: Funny. Tell me more about me making you horny? It's an unusual feeling for me to be aroused by making a man aroused lol. Sure that doesn't bother you?
Joe-lean?: No, as long as you can get used to the idea of it.
Mal10ry: Oh trust me, I've been watching a LOT of straight porn these last few months. There may also have been use of toys to imagine it was me too...
Joe-lean?: Was it like a switch being flicked then?
Mal10ry: Yes, and no. I'll tell you properly when we go on a date.
Joe-lean?: Are we going on a date then?
Mal10ry: I hope so, or this has been a waste of a lot of orgasms.
My mouth absolutely hung open at that. My heart raced as though I had just had the amount of sex she had referenced. It may have been crass, but it left me in no doubt where her head was at. I'd promised myself I was going to wait for Christmas to pass before suggesting we talk off of the app, but this had given me the opening I needed - and if I still knew Mallory at all, everything she had said was deliberate.
Joe-lean?: Are you ready to talk like this away from the app?
Mal10ry: I've been ready for a while, asshole ;)
"Here goes nothing," I muttered, pulling up WhatsApp on my phone and seeing she was online. She read my message as soon as I sent it.
Joe: Thanks for giving me your number ;)
Mal: Ha ha, look at that smug wink. Happy?
Joe: Beyond being madly confused, yes I am.
Mal: Yep.
Mal: I couldn't face seeing you before Christmas because I felt like I'd give away how I feel. Especially to you of all people.
Mal: I can't show you how much I feel in some ways right now, but I can show you how I feel in others. Merry Christmas handsome, I took this for you a couple of nights ago.
I had a feeling it would be a picture that would completely change how I saw Mallory. There'd be no going back. I wasn't wrong.
For someone who's heart was nearly beating out of his chest mere minutes ago, it was amazing how quickly everything seemed to stop.
I was screwed. Unquestionably, undoubtedly screwed.
The second I saw Mallory like that, it was over for me. I knew, without doubt, that she was the pinnacle of all my attraction.
Her hair was clipped up, like it had been that day on the rooftop and the lighter brunette shade seemed to add a sexiness to her, heightening how striking she looked. She had no makeup on, which was a bold choice for such a picture. But I knew it to be her 'this is the real me' look.
The vulnerability behind the confidence of her body language was startling. If that was the real her, and I had any chance at all to be waking up to that face, she had nothing to feel vulnerable about. She was stunningly beautiful in that warm light and with a similarly expressive smile. Seeing her face like that was one thing but her body was quite another.
She was topless, that was evident by her full, firm breasts proudly on display as she was propped up on her pillow. Her nipples were pierced, with two of her fingers playing with the bar in a sensual way. Her other hand was over her red thong, pulling it tight so the material was almost stuck to her lips. I shamelessly zoomed in. I could see the material was damp with her arousal and that hardened my own cock. My free hand found its way down to my boxers just to ease the tension. Her body had a smattering of tattoos which only added to her appeal. The quote on her collar bone; rope drawn upwards along her rib cage; a small bird underneath her breast with the wing seemingly at the bottom of her flesh. I was in awe of her.
Joe: I'm absolutely speechless, Mal. Not because I don't know what to say, but because I don't want to spend all night gushing about how incredible you are and put you off!
Mal: At this point, nothing you can say is going to put me off you. So, yeah.
Joe: Nothing?
Mal: Nothing.
Mal: I'm being honest because I haven't been and you've been patient with me. I don't know when it started but I started feeling things, and it was fucking strange J. It wasn't like a switch flicked, I just found myself looking at you bit by bit. Didn't recognise it for what it was then. Then I behaved like I did at Austin's birthday and it hit me the next morning.
Joe: Danielle?
Mal: Yep.
Joe: She was some kind of reckless distraction then?
It's funny how quick you can forget how aroused you are when the truth bombs start to drop. I had both hands on my phone at that point, waiting for Mal's never-ending message to be written.



Mallory: Yep. You found someone; I didn't know what to do. Went back to what I thought I knew. But I didn't want it. Then you fight it. Refuse to accept it. Here's a woman who you know likes you so go for it. I felt so shit. I'd have gone through with it if you hadn't seen us. I slept that night, woke up and thought: I was not myself last night, not who I've been for a while. Then I signed up, saw you a couple of weeks later...
Joe: And the rest is history.
Mallory: You know I'm a shameless believer in fate. How is it that the man I'd been thinking about matches with me when I was starting to doubt my own certainty of mind? Fate.
Joe: Mal...
Mallory: Joe...
Joe: We need to meet and discuss this when I'm back. Enough is enough.
I stared at my phone for a while. She started to type, twice, and then she stopped. She stayed online for a while longer, then she went offline. I went offline too, waiting for her message. But it didn't come.
She didn't reply at all the next day, not even when I messaged her the next morning. She did wish everyone Merry Christmas on the group chat, so I knew she was alive at least. My mind was a mess and I cursed myself for pushing too hard. I held myself together by trying to tell myself I knew Mallory and I needed to give her space, because this was real for her now.
Truth was, I didn't feel I knew her anymore. Instead, I was nervous as all hell of blowing it. And on Christmas Day, I faced the fact I was falling for her.
***
I wasn't due back until a day before New Year's Eve, which Austin was hosting a party for, of course. Mallory would be there, she'd confirmed it with Austin.
Mal: I'll see you at Austin's party, I promise x
That was all I'd got from her, two days after Christmas. She'd ignored the messages I'd sent and the apology for freaking her out. It would have to do.
I dressed up for it, paying more care and attention than I ordinarily would. I knew almost everyone there, with only a few new people joining (that Austin had typically made friends with recently) but there was only one reason I was putting a new shirt on.
I got to Austin's before she did. I knew that immediately because I was one of the first. I finally, finally met Catherine and then got given the explanation of why I was there with only one of Catherine's friends, who was opening up crisp bags and pouring them into big bowls.
"Help you set up? Are you taking the piss Aust?"
"Dude, come on, it's moving a few things around, getting drinks on ice, no biggie," Austin reason. "You're always efficient at this stuff."
By the time the party was actually due to start, I was done. But I'd built up a sweat and in my light blue shirt, it was too big a risk to raise my arms. I sought some deodorant in the bathroom and towelled myself down some, cursing Aust for talking me into moving the tv and its stand to the other room.
When I finally got my overheating body under control, I opened the door and quite literally walked right into Mallory, who was but a yard away. You couldn't make it up.
"Hey!"
Her smile was so wide and so clearly genuine, the under-the-surface annoyance I'd felt about her silence effectively dissipated on the spot. She wasted no time pulling me into a hug that I returned gratefully. She pulled back and considered me. "You're really hot."
"Thanks," I stuttered, face-reddening at her openness in that environment where anyone could be listening in. I was surprised at how comfortable she seemed to be.
She grinned, her perfect white teeth peeking between her soft lips. "No, you're actually hot!"
I laughed out loud but cursed Austin yet again. The situation had me behaving like an idiot and I'd spent the previous couple of days having imaginary conversations in the mirror about how I'd start the conversation with her.
She looked around her to find a temporarily empty hallway. I looked behind her too expecting to see Danielle, but she wasn't there. Mal took my hand in hers softly and looked me in the eyes. I was about 4 inches taller than her 5'5 but she was in heels, so she was effectively looking through her long eyelashes rather than looking up. It gave her a sultry look. "You look hot in that way too," she spoke quietly despite the moderately loud music that had started up.
"You do too," and I meant it. She was wearing what she had once jokingly called her 'straight outfit' of a low-cut dress that stopped above the knees (this one was black with long sleeves but a plunging neckline), tights and black ankle boots. Her hair was again clipped up and her exposed neck was decorated with a silver necklace I'd not seen before. It had a pendant at the end of it.
I nodded towards it questioningly and she took hold of it, absent-mindedly. "Later," was all she said in response. "I haven't done my rounds yet and when we speak, people will just keep interrupting if I don't spend time with them."
I smiled, Mallory knew how flaky she could be. But we, all of us, forgave her for it. She knew her flaws - she knew she could be over-competitive, jealous if she was left out, and needy at seemingly-random moments. But we all knew she was outgoing, selfless, charming and someone who would do anything for the people she cared about. That she knew and owned her own flaws said a lot about her. She was working on them, always working on herself. I knew her well enough to know she needed to not feel like she needed help or that she was a burden. You had to let her make her own decisions, make her own mistakes, even if they were clear to see. But over time I had come to realise that she would come to you for advice and support if you didn't pressure her. That you could tease her about the flaws she was so self-conscious of if she knew you truly cared for her. It was how I got away with it when for others, it might have led to attempted murder.
"Are you staying over later as usual?" I asked evenly to her departing back, ruining the brief moment I was having of the view of her firm ass on her slim frame.
She looked back. "Presumptuous, aren't we?" She winked and kept on walking.
_
We found each other again about an hour later, deliberately casually. By that point any fluster had gone, I was relaxed. I'd put a plan together in my head and reminded myself it was very natural and normal that we'd spend time talking together, sometimes privately and intimately in a corner of a bar, or in this case, leaning against the door frame leading to the hallway. We were just away from the noisiest part of the house so we didn't need to shout, but it was loud enough that we wouldn't be overheard.
We caught up on how I'd spent the previous week, with Mal being quite evasive when I turned it back on her. We people-watched, as we frequently did together, and we danced. I made a fool of myself and Mal most definitely did not, with her hands running over her stunning body. I tried not to look too hard and got out a few 'go on Mal' comments, as I would have before all this.
It was perfect, for both of us, because it gave us confidence, we could have it both ways - the friendship and the dating. When we stopped dancing, I saw her look over at me a couple of times, smile and turn her eyes to her bottle of beer, drinking some to hide her happiness. Too late though, as it was infectious.
Before we could spend too long standing there like a couple of grinning idiots, Mal looked at me nervously. "You're not upset about me ghosting you, are you?"
I sighed. "I mean, I'm not pleased, Mal. It's one thing as friends but if we became an item, that can't happen," I told her firmly.
She nodded and agreed. "It won't. You know how needy I can get," she teased, making me laugh. "Besides, my sex drive is through the roof since, you know, this," she blushed.
She took my hand and led us towards the balcony. I had another moment where I had to remind myself that her holding my hand as we went through a crowd of people was perfectly normal. I let go as we went by the kitchen and motioned I'd join her out there. Instead, I went to the kitchen to grab a couple more beers. She clearly wanted to talk and that meant beer.
"Hey bro, having a good time?" It was Austin.
"A great one," I replied, cheersing him in thanks and appreciation. "You may have played me with the setup, but the party has made up for it. Catherine's a stunner by the way," I grinned at him.
He cheersed me back. "Totally too good for me," he agreed.
"Hey," I called him out, "nobody is too good for you bud." I meant it.
He looked awkward after a beat, at that point. As though he had something to say. My first thought was that either he had proposed, or they'd just broken up. "So this is awkward to ask but I figure since I've got all these compliments in the bank, I can use some of them up."
"Go on," I knew just from the way he was asking me, that he knew.
"Cath seems to think there's something going on with you and Mal tonight. She thinks there's a vibe. She actually thought you were dating at first." He looked uncomfortable about it, as though he knew he was overstepping but the curiosity was too strong.
"And you think the same now you've seen us?"
He shrugged, not denying it. "It's just the way you were facing each other and the way she was looking at you, you know?"
I looked at him, looked around the kitchen despite knowing we were alone and nodded. "There's something there but we don't know what it is yet. We're working through it."
He looked elated but held it in - just. "I'll keep it between us, I promise."
"And Cathy," I reminded him, heading out. He grinned sheepishly.
Mal was on the balcony to one side, just away from the crowd, looking over at the city skyscrapers. Austin's place was on the 3rd floor so the view was pretty good, and the fireworks would be visible.
"This balcony's gonna be packed in a little while," I reminded Mal, announcing my arrival and handing her a beer. She took it with thanks and a smile. "Do you want the good news or the bad news?"
Her eyes darted past me to see who was nearby, but nobody really was. "I'm glass half-empty, so bad."
"Austin knows," I replied simply. No use hiding it.
She nodded and shrugged, as though I was telling her it was going to rain overnight, not that one of our best friends knew about us. Seeing my confused and surprised expression, she took pity on me and explained. "Nothing's happened yet and besides, I trust him to be discreet."
"Good," I smiled joining her in looking out over the balcony, "because the good news is he promised he would."
"Do you want to kiss at midnight?" Mal asked suddenly, looking straight ahead as though afraid of the answer.
I weighed up my answer before delivering it. The smartest decision I'd make that night. "Yes, but no. Yes, I want to kiss you quite badly," her facial expressions didn't change but her cheeks reddened under the glow of the lights in the house. "But this isn't the place to have our first kiss. Not here and not like this, around people we know who don't know."
She looked over at me and took my hand in hers gently. They were soft, but they were cold. She always had cold hands. "I want to as well, but this isn't the right night for it," she gestured around and made her point.
I couldn't have agreed more. "I want to take you on a proper date, Mal. I want you to feel like a catch, not just a friend I've developed feelings for," I assured her. "Because you are."
She smiled shyly and I knew that's where her head had gone. I knew too that she was in this deeper than I was. However it had happened for her, it had.
"I'm sorry I didn't reply to you," she blurted out after another spell of comfortable silence as we watched the skyline in the distance. She was playing with the pendant again as she spoke. "I got scared for a moment there. It got real that I'd be jumping into this situation. Remember, with you it's not like I'm starting in the shallow end, experiencing these things for the first time with someone. I'm in at the deep end with my feelings with someone who knows me as well as anyone. But I've also got to make sure it's good for you, so you want it again. It was a lot to get my head around. But I have, I promise."
I squeezed her hand and turned to her, no longer caring who saw us. There was no way I was letting that go unchallenged. "Mallory, I am in this with you," I spoke as firmly and as clearly as I could, holding eye contact. "I am in this with you just the same. You haven't got to make it good for me, there's no expectation on you. Whatever it's like when it happens, we'll grow it together."
She looked emotional and went to respond though whatever it was became lost in the onslaught of people moving onto the balcony.
"TEN!"
"NINE!"
We looked at each other, angling our bodies towards one another and away from the crowd that were behind me. It became our own little world, and we didn't break contact as the countdown continued.
"TWO!"
"ONE!"
"HAPPY NEW YEAR!"
The cheers around us from the people bellowing Auld Lang Syne became deafening. Mallory and I held our eye contact throughout, saying nothing, but the looks were clear.
_
Mallory stayed at my apartment that night as she usually would when she'd had a drink and needed the safety of a friend in a taxi, and a place to stay. But this time was different: we were going back together, even if that wasn't clear to people at the party. We could feel that tension in the taxi, especially because we were holding hands.
"What's with the pendant?" I asked, as she was playing with it again. "I haven't seen it before."
Mal stared dead ahead and her expression didn't change. "It's my Mum's."
"What?!" I blurted out, in shock. "You've seen her?"
"No," she replied, still refusing to look over. "She wrote to me a few weeks before Christmas and this was in the letter. We spoke on the phone a couple of days ago."
"Jesus Mal, how are you?" This was completely unexpected, and no doubt would have rocked her world. Her behaviour over Christmas suddenly made a lot more sense.
This time she did look over at me. "I'm handling it okay, I think. She says she's clean. She lives a couple of hours away." I took her hand as she spoke and she smiled. "I told her about you, actually. I needed to tell someone and she asked if I was in a relationship so, yeah. I hope that's okay."
"Of course," I assured her. "Are you going to meet her?"
She swallowed as she thought about it. I could see the anxiety. "If I do, will you go with me?"
"Of course I will Mal," I promised. "Any time you want."
She nodded, satisfied. "We can discuss this tomorrow. I want you inside me tonight and I'd imagine this is an erection-killer."
"Jeez Mal," I laughed. The taxi driver and I caught eyes, I'd have to tip him for being so professional and not crashing the car. She realised how inappropriate she was being and after grinning awkwardly at me, fell silent.
When we made it back to my place, I was half-hoping Mallory would have been all over me. Sadly, I was wrong. She made her way in, knowing my apartment inside-out, and went to the kitchen to grab a drink, not even looking back. I shrugged, chuckling slightly.
After taking my coat off and going to the bathroom, I went looking for Mal and found her at the breakfast bar, sitting on a stool. She'd moved the chair so that it sat on the other side of the bar, facing the other stool.
"Sit," she asserted, pointing to the empty chair. She'd poured us a scotch on the rocks each. I joined her, still with the same smile on my lips.
"Ground rules?" I asked, knowing her as I did.
She was impressed. "Correct. Do you have any? Aside from me not flaking out, of course."
I considered her, making her sweat a little. Frustratingly, she seemed immovably relaxed. I assumed she must have had this conversation in her head many times, so I let her lead it. "Let's hear yours first," I decided, taking a sip of the amber nectar.
"Wise decision, handsome." She took a sip too. "First things first. I may be inexperienced around a penis, but don't treat me like I am. That'll grind on me. I'll learn anything I don't know and trust me, I'll be enthusiastic."
I laughed at that. "Okay, deal. What else?"
"I don't want to hide what I like and how I like things to be. I don't want to slowly introduce them and hope you're okay with each bit. You know me, I'd rather you know the rest of me from the start."
"Sounds sensible to me, so I'll make sure that works both ways," I promised.
"Right," she stuttered, realising the talk was over.
"Right," I grinned. "Shall we get ready for bed?"
The question deflated the tension I knew she was feeling. I wanted to put her at ease. That stuff would come. Just sleeping in the same bed together that way, was going to be a step.
We got ready in our practiced routine - only now I was aware of it did I realise how in-sync we were when it came to that stuff. We naturally swapped places in the bathroom and the bedroom, I got us a glass of water each, she propped up the pillows and grabbed a blanket for herself.
We both grinned at the same time, as we recognised it in each other.
"Bed?" She asked, with a nervous smile.
"Bed," I agreed, still seeking to put her at ease but mis-reading her nerves entirely. Despite her saying she wanted sex tonight, I felt nervous, awkward, now we were about to share a bed.
We got in at the same time and basically scooted towards the middle. This was new, we had very clear zones before. Rolling into the middle was just not a normal move - and was taken only when you were certain the other was asleep.
But meet in the middle we did and we met with an awkward grin and a kind-of semi-hug as we did so. I kissed her forehead, because why not make it more awkward! She giggled.
Somehow, mercifully, we settled at that point and just accepted it for what it was.
"New year, any resolutions?" I asked into the darkness.
"Stop flaking on people," I could hear her grin, "be less worried about what people think."
"Good resolutions, how long do you think they'll last?" I wondered, turning to her. I could make her out better in the dark now I'd adjusted.
"Uh, about as long as it takes for you decide you don't want this," she grinned, gesturing along her body.
She giggled and I broke out in laughter, moving closer to her. "What if I already know I want it?" I asked eye-to-eye.
"Then it's yours," she whispered breathily.
She didn't move, just stared back at me for the brief second I paused in shock at the ease of her declaration. Then I took her face in my hands, closed the gap and kissed her.
I tried to tell her everything I could with that kiss: that I was going to look after her, protect her, take care of her needs, and love her. I think I succeeded in some part because she melted into it and let me lead her. My tongue made its way into her mouth and we kissed with passion as our tongues danced. It was unusual at first, with her piercing, but I soon got into it. Her hand took hold of mine and moved it from her face to her neck. I took the message and held her firmly, assertively, as I kissed her. We didn't break for breath, both of us were too engrossed in the kiss.
It was like no kiss I'd had. I couldn't get close enough to her and I felt like breaking the kiss was the last thing I ever wanted to do.
I felt her moving about as we kissed but it wasn't until she took my other hand away from her face and onto her bare breast, that I realised she was somehow naked. I cupped her breast, squeezing a little bit until she gasped into the kiss, then rubbing my thumb over her nipple piercing. I felt all around it, my hold of her neck tightening slightly in line with her arousal. I knew how she wanted it instinctively and was rewarded with a moan as I pinched her nipple.



I broke apart then, I just needed to look at her. What I saw left me speechless like it did the first time.
She had pulled up her baggy top, so her chest was naked. Her bottoms remained on, stopping me seeing all that I wanted to see.
Mallory was breathless and aroused. I let her go with the intention of taking her bottoms off but she stopped me and stood up. I watched her, my erection straining against my shorts, looking at the most incredible sight as she pulled her clothes off.
When she was fully naked, she didn't pause for me to look at her further and instead, she crawled back onto the bed and kissed me again. "Please baby, I can't wait any longer," she begged.
I wanted her more than I could say. I stood up too and practically threw her onto the middle of the bed, where she landed hard, spread out and naked for me.
"That's hot."
"That's hot."
We both laughed at our timing.
"Okay, it's a little weird," she giggled. It occurred to me right then that I'd never heard her giggle before.
"You have a cute little giggle," I teased.
"Shut up," she blushed. "I don't know where it's come from."
I was naked now and held the chat so that I could get on the bed too and not delay what we were both desperate for.
I lined myself up and to my surprise, I could feel the wetness Mallory already had. A brief bit of shock - a recognition this was my best friend, and then I was pushing into her.
After mere seconds, I felt like I could orgasm if I wanted to. She felt that good. I knew it wasn't purely physical - it had to be the emotion, the underlying energy - but I knew sex with her was going to be on another level.
"This feels perfect," I whispered to her. I kissed her forehead and held her face as I pushed myself into her.
"Fuckkk," she groaned as I went further inside her. It could have been what I said or that I bottomed out into her moments later, leading her toes to curl and her hands to frantically search for the edge of the bed to grip. "Where have you been all my life, fuck me."
I was amazed by how much she was swearing, this was unusual even for Mallory. I think she was just overwhelmed and didn't know how to express herself.
"Please," she whispered, "just fuck me hard now."
She expressed herself pretty well there and I went for it. I pulled myself out to the edge of her pussy and thrust myself back in with all the strength I had at that angle.
Mallory screamed out, swearing some more. I took her hard and relentlessly, giving her the best fucking I'd ever given anyone. Something about how sexy she was, took things to another level for me. I just seemed to know what she could take, how she liked it.
Before long, I'd unclipped her hair, throwing the plastic clip over my shoulder, and took a bunch of her hair in my hands. It was long enough for me to wrap around my hand once and use it to pull her back, while my other hand kept a firm hold on her lower back. She cried out again and after a few more thrusts her cries turned to long moans and gasps.
Then out of nowhere, "stop, stop, stop, I'm going to cum."
I didn't understand at first and she had to turn her hands back and actually push me off her in the two seconds after she said it. I pulled away and watched, transfixed, as she rubbed her clit frantically. Her knees went weak as she rubbed herself, her left hand grip