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INTRODUCTION






E-readers are amazing, and they’re changing
how we read. Not only can I carry a library in my pocket, not only
can I access thousands of classic and obscure novels thanks to
Gutenberg.org, but no one can see what I’m reading.

Moby Dick or Moby’s Dick, I can
enjoy it on the bus without having to lug around a heavy paperback
or broadcasting to the world that I’ve got my nose buried in smut.
And my god—is there smut to be enjoyed. People self-publish sci-fi
and how-to books, and they self-publish mountains and barrels and
reams of smut, of all different flavors, for everyone’s particular
fantasy sex life.

Here, for you delectation, is a sampling of
erotica (and a dash of romance) from the authors of Smut
Writers.

















 


AFTER YOU

 By Ophelia Bell

 


 


Sun and Moon

 


Lazaro swept his tongue over Celeste’s clit
with one last critical lick. Throaty affirmations rose from her
lips and her fingers pulled painfully at his long, curly black
hair. Her pelvis ground tight against his face while her entire
body grew taut with her orgasm. His favorite part—the part he had
his tongue tight against—pulsed in a steady rhythm. He let out a
soft chuckle while she continued to hold his head against her,
nearly suffocating him.

Her reaction also afforded him a perfect view
of the new tattoo she’d gotten just at the peak of her cleft. The
colorful, scrolling inkwork spread across the space previously
occupied by a dark fringe of curls. Since he’d last seen her more
than a week earlier the curls had disappeared, replaced by a design
that was deliberate and delicately symmetrical, beginning at the
top in small colorful flowers etched into her bare skin. The dark
scrollwork converged at the center and came to a point barely an
inch away from the top of her clit.

He tried not to think about how close the
tattooist had to have gotten to complete such a work of art.
Instead, he appreciated how intuitive the man had been to decorate
her skin with a piece of visual candy that enhanced that part of
her so well without ever touching it directly.

He closed his eyes again, delving back into
heaven.

He made another circuit, much to her delight,
sending her to a second climax in as many minutes. She lost her
hold on his hair on the third rendition, losing herself completely.
Her body writhed and bucked then fell limp, signaling that she was
spent, though he’d have gladly given her more.

“You did miss me, didn’t you?” he asked,
raising his head for the first time in half an hour. He swiped a
hand down his chin to remove the remnants of her arousal.

“I always miss you,” she said. “Your work
keeps you away too long at a stretch, mi amor.”

He moved up and settled on the bed beside
her.

She rolled over and snuggled close, draping
her leg over his. Her warm skin was a welcome comfort after a week
of solitary moments worrying if she’d ever speak to him again. He
thought the sex meant they’d reconciled, but she was still
uncharacteristically quiet.

“What’s wrong, angel?”

“Did you like my new tattoo?” she asked.

A deep chuckle rumbled from his chest. “Like
it? You must not have been paying attention. Do I need to show you
again how much I love it?” He started inching down her again,
delighted at her laughter and the slight tug on his hair when he
reached her navel and darted his tongue out in a quick caress.
Mostly he just wanted to be inside her now.

“No. Come back up here, we’re still
talking.”

He slid back up to face her and rested his
palm against her tattoo. His fingertips pressed into the wet heat
of her and her head tilted back in ecstasy.

“Do you like it?” he asked in a low
voice, his middle finger steadily penetrating her.

The corners of her mouth twitched into a
sultry smile and she reached out and gripped his cock, beginning a
slow, methodical stroking. He groaned in gratitude.

“Mmhmm. It felt good when I got the tattoo…
Really good.”

In spite of her hand on his erection, her
throaty pronouncement incited a burn of outrage in him. His hand
faltered, then resumed.

“Oh? How good?”

She glanced up at his face. His jaw clenched
and his fingertips thrust and rubbed with more intensity between
her legs.

She gasped, her eyes growing wide and her
hips twitching away from his relentless attention.

“Ow! Now I’m afraid to tell you.”

Her warm juices on his barren fingertips
chilled in the cool breeze coming through her windows. He hated
when she shut him down. Knowing the scent and feel of her skin
might calm him, he tried to temper his words by scooting close
again and nuzzling against her throat, teasing that sensitive spot
just beneath her ear. “How good?” he asked again.

She laughed. “Lazaro…”

“Just tell me,” he murmured, nudging his way
down to find one nipple and swirling his tongue around it. She
sighed, arching into him.

“The vibrations…the stings…and where it
was…”

The visual fascinated him, his cock twitching
in response, but he stayed quiet. She moaned when his previously
bereft fingertips slipped between her thighs and started teasing
again.

“Maddox made me come…when he was giving me
the tattoo. He didn’t mean to, but it happened.”

He pulled back and stared at her. She didn’t
look away, her eyes intent and searching. His vision clouded. He
swallowed, casting his eyes away from hers and down to the tattoo.
He’d spent countless hours with the tattooist, with Celeste in
attendance on many occasions, and he considered the man a
friend.

He also had incredible talent, and not just
for tattoos, apparently.

“Did you like it?” he asked, gruffly.

“Do you like having orgasms?”

He laughed in spite of the jealousy that
gripped him. “Fine, so…do I need to kill him?”

“What? No! It was an accident. It was a…side
effect. I did ask him to tattoo my pussy.”

“Yeah, I’m sure he was all too willing,” he
retorted, trying to ignore the churning turmoil in his belly. “Why
are you telling me about it at all? Why not just keep the fucking
secret and leave me out of it?”

“Are you saying you want me to lie to
you? I won’t do that. I don’t give a fuck how tender your feelings
are.”

“Why give me the details at all?”

“Because…of what I didn’t do.” She took a
deep breath. He could sense more words coming, but they lingered at
the back of her throat like an arrow taking aim. He braced
himself.

“I wanted him,” she murmured. Her softer tone
only made the confession hit harder.

A cold chill crept through his body and his
sight grew fuzzy for a second time. He struggled to control his
physical reaction, clutching her even tighter to him. Her soft,
supple flesh and her pragmatic attitude had always calmed him when
he’d had to deal with a few particularly debilitating tragedies.
Even now he had an instinctual reaction during unpleasant moments
to reach for her. So far she’d always been there. It wasn’t quite
the same when the medicine stung as much as the affliction.

“Why didn’t you
just fuck him and leave me out of it?”

Anger flashed in her eyes. “Because I love
you, asshole. Besides, I have a better idea. You know that thing
you wanted to do last week, but I said no to?”

He remembered the conversation in detail. His
mis-aimed cock pressed between the two perfect, fleshy mounds of
her ass and he went with it, hoping maybe she wouldn’t object to a
little back-door action for once. But she’d pushed him away,
furious and spouting curses before she’d smacked him.

“I should’ve asked. I told you I was sorry.”
His previous ire dissipated in the hope that her better idea might
involve letting him follow through, though he had no idea where the
tattooist came in.

Her eager hazel eyes met his, burning with
the same beautiful, adventurous lust she’d shown him their very
first time together—her first time with anyone. Over
the course of their three-year relationship, he’d come to believe
her sense of adventure was boundless, but as yet there was still
one unexplored frontier, and he craved it like he couldn’t
believe.

She pushed his shoulders back against the
pillows and straddled his hips. The sight of her long, tousled
brown hair and heavy breasts poised above made his cock hard again.
She slid down his length and fucked him. Her slick, hot flesh
sucking him in made him forget the conversation, but only
briefly.

“Hmm, so this idea of yours…do tell.” His
hands slipped around her hips and squeezed both plump cheeks of her
ass, reveling in the way they flexed with each undulation of her
pelvis.

She eyed him from beneath lowered lashes, her
voice a languid purr. “You want to know what it feels like to sink
your hard cock into my ass and fuck me?”

He growled and sat up, squeezing her tighter.
His arms flexed with the effort of lifting her slight weight and
slamming it down again on his cock. She only grinned in response to
his violent treatment, wrapping herself tighter around him.

“Tell me how you’d do it,” she murmured into
his ear.

“I could show you right now.”

“Tell me.” She leaned in and nibbled on his
lower lip.

“I’d get you good and wet first. Then coat my
finger with that juice and slide it into your tight little
asshole.” He slipped a hand further back and found his target,
still slippery from his earlier attention, and pressed against
it.

“Not so quick.” She grabbed his hand and
pulled it away.

“Fuck, woman, just give me a little taste.
Compromise.”

“I’ll compromise.” Her pussy clenched around
him. “If you want that little taste, you have to go first.”

“What, like pegging?” He tried to picture her
with a strap-on but the image didn’t hold.

“No. Let me watch you get fucked. By
him.”

He grunted in incomprehension, groaning when
she slowed, then stopped moving. He buried his face against her
neck. “Explain it to me. I guess I’m a little slow.”

Her lips tickled his ear and she moved again,
bracing her hands on his shoulders and fucking so slowly he thought
he might go mad.

“I’ve seen how Maddox looks at you. I think
you secretly enjoy it, too. I get wet thinking about watching him
fuck you. Let me have that and you can do whatever you want to me.
Anything.”

He chuckled in disbelief. “I don’t think he’s
gay.”

“He isn’t. He looks at me the same way.”

Frustrated by her erratic fucking he flipped
her over and sank his cock deeper into her. His previous anger
returned and he took it out on her in the only way he was able to
focus on at the moment—by fucking her harder.

Amid grunts of pleasure he asked, “So you
want him to fuck us both? You’re one demented woman, you know
that?”

“All I know is I want it. I’m pretty sure he
wants it. And I’d like you to want it, too.”

“Hell no.” His asshole squeezed tighter at
the idea until her slender fingertip slipped between his cheeks and
probed.

“You want it,” she insisted, breathless.

He could tell she was close to orgasm again
by the tightening of her muscles around him. She cried out,
grinding hard against him. On cue, his ass relaxed and her finger
slipped inside, the familiar penetration so acutely focused it was
like she’d flipped a ‘come now’ switch. A loud yell escaped his
throat as he thrust hard once more, the hot stream of his come
pulsing into her.

With a sigh, he collapsed beside her,
drifting off and hoping she would drop the subject.

“You want it and you know it,” she whispered.
“I just don’t know what you want more, to have his cock buried in
your ass or to have yours in mine.”

“Crazy talk.” He dismissed her suggestion as
he drifted off. But in his dreams he found himself in the embrace
of the only man he considered his equal, and his dream self wanted
it so much he woke up hard again.

 


 


Frontiers

 


The seedy underbelly of the Los Angeles crime
world was home for Lazaro, the men money-hungry killers and the
women beautiful liars to the core. Celeste had always been above
it, so far beyond his reach any effort to grasp her would have been
be futile. The daughter of the one of the city’s most prominent
drug lords wasn’t someone a man should be overt about pursuing.
Besides, he may as well have tried to pull down the moon and fuck
it for all the attention she’d ever given him at first. Then the
moon had come to him one heavenly night. She’d shown up at his door
with a split lip and a torn dress, the angriest he’d ever seen her.
He hadn’t thought twice about agreeing to kill the man who had done
it to her, and would’ve done it again even if she hadn’t offered
herself to him afterward.

Now all she asked was for a night spent with
him and another man. He struggled to tell himself that he didn’t
want what she had to offer as much as he thought he did, but even
after his vehement rejection of her proposal, it lurked in the back
of his mind.

After a week of adamant denial and being
driven mad with the tantalizing sight of her in a G-string on the
hot California summer afternoons, he gave in and finally let his
mind entertain the idea. That she wanted Maddox for their third
wheel shouldn’t have surprised him. The tattooist was intimidating
on the surface, at least to most of his clients, and like Lazaro in
a lot of ways.

Most women hesitated to approach Maddox, yet
the worst ones seemed to gravitate toward him, attracted to his
darkly inked arms, thick from daily workouts, and his piercing gray
eyes that let everyone know he didn’t miss a thing. Those women
were the self-destructive vipers Lazaro had always avoided. In his
mind, Celeste was stronger, purer, and far more deadly than the
rest of them put together. And in spite of what she’d said the week
before, he hadn’t missed the tattooist looking at her. The fact
that she was looking back for a change was what galvanized him into
action. He’d be better off giving her what she wanted before she
decided to take it for herself, leaving him out of the
equation.

Three days in a row he drove to the tattoo
shop and parked his car, only to start the engine again and drive
away. On the fourth day he finally had the balls to walk in.

“Maddox,” he said, swallowing tightly and
crossing the barrier into the tattooist’s realm.

Maddox paused his work on his client, lips
pursing in irritation. He tilted his head up. His gray eyes hit
Lazaro and the irritated look disappeared. His mouth spread into a
cocky grin—a silent, infuriating trump if it meant what Lazaro
thought.

“Lazaro.” The tattooist nodded in greeting
then bent back to his work. “Give me a sec.”

The mass of Latino meat being tattooed gave
Lazaro a nervous glance. Lazaro jerked his head dismissively. Being
feared had some drawbacks.

“So what is it?” Maddox asked after the
client paid up and skittered away. He peeled off his latex gloves
and began cleaning his tools. “Finally decide on that back piece we
talked about last month?”

“You could say that. I want one like
hers.”

Maddox’s eyes gleamed and the corner of his
mouth twitched in amusement. “Celeste’s, you mean.”

“Yeah, only bigger. And darker.”

Maddox licked his lips and an underlying hint
of something distinctly primal flickered in his eyes as they
skimmed over Lazaro’s tense posture. Lazaro couldn’t help but
wonder if Celeste’s assessment of the man was right.

“I can do whatever you want.” Maddox’s smile
widened, his teeth shining white. “But something that pretty might
be a challenge to duplicate. Might need to see it one more
time.”

Lazaro’s tightly managed level of tension
snapped. In a quick pair of strides, he crossed the room and
gripped Maddox by the neck, easily lifting his heavily muscled body
off his chair. The formica-covered workbench lining the wall
teetered when Maddox’s weight hit. The pieces of his tattoo machine
clattered to the floor.

Sticking his nose in the other man’s face,
Lazaro spoke through gritted teeth. “You’re fucking lucky I haven’t
cut your goddamn balls off. If I’d known she’d come to you for it
I’d have been here with her to make sure you behaved.”

Maddox’s continued look of arrogance inflamed
him. Lazaro squeezed Maddox’s throat, pressing his head against a
low cabinet above the workbench, neck bent at what had to be an
uncomfortable angle. Blood pounded at his temples and belatedly he
realized that wasn’t the only part of him reacting to his anger
with a pulsing rush of blood. As common an occurrence as it was
during previous violent confrontations, he really didn’t appreciate
having a hard-on just now.

A hot breath puffed against his cheek as
Maddox let out a low chuckle and tilted his hips a fraction,
grazing against Lazaro’s pelvis. The friction made Lazaro grunt in
surprise. He glanced down and with horrified fascination realized
Maddox was just as aroused as he was.

“You’re already hard thinking about what I
did to her, aren’t you?” Maddox rasped, his words constricted by
the hold Lazaro had on his throat. “What pisses you off most,
imagining her reaction, or knowing I did it to her? Or do you want
to see if I can do it to you, too?”

Lazaro pressed his hand against Maddox’s
neck, ignoring the constricting heat that continued to build in his
groin. The other man’s arrogant amusement dissipated, replaced by a
look of desperation he couldn’t even fathom. Lazaro’s grip loosened
on his throat, uncertainty building at the look that crossed
Maddox’s face. Maddox’s hands tightly gripped the edges of his
workbench, never moving. He found himself bound by the look in the
tattooist’s eyes, a need that went deeper than hunger. Celeste had
been right in so many ways.

Through clenched teeth, Maddox said, “I’m
sure you’d have liked watching her come as much as I did, but I
didn’t lay a finger on her, except to give her that pretty little
tattoo, right where she asked for it and not an inch lower.
I just wanted to see if she’d come clean about how much she enjoyed
it. Most girls just come back begging for more. But if you two are
still together I guess she really does love you after all.”

Lazaro’s chest heaved while his eyes bored
into Maddox’s.

“I love her, too,” Lazaro said. “Like you
wouldn’t believe.”

After a second Maddox’s eyebrows twitched and
his expression grew sad. “Well isn’t that a bitch. What’s left for
a guy like me?”

“Don’t know what you mean.” Lazaro released
Maddox’s throat. He stepped backward, sitting on the tattoo
chair.

Maddox eyed him with raised eyebrows, then
turned away, leaning on his workbench. He exhaled a deep, ragged
breath, and glared over his shoulder.

“You can make a goddamn appointment like
everyone else, you fuck. Instead of coming in here threatening me
for doing my fucking job. I have other clients this afternoon.”

“Cancel those appointments. Give me that
tattoo and I’ll make it worth it. I have a proposition.”

 


 


Proposition

 


Maddox chuckled ruefully, his voice a gruff
whisper. “Man, unless you’re proposing to suck my dick,
you’d better have a good explanation.”

He glanced over his shoulder, catching the
tail end of a flinch leaving Lazaro’s face.

“If Celeste is right about you, it’s better
than that, trust me,” Lazaro said, avoiding Maddox’s eyes.

Maddox stared at his scarred knuckles,
confused as hell. Not so much by Lazaro’ threat—he’d expected
that—but the man’s reaction to their contact surprised him. The
universe was fucking with him today, he was sure of it, but the
idea wormed its way into his mind nonetheless. If it was something
better than getting head from Lazaro, he had to hear it.

Desperate enough to explore what lay beneath
the surface, he turned and leaned back against his work bench,
crossing his arms. His eyebrows went up when Lazaro stripped off
his shirt, his thick shoulders still obviously tense with the
gravity of their earlier conversation.

“Why did you take your shirt off?”

“For a tattoo, hermano.”

“You sure you didn’t mean to take off your
pants? Celeste’s tattoo was a little lower, you know.”

Lazaro scowled. “I want you to do my back.
Shoulders. Something the same shape as hers, but different.”

Maddox took a deep breath, doing his
damnedest not to picture the particular shape of Celeste’s tattoo
again. He’d had a hard enough time since that day trying not to
think about that lovely bit of warm, pliant flesh of hers. Sleep
had escaped him on several nights after waking from dreams in which
her orgasmic cry pierced his eardrums; dreams in which there was no
falsely chaste barrier of silk shoved down just far enough to give
his tattoo needle access while still hiding the best part. In his
dreams, the fabric melted away and she spread her legs, asking
Maddox to go lower. In his dreams the lips and folds of her slick
cunt ended up decorated with more beautiful patterns just before he
gave in and bent down to taste her. Her flavor reminded him of
ripe, juicy strawberries, freshly picked.

Give him what he came for and let him
go, he told himself.

“So we’re good?” Maddox asked.

Lazaro seemed to ponder the question on a
deeper level than Maddox intended. Before Lazaro’s ruminations got
out of hand, Maddox intervened. “Enough for me to give you a
goddamn tattoo, I mean. Christ.” He shook his head in exasperation
and bent to pick up his scattered tools, checking them for
damage.

The tension left Lazaro’s shoulders and he
swiped a hand through his hair.

“Yeah. We’re good. You’ve never done me wrong
so far.”

Damn right he hadn’t.

Maddox adjusted the chair and Lazaro lay face
down, leaving his bare back exposed. His muscles didn’t relax for a
second, unlike every other time Maddox had tattooed the man. He
knew he wasn’t afraid of pain, so whatever this proposition
of his was, it must be pretty heavy. He’d grown accustomed to the
preponderance of unbridled honesty that flowed from his clients
once his needles started to dig in, so he knew the talking would
come.

“She likes you,” Lazaro finally said. Maddox
grunted over his buzzing tattoo machine.

“She’s got unique tastes,” Lazaro
continued.

“That wasn’t lost on me, man,” Maddox said.
“Are you gonna get to the point?”

“There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for her if she
asked…” Lazaro wasn’t finished, the unsaid words forming an
invisible bubble between his parted lips that Maddox could sense
was about to burst.

“She wants to return the favor.”
Pop.

Maddox paused tattooing. A constricting heat
built in his chest and groin simultaneously and his ears perked up
waiting to hear the rest. He wasn’t quite ready to suspend his
disbelief.

“I’m listening,” he said.

“It looks like one of her newest cravings is
you, hermano.”

Maddox chuckled. “You must love that. No
wonder you tried to rip my head off when you came in here.” He
pulled the tattoo machine away from Lazaro’s back and leaned down
close to his ear. “Still doesn’t explain why getting up close and
personal made you hard as a fucking diamond. Want to explain what
that was that about?”

Lazaro’s shoulders tilted sideways as he
rolled over. His hand whipped up, grabbing Maddox by the back of
the neck. The split second collision of mouths and tongues was
violent and instantaneous. Lazaro’s tongue shoved into his mouth,
thick and hot. His lips sucked and his teeth nipped. Then it was
over as quickly as it began. Maddox sat back, dazed and blinking,
wondering if he might have whiplash. He rubbed the back of his neck
and shook his head.

“Fuck.” He stared at Lazaro.

Lazaro licked his lips, looking just as dazed
for a moment, then smiled broadly. The other man’s perfect line of
white teeth mesmerized Maddox, framed by a pair of lips he’d
already spent nights imagining wrapped around his dick.

Something in Lazaro seemed to give, his body
growing languid, his expression…fuck, if it could get more
seductive it did, with his low lidded eyes and clenched teeth
looking like he was ready to devour something…maybe him. Seeing a
man’s inhibitions melt away so thoroughly was something new to
Maddox. Usually the men he encountered this way rebelled against it
to the point of violence, rejecting their need like it wasn’t a
part of themselves already. That’s how he’d done it, anyway.
Lazaro’s acceptance was nothing short of electrifying. He felt a
pang of envy, wishing he’d had the luxury of that kind of
discovery.

He wanted more. He leaned in again. Just
another taste, let me lose myself in this person, someone who wants
me.

A heavy hand pushed back. “Slow down.”

Maddox pulled off his gloves with a harsh
sigh, tossing them aside. Tilting back in his chair he groaned and
swiped his hands over his face.

“Fuck!” he yelled. “You and Celeste. Goddamn
you both. Do you to have some fucked up vendetta against me? You
want to come and torture me with these fucking sex games? ‘Ooh,
let’s see how worked up we can make Maddox before he slits his
fucking wrists!’”

He slumped over his knees, his head buried in
his hands. His dick throbbed and he cursed it silently.

Rough laughter reached his ears and he looked
up, glaring at Lazaro who sat reclined on the tattoo chair still,
slouching on one elbow.

“Like I said, I have a proposition,
hermano.”

“Anything. Just put me out of my goddamn
misery.”

“What are you doing on Saturday?”

 


 


Foreplay

 


They arrived at sunset. She wore the blue
halter dress, and goddamn did she wear it well. Maddox didn’t
bother to hide his admiration. For the first time he had a license
to enjoy what he wanted to enjoy. The sudden liberation was
intoxicating. He already felt a little drunk and he hadn’t even
broken open the Patron yet.

He opened the door to his shop and let them
in. After he locked up, he turned and there she was, smiling and
beautiful and smelling fucking amazing.

“Hello again,” she said, leaning into him.
Her lips pressed against his and his hand gravitated down her
waist, over the smooth fabric of the dress that covered her ass.
Fuck, she felt amazing, too, all soft curves and spicy scent that
hit his nostrils while they kissed.

She pulled away and moved into the room.
Still mesmerized watching her pass, he was startled by Lazaro’s
strong hand gripping his jaw and a solid pair of lips meeting his,
tongue probing and asserting dominion.

“She’s still mine. Don’t forget that,” Lazaro
murmured when his lips released their hold on him.

“Fuck that,” Maddox said, grinning back
against Lazaro’s mouth. “After tonight, you’ll both be mine.”

“Don’t make me regret it,” Lazaro said.

“Trust me.” Maddox kissed him back in silent
challenge, enjoying the way Lazaro leaned in when they parted.

“Apartment’s in the back, up the stairs.”

His shabby studio apartment took up the
entire second floor of the building his shop was housed in. Its one
saving grace was the bank of windows in the back that had a perfect
view of the Boulevard, vagrants and all. Maddox thought they added
character.

“Nice place,” Lazaro said. Maddox didn’t miss
the subtle taunt.

“I like it,” Celeste said. “Unpretentious.”
She settled onto one of a pair of iron-backed barstools that were
the only seating in the entire place and kicked off her sandals,
letting her foot bob to the music he’d left playing. Maddox’s eyes
transfixed on her flexing toes and the rippling play of muscle up
her tanned legs until they disappeared beneath the hem of her
short, flowing dress. After his initial caress during their
greeting he was pretty sure she hadn’t been wearing panties.

“Thirsty?” he asked, moving into the galley
kitchen. He reached into his cupboard and pulled out his prized
bottle of Patron and three mismatched shot glasses, followed by a
salt shaker.

He poured. They drank.

“Maddox,” Celeste said after sucking a lime
wedge dry, leaving him wondering how well her lips worked on other
things. “Lazaro told me you have a secret. He wouldn’t say what
though.”

“Oh?” Maddox asked, darting his eyes to
Lazaro.

“All I said was that you were holding back,”
Lazaro said with a shrug.

“Right…” He leaned forward across the bar and
eyed them both. “Is it the secret that I get fucking hard as
a rock whenever either of you walk through my door?” Understatement
was the greatest ruse. His physical reaction didn’t even begin to
cover how he felt about them. But how could he reconcile that kind
of thing?

Celeste smiled, apparently delighted by the
idea. Lazaro looked skeptical.

“It’s the truth,” Maddox said. He ignored
Lazaro’s scrutinizing look.

The aroma of limes and fine tequila permeated
his nostrils as he poured more shots.

Celeste tilted hers back, baring her silken
throat. Maddox couldn’t take his eyes off it. The perfect line of
skin undulated while she swallowed, the movements drawing his eyes
lower to her semi-bare chest and the peek of cleavage that teased
from the bodice of her dress.

“Fuck me,” he murmured and tossed back his
own in a quick swallow, foregoing the lime. When his head came back
down he caught Lazaro’s eyes on him.

Grabbing the bowl of limes, he made his way
around to the other side of the bar and squeezed between them on
their barstools. He held one small green wedge up, rind first, to
Celeste’s pretty mouth. Her eyebrows drew together in confusion,
but her nipples pricked up, pushing at the fabric of her dress. He
resisted reaching out and tweaking one just for fun. There would be
time for that later. He turned and placed another lime between
Lazaro’s teeth, then set the bowl on the bar.

Turning back to Celeste, he said, “Take off
my shirt.”

Her eyes lit up. Still holding the lime
between her teeth she gripped the hem of his shirt. He raised his
arms up and let her pull it over his head, then took it from her
and tossed it aside. A surprised grunt sounded from behind him.

His eyes were locked on Celeste’s, whose face
had grown concerned while she took in the dark tattoos that graced
the entire left side of his chest, covering his considerable
collection of scars.

Celeste’s hand reached out and he tensed at
her delicate touch when she traced a finger over his tattoos. Her
eyes were devoid of judgment or distaste, and the realization of
what that meant to him was as sharp as the fiery shrapnel that had
given him the scars. He could see the question in her eyes when she
gazed up at him again, but she had the grace to follow the rules,
keeping the lime secured between her teeth.

“It just means I walked through hell and
survived. Now I think I’ve earned a little heaven, don’t you?”

He watched her eyes shift behind him and
heard Lazaro say gruffly, “I’m only watching, babe. For now.” He
glanced over his shoulder and was greeted by a Lazaro’s smile
before the lime went back between the other man’s teeth.

The smooth skin of her neck beckoned and he
bent to kiss just beneath her ear, inhaling her lovely scent. His
lips swept over her collarbone, pausing at the top of her cleavage.
It was heaven he wanted, and knew precisely where to find it, but
he wanted to take his time and savor the journey. He reached up and
unfastened the tie at the back of her neck, letting the two ends of
her halter dress fall forward, releasing her breasts. She let out a
sweet moan when his lips descended farther, wrapping around one
nipple and sucking. He spent a moment teasing it into a hard, pink
peak, then stood up and reached for the salt shaker. He tapped it
lightly over the glistening flesh, leaving a sprinkling of white
crystals.

She arched her back when he bent to suck
again, her fingernails scraping along the back of his neck. He
downed his shot and sucked the lime from her mouth, teasing his
lips across hers before discarding the rind. He immediately poured
another shot and bent to her other breast, sucked, salted, and
sucked again, a second longer than before until he heard a soft
moan.

With deliberate movements he drank the second
shot and turned. Gripping Lazaro by the back of the neck, he bit
into the lime between Lazaro’s teeth. Excess juice dribbled down
their chins. He tossed the spent wedge aside and leaned back in,
sucking the juice off Lazaro’s chin, then his lips.

While they kissed he began unbuttoning
Lazaro’s shirt. He shifted behind Lazaro’s seat and continued,
teasing his fingertips down Lazaro’s smoothly muscled chest as he
went. He watched Celeste’s rapt gaze follow as his hands slipped
lower. Disappointment crossed her face when he paused after the
last button came undone, pulling his hands back up to Lazaro’s
shoulders.

“I think she likes to watch,” he whispered.
“Let’s give her a little show.”

He pulled Lazaro’s shirt down over his arms,
but didn’t remove it completely. Yanking Lazaro’s wrists backward
he twisted the fabric around them, tightly binding him to the
decorative iron back of the barstool.

“What the fuck? Do you think I might run?”
Lazaro laughed. “I wouldn’t have come tonight if I wasn’t
committed, hermano.”

Maddox leaned forward, his lips tickling at
Lazaro’s ear. “I believe you. I just want to make sure you’re good
and ready before we get to the fun part. If you don’t love every
second of what we do tonight, you’ll regret it.”

His hand settled at Lazaro’s waistband. With
a deft flick of index finger and thumb he popped open the button of
Lazaro’s pants and pulled the zipper down. He chuckled when his
hand slipped inside, finding Lazaro damn near ready. Lazaro’s
entire body tensed when Maddox palmed his cock tightly and
stroked.

Celeste squirmed in her seat. Before Maddox
could offer a suggestion to Celeste, Lazaro spoke up. “Show us your
tattoo, babe.”

Celeste smiled and stood, letting the dress
fall in a puddle around her bare feet. A spike of arousal shot
through Maddox at the sight of the beautiful tattoo and the memory
of that day and all the dreams that followed.

“Touch yourself,” Lazaro said before Maddox
could regain his senses.

She settled back on her barstool and rested
her feet on Lazaro’s knees, giving them both an ideal view of all
of her.

“Like this?” she asked, teasing her breasts
coyly with her fingertips, tweaking and pinching her nipples into
hard peaks.

“Lower,” they both said in unison, their
voices a rough harmony of lust.

She slipped her fingertips down her torso
with tortuous slowness, finally tracing the lines of her
tattoo.

“Lower?” she asked. They nodded.

“Stroke him harder,” she said.

Maddox obeyed, giving Lazaro’s balls a gentle
squeeze and slipping his palm up over his cock, ignoring how much
his own throbbed in response.

She seemed to enjoy it, her eyes fixating on
his hand steadily stroking Lazaro. Her head tilted back and she
moaned when her fingertips slipped across her clit and rubbed.

“Goddamn,” Lazaro cursed.

“I need to fucking taste her,” Maddox
said.

“Do it. Make her come. You tied me up so I
can’t.”

“Damn right,” Maddox said, his attention now
laser-focused on Celeste’s pussy. He moved to kneel in front of
her.

“Oh God,” she groaned, leaning back. She
shifted one leg up onto the counter, barely avoiding knocking the
bowl of limes off the edge. Her other foot moved to his
shoulder.

Maddox inhaled deeply, then stole a quick
taste, letting his lips slide along her flesh. He slipped his
tongue deep inside, enjoying the way she surged against him. The
experience was even better than in his dreams. He went to town,
sucking her clit, reveling in the taste and feel of her, eager for
that moment when she would give in to him. Her thighs quivered
against his hands and she cried out. Her cry pierced his ears and
her fingertips clung to his head while she pulsed against his
lips.

He gave her one last adoring look. Lips
glistening wetly with her juices, he stood and turned to Lazaro.
One hot kiss with her on his lips and Lazaro reacted. Lazaro’s
mouth opened up immediately, a harsh groan escaping him as he
kissed back, devouring the kiss as though he were a parched man
during a rare desert rainstorm. A small part of Maddox pretended
the level of passion in Lazaro’s kiss was meant for him alone and
he pressed harder, his tongue probing deeper. His fingers tangled
themselves in Lazaro’s hair. Lost in the depth of the kiss, he
nearly forgot his purpose until someone’s hands unfastened his
jeans and pulled his hard cock out. Then a different pair of hands
tugged his pants down from behind. He forced himself back to
reality.

“She untied you. Shame on her,” Maddox said,
giving Lazaro a reprimanding look. Lazaro smirked back in response.
Maddox reached down to grip the smaller hand that was now stroking
his cock and driving him too close too soon. He glanced at Celeste,
amused by the impatient look in her eyes. “Might have to tie her up
later to teach her a lesson.”

“It’d be pretty hard to fuck me tied to the
chair like I was,” Lazaro said. Lazaro turned and walked across the
room toward the bed.

Celeste stood up on her toes and kissed him,
gave his cock a gentle squeeze, then followed Lazaro.

Maddox stood in a daze, watching her go. The
flavor of her still clung to his tongue. He thought how an ass like
hers might make him do crazy things, too. An ass like hers combined
with a kiss like Lazaro’s might just make him fall in love, if that
were possible.

 


 


Main Event

 


A hand caressed Lazaro’s ass and he turned
his head sharply in surprise.

“Hey, baby.” He sighed and smiled at
Celeste.

“You thought it was him.” She glanced behind
her. “I think we broke him.”

Maddox stood, half-naked and painfully
aroused, looking like a Roman Candle about to go off. His short
brown hair was mussed and stood out comically. His hands hung
limply by his sides and his eyes fixed on the two of them intently.
Lazaro sat on the bed and pulled Celeste close, wrapping his arms
around her waist and burying his face against her breasts.

“What kind of new schemes are you cooking
up?” he asked, gazing up at her.

“No schemes. Just happy to see you embracing
the possibilities. I have other ideas if tonight works out the way
I hope.”

“You’re as devious as your father, you
know?”

“Shush. Dad’s not part of this
conversation.”

Another pair of hands slipped around her from
behind and cupped her breasts, thumbing her nipples
distractedly.

“You were right,” Maddox said, nuzzling her
neck. “I’d probably kill to have a taste of her pretty ass.”

“I have, brother.” Lazaro’s eyes met
Celeste’s. So many shared memories. Some hardships, some cause for
celebration. Yet during none of them had he felt quite so laid bare
before her, or anyone. This was what she wanted, and he feared it
might destroy them, but goddamn him if he didn’t want it, too.

He grunted when a hand gripped his hard cock.
He looked down to see Celeste’s hand holding Maddox’s and guiding
it while he stroked. He fell back on his elbows, staring up at the
both of them

“Show him heaven,” Maddox whispered in her
ear, just loud enough for him to hear

She climbed onto the bed beside him then
shifted backwards, leaning against the thick pillows by the
headboard and spreading her legs.

Lazaro rolled over and followed her, crawling
on his hands and knees. A sigh escaped Celeste’s throat when he
settled himself between her thighs. Her fingers threaded through
his hair and he almost forgot the other part of the bargain…the
main part of the bargain. Being between her legs like this had a
way of sending him into oblivion as much as fucking her did, but
the pair of large, warm hands that palmed his ass brought him back
to reality with a jolt.

“Relax,” Maddox said. “Pretend you’re getting
a tattoo.”

The gentleness was what startled him the most
at first. Beginning with soft massaging of both cheeks, Maddox’s
touch moved inward, deliberate but not invasive. The touches
paused, then the scent of cherries hit his nose before cool, slick,
teasing swirls began again, making his cock pulse inexplicably.
He’d expected to enjoy it only a little, but found himself craving
it more each time the sensations stopped. Something hotter and
softer than a fingertip teased, followed by a hot breath and lips
kissing, working their way from the outside in with tantalizing
slowness.

Celeste’s distracting moans drew his
attention, when he glanced up, her eyes were on Maddox. Suspicion
galvanized him for a moment until a hand gripped his cock from
behind and squeezed. Maddox’s mouth descended again, that sweet hot
pressure probing, delving deeper in a motion that mimicked his own
tongue on Celeste.

Maddox worked in a slow, teasing rhythm and
Lazaro tried to picture what he was doing but found it increasingly
difficult to concentrate with the expert touch on his cock combined
with the wetness of a tongue dancing against his ass. After a
moment the sensation was replaced by something more insistent and
wholly erotic. Slick fingertips spread him apart and invaded, the
deeper they went the less connected he felt to reality. If it
weren’t for Celeste’s juicy pussy he’d have been utterly lost.

“Make her come. I’ve gotta see her come.” Hot
breath gusted against his ass.

Her orgasm was poised on his tongue at the
behest of the man whose tongue and fingers were teasing at his ass,
whose hand fisted his cock in a steady pumping rhythm. The last of
his inhibitions having fallen away, he craved the final step as
much as he’d dreaded it only a day ago.

“Fuck me first.”

Without a word the warmth and touches
disappeared. Maddox’s weight shifted behind him. Celeste moaned in
protest at the delayed gratification he was inflicting on her. He
sent his tongue in a circuit around her sweet lips, teasing
everywhere but where it counted. His cock throbbed with pent up
need. He could have climbed on top of her and fucked her until they
both came, but knew something more soul defining was in his future,
so he waited.

Maddox’s figure came into view beside the
bed, opening the drawer in a battered bedside table and drawing out
the implements of Lazaro’s destruction. Maddox’s scarred, tattooed
body moved away again, his weight settling back on the bed behind
Lazaro. A stronger scent of cherries hit his nose, followed by a
crinkling sound and the smell of latex. He rested his forehead on
Celeste’s stomach, giving in to the renewed sensations.

He bent again and tongued Celeste’s clit with
abandon. The taste and feel of her were the perfect counterpoint to
the attention from the other side. He slid his fingers deep inside
her, and Maddox’s fingers slid into him again, thick and slippery.
A strong hand squeezed his ass.

“That’s it, come for us, sweetness.”

Her hips bucked and the coughing cry from her
lips echoed through the vaulted ceiling above them. Lazaro hung his
head, groaning at the feel of the fingertips pressing deeper into
him. The scent of artificial cherries grew stronger and he peered
up at Celeste. God he wanted to be inside her as much as he wanted
to be filled now by the relentless teasing man behind him.

“I’m gonna fuck you now.”

Oh fuck yes.

The teasing touches disappeared, replaced by
thick, hot heat.

Maddox pushed and Lazaro pushed back, the
sweet pleasure and searing pain of the penetration the ideal
reflection of his life. Wounds both physical and emotional came
back to haunt him in an instant, superimposed by moments of pure
bliss spent with Celeste. He reached for her instinctively and she
responded, kissing, pushing him upright so she could move lower.
The initial pain dissipated and his head pounded when Maddox
wrapped his arms around his chest and pushed into him.

“Oh baby, yeah,” he groaned when Celeste’s
mouth slipped down over his hard cock.

His fingers tangled in her long hair, too
distracted to do more than enjoy the feel of her. Another pair of
hands tangled in his hair, yanking his head, forcing him to twist
around.

Lazaro let Maddox slide his tongue between
his lips with nearly as much force as his cock was plunging into
his ass. For now he was happy. Their little hierarchy might change,
but for the first time in his life he was content to be
controlled.

With one deep plunge of Maddox’s cock ecstasy
shot through him and he yelled out. He clung with one hand to
Maddox’s head behind him, and with the other to Celeste’s.

Maddox seemed to sense the change, fingers
gripping tighter to his hair again, pulling his head backward.

“My dick’s so deep inside you now it might as
well be getting sucked by her.” Maddox’s lips slipped down his
neck, his teeth sinking in at the junction of his shoulder, but the
words were all it really took to send him flying.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Maddox said, fucking back
against him in earnest.

The building tension from the evening
released in a sudden lurch, his hips thrusting his cock into
Celeste’s throat so deep she made a gagging sound. He reached back
and grabbed at Maddox’s head, yelling out and gnashing his teeth at
the same time as their mouths met, sucked briefly, then parted
again, gasping for breath.

His free hand went blindly to Celeste’s head
when his cock spasmed. She hummed and took it all. Maddox was
behind him, his dick pounding hard against his ass, his own harsh
cries loud enough to shatter glass while he came.

 


 


Bargain Fulfilled

 


Celeste woke a little later and studied
Lazaro’s sleeping face in the dim light, reaching up to trace her
fingertips over his jaw. The love she had for him was so profound
as to seem a living thing, something she had trouble even reining
in when they were together. Making her request had been a painful
test of her love as much as she knew it tested his. She’d seen him
with Maddox on the few occasions she’d accompanied him for a
tattoo, and something always struck her as intensely erotic about
the way the two men interacted. The signs were never overt—only a
look here and there between them that had a quality of intense
interest.

The more recent visits had seemed charged
with a kind of thick energy and she wondered if it felt like that
between them when she wasn’t there. One thing she knew was that
Maddox always spared the same level of attention for her as he did
for Lazaro—very deliberate and direct, the depth of his gaze
seeming to pry into her, his words always subtle yet concisely
directed to a point that she wondered if he was working some mind
game on both her and Lazaro. She doubted Lazaro was even aware that
he responded to it, but the fact that they were here tonight, and
that Lazaro had seemed to enjoy carrying out his side of their
bargain told her he’d figured it out.

Maddox’s hand slid down over her bare skin,
squeezing her hip tightly before his arm wrapped around her from
behind and he buried his face against her shoulder, inhaling.

She rolled over, a delicate feat being nearly
trapped between the men’s bodies. Maddox’s large hand immediately
slipped down and squeezed her ass.

“I thought you were asleep,” she
whispered.

“Always been a light sleeper,” he murmured.
His rough, low voice sent a tingle down her spine. “Especially when
beautiful, devious women are in my bed.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“I wasn’t born yesterday, honey. You see more
than you let on. So do I. You had to have known he’d go through
with it, otherwise you’d never have asked. My question to you now
is was it really me you wanted, or did you just have a
demented urge to see him get off like that?”

An unidentifiable light flickered in his gray
eyes, betraying uncertainty that seemed contradictory for a man
like him. She got the impression that his entire self worth hung on
her answer to his question.

“He knew I wanted you. I knew he did, too.”
Her eyes held his, hoping to catch some sign that she hadn’t said
the wrong thing. His expression remained mute, so she continued her
confession. “This was never just about sex for me. He’s the only
man I’ve ever been with…because I love him.” She took a deep
breath, her voice more subdued when she spoke again. “I wouldn’t
sleep with a man I wasn’t in love with. I think we’re alike that
way, you and I.”

The muscles of his jaw spasmed and his
fingertips dug into her hip.

“You have a crazy way of making a pass at a
guy, you know? Does he know how you feel?”

“Mmm, I do now,” Lazaro’s sleep-roughened
voice spoke from behind her. Heat rose to her cheeks and she was
grateful for the dim light where they lay. Maddox’s eyes left her
face, drifting to look past her to where Lazaro lay behind her. Her
overheard confession left her cold and she wished for some kind of
response from Lazaro.

“Lazaro, say something,” she said, turning
her head but unable to fully turn to face him with the death grip
both men had on her now.

“Just trying to let the idea of sharing you
sink in. It’s a lot to process in one night, especially when we
haven’t finished what we started.”

“What do you mean?”

She glanced up at Maddox’s face, startled to
see a devious grin on it.

“He means you still owe him.”

He bent his head and kissed her, lingering
long enough to steal her breath while his hand traced the heavy
contour of her breast and teased at her nipple. Just as his hand
fell away another replaced it from behind. Lazaro’s lips grazed the
side of her neck while he palmed and squeezed. His erection brushed
against her ass, hot and hard, sending a thrill through her.

Lazaro’s hand cupped one breast from behind,
holding it up as an offering and Maddox’s mouth lowered, his lips
wrapping around the nipple and sucking. He palmed the other breast,
squeezing and pulling them together, teasing both nipples in quick
succession.

She lost track of the subsequent series of
touches, her mind unable to properly track whose hand was where.
One at her breast, one steadily stroking between her thighs, lips
and tongues on her skin from both sides. The two must have some
kind of weird telepathic link to be able to anticipate each other’s
goals and find the right way to tease her until she lost her
mind.

A strong hand gripped her thigh, pushing her
leg up into the air and a tongue descended on her clit, sucking and
swirling. A pair of hands gripped her ass from behind, spreading
her cheeks and another tongue slipped in. Her eyes popped open,
surprised by the sensation at first, but the pleasure was
undeniable, her surge of arousal almost instantaneous. She cried
out, startled at first, reaching up for the headboard and finding
cold heavy iron bars to grip.

“Stop, oh God. I’m gonna come if you keep
doing that.”

“That’s the idea,” Lazaro said, shifting his
head up and sinking his teeth into the flesh of her behind.

Maddox settled back on the pillow facing her,
his hand slipping down her belly to tease at the wetness between
her legs again, but slower now. Their gazes locked for an instant,
a silent affirmation passing between them before his eyes shifted
behind her and he gave a brief nod.

The scent of cherries permeated the air
again. Lazaro’s slick fingertip teased at the delicate flesh of her
tight asshole.

“Time to let me in, baby,” Lazaro whispered
in her ear. She clenched, in spite of the pleasing tickle of his
fingertip against her sensitive flesh.

Maddox took the opportunity to kiss her then
and she lost herself in the feel of him. Strong lips pulled at
hers, his wet tongue teasing deeply while Lazaro’s fingers delved
deeper in a place they’d never been before.

The sensation was mind blowing and her eyes
flew open when he slipped another finger in.

“Oh!” she yelped, pulling away from the
kiss.

Maddox’s smirk greeted her.

“Feels good doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” she groaned. “Come here, I need
you.”

His eyelids lowered and he shifted forward,
letting her wrap her arms around him.

“Fuck me, please?” She never asked for it,
but she was that desperate to feel him inside her now.

“Soon,” he said. “Patience.” Instead he went
back to his tortuously slow caresses, teasing her nipples with
languid laps of his tongue, rubbing her clit in gentle little
circles. His hot erection rested tantalizingly on her thigh,
occasionally brushing against the juncture of her groin.

Lazaro’s fingers fucked her slowly, easing in
and out of her ass in excruciating increments, his hot breath
tickling her ear. “Does it feel good, mi amor?” he murmured.
All she could do was nod and whimper. “Are you ready for me to fuck
you yet?” he asked.

“Oh, God yes.”

Maddox pulled away and she opened her eyes,
watching him reach to the bedside table and grab a condom. A second
later the scent of latex hit her nose and she heard the same
crinkling sound from behind her.

“What are you looking at?” she asked, a
little disturbed by Maddox’s intent gaze.

“I want to see your face when it happens. See
how much you love it.”

His fingertips slipped between her legs
again, sinking in deep, his thumb teasing her clit. The sensation
made her forget entirely what was worrying her. Then Lazaro’s arm
wrapped around her and Maddox’s hand gripped her knee again,
raising up her leg.

“Open your eyes,” Maddox said. She didn’t
want to. Lazaro’s cock pressed and she wasn’t sure she could take
it.

“Open your eyes,” he said again. She did. The
expression she was greeted with was gentle and understanding, but
did nothing to alleviate her anxiety. His fingertips teased harder
at her clit and her eyelids fluttered.

“That’s what you like, isn’t it?” She nodded,
meeting his gaze. He teased her clit more. She gasped when Lazaro’s
cock went deeper.

“Let him in, sweetness. Don’t resist.”

“Oh, God. It’s too much.”

“Let go,” he said and kissed her again. She
moaned against his lips when Lazaro’s cock sunk in all the way.

“That’s it, sweetness. My turn.”

He lifted her thigh higher and reality became
fuzzy when his cock sank into her, the idea of fullness losing all
meaning because she’d surpassed logic with the two of them inside
her. She wanted to climb the walls as close as she was to orgasm
simply from their contact, but she couldn’t move.

Then they started moving, slowly at first.
Lazaro cautious and attentive. Maddox not so much, but his eyes
wide open and locked on hers while he fucked her.

She let out an incoherent moan, her intended
words getting caught in the jumble of sensations, scrambling her
mind into mush.

Maddox grinned and cast his eyes past her at
Lazaro. Lazaro’s cock surged deeper into her and she gripped the
iron bars of the headboard tighter, afraid she’d crumble to bits if
she let go. Lazaro’s hand slipped over her shoulder and kept going,
his fingertips grazing Maddox’s jaw before two slipped between his
lips. Maddox sucked them in eagerly, his eyes anchored to a spot
just behind her shoulder for a moment before turning them back on
her.

His eyes tied her to reality, kept her
grounded, so she stared at him the entire time, watching Lazaro’s
fingers assault his mouth until Maddox had to bite to keep them
still. Lazaro’s cock began its telltale spasm and his hand dropped
back to her breast, squeezing. Maddox grunted and she could tell he
felt it. His thrusts became deeper and more violent before his face
went blank and the sweet pulsing began between her thighs, a
discordant rhythm driving her to the brink.

“You’re coming with us.” Maddox’s words
sounded incongruous to the moment but his fingertips told her
exactly what he meant. It didn’t take much. Her body tensed. She
had nowhere to go as impaled as she was on the two of them.

The lights flicked in that instant. She spent
a surreal moment wondering whether she might have actually died.
Everything tingled, though, which meant she hadn’t at least. She
felt utterly depleted when they left her, their departure feeling
like a scythe slicing through their deep connection. Would she ever
get it back? Would it ever be that good again?

She began to cry.

“What is it?” Lazaro asked, wrapping his arm
around her. She glanced up to see Maddox’s concerned face inches
from her own.

“Nothing…just crazy post-sex weirdness.”

“I’ll fuck you again tomorrow if that helps,”
Maddox said. “As long as we’re sharing,” he directed at Lazaro.

She groaned. “Let’s not talk about it now,
alright? Tomorrow. Besides I’m sleepy.”

Lazaro chuckled. “She always gets sleepy
after good sex.”

“Me too,” Maddox said.

She tried to ignore their banter, just
wanting to sleep. Burrowing into the pillow, she tuned out the rest
of their conversation, already oblivious when the two of them left
the bed.

 


* * *

 


Celeste was a heavy sleeper so Lazaro
suggested that they let her rest. He and Maddox went to pick up
breakfast, chatting like the night before was distant history, even
though Lazaro was sure Maddox thought about it as much as he did.
The lack of awkwardness between them surprised him. Lazaro had
expected the morning after to feel more complicated somehow, yet it
didn’t. It felt as right as the moment in the tattoo chair the week
before when Lazaro had first kissed the tattooist. Pieces fell into
place and he found himself eager to find out what would happen
next.

Back at Maddox’s apartment Celeste was still
snuggled into bed. The two men both briefly contemplated
interrupting her slumber for fun, but agreed to let her rest. When
Maddox started pouring tequila again, Lazaro stopped him.

“We don’t need that.”

“No, but it’s still fun.”

“I don’t need that kind of lubrication now to
enjoy where this is headed.”

Maddox set down the bottle, rounded the bar,
and laid a kiss on him that he believed could launch ships in the
right era. It left him breathless and hard as a rock.

“Just so you know, I feel the same way about
her, too,” Maddox said, giving Lazaro’s cock a playful squeeze
through his jeans, as if to let him know he’d plainly noticed.

“I know. And I’m glad you do, otherwise
things might get pretty complicated.”

“Man, I think they got complicated the day
she came in for the tattoo.”

Lazaro chuckled. “Yeah, her pussy tends to
complicate things, doesn’t it?”

Maddox groaned. “You have no idea. Actually,
I’m pretty sure you do.”

The naked, tousle-haired object of their
affection chose that moment to wake up and stumble toward them,
wrapped in a blanket.

“Food? I thought I smelled food,” she
mumbled, eyeing the assortment of containers on the counter.

They both laughed and Maddox proceeded to
serve her breakfast.

She settled on the barstool Lazaro had
occupied the night before. “Coffee?” she asked in a rough
voice.

Maddox set a steaming cafe to-go cup in front
of her.

“You guys are fucking saints. Or super
heroes. I think I might still be drunk, but it might just be how
you two rocked my world last night. I’m pretty sure I’m in love
with the both of you. If you’ll have me.”

She sipped her coffee, gazing over the rim of
the cup at the two of them.

“Babe, we’re a step ahead of you,” Lazaro
said. “For once.”

She chuckled. “That’s what you think.”

 


 








 


STAY ON THE SHADY
SIDE

 By Antoinette M—

 


No one who worked with him ever knew if Jory
was his first name or his last. He didn’t have business cards. His
customers had been given a slip of paper with the name, number, and
a warm reassurance that he was “just the man for that type of
thing”. Thing being publicity stunts you wouldn’t want on
your conscience.

Jory’s conscience was different than most
people’s. Limber, if you will.

He’d always interpreted “marketing” to mean
as close to illegal as you could get. If you added “viral” to it,
you got “viral marketing”, which meant as close to legal as you
could keep it, and carry some cash and your black book in case you
get caught.

Right now Jory was not getting caught in one
of the more rundown areas of Highgate Cemetery, laying down a
Hansel-and-Gretel trail of exsanguinated foxes. He believed in
thorough research, and Wikipedia indicated the Highgate Vampire
made his debut when a paper reported finding several foxes, drained
of their blood, in the cemetery.

He still couldn’t quite wrap his head around
a vampire—with his very own vampire hunters—being in London in the
1970s. Why no one posited that a bunch of hippies had gone on a bad
acid trip was beyond him.

This was going by his own experience with
mixing hallucinogens and other drugs. The use and procurement of
illicit substances also put one in contact with the type of people
who could obtain things like a garbage bag full of rotting meat,
complete with fluffy red casings and some artistic dribbles on said
casings.

He pulled out another corpse. His nose
wrinkled at the cloying stench, sewer mixed with sweet.

The man had been kind enough to provide some
blue gloves with the stinking bag, and Jory begrudged the fat stack
of quid less. No matter how many times Jory explained, the poacher
couldn’t connect dead foxes to movie marketing.

Jory wished he hadn’t.

Thankfully his less glamorous tasks were
balanced out with other perks—like being paid to bribe good people
to lie. God, if there was one thing Jory loved about his career, it
was deceit. Something about lying, creeping around, he’d always
known it was it wanted to do with his life, ever since he was
little.

He lied professionally, and he lied idly,
like a lazy Saturday morning wank. He even tempted others with his
favorite sin.

Combing through the obituaries left a
pleasant slime on his soul, his eyes sharp for a desperate young
widow. It had to be the right girl too, one who loved her husband
and would feel guilty running around telling the press his revenant
was walking this earth and horny as a sailor. A girl who would
blush at the incidents he’d scripted for her, full of lust and
hunger—modern vampires were expected to fuck, after all.

Last Sunday he’d jerked it before he left so
he was only half-hard sitting in the widow’s small flat. Her
owlish, red-rimmed eyes squinted at him. The muffled sound of the
telly traveled in from the other room.

He sang her a soothing homily: Of course the
money was for the children, of course she was in a tough spot, of
course he understood that she was a good Christian woman, and no,
she couldn’t leave out the part where dearly departed Robert made
carnal demands of her, that was rather the point of the whole
thing.

Later, watching her sob in front of a group
of gobsmacked reporters, he’d wanked so hard his dick was
afraid.

“Sorry, old chap,” he’d told it, but he
wasn’t really. He would jerk it just as hard when she later
recanted, producing another burst of publicity for the film, The
Highgate Vampire: 2014. Everyone would be so happy. The
production company would decry the man they’d hired “as an
unscrupulous contractor” and slip him some more quid under the
table.

All these thoughts tumbling around were
making him randy. His pants were tight over his half-hard cock, a
nondescript brown that matched his loose shirt. His just another
stranger in London look. He was in hunt mode and he should have
rubbed one off before going out. Sneaking around, tracking dirt
into the lives of nice people, did something to him. He
wanted to rut against a tree.

A twig snapped behind him. He spun
around.

Nights like this always made him feel like
he’d done too much coke. His heart fluttered in his chest like a
sick bird, and every muscle in his body twitched. Nothing but gloom
and overgrowth around him. When a breeze blew, the smell of rotting
meat was replaced by the smell of rotting vegetation. All he had to
worry about were security guards, and he hadn’t met one that
couldn’t be bribed with drugs or money.

He dropped another fox.

Something rustled behind him. Again, he
peered into the inky darkness. Even with his night-adjusted eyes,
all he could see were vague shapes of trees and bushes in varying
shades of grey and black.

This was the part where he normally muttered
something to himself about being too fucking jumpy. The cemetery
creeped him out though. It was bad enough he was scattering corpses
in it while sporting wood. Trying to soothe himself felt as if he
was adding insult to injury. He should be jumpy and scared.
What he was doing was patently wrong. If he couldn’t respect
people, he could at least try to respect things, like
cemeteries.

He continued with his work, breathing faster
as he neared the end of his bag. He thought he heard the whisper of
footsteps.

Instead of whirling around to face them, he
let the imaginary eyes bore into the back of his head. He was a bad
man, and the ice dripping down his spine, and the worms in his
guts, were his right and just punishment and when he got home he
was sticking that big fat dildo up his arse.

A cold mist rolled in, rubbing up against him
like a wet dog. Jory shivered, grateful his task was nearly
done.

The fog probably muffled the man’s approach,
or something like that. It felt like an appropriate excuse to make
for his lack of vigilance. A gloved hand closed over his mouth
while a muscular arm wrapped around his waist. With a squeak, he
dropped his bag.

The man pulled him against his chest, and
Jory could feel a laugh rumble through his captor. His breath was
hot in Jory’s ear as he whispered, “Well, well, what’ve we got
here?”

Jory exhaled and his heart started again.

The man clearly lacked imagination. They
could split a joint while Jory told him tales about banging
extras—blow smoke up his ass every way he could. Take out his
folding money, and the guard would probably help him with the
foxes. He’d probably be excited to be part of a big budget movie.
And if Jory’s luck held, the man would pay no mind to the
tumescence he was currently packing, thanks to the shot of
adrenaline.

He needed his mouth back first to embark upon
his master plan. Right now he didn’t fancy opening it to get a
taste of leather and dirt, or whatever cemetery guards got
into.

The guard tugged Jory off the path. He
stumbled along in the man’s hot embrace. This was all business as
usual, going off to have a little talk, and he wouldn’t have been
that nervous kind of horny except for something hard brushing
against his back. He decided it was a belt buckle, even though it
felt nothing like one. He shucked his gloves on the way—blue
nitrile clues in case the worst happened.

Wet branches scraped on his chest and thighs
as they moved through the undergrowth. Finally, the guard shoved
Jory down onto a crumbling bench. Jory assumed the appropriate
pose, hunched shoulders and wilted spine, gaze fixed on the
ground.

The guard shook the bag at him. “I suppose
there’s an explanation for this.”

Jory slid his hand into his back pocket,
intending to grab his wallet and the cigarette case he kept full of
goodies.

The guard stopped him and thrust his hand
into Jory’s pocket. He opened up Jory’s wallet and read, “Alexander
Newton. That can’t be your real name. You don’t look that
stupid.”

“Jory,” he said. “Just doing a little movie
publicity.” He kicked the bag with the dead foxes in it.

The guard nodded. That had been easier than
he had expected. Jory squinted at him, trying to make out his
features.

Dark, wiry hair came out of his cap, and his
fat mutton chops were probably fashionable for a Victorian gent.
Bull neck, wide shoulders, a deep chest that tapered down to a
surprisingly trim waist, thick legs, meaty bulge—he was a beast of
a man. Not at all what Jory went for when he was batting for the
other team. He would, of course, improvise as necessary.

“What’s this?” The guard’s voice was quick
with excitement as he held up Jory’s cigarette case. “Got all
manner of illegal things in here.”

“And I’m more than happy to share.” Jory
mixed up a smile that was fifty-percent job interview and
fifty-percent bedroom.

The guard didn’t even bother looking at him
as he lit a joint. Jory held his hand up for the spliff, but the
guard handed him back his case. The message was clear—he’d have to
get his own.

They didn’t talk while they smoked, just blew
clouds politely away from each other’s faces. The silence was
making Jory tense, which in turn was making him randier. God damn
ass backwards libido.

The guard threw the last of the joint on the
ground and crushed it under his heel. Jory pinched the ember off
his. It was nice shit from Amsterdam, no need to waste. The roach
went into the case went into his pocket. He was officially too
fucking high to be on the clock, so just another night in the life
of Jory.

Now that everything was soft and fuzzy and
throbbed with the breath of the night, the guard was starting to
look pretty good. Jory wouldn’t mind playing with his
nightstick.

Stoned as he was, Jory just stared at the
guard, who stared into the darkness. Jory wasn’t sure if it was the
pot, but the man looked as though he was trying to make molasses in
his mind.

The guard nodded, and Jory sat up straighter.
He had that funny tingling going up and down his skin, not from the
weed, but from that special feeling secrets gave him. The guard had
something to show him.

“C’mon, then. You can’t miss this. Leave that
mess and don’t make a peep.”

The guard took his hand, sweaty palm against
leather, and led him down an animal track. The way the man moved
his body, this path was familiar to him. Jory did his best to
imitate him, trying to make as little noise as possible. He almost
ruined everything when the guard stopped and he stumbled into
him.

Strong hands seized his arms and kept him
upright. The guard’s mouth was hot in his ear, his hissing breath
sending goose pimples down Jory’s spine. “Not a fucking word, not a
fucking sound.” The guard squeezed Jory’s hand until he bobbed his
head up and down like a Jack-in-the-Box.

The guard moved slowly. A faint orange glow
sketched the trees and bushes around them in murky tones. The
undergrowth held a susurration of voices.

They were close enough for Jory to make out
the syllables, though he couldn’t understand what they were
chanting. Latin, maybe?

Even in the faint light, Jory could see the
stiff fear in the guard’s movements, the tension of his body
written out in the set of his jaw. A well-worn trail threaded
through the gravestones, almost intersecting the animal run.

The guard pulled at his hand, and Jory
crouched with him. They had to crawl to the next position, the
shadowed entrance of a tomb. The guard’s strong white teeth shone
in the dark as he bit at the fingertips of his leather gloves,
easing them off his hands. His palm was warm and salty as he slid
it over Jory’s mouth again.

“Just a precaution, mate.” Another warm
whisper in Jory’s ear and his hips bucked forward as though
possessed by the man’s low tones.

Together they rose, the man’s hard body
pressed to Jory’s back. He had his eyes closed and he squirmed,
trying to drive the guard wild with friction. He weaved fantasies
for himself: The guard yanking his trousers down, a meaty fist on
his cock, a heat touching him on the inside. The world was
spinning. He opened his eyes to make his head settle. Jory gasped
in shock, grateful for the guard’s muffling hand, and all his hair
stood on end.

“Something else, innit?”

Some reptilian part of Jory’s brain
registered that the guard was whispering in his ear again, and yes,
it was very sexy. Most of his mind was busy working out the visual
stimulus.

A crowd of solemn people stood before an open
mausoleum. Contrary to popular belief, they were all wearing white
to their wicked Sabbath. They picked their way around carefully,
bearing censers with grey curling smoke, ancient books, and oddly
modern things, like pen and paper. Scratched in the dirt, written
in white salt and a dripping dark liquid he didn’t like to think
about, were interlocking wheels of mystic characters. The acolytes
moved in their ritual like the pieces of an orchestra, all
conducted by the man who stood at the center.

The guard touched Jory’s face. He watched the
man press one thick finger to his lips, and Jory gave an impatient
nod. Yes, he understood, he needed to be quiet.

The chanting swelled and beat around him.
Even if the whole thing was just a farce, there was a magic in the
rhythm of their movements, in the flicker and smoke of the candles,
in the unity of their voices. Jory was mesmerized, greedily
searching under the white hoods for any trace of their faces.

The guard tugging at his belt startled him.
The big man was down on his knees with a wicked grin curling his
mouth. Jory’s cock was already peeking out of his boxers when the
man unzipped his trousers. The guard licked his lips as he yanked
his boxers and trousers down to his knees. Jory bit his fist, his
heart pounding away so hard, he was amazed no one could hear it. He
closed his eyes to the spectacle, leaving a warm red glow.

The first swipe of the guard’s tongue, and
Jory’s knees were shaking. He knew the game they were playing now.
It was called: Don’t get caught, or else. That nobody played fair
was a given. Jory worked his teeth into the meat of his hand while
the man’s hot, wet mouth twisted everything inside him to straining
notes of pleasure.

He touched the guard’s coarse hair as he
swallowed his cock. One caress of his balls and he fell against the
grated metal door of the tomb. The man worked the tip of his dick
in his fist while he rubbed his open mouth against the underside.
Jory could feel his soft lips, his hot tongue and hard teeth,
moving against his skin. He bit back a cry as the man thrust his
mouth on him again. With a spit-slicked finger the guard teased his
arse.

Jory wiggled his hips, taking the man’s
finger deeper into him. The guard mumbled something to his cock,
and with the instinct to be agreeable, Jory nodded.

He opened his eyes, and the light dazzled
him. The chanters had fallen silent, and only one voice continued
to recite the words of the summoning—the tall man in the center
ring. His deep tones prickled on Jory’s skin.

“Oh Lord, I have offended You with my hands
that have committed thefts and sacrilege, with these lips that lied
and blasphemed, with this body, ruled by lust and violent rage,
with this corrupt and adulterated soul…”

Jory arched into the guard’s mouth at this
litany of sin. His sordid heart trembled at the unholy words.

The guard breached him with another finger
and he wanted to sing out the glories of the flesh. The hot fist
pumping his cock, the soft mouth sucking at his head, and the
fingers filling him with dark pleasure.

“I beg You protect me, in the name of the
Holy Virgin, by her Blessed Red Heart that beat in prayer, by her
Holy Red Womb that bore Jesus Christ, by her Sacred White Breasts,
that our Savior sucked…”

The word sucked went straight to his
cock. He was getting sucked right now by a heaven-lipped guard. The
heat from his mouth seeped into Jory, curling inside him, making
him quiver and buck. The pleasure was turning him into liquid. He
was melting into the twisted metal, into the guard’s throat, into
the night.

And around him, the darkness shuddered. A
chill wind stroked his spine and Jory trembled. Like the peal of a
bell, fear rang out through him.

The guard redoubled his efforts. The way he
worked Jory, he was no stranger to men. His mouth was hot and
alive.

Jory suffered, like a holy martyr, biting
back his moans. He kept his vow of silence as the man touched him
inside. He endured the agony of the guard’s fingers digging into
his thigh with each deep inhalation of breath the man took before
plunging Jory back into the heat of his mouth.

“I command You, Evil and Accursed Serpent, by
the Cross, on which the Son of God suffered, by the Red Blood that
flowed from wound pierced in His White Flesh, by the Sacred Sweat
the dripped from His Body…”

Jory was dripping with sweat. It wasn’t a
holy or noble sweat. It was the salt of lust, the guard’s mouth the
eager tide sucking at his shore. He was going to drown in it. He
would come and darkness would swallow him whole. He’d leave nothing
but bones behind, picked clean of his sin. The guard thrust his
fingers into his arse, and Jory bit his hand so hard he tasted
copper.

The air filled with the stifling scent of
blood. Hot and thick, it was hard to breathe, hard to think.

The guard pressed a third finger into his
arse. Jory couldn’t take it anymore. He held the man’s head steady
and fucked his mouth. The guard had an iron grip on his hips, and
to Jory’s surprise, he urged him to plunge deeper. He could feel
the man flexing around him. The guard’s fingers slid into Jory’s
arse as Jory’s cock slid into his mouth. For a moment, his ears
rang, and then he was coming. His body twitched hot and fast. The
guard swallowed. His throat moved around Jory’s shuddering cock
like a whispered prayer.

Spent, he held onto the guard’s shoulders. He
did his best to take deep and even breaths, instead of the noisy
ragged pants he wanted to.

Even though it felt as if he was starving for
oxygen, Jory smiled. All the active parts of his brain were
lighting up at the image of the guard’s black leather belt undone,
the zipper parted, his fat purple cock presented for Jory’s mouth.
Already he could taste that tangy salt, the musk of a working man.
Jory licked his lips.

Heat blasted his face, but before he could
wonder, the guard was kissing him, his mouth tasting of Jory’s
ecstasy. Jory greeted him with a swirl of his tongue and a gentle
nip.

Under the tattoo rhythm of the occultist’s
words, Jory could hear the small sounds they made. The shush of
their breath, the rustle of cloth, the clink of a belt, and a
zipper being slowly parted. The man took Jory’s hand and pushed it
onto his cock. His groan was stifled by the guard’s lips. The man
was hard and wet. Jory would have dropped to his knees to take him
in his mouth, but he couldn’t, not with the guard’s hand still
between his legs.

Together, they touched the guard’s hardness.
Jory rocked his hips, thrusting himself onto the man’s fingers. The
guard pulled away, and Jory almost whined before he remembered
where they were.

Were they finished? The state the guard was
in seemed to indicate no.

The man kissed him again, his stubble rough
on Jory’s face. The wet heat of his mouth made Jory’s body clench.
He felt so empty now with only lips and the guard’s cock in his
hand to console him. A familiar coolness on his entrance, and Jory
realized he had underestimated the prowess of his partner.

The guard’s slicked fingers were inside him.
A bright bliss lit up his spine, sparking each time the guard
touched his prostate. He leaned on the man, unable to do anything
but take the pleasure. With his firm grip, the guard reminded Jory
that something was in his hand. Jory clumsily wanked the man. The
guard bit the corner of his jaw, and Jory whimpered and kissed the
finger the guard pressed to his lips.

Jory sucked the man’s finger into his mouth.
He swirled his tongue around it, tasting the musk of leather, the
tang of metal, the salt of sweat. His spent cock was already
twitching with the rhythm of the guard’s fingers moving in and out
of him.

The air around them fluxed hot and cold,
beating like a massive heart, pumping a sulfur-tinged heat into the
night. Jory didn’t care.

The guard licked his throat and Jory
shuddered. With one hand and his teeth, the guard was undoing the
buttons of Jory’s shirt. Looking down, Jory noticed how his pale
skin glowed orange in the light. In contrast, the guard below him
looked like a hulking shadow prepared to devour him.

“Oh Immolated Lamb, fill my body with the
strength to conquer the Darkness, give my soul the Light to resist
Their Temptations! Lamb of God, give me power over Them!”

The guard stood from his crouch. Jory shook,
his eyes full of the man’s height and width and strength. The
flickering light danced over his face, stern lines and bright fire.
Jory wanted to feel that, he wanted to feel it inside him. As if he
were a demon sent to grant his wish, the guard moved behind him. He
was thick and heavy, pressing the tip in.

Jory’s eyes were dazzled by the dancing
lights and the white robes. The guard fumbled with the lube,
dripping it onto Jory’s ass and legs. He put his heavy hand over
Jory’s lips and thrust.

Pleasure burst through him, and he could
taste his lusty cries, dying in the guard’s palm. Before him, the
ceremony continued. Voices blazed in the night, and the sacred
runes pulsed in time with the chant. The acolytes spun in a slow
circle, holding aloft their diabolical tools—feathers and chalk and
needles with thread and knives with bright, gleaming blades.

The man bit his throat, the sharp pain
bleeding into pleasure. Jory gripped him and with his hands told
him harder, faster. He licked the man’s palm, running his tongue
over the creases, probing at the flesh between the man’s fingers.
His lover responded by pinning Jory to his chest, his arm like an
iron bar holding Jory’s back against him. Jory could feel the
buttons of his uniform against his spine. The guard’s belt buckle
scraped his thigh as he pumped his hips.

Jory closed his eyes and let the sensations
overwhelm him. There was nothing but the man behind him, his hot
breath in his ear, the smell of sex and leather, the pressure on
his chest, the heat of their skin. Jory rocked his hips, slapping
his body against the man’s.

Blood and sulfur. Hot and cold.

The guard pulled him off balance and hissed,
“Sh…” in his ear.

Jory remembered where they were. His whole
body tingled at the clandestine nature of this fuck. Stretching his
senses further, he could feel the fire of the candles, the dust on
the ground, the bated breath and beating hearts of the cult.

It was London, two thousand and fourteen, and
he was taking it up the arse in a graveyard, spying on an ancient
summoning.

God, if the Filth came, it would be a right
shit show. Jory’s cock twitched at the imagined flash and wail of
sirens.

The man snorted into the back of Jory’s neck.
The fast, hot pleasure, the air he could only take in quick pants.
In the darkness, sweat formed where their bodies met. Behind him a
nameless man who showed him what nameless people did in the
deepness of the night.

Spots bloomed on his eyelids, exotic night
flowers. The guard held him tight, all thrust and power, and for
once, Jory thought he might come again.

“Appear before us, Morning Star, or we shall
bind You with flame, and torment You with flails, and burn You with
Holy Water…”

The guard stuck his tongue in Jory’s ear and
the only thing he could hear was wet and heat. He struggled to free
himself from the guard’s hand so he could gulp down the chill air.
The flowers shut their petals as oxygen flooded his brain. With it
came the shock of pleasure, the hot need thick in the air. A savage
pump of his hips and the guard slipped his fingers back over Jory’s
mouth.

He welcomed his gag with lips and teeth and
tongue. Jory grunted when the guard squeezed him hard enough to
press the breath out of his lungs. It was as though he was trying
to climb inside Jory, and god, if he didn’t want to give it to him.
Jory let his body grow soft and limp, and the guard breathed into
his hair.

The heart of the night beat faster. The heavy
heat welled up beneath their feet, twining around them, holding
them locked together. They weren’t watching the ceremony anymore.
They were a part of it, the sin in the shadow.

Jory stroked his cock. The guard worked a
finger into his mouth, and Jory sucked it. He opened his body and
the guard strained, pressing deeper, centimeter by centimeter. The
man’s strong hand cupped his heart. Jory slicked his precum over
his head. A shift of his feet, and the man was thrusting at him
from a new angle, one that speared his prostate with each stroke.
The pleasure was so thick it stuck in his throat. A cool
copper-tinged breeze on his face, and he realized he was drooling.
In his hand, his cock pulsed at each stroke.

“In the ineffable names of God, Gog, and
Magog, and I command Thee, Morning Star, appear before this circle,
and submit to my will…”

A moan vibrated through Jory, stifled by the
guard’s fingers. He teetered on the edge and trembled. The night
swelled with desire. A heat touched his skin and blazed against his
back, pounded into his flesh.

The darkness of the night twisted into his
body, moved through him. The guard squeezed his cock, and Jory bit
his finger. The cum rushed from him, thick and white, splashing
onto the dirt. With a grunt the guard spilled his seed, hot inside
him.

“What do you want? I told you I was done
entertaining bored nobles.”

The voice scraped across his mind. The
post-orgasm bliss fell away like so much dried pith. Jory opened
his eyes to a golden light.

In the circle knelt a man with shining blond
hair and gilded armor, a crowned helm tucked under one arm. The
face was beautiful, but even from his vantage, Jory could see his
eyes were pits of dark. Behind the knight shimmered a ghostly
retinue, bearing trumpets and snapping standards. Their forms were
insubstantial, but their eyes burned black like their master’s.

Behind him, the guard kissed the nape of his
neck. He felt it when the man’s lips curved into a smile.

 


 








 



LOCKED WITH HIM: WITH HER BILLIONAIRE

By Ellen Dominick

 


 


Locked with Him

 


If on a winter’s night a traveler by
Italo Calvino.

I picked up the slim book, brushing the dust
off its cover. A train rushed towards me in the illustration,
billowing smoke behind it. This was an original 1981 edition.
Signed by Calvino himself. I was lucky to even be touching it.

The pages flopped open in my hands and that
smell of paper and ink hit me in the face. How many times would I
have read it then? Five? Six?

It didn’t matter. One of the perks of being a
librarian was that you never needed a library card.

The stacks were so quiet that I could spend
my days reading book after book, undisturbed. It was like having an
unlimited pass to all the literature I could ever want.

The sharp sound of stiff, crisp pages hung in
the air. No one ever wanted the books that were down here. Everyone
hung out upstairs, where the popular books were shelved. That’s
where dozens of copies of Hunger Games, Lord of the
Rings, and Harry Potter were shelved.

But down here? I only ever saw anyone if they
were lost. Normally some young kids looking for the bathroom. Every
now and again there would be a nerdy graduate student, looking for
some obscure tome. If they were guys, they’d never be able to look
me in the eyes. If they were girls, they ignored me and tried to
navigate the maze of the stacks on their own. Good luck with
that.

Of course, most of the time they never
thought I was the librarian. I guess brown skin and books are not
supposed to mix. Sorry for not being skinny, pale, and
bespectacled.

I gently pressed the book open, trying not to
crack the spine. I smoothed the pages down, passing my hand over
the paper. It was time to start reading.

“You’re still here, Penny?”

I jerked my head up. Right when I was getting
started…

“Oh, hi Linda,” I said. I started to put my
head down again when I finally processed what she said. “Wait, why
wouldn’t I be here?”

I grabbed my phone off my desk and checked
the time. It was nowhere near closing hours.

“You don’t know?” Linda asked. Then, after a
moment she hit her forehead with her palm. “You’ve been cooped up
down here all day haven’t you?”

“Yeah, and?”

“It’s only supposed to be the worst freak
blizzard in the last 50 years. It’s supposed to snow over 3 feet!”
Linda said. “Almost everybody’s already gone home. I figured you
were gone, but I wanted to come and check. Good thing I did.”

Linda glowered down at me, with her hands on
her hips. She was already decked out in her coat and snow boots.
Obviously, she was ready to get out of here.

“So,” Linda said, “you coming?”

“Go on ahead without me. I have to check for
stragglers anyway,” I said. “You know how they get lost down
here.”

Linda lingered.

“You sure?” she said. “I don’t need to read
on the news tomorrow morning that you got trapped in here all
alone.”

“Don’t worry about me, I’m a big girl. And
don’t you have to go pick up your little sister from school? She
shouldn’t be out in this weather.”

“Fine,” Linda said. “But pinky swear that
you’ll be careful.”

“Pinky swear? What are we, in elementary
school?”

“No, but I know you won’t beak a
promise.”

She was right. Linda knew me for all of my
life. All twenty-two years. I didn’t break promises.

“Fine,” I said.

We hooked our pinkies together and
hugged.

“See you after the storm,” Linda said.

I waved goodbye as she walked down the long
corridor of the stacks and went upstairs.

The large doors slammed, echoing throughout
the library. Then I was alone again. Just me and the books.

I leaned back in my chair and stretched my
arms wide. Honestly, I wasn’t in a hurry to get back home. My tiny
apartment was okay, but it wasn’t anything compared to the rows and
rows of books surrounding me in the stacks.

There, the walls were so thin that I couldn’t
sleep because of my neighbors bumping and grinding throughout the
night. Here it was so quiet I could miss a snowstorm. Which would
you prefer?

Still, no one wants to get caught in a
blizzard. So I had to make my way home. I stood up and walked to
the farthest edge of the stacks.

That area was really deserted. We were
lucky to have it. It had old first editions and even original
manuscripts, all open to the public. Not that it mattered, because
I hadn’t ever seen a library patron back there even
once.

Not only was it in the deepest, darkest,
furthest corner of the library, but you needed special permission
to go there. That meant you either had to go through the head
librarian, or me.

Of course, the automatic shut off lights that
sometimes left you completely alone in darkness and the floating
cobwebs that maintenance never cleaned it didn’t help with its
popularity. Neither did the ancient architecture that didn’t get
renovated with the rest of the library. Something about
“maintaining authenticity”. It was all enough to make you feel like
you were walking into the middle of a horror movie

So when I saw him there, I almost
screamed.

He was standing in the dark, using his
smartphone to peer at the pages of the book in his hand. I should
have just called out to him. I should have just told him that the
library was closing due to inclement weather conditions. But I
didn’t.

There was something different about him. He
didn’t look like the other shy guys who came down here. He was tall
and wore a crisp blue dress shirt that peeked out from underneath
his sweater. The fabric looked soft as it hid what seemed to be
well formed muscles. I wanted to touch it.

But what was even more interesting was what
he was reading. The Marquis de Sade’s 120 days of Sodom.

I tried to peek over his shoulder, but I
could only see that he was reading in the original French. The
paper looked worn. How old was that edition? And anyway, how did he
get down here without me knowing?

“A crazy story, isn’t it?” he said. “Imagine
being locked up in a castle with those guys for months. It
probably wasn’t hard to get people to have orgies with four rich
men. Of course, things get pretty dark after that.”

He spoke without turning around. How had he
even known that I was there?

“I went to the Musée des Lettres et
Manuscrits to see the original manuscript. The scroll is 39 feet
long, and the writing is so tiny I had to use a magnifying glass to
read it.

“So when I found out that your library has
one of the few first editions published by Iwan Bloch, I had to
come. I got permission from your head librarian. She told me you’d
be here.”

He turned around, and looked me straight in
the eye. His gaze sent a shiver down my spine.

“Have you ever been to see the original in
Paris, Penelope?”

At first, I couldn’t even find the words to
answer. Of course I’d never been to the Musée des Lettres et
Manuscrits. I was just a librarian, and not even the head! What
kind of money did he think I had to go gallivanting off to
Paris?

“No,” I said. “I haven’t.”

“You should,” he said, “you’d love it.”

Something about his voice wrapped around me
and almost made me forget why I was there. It tugged at me, drawing
me in.

“Look Mr….”

“Matt. Call me Matt.”

“Okay, Matt,” I said. “The library is
closing. I just came to make sure no one was left behind.”

“What?” he said. His eyes grew wide. “Why are
you closing?”

“The forecast says there’s going to be some
kind of blizzard coming, so we have to close early today.”

Matt’s face fell. He closed closed the book
in his hand and nearly returned it to the shelf. But then he
stopped.

“I know it probably doesn’t matter to you,
but I’ve been planning this trip for a long time. I wanted to spend
the whole day here,” he said. “Do you think you can give me just a
little bit more time?”

Something about the tone of his plea hit me.
Of course, it didn’t hurt that he was actually a good-looking guy
interested in books. I didn’t want to admit it, but I didn’t mind
spending just a bit more time with him. Still, we weren’t
supposed to stay.

I hesitated.

“How about this? I bet there is a book in
here that even you didn’t know was on the shelves,” he
said.

“Yeah, right,” I said. “I’ve looked at every
book here more times than I can count.”

“But you haven’t noticed this one,” Matt
said. His voice was insistent. “If you’re right, I’ll be out of
your hair. And if I’m right I get to choose my reward.”

I crossed my arms over my chest. Who did this
guy think he was?

“And what’s that?” I asked.

Matt smiled and grabbed my hand. “First,
let’s see who’s right.”

Before I knew it, we were off and running.
Matt tugged me down the winding corridors of the stacks, turning
left and right, looking for a destination I couldn’t figure
out.

Instead of resisting, instead of pulling
away, I felt something different. My heart raced in my chest. We
were probably the only people in the entire library, and we were
running around like the kids. It felt…fun.

Finally, we stopped. Matt looked around,
scanning the shelves for something. Whatever it was, he wasn’t
going to find it. I’d been here enough times to know that there
wasn’t a revolutionary surprise hiding amongst the books.

“Here!”

Matt pulled out a small, unassuming book from
the shelf. It didn’t look like much. Sure, it was old, but that was
all.

“Tamerlane and Other Poems,” Matt
said.

“This is the surprise you had?” I
said. “I’ve seen that book a thousand times. It’s pretty old, but
it’s just an anonymous print.”

Matt turned the book over in his hands,
opening it to the title page.

“‘By a Bostonian,” he said. “But what’s
important is which Bostonian, and it happens to be a very
famous one. Mr. Edgar Allen Poe.

“He printed it when he was just eighteen.
Just 50 copies, and they sell for $600,000. Only twelve are known
to still exist, all in private libraries. Well, twelve plus this
one.”

Matt turned to me with a smile on his
face.

“Guess that makes thirteen, huh?”

No way. After all this time, how could
I have missed that? How could all of us have missed it? A
discovery like this would be enough to make this library famous. Or
rich. Or both!

I grabbed the book from him, careful not to
damage the old paper. If he was right, it wasn’t the sort of thing
just anyone should be handling.

“I have to report this to the head
librarian,” I said.

“But shouldn’t she be gone?” Matt asked. “You
know, with that forecasted blizzard and everything.”

Shit. The blizzard!

“We need to get out of here,” I said.

I started to rush towards the exit of the
stacks before I even finished talking. I pressed the book against
my chest and tried to keep myself from running.

“I just hope the storm isn’t already too
bad,” I said.

We rushed through the darkness and up the
stairs where Linda had left. The staircase was long and a little
dangerous in the dark. All I could hear was the sound of our
footsteps climbing.

“Sorry I kept you back,” Matt said. “I wasn’t
trying to get you in trouble. I just was happy to talk to someone
about these things.”

“What things?”

“Books.”

I didn’t want to admit it, but I felt the
same way. Even the other librarians didn’t care as much as I did.
Talking to him made me feel less of a nerd. I felt like he actually
cared about all these bound stacks of pages with words
scribbled on them.

“I just hope it’s not too bad out there now,”
I said.

“Yeah, we wouldn’t want to get stuck in the
library together,” Matt said. “Although, that doesn’t sound like
the most terrible idea.”

I blushed and didn’t answer. My heart beat
raced so loudly in my ears that I could hear it. He meant it would
be fun to be locked up with the books, right? That must be
it.

We finally made it to the top of the long
staircase, and I pushed the door open. Cold air hit me, making my
whole body shiver. For a moment, I was blinded by the bright light
streaming in through the windows.

Then, when I saw it, I froze. I had expected
snow, maybe even a lot, but not this much. Snow blanketed
everything that I could see, making the entire landscape stark
white. There were no cars, no people outside. Nothing. Just
snow.

That’s what I get for never paying attention
to the weather forecast. Well, for that and for getting distracted
by a cute stranger.

“Let’s go,” I said.

I rushed towards the library entrance, and
grabbed my coat from the coat rack. As soon as it was on, I pushed
the door open. It creaked ajar, struggling to open because of the
snow already blocking the way.

The white stuff was above my ankles, and as I
tried to walk around, it got harder and harder. Then I slipped. My
foot hit a patch of slick ice and kicked up into the air. Before I
knew it, I was falling backwards. I braced myself, waiting for my
body to hit the cold hard ground.

But it didn’t. Instead, I found warm hands
wrapped around me. They held me as if I was as light as a feather.
Next, I was pressed against a broad, strong chest. The heart inside
was racing.

“Are you okay?” Matt said.

When I looked up to him and nodded my head,
he remembered himself. His arms fell to his sides, and suddenly I
felt colder than before.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’m okay.”

“Good. You have to get inside. It’s not safe
here,” he said.

We both made our way back to the library, and
pushed the large doors shut behind us. I slumped down to the floor,
still trying to process the situation I was in. Alone, in the
middle of a blizzard, with a complete stranger. Things just
couldn’t get better, could they?

But maybe the storm would stop. Maybe we
would only have to wait a couple of hours and it would all be over.
I took off my coat and hung it up. I had an idea.

“Follow me,” I said.

I went into the back room behind the checkout
counter. We had a system of computers there, and if I was lucky
they were still working. I sat down, and typed in my login
credentials. After a few minutes, I was online and checking out the
Weather Channel. Unfortunately, it wasn’t good news.

“The worst storm in over a hundred years,”
the weather woman said, “people are calling this Snowmageddon
2.

“More snow is forecasted to fall than during
the Great Blizzard of 1888, when 50 inches of snow blanketed the
Northeast. Fierce winds mean that, just like in the Armistice Day
Blizzard of 1940, 20 or even 50 foot snowdrifts could quickly
appear and cause extreme levels of danger.”

My stomach dropped. This wasn’t what I wanted
to hear.

“Meteorologists are not sure what caused this
extreme storm, but some scientists are laying the blame on global
climate change, or global warming.

“Whatever the reason, authorities recommend
residents of all Northeastern states stay put. We have no idea just
how bad the blizzard might become, or how long it might last.
However, travel will be virtually impossible.”

I watched the computer screen with my mouth
open. It couldn’t be. There was no way that the storm could have
been this bad. I needed to get home, out of the library.

I couldn’t be stuck in there with the guy I
had just met who had a penchant for the Marquis de Sade. Even if he
was cute. And smart. And stopped me from hitting my head on
snow and concrete.

I jumped up.

“I’m going to try again,” I said. “We
have to get out of here.”

Matt’s eyes followed me as I walked towards
the doors.

“That’s probably not a good idea. Remember
what happened last time?”

“You don’t have to follow me,” I said. I
grabbed the handle of the door in my fist. “You can stay stuck in
here all alone if you want.”

I tried to push the door open, but it didn’t
budge. I grabbed the handle with both hands and pushed again, but
nothing. Even when I put my entire weight behind it, I had no
luck.

It was useless. I punched my hand into the
old wood. All that got me were some sore knuckles and a loud
thump.

“Shit!” I yelled.

Matt came up to me. His eyebrow was cocked
and he had a slight smile on his face.

“Do you want to get away from me that
badly?” he asked.

I was tempted to flip him off, but that
would’ve been bad customer service. When I didn’t answer, he dug
into his pocket.

“Fine, I think I know someone who can help
us.”

Matt pulled out his cell phone, but almost as
soon as he did, his brow furrowed. He pecked at the screen, and
then he brought the speaker to his ear. After a while, Matt
frowned.

“Nothing,” he said. “There’s no signal.”

“What?!”

I pulled out my own cell phone, and he was
right. There were no bars lighting up my screen. I tried to call
Linda anyway, but I couldn’t even get it to ring.

Things couldn’t get any worse, could they? I
slumped to the floor and wrapped my arms around my knees. This was
all because I wanted to spend just a little bit more time with a
cute patron. If I had left when Linda did, I’d be at home. Warm.
Safe.

I dropped my forehead to my knees. “What are
we supposed to do now?”

Matt plopped on the floor next to me. The
heat of his body radiated and warmed my skin.

“Well, it doesn’t look like we can do
anything but wait,” he said.

I groaned. That was exactly the opposite of
what I wanted to hear. Just a second later, a loud noise came from
my stomach. My cheeks burned. Please tell me he didn’t hear
that.

“And,” Matt said, “by the sound of things we
need to get some food. Do you know where any might be hiding?”

I raised my head and looked at him. He leaned
back against the door, looking way too relaxed. How could he be so
calm when I was freaking out?

I took a deep breath.

“The breakroom.”

“What?” he asked.

“In the breakroom, we have some snacks there.
If we’re lucky, somebody might have even forgotten their
lunch.”

“Uh, great,” Matt said.

There was a bit of uncertainty in his voice.
What was there to be uncertain about? It was just a breakroom.

Matt stood up and the bottom of his shirt
rolled upwards. It was just enough that I could see the beginning
of his abs peeking out from underneath. I tried not to look
shocked, but a warm flush came over my body. Most of the guys who
hung out in the library didn’t have cut muscles like that.
He pushed his shirt down and held out his hand for mine.

“Lead the way,” he said. His strong hands
grasped me and pulled me up.

“Follow me, I guess.”

The main floors of the library were totally
different from the stacks. As we walked, I watched the fluffy white
snow fall down all around us. It was strange how silent it was. At
least rain would pelt the roof with water. The snow looked too
gentle and was too quiet to be trapping us in here.

“So,” I asked. “What exactly were you doing
here? Don’t you check the Weather Channel?”

“I could ask the same of you,” Matt said.
“And I told you what I was doing here. Looking for 120
Days of Sodom.”

“Yeah, but why come here? Couldn’t you just
have bought an ebook, like normal people? Are you even from around
here?”

“I wanted to see a first edition in person,”
he said. “I guess you could say I have a thing for books. And what
about you? What are you doing here?”

“Don’t think I didn’t notice that you dodged
the last part of my question,” I said. “And I work
here!”

Then, after a second I added, “And I guess I
have a thing for books too.”

Just then, we reached the breakroom. The door
was locked so I opened it with my staff keys. I pushed the door
open and turned on the lights.

“Tah dah!”

It really was a sad room. Just a few wobbly
chairs, a plastic table covered in out-of-date magazines, and our
meager snack selection.

I walked over to the fridge and pulled it
open. There were a few pieces of string cheese. I looked at the
expiration date. 2005. Yeah, not happening.

Next, I went to our snack bar. Well, it
wasn’t so much a bar as a few child sized bags of chips,
some coffee, and old fruits. I tossed one bag of salt and lime
tortilla chips to Matt.

“Enjoy the bounty,” I said and tore open a
bag myself.

As I munched away, Matt seemed entranced by
the coffee area. He started pulling together the little sugar
packets and the bottle of chocolate syrup we had standing next to
the cheap drip coffee machine.

“What are you doing ?” I asked.

Matt turned and looked at me with a grin on
his face. “It’s a surprise.”

I watched him grab two coffee mugs and pour
things into them. Sugar, chocolate, milk, oil. It was the strangest
hot chocolate mix I had ever seen. Then Matt nuked them in the
microwave. All the while, he seemed the most pleased with himself
that he was putting something together. Just what exactly
did he have up his sleeve?

When the microwave dinged, Matt rushed to
open the door. Actually, he burnt his hand, sucking in his breath
when he touched the hot handle. Finally, he turned to me.

“Bon appétit,” he said.

Carefully, I took the cup in my hand. Matt
handed me a spoon, and I peered down into the mug. No way!

“Soufflé au Chocolat,” he said with a grand
bow. “I learned the recipe from a great Parisian pâtissier.”

I opened my eyes wide. Was this guy for real?
When he saw my expression, Matt laughed.

“Yeah right! It’s just a microwave chocolate
brownie,” he said. “I figured you’d like something sweet even if we
are trapped in the middle of a snowstorm.”

I hesitated, but I was too hungry to pass up
a brownie. After the first delicious bite, it felt like I inhaled
the entire mug.

“That was amazing,” I said.

“No, I think you were just hungry,” Matt said
and laughed.

Suddenly, his face went serious. His eyes
locked on mine, and he came close to me. Soon, he was so near that
I could feel his breath on my skin. Matt brought his hand to my
face and it brushed my cheek.

My heart pounded in my chest, and I felt like
I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to.

The next thing I felt was Matt’s thumb at the
corner of my mouth. He pressed down and wiped something away. Then,
looking at the smudge, he licked it.

“You had some chocolate there,” he said.

My ribs felt like they were squeezed tight.
Of course. Chocolate. What in the world was I thinking? Why else
would a guy like him be touching a girl like me? I jerked out of
his touch.

“Thanks,” I said and avoided Matt’s eyes.

He rubbed the back of his neck and shoved his
hands into his pockets.

“Your breakroom was overflowing with food,”
he said, “but I think we need to eat something besides stale chips
and a brownie.”

He was right. If we were stuck in here for a
while, what were we going to eat? Even though sometimes I thought I
could live on chocolate, it wasn’t exactly true. Then I had an
idea.

“We have a vending machine!” I said.

It was just outside of the children’s play
area. The only part of the library where patrons were actually
allowed to have food. It wasn’t anything fancy, but the head
librarian had petitioned for organic and healthy snacks to be
available to the kids. Of course, the kids weren’t excited
about that, but their rich parents were.

I led Matt through a few doors to the kids
room. My ears were still burning from before, and I couldn’t even
look back at him. It felt like his eyes were burning into my skin.
But I must have been imagining it, right?

When we arrived, I could have jumped for joy.
Organic chips, fruit juices, and even a salad were all sitting
inside the little glass case. All we needed was to get them
out.

“Do you have any change?” I asked.

Matt dug in his pockets. He pulled out his
wallet, but all he had to show me was a stack of hundred dollar
bills.

“Are you for real?”

“What?” Matt said. “I don’t usually carry
around change.”

“What kind of person walks around with stacks
of money in their wallet?”

He dodged the question. “What’s important is
how we’re going to get any food. Do you have any
change?”

I didn’t want to admit it, but I almost never
had change either. But that wasn’t because I was walking around
with my pocket full of money. It was because I had none and I used
my card for everything. Still, it was worth it to give it a
try.

After I scrambled around in my pockets, I
came up with a dollar fifty. I showed Matt the coins.

“That’s it,” I said.

We both stared at the vending machine. I was
starting to wish it had never been changed into an organic snack
haven. One fifty doesn’t go very far when you’re talking about
organic food.

“We have enough for the salad,” Matt said.
“The small one.”

I looked at it and frowned. It was the most
basic version. There weren’t even croutons or cheese on it. Why did
Snickers bars and Skittles have to look so much more delicious?

I pressed my lips together into a hard-line.
Oh well. There was nothing else to be done.

After I dropped the coins into the machine,
it spit out the salad. Taking our prize in hand, we went back to
the breakroom. Matt divided up the leafy greens, but by the time he
was done I noticed that my portion was significantly bigger than
his.

I speared some lettuce with a fork and
started to bring it over to his plate, but Matt stopped me.

“Come on,” I said, “you have to eat too.”

“Yeah, but I don’t know if I’ll make it
through this storm if I have to keep listening to your grumbling
stomach,” he said.

I should have been mad at him. I should have
wanted to punch this strange guy in the middle of his face. But I
didn’t. He smiled at me and something about the glint in his eye
melted my heart.

So instead of punching him, I ate the
salad.

It wasn’t much, but by the end of it I didn’t
feel like I was starving anymore. At least that was a step
forward. Still, what were we going to do until the storm was
over?

I glanced over at Matt. He looked out the
window, but he didn’t seem to be paying attention to the snow.
Something about him seemed very far away.

No, it was better not to ask him. He would
probably just send us on some wild goose chase looking for another
rare book. And we saw how well that went last time.

“Hey,” I said, “do you want to watch a
movie?”

Matt jerked out of his daydream. He turned to
me, smoothing over his expression as if he hadn’t been thinking of
anything at all.

“Of course.”

That was the great thing about the Internet.
Netflix would never fail me. Even in the middle of a blizzard, I
had a whole movie theater at my fingertips.

We walked out of the breakroom and headed
towards the staff computers again. That’s when everything went
dark.

At first, I didn’t even understand what had
happened. I stopped in my tracks, blinking in the darkness.

“Did you flip a switch?” I asked.

“No,” Matt said, “I think the electricity
just went out.”

A cold sweat came over my body. Just when I
thought things couldn’t get worse. Now there was no
electricity? Shit, and no electricity meant no Netflix! We
were stuck in the dark, and didn’t even have Internet.

Matt took my hand in his. His fingers were
rough and the size of his palm engulfed mine. For a second, I
couldn’t breathe.

He came near me. “We should stick close
together.”

All I could do was nod my head. Yeah. Of
course. Why else would we be holding hands?

It was hard to see in the darkness. At least
he couldn’t see the embarrassment on my face. All there was were
rows and rows of shelves that disappeared off into blackness. What
were we going to do if we couldn’t even move around?

Then I remembered.

“I have a flashlight,” I said. “I keep it in
an emergency kit. It’s at my desk, down in the stacks.”

Yes! Linda always made fun of me for having
Band-Aids, antibacterials, and anything else you could need for an
emergency. But finally, it was paying off.

“Do you think it’s safe to go down there in
the dark?” Matt asked. “We can barely see up here. Down there it’ll
be pitch black.”

Already, I started to walk towards the
stairs. I tried to have sure footsteps. I didn’t want him to know I
was scared.

“It’ll be fine,” I said. “I know
everything about this library.”

“You didn’t know about Tamerlane,”
Matt said.

“I know the important stuff. I’ve been using
this library since I was an undergrad. I even have the rumors and
myths down,” I said.

It was easier to pretend in the dark. Even
though Matt’s skin rubbed against mine, I didn’t have to keep a
straight face. I could just keep talking. All I had to do was
control my voice. That was easy enough to do. Right?

“What rumors?” Matt asked.

“Like the rumor that undergrads sneak into
the stacks to have sex right under the librarian’s noses.”

“Is it true?”

As I was about to answer, my foot stepped
into nothingness. Instead of landing on hard stone, it fell through
the air. My arms flailed. I couldn’t even see the railing to grab
onto it.

It was a long way down these stairs. I
wondered if I would be tumbling all the way to the bottom. How long
would it take for an ambulance to find me?

Then my body jerked backwards. Arms circled
my waist and pulled me close. They held me so tight that it was
difficult to breathe. For a while, we just stood there. My body was
too shaken from the possibility of what could’ve happened to do
anything else.

When Matt’s arms relaxed their hold on me, I
started to walk down the stairs again.

“Thanks for-”

Before I could finish, his lips were on mine.
They pressed against my mouth insistently, flooding me with their
warmth. Matt’s hands buried into my hair and pulled my head towards
him.

I could feel the tension in his muscles.
Pressed against him in the dark, all I could focus on were these
sensations. The wet, warmness of Matt’s mouth. The hardness of his
body. The smell of his cologne lingering on his skin.

It wasn’t until Matt’s hand creeped under my
sweater and over my breasts that the spell was broken. I pushed
away from him.

My legs started moving before I even knew
where I was going. Even in the dark, they seemed to have a mind of
their own. Where was I headed? I didn’t know. Away from him.

I wasn’t that kind of girl. Not the kind of
girl to let a guy grope her in the middle of the library. Not the
kind of girl to do that with a complete stranger. Even if he
was handsome, and nice, and liked books.

What did I know? Maybe Matt thought black
girls were easy. Maybe he thought I was an easy score. And who
would know? He would disappear after the blizzard and I’d never see
him again. He’d tell his friends about the librarian he banged
during the storm.

Tears poured down my face in hot streams.
They filled my eyes and obscured my vision, not that I could see
much anyway.

Finally, I made it. My legs gave out and I
slumped to the floor. Even without looking, I could tell where I
was. Rare Books: Mythology. My favorite section.

I wrapped my arms around myself. It was
stupid. Everything that had happened was his fault.
He made us stay late. He trapped us here.

But still, even though I didn’t want to admit
it, I was falling for him. I shivered in the darkness. Somehow it
felt even colder than it had before. Had we lost heating too? Just
how long would I last stuck in here with no electricity, no food,
and no heat? I would be a popsicle before I got out.

Oh well. At least I was surrounded by
books.

Something rustled in the darkness.

“Penelope?”

A bright light cut through the shadows. It
searched left and right, and then trained on me.

“There you are,” Matt said. “I was afraid
something had happened to you.”

Quickly, I wiped the tears off of my face.
“Go away.”

“Penelope, I–”

“Go away!” I yelled. “I’m not going to fuck
you so that you can brag to your friends after this is all
over!”

The next thing I heard was the flashlight
clattering on the ground. I was surrounded by Matt’s warmth again.
He pulled me into a deep hug and pressed a kiss against my
forehead.

“Is that what you thought it was
about?” Matt asked. The deepness of his voice seemed to rumble
though my body.

“Of course I want to brag about you to
my friends,” he said.

I moved to punch him, but his arms kept me
still.

“But that’s not why I kissed you,” he said.
“I kissed you because I knew that I wanted to from the moment you
peeked over my shoulder.”

Matt’s hand came to me cheek and he wiped
away a stray tear.

“Now, since we’re all alone here, and the
heat is out, why don’t we keep each other warm?”

“That’s a terrible line,” I said.

“I know, but you like it.”

Matt’s lips caught mine again, but this time
it felt different. My lips parted for him, letting his hot tongue
explore my mouth. This time I wasn’t shocked. I wasn’t scared. I
just wanted him. All of him.

I pulled Matt close, tugging at his shirt.
His skin felt like it was burning, even though the air around us
was feeling cold. I let my hands roam under his sweater and feel
his body.

Matt pulled my head back, grabbing my hair so
that I couldn’t resist him. His kisses trailed up and down my neck,
leaving behind tracks that felt like fire. His other hand slipped
under my shirt again. Matt pushed my bra up, exposing my hard
nipples to his rough fingers. He squeezed them, playing with them
until I moaned into the quiet air of the library.

I felt Matt’s hardness pressing against me.
It seemed to grow harder and harder by the minute. When his hand
left my breast, I expected him to unbutton his own pants, but he
didn’t.

Matt reached down to my jeans and unzipped
them. With a swift tug, he pulled them off of me. Suddenly, my legs
were exposed to the chilly air with no protection.

His hand creeped between my legs, pressing at
the moist fabric of my panties. I squirmed under his touch. I
didn’t want him there. I wanted him inside me.

I blushed at my own eagerness. Not that long
ago, I ran away from Matt. And now I was on the library floor with
my pants off? In the back of my mind, a voice protested. This
wasn’t what a good girl would do. What would grandmama say?

But I didn’t care about being a good girl.
All I cared about in that moment was the feel of Matt’s touch on my
body. I only cared about the way it burned me to my core.

Matt pushed my legs wide and pulled my
panties aside. I didn’t even have time to brace myself before his
large fingers slipped inside me. I let out a moan, and Matt stifled
it with his lips.

As he slipped in and out of me, I felt my
thoughts disappear. There were no worries. I wasn’t scared. It was
just me and Matt.

It didn’t make sense. I had just met
him. But still it felt perfect.

My whole body started to tingle. Electricity
raced through my nerves, reaching every part of me. I looked Matt
straight in the eye and saw him looking back at me. That gaze
scorched right through my heart. All I could see in it was
desire.

I threw my head back and curled my toes. All
at once, every part of my body stiffened and I started to shiver.
Then, with a loud moan, pleasure wracked my body.

Matt held me close, never letting go until
the shaking stopped and my breath calmed down. When I looked at him
again, he was smiling.

“Now that’s something to brag about,”
he said.

I punched him in the arm and he laughed
again.

“Okay, okay! Just kidding!”

I wanted to lay there in his arms, but as the
heat left me, I started to shiver. That’s right, I had almost
forgotten. We still had no electricity or heat. Wonderful.

As I pulled back on my pants, Matt picked up
the flashlight that he had dropped.

“Is that-”

“Yeah,” Matt said. “It’s your
flashlight.”

“Did you dig through my purse to get
that?”

“How else was I supposed to get it?” he said.
“Don’t worry, I won’t tell anybody about your Juicy Fruit
obsession.”

“Ha ha, very funny,” I said. “Come on, let’s
go back upstairs. At least we can see if the snow lets up from
there.”

Matt grabbed my arm and stopped me from
walking.

“Before we go, remember what I said,” he
said. “I meant it. I’m not going to disappear when we’re free.”

“Yeah well, let’s focus on getting out of
here first.” My voice was quiet. I tried to stop from showing just
how happy that made me feel. But we didn’t have time for a happily
ever after while we were stuck with no food.

Matt led the way up the stairs. He held my
hand and lighted our path with the flashlight. We finally got to
the top of the stairs, he pushed the door open for me.

As soon as we got out onto the main floor, we
could hear it. The noise. Something sounded like grinding. It
echoed throughout the library.

“What’s that?” I asked.

A screeching, scraping sound came from
outside. Was that the building? With the snow so heavy that the
roof was giving way? I couldn’t imagine anything else.

“Hello!”

A voice boomed over what sounded like a
speaker or megaphone.

“Hello, is there anyone in there?”

No way. Matt and I looked at one another and
then ran in the direction of the noise. It was coming from behind
the entrance doors. We pounded on the wood doors and yelled.

“Yes, we are here!” Matt said.

“Please, help us!” I yelled.

We weren’t sure if they heard us, but the
scraping continued. Were they trying to dig us out? We kept
pounding at the door, hoping they would hear us and get us out.
Finally, the scraping stopped.

“Stand back!” the voice yelled.

Then the door opened. I was blinded. It had
been so long in the darkness, that the bright floodlights filled my
vision.

Slowly, I started to see things besides
whiteness. There were people. Tons of them.

The brightness of the floodlights was soon
replaced by cameras flashing.

“Mr. Dufour!” someone yelled.

Who was that? I looked around. The people
seemed to have their cameras trained on me and Matt. A microphone
was shoved in his face.

“Who is this woman, Mr. Dufour?”

“Did she save you?”

“Is she your girlfriend?”

Girlfriend? Wait, why were all of these
people so interested in Matt? Why did they know who he was?

A woman stood in front of us, facing a large
camera that recorded the scene. She talked into her microphone.

“Tonight, billionaire mogul Matthieu Eamon
Dufour has been rescued from a library. He was trapped in the
middle of Snowmageddon, and rescue teams have been searching for
him for hours.

“He appears to be accompanied by an as of yet
unidentified young woman. Could she be another one of his
flings?”

My jaw dropped. Matt? Matthieu? A
billionaire?

I stared at Matt. My look must have said it
all, because he turned to me with a pained expression.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t want to tell
you like this.”

This really was turning out to be one
hell of a day.

“Miss!” someone said. “Miss! Smile!”

A flash blinded me. Before I could see again,
Matt’s hand grabbed mine and we ran.

 


 













GUARDING THE
KING


By C. V. Walter

 


The corporate offices for King Construction
were plush and gorgeous and would have been at home on any
Manhattan street. This meant they stood out in the mostly
industrial suburb of New Jersey they were situated in, located in
their original building, and staffed by people who knew as much
about building codes and lumber as they did about copiers and
social media. Every inch of the building was a testament to the
master craftsmen and artists they employed.

King Construction hired the best and
advertised it.

It was rare for them to post a job opening.
If someone with a specific skill or expertise was needed, resumes
would find their way to the right desk, to be read over by the
right secretary. So it wasn’t a surprise when a handsome man with
broad shoulders, dark hair clipped short and a crooked grin showed
up, resume in hand, in the outer office for Mason King.

The youngest King to join the family
business, Mason was something of a celebrity. Attractive, wealthy
and available, he had a reputation for being a bad boy. His
shameless flirtation with the young heiresses and starlets he’d
been introduced to gave him a reputation as a ladies man. It was
the fights, usually started by jealous boyfriends, that were
starting to get out of control. His father and grandfather had
suggested an unobtrusive bodyguard and Mason had agreed. They left
it to him to find someone who would fit with the direction he was
taking his portion of the business.

“Mr. Wainwright, while I appreciate you
bringing your resume in person, there really is no way I can
arrange an interview today. Mr. King is far too busy to be
interrupted.”

“I understand he’s busy, Ms. Carlisle, but I
was led to believe this was a rather urgent matter. I’m willing to
wait as long as necessary if you can get me an interview
today.”

The secretary sighed and opened the envelope
he’d handed her. She pulled his resume out, along with a twenty
dollar bill with a micro sd card taped to it.

She rolled her eyes and detached the bill.
“Mr. Wainwright, I’m certain you realize that bribing me isn’t
going to get me to get you in any faster.”

“Of course it won’t,” he said equably. “It’s
payment for the return of the memory card. It’s the only place in
the world where those videos are stored and they’re very precious
to me.”

“Footage of your qualifications?” she asked,
her eyebrow raised.

“And why I’m certain Mr. King will see me
today. I have an adapter if you need one.”

“I have the latest tablet, it’ll read it
directly,” she said and pulled it out of her desk drawer. Her face
was still skeptical when the folder opened to show two videos.

“The five-minute one should be enough to
convince you, if you’d like.”

“I sincerely hope you aren’t wasting my
time,” she said, her eyes widening when she saw the first screen of
the video. It was her boss, tied to a padded bench and following
the man in front of her with lust in his eyes. She cleared her
throat. “The King’s do not take kindly to blackmail, Mr.
Wainwright.”

“It’s not blackmail, Ms. Carlisle, I told you
that’s the only copy of those videos that exist. I’d like them back
and you may keep the twenty to return them and I’ll leave, if you
think your boss won’t want to see me. I promise they won’t be
leaked if I get them back.” He grinned at her. “Of course, if Mr.
King isn’t too busy to see me, I’m certain you’ll have time to
watch the longer one during an interview. I would, of course, have
to trust that you wouldn’t copy them without my permission.”

He could see desire warring with duty on her
face. She finally looked down at his resume and sighed.

Buzzing the intercom, she played with the
edge of her tablet, refusing to look at the man who’d had his cock
in her boss’s mouth at some time in the recent past.

“Yes, Ms. Carlisle?”

“I have someone here for the bodyguard
position, Mr. King. I think he’s someone you’ll want to see.”

“Thank you, Gena, send him in.”

There was a click and she waved him to the
door in the far wall. “Mr. King will see you now.”

He grinned at her. “Enjoy the movie, Gena. I
always do.”

 


* * *

 


When Jack entered the office, Mason was
glancing at a computer screen while he made notes on a tablet.
“Please, take a seat mister.”

“Wainwright,” Jack said, sitting in the chair
across the desk. “Jack Wainwright. I’m here about the bodyguard
position.”

Mason’s head snapped up and he stared.
“Jack.”

“Wainwright, yes sir,” Jack said with a
twinkle in his eye. “I understand you’re looking for someone to
keep you out of trouble.”

“What are you doing here?”

“Applying for a job,” he said. “Didn’t your
secretary tell you?”

Rarely struck speechless, Mason floundered
for something to say. “But, why me?”

“You’re doing some exciting things, from what
I understand, but nobody would tell me exactly what it is your
branch of the company is doing. Also, the blood from that last
fight they were showing all over the tabloids look pretty
nasty.”

Mason shook his head. “Most of it was from me
breaking the other guys nose when he wouldn’t let me walk
away.”

“Saying most of it wasn’t yours means some of
it was. Where’d you get hurt?”

“Uh, his tooth caught me when I head-butted
him and broke his nose. Just under the hairline so it bled like a
bitch but it healed up in a couple of days.”

“And you head-butting the punks who get in
your face is worrying your parents so they want you to hire a
bodyguard. Ever thought about not being so public?”

Mason laughed. “I have. Unfortunately, I’m
the heir to a billion dollar construction empire and my new
division, which I’m handling all by myself, runs entirely off
referrals. I have to make contact with the people who can afford
me.”

“Why referral only?” Jack leaned forward.

“Because one of my most important guarantees
is discretion. Most of the people who want what I’m offering want
to keep it secret. It’s kind of the whole point.”

“What, are you specializing in building
spinning bookcases with hidden rooms?”

Mason grinned. “Even better.” He opened an
app on his tablet and selected something, watching Jack’s face
while he tried to find the source of the whir of quiet machinery. A
sex swing lowered gently from the ceiling, ending at the correct
height. The chains rattled gently when it stopped.

“Hidden sex equipment?” Jack stood up and
looked up to see what the swing was attached to.

“Hidden dungeons. Not everybody wants to keep
their playthings out in the open, and not everybody wants every
toy. Some people just want to be able to put it away when they’re
done.”

“Is the swing trick just to show what can be
done?”

“No, the whole office is rigged. In fact,
it’s the most complete dungeon I’ve designed to date.”

“You designed it?”

“I’m not just a pretty face, you know, Jack.
You watched me get the engineering degree, distracted me from my
studies often enough, I wasn’t at Herschfield to kill time until my
father handed me a cushy job with a nice office.”

“A very nice office, if what you’re saying is
true.” Jack pulled on the chain for the swing. “Is this just for
show?”

“Everything is fully functional.”

Jack walked around the desk and pulled Mason
up to kiss him. He devoured his mouth like a starving man, who’d
been sitting too near food and not allowed any for too long.
Pushing him back slightly, he spoke against his lips. “What do you
have on the desk?”

“Spreader bar, straps, leg rests,” Mason said
breathlessly.

“Do they pop out or are they just there?”

“Hidden underneath and inside the legs.”

Jack stepped back and dropped to one knee,
feeling for the straps under the desk. Mason laughed shakily.
“They’re easier to find if you’re on your back. In that position,
you look like you’re ready to propose.”

“Well,” Jack said, reaching into his pocket.
“I did bring a ring.”

He held the leather cock ring with silver
snaps out to Mason who took it. “Should I say I accept?”

“Say what you want because it’s going to be
your last chance once I have my dick in your throat.” Jack said,
releasing the straps and the spreader bar from under the desk. “But
first, you should tell your secretary to call Human Resources to
start my paperwork.”

“You really want the job?”

“I really want your ass. I’ll do what I have
to to keep it in one piece.”

Mason reached over to activate the intercom.
His secretary’s heavy breathing greeted him along with the wet
sounds of her masturbating. Jack grinned when he recognized what
was happening. Turning off the intercom, he looked at Jack.

“I gave her something to occupy her time. I’m
guessing she liked it. Maybe we should give her a few minutes to
finish.”

“Do I want to know?”

“I’ll show you tonight, we’ll make popcorn,
I’ll bend you over your couch and fuck you while you watch. Trust
me, you’ll enjoy it. Now, strip.”

Mason started to take off his jacket. “Well,
if you insist.”

“No, leave the tie on,” Jack said, when his
hands went to loosen it. “And the shirt. Lose the pants, though,
and everything else.”

With a haste born of anticipation, Mason did
as he was told, his cock hard and begging for what was to come.
When his pants hit the floor, Jack grabbed his tie and pulled him
forward, crushing the stiff silk in his hand and devouring Mason’s
lips while he struggled to step out of the fabric binding his
ankles. Jack wrapped his hand around the back of his neck and held
him still until he’d gotten his fill of his lips and tongue then
pulled back and stepped away.

“Lean on the desk and spread your legs,” he
said and knelt down to pick up the spreader bar. The top of his
head brushed Mason’s hard belly and he turned to see the cock
bobbing in front of his face. He gripped it with a rough hand and
heard the man above him give out a satisfying gasp. Two strokes
brought forth a bead of pre-cum and he leaned forward to lick it,
dragging the flat of his tongue up the underside of his cock to the
head, which he surrounded with his mouth and sucked hard. He felt
it jump in his mouth and he slid his mouth up and down the shaft,
sucking and flicking the underside of the head with his tongue.

Mason moaned. “Gawd, Jack, if you keep doing
that, I’m not going to last.”

“You’ll cum when I say you do,” Jack said,
letting the dick fall out of his mouth. “You know the way the game
is played.”

Mason groaned in response when he took his
cock back into his mouth. The wet, sucking pleasure was almost too
much for him to stand. He knew Jack could read him to within
moments of him losing control but he wasn’t sure he was going to be
able to keep it; it had been too long since the last time he’d done
this.

Sensing he was on the edge, Jack pulled back
and stood up, bringing the spreader bar with him. Moving behind
him, he pulled Mason’s hips back until his back was almost level
then kicked his ankles apart. He knelt to lock the cuffs around his
ankles and clipped them to the bar. Mason shivered when the cool
leather touched his naked skin and he could feel his cock bouncing
against his stomach.

Jack moved around beside him and Mason turned
to watch him. His cock was hard and shoved firmly against the front
of his pants. As Jack began to unzip his pants, Mason’s mouth
watered, remembering the taste of the pre-cum and the feel of the
hard velvet skin on his tongue. It was as hard as he’d ever
remembered seeing it and his ass clenched at the thought of taking
it hard and deep inside.

“Oh yeah, I can tell you want it, slut,” Jack
said, stroking the shaft while he watched Mason’s face. “Do you
want a taste before I shove it in your ass? Want to feel it in your
throat? Maybe if you ask real pretty, I’ll let you feel how hard
the cock ring makes me before I fill your tight little ass. You
gonna beg for it, cumslut?”

Swallowing, Mason nodded. “Please, Jack, let
me taste your cock. I need to feel you in my mouth.”

Jack smirked. “You always did like the feel
of my cock in your throat, didn’t you slut? You worked so hard to
get it all the way in.” He wrapped the cock ring around the base of
his member, pulling it tight behind his balls and snapping it. The
skin flushed and stiffened even further and Mason’s eyes got wide.
“Open up, cockslut, you said you wanted it in your mouth.”

The angle was awkward for Mason, the only
support he had was the edge of the desk, but he opened his mouth
and made it as easy as possibly for Jack to fuck his mouth. He
couldn’t get deep but that wasn’t the point. Mason’s mouth was hot
and wet, sucking as soon as the cock entered and trying to get as
much as he could. He laved the head, getting every drop of pre-cum
and making the cock even harder. It felt like steel covered in silk
by the time Jack pulled it out.

He made a show of looking through Mason’s
desk drawer for lube and shook his head when he didn’t find any.
“There’s some,” Mason started but stopped when Jack put a finger
against his lips.

“You have all these toys and the lube isn’t
easy to find? I almost wonder who you were planning on playing with
in here. But then, I remembered how much you liked it when you
could really feel me penetrating you. You liked that, didn’t you
cockslut? You liked the feel of me having to fight for every inch.”
He ran his hand lightly down Mason’s back, laying it lightly on his
ass. A hard smack followed by a light stroke landed on his left
butt cheek, then his right. “I don’t feel like spitting on you
today, cockslut, so should I just do without? Try and force it in
with just what you left when you sucked it?”

Mason whimpered and Jack laughed.

“No, you’re right, I’m not interested in
rubbing my cock raw in your delicious ass. You’re lucky I was
planning on bending you over your desk and fucking you no matter
what else happened, because that means I came prepared. You should
say thank you.”

“Thank you, Jack,” Mason gasped as the cool
oil dripped down his ass. Jack’s expert fingers began to work it in
and out of his well-trained ass, making sure he would be well lubed
for the hard fucking he was about to receive.

When he was ready, Jack put the bottle of
lube in front of Mason. “Remember where that is. If we need to
reapply, I’m going to make you hand it to me.”

Stepping behind him, he ran his hands over
his ass and the backs of his thighs. He spread Mason’s ass cheeks
and sighed looking at the red star in front of him. Careful not to
kick the spreader bar, he got as close as he could and put the head
of his cock against it. He pushed, enjoying the sound of Mason’s
groan as he breached the opening and slid deep inside.

He started slow, relishing the feeling of
Mason’s ass around him, giving him a chance to get used to the
invasion. Sliding back out, he could feel him clench as he tried to
keep him deep and chuckled. “Want it hard, do you? Want me to ride
you?”

“Yes, Jack, please,” Mason groaned. “Fuck
me.”

“Fuck what?” Jack teased.

“Fuck my ass. Fuck my tight, hot, cumslut
ass, Jack.”

“Who?” Jack paused with the head of his cock
just inside the sphincter.

“Master,” Mason gasped. “Please, master, fuck
my cumslut ass. Take it only the way you can.”

Jack smiled and slammed home. Mason bit his
lip to keep from screaming. With no goal but to fuck the beautiful
ass in front of him as hard and as deep as he could, Jack started a
punishing pace that buried him deep with each stroke. He could feel
his balls boiling with the need to release his seed but he couldn’t
let go, not yet. With a hard thrust, he stopped with his cock deep
inside, his balls resting against Mason’s.

“Fuck, slut,” he panted. “You took that like
a champ, like you wanted me inside you.”

“I did, master, I do. I need your cock in my
ass, I crave it.”

Jack pulled out and Mason whimpered at the
sudden emptiness. He looked up as his master came around to look
him in the face. A strong hand on his chin tilted his head back
until his neck ached. He leaned down and kissed his lips softly,
then deeper, needing the feel of his tongue in his mouth.

Letting go of his face, Jack put his shoulder
under Mason’s belly and lifted him, carrying him the few feet to
the swing in the ceiling. Mason’s hands ran over his back and ass
and his cock thrust insistently against his chest. Careful not to
drop him in the swing, Jack watched the chains snap to attention as
the weight settled on them.

Jack grabbed the spreader bar and lifted it,
forcing Mason onto his back and stretching his legs up as well as
out. Clips on the cuffs attached to the chains, keeping the bar up
and out of the way. The abused red silk tie was calling to him and
he used it to pull Mason close until his cock rested against his
ass. He bent down and kissed him, shoving his tongue deep,
mimicking what his cock had been doing earlier.

“That’s better,” he murmured against his lips
and stood up. Mason’s eyes were wide with lust and other emotions
when Jack notched himself at his ass and pushed. With his hands on
Mason’s hips, he pulled him onto his cock then leaned forward to
kiss him again. They kissed while Jack pumped Mason’s ass up and
down his cock. A hand slid up his stomach to pinch his left nipple
and Mason gasped. His hand went to his cock and started stroking,
the need to cum becoming urgent.

“Master, I need your cum,” Mason gasped.

“Cum with me, slut,” Jack instructed. “I’m
going to fill your ass with cum.” He groaned as he felt the
pressure building.

Mason’s ass began to ripple around him and
Jack let loose. He pulled him close and shot hot ribbons of cum up
his lover’s ass. Mason sent long streams of cum over his own belly
and Jack scooped them up with two fingers, putting them into the
other man’s mouth to suck while they both came.

When Jack finished, he pulled out gingerly
and scooped more cum up and added it to his own cum on his cock.
Moving to Mason’s head, he pulled the other man’s head down to lick
his cock. Watching it disappear between his red, kiss bruised lips,
his recently satiated cock began to stiffen. He found himself
fucking Mason’s mouth, pushing as deep as he could get into his
throat from the angle. While he could feel him choking around his
cock, he also felt the hand on his ass urging him deeper. His
second orgasm was a shock but a welcome one for both of them.

Mason swallowed every drop of cum and only
let Jack’s cock out of his mouth after he’d gotten every trace of
cum off of it.

Using the chains to hold himself up, Jack
reached up to unhook the cuffs from the bar. Mason’s legs fell and
he stood up slowly. He brought a chair over for Jack to sit down
and sat on the floor next to him, unwilling to be far from the man
he’d had no idea he’d missed. The cum sliding out of his ass was a
welcome reminder of how deeply he’d been fucked and it was a
feeling he was afraid he’d been craving.

“Think your secretary’s done masturbating?”
Jack asked with a wry smile.

Mason laughed. “Maybe. I’ll make sure to
listen before we leave. I’d hate to have to ask what got her so
worked up.”

“I promised to show you,” Jack said. “And I
meant it. Did you want to leave now or did you still have work to
do?”

“What’s the point of being the boss if you
can’t leave early now and then? Besides, your paperwork won’t be
ready until tomorrow, anyway, and I can think of things I’d much
rather be doing than sitting around here waiting for HR.”

“But you have such fun toys here,” Jack
protested.

“I have even better ones at home,” Mason
countered.

“Then I demand to see all of them, even if we
don’t get to use all of them tonight.”

Mason shivered. “There’s a lot of them, a few
I’m not even sure I’ll be able to take.”

“I should make you start with those,” Jack
said and stroked his hair. “But I won’t. Tonight, it’s about
popcorn and movies and getting off as much as possible. We’ll start
pushing your limits tomorrow.”

They sat quietly, Jack stroking his hair
while Mason cuddled against his thigh.

“I missed this,” Mason said quietly. “Thanks
for coming for me, Jack.”

Jack sighed. “I’ll always come for you.”






















A MATTRESS MODEL’S FIRST
DAY


By Lindsey Bedder

 


 


We Need Rent

 


My boyfriend didn’t want me to go on this
modeling gig. He said it sounded fishy, but he said that about all
of them. I had canceled the first few because I’m an awesome and
respectful girlfriend, but soon I realized he’d have me cancel all
of them if he could.

This time I put my foot down and said what we
both knew: Rent was due in fifteen days and he hadn’t requested
enough hours at the supermarket where he works. He’s trying to
qualify for a Halo tournament and that’s his whole life right now.
Maybe you’ve heard of him, he goes by YtterbiumFlare online.
He’s very ambitious and he has been practicing his gaming nonstop
for months. He won’t even cover his friend’s shifts or apply for
overtime.

I said, “Either give up Halo, or don’t bitch
when I model lingerie.”

He was clearly conflicted, but I had the rent
on my side.

When he didn’t answer, I said, “Fine.
Lingerie modeling it is How about this: I won’t bitch about you
playing Halo all the time, if you don’t bitch about my work.”

“Your ‘work’?” he scoffed. “You’re standing
around without clothes on.”

It was more than that, of course, but I made
an allowance for his male ego. I was the one with the professional
portfolio that I started even before college. I was the one who
kept in shape while he slowly spread over the couch like warm
butter. I was the one who could pull $600 a day while he toiled at
minimum wage.

I kissed his forehead. “If you could have my
job, you’d take it in a heartbeat. Don’t be jealous. Just let me
work, and don’t ask questions.”

“Deal, I guess.”

 


 


The Mattress King of New Jersey

 


My gig was at the Mattress King of New
Jersey. I took the Path Train and then followed Siri’s instructions
until I found the location, a janky strip mall with cracked
sidewalks in front. The Mattress King had knocked out the walls
between the stores and his sales floor now spanned the entire
front. They were doing brisk business for a Thursday.

I wandered in and was immediately cornered by
a salesman.

“Kitten, Kitten!” he exclaimed. He wrapped an
arm around my shoulders and guided me to a stack of high-end
queen-size mattresses. “Are we shopping just for you? For you and a
lucky man? For you and me? Wink-wink.”

Another salesman appeared from behind us.
“Armando, remember the deal. The next hot babe coming through the
doors is mine.”

The new guy unpeeled me from Armando and
pulled me close. He stood behind me, his slim body pressed against
mine. He wrapped an arm over my front like he was claiming me as
more than a customer.

“My name is Lubrio,” he said. He had a deep
voice and a trace of an accent. “Let me show you around,
Kitten.”

I grew up in a big, touchy Idaho family, so I
didn’t mind all this body contact. Also, models have to get used to
men taking liberties now and then. We’re like temps who play
dress-up, and you can’t take it personally when they forget you’re
a person. This was one reason I didn’t want my boyfriend to know
too many details about my modeling. He might ask if I enjoyed the
attention.

Lubrio’s hand clenched my bare shoulder and
his arm crossed my chest. He began to enumerate the qualities of
the nearest mattress with his lips by my ear.

I’ll say this: For a salesman, Lubrio didn’t
listen too closely. Telling him that I wasn’t in the market for a
mattress was like trying to pee uphill. He only stopped his pitch
when the Mattress King of New Jersey himself came over. I
recognized the King from his TV commercials, which all my friends
make fun of. He was short, round, and even sweatier than on the
TV.

“Are you the New York model?” he asked.
“Because I told everybody I was getting a New York model.”

“The one and only,” I said. “Thanks for
selecting me. I’m glad to be here.”

“Stop pestering the New York model, you
jerks. She’s not here for you to fight over.”

Lubrio removed his hand from my shoulder, and
let it drop down to my hip. It was a hot July, so I had on a loose,
strappy little summer dress and two-inch pumps. And, since this was
a lingerie shoot, I wasn’t wearing a bra, panties, or anything else
that might leave marks on my skin. You never know what parts of
your body a garment will highlight.

All three men hovered over me and I felt
slightly self-conscious. My dress hinted at a lot of skin and I
knew it. That morning, I’d waffled at the door before heading out
into the world. Receiving glances on the sidewalk and subway was
easier than this kind of close-up scrutiny.

“Love the dress, Kitten,” Lubrio said.

“Thanks! It’s silk.”

“It really shows you off,” Armando put
in.

“So smooth.” Lubrio stroked his hand over my
hip, which tickled. I giggled until my woman-sense finally engaged,
and I realized he was feeling around for the straps of my
panties.

“So where is the shoot?” I asked the
King.

“Shoot? What do you mean, shoot?”

“We’re shooting lingerie, right?”

The King didn’t answer directly. “What kind
of lingerie have you done? I have to warn you, I want something a
showy.”

I shrugged. “Lingerie is lingerie. I’m a
model and a professional. I might not be able to make everything
look good, but I’ll try my best.”

“Just put on your good stuff,” the King said.
He grabbed my arm in his big, damp hand and pulled me away from
Lubrio. “You don’t mind cameras, do you?”

“Obviously not.”

He gestured for me to turn around for him. He
was the boss, so I spun and tried to make it look graceful. “You
look amazing, Kitten. You’re nicely put together.”

“Thanks, Mattress King.” My agent was never
so complimentary. He always harped on how my chest was too big, and
that it would keep me from doing real couture work, where the money
is.

“Do you have it in the car?” the King
asked.

“Do I have what in the car? And, what
car?”

“All I see is a little purse and a tiny
dress,” the King said. “Where is your lingerie?”

I looked between the King, Lubrio, and
Armando. As far as I could tell, they were seriously waiting for my
answer. “I’m the model,” I said succinctly. “You pay me to wear
your lingerie.”

“You didn’t bring lingerie?” He slapped his
forehead. “Of course! I’m an idiot. A New York model, of course
she’s going to get star treatment. Armando, Lubrio, take some cash
from the till and run across the street to Schlotsky’s. Pick out
some nice lingerie for the New York model.”

“What?” I blurted.

The King turned back to me. “You have any
special requests, Kitten?”

“No bra or panties,” I said automatically.
“They leave marks on the skin.”

“Nice,” said Armando, looking me up and down
again.

“You’re a real pro,” the King said, eyes full
of admiration. He turned to the two men. “You heard the model, go
get some threads. Let your imagination run wild.”

The salesmen hustled off like excited boys,
and the King pulled me to his dingy office at the back of the
store. “You can change in my office. Just tell me to close my eyes
or something. I don’t care. I have daughters. You can watch the
security monitors to stay entertained.”

“Where is the photographer?” I asked, still
confused.

He shook his head. “This isn’t a photographer
gig, honey. This is a showcase gig. You’re the floor model. Get it?
You’re like a booth babe at a convention.”

He bustled off before I could reply.

Floor model? Booth babe?

My goddamn agent sold me out!

My agent always insisted that I had a
biker-babe body, that I shouldn’t aim for high fashion. He said I’d
never be more than my tits and ass. In our meetings, he constantly
aimed me toward conventions and go-go dancing gigs, like he looked
at me and only saw a stripper. It would be just like him to trick
me into a gig he wanted, rather than helping me break
through with my personal look and style.

Trying to stay calm, I checked my agent’s
email again. He’d written that this was six hours at “glamour
rate”. That wasn’t “couture rate” but it was much, much better than
“convention rate”.

The facts suddenly lined up in my head. One,
the Mattress King was apparently fixated on getting a model, any
model, from New York. Two, a real high-end model wouldn’t go
to New Jersey. Three, a New York agent would gouge a New Jersey
client at every turn. The result: Me. At least I wouldn’t be
working for pennies. Besides, I was already here, depressingly far
away from Manhattan.

“I can do this,” I muttered. “I can do this.
What the fuck does a floor model do, anyways?”

 


 


The First Mattress

 


What does a floor model do? Apparently, she
starts her day by waiting half an hour on the clock. I earned $40
watching the screens as high definition security cameras showed
swarms of customers pulsing through the store. Oddly, there were a
lot of young men out there.

Lubrio returned first and handed me a
Schlotsky’s bag. The King stuck his head in and said, “I’ve
approved all these outfits. I sent Armando to return the crap he
picked. What an idiot. I want to sell mattresses. I’m building the
dream of a hot babe in the bed. If it’s not sexy and showy, what’s
the point?”

“Um, why do you only have men buying
mattresses?”

He broke out a sunny smile. “Because I’m a
genius, that’s why. The Gandry Airforce Base is five miles that
way. The University of Jersey City East is a mile that way. Fuck,
there’s even a men’s seminary around the corner. That translates
into a ton of young men buying mattresses and then moving away.
It’s like I’m printing money.”

“That’s why you’re the boss, boss,” said
Lubrio.

“Damn straight. Now, Kitten, change your
outfit every half hour. Start slow but turn up the heat. Build
everybody to a peak. You New York models know how to do that,
right?”

“But what am I supposed to do?”

“The regular. Walk around. Find some guys.
Lie down on the beds for them. Tell them how comfortable you
are.”

I have to admit, I might have giggled
nervously at that point. My eyes darted to the video screens. Lots
of people wandering around. Lots of men. When I turned back, the
King was gone and Lubrio was easing out the door.

“Don’t be shy,” he said. “This is what you’re
built for.”

I pulled my dress off and dropped it on the
King’s messy desk. Funny how I’d walked out of my apartment feeling
naughty and a little thrilled because it was so risqué. No panties,
no bra. Only thin silk to cover my shimmy as I walked. Now I was
switching to lingerie.

I checked myself in the reflection from the
one-way mirror that looked onto the sales floor. (At least I damn
well hoped it was a mirror and not a tinted window!) Seeing myself
naked, even in low heels, brought back a little confidence. I’m not
a narcissist but I work hard on my body and I’m proud of it.

The reason I’m not a couture-quality model is
that I have some curves on me. I have defined thighs and a high ass
from doing endless squats at the gym. My torso flares in both
directions from a tight, narrow waist that ripples with muscle on
my low-bloat days. My boobs, the beasts that supposedly keep me off
the runways of Fashion Week, are high and full. I love my unruly
boobs. In the right setting they can dominate a conversation.

The first outfit was a strappy teddy. It slid
softly up my legs, and even though Lubrio didn’t know my size, it
fit perfectly. I had to loosen the shoulder straps to make room for
my breasts, which didn’t leave much to cover them, but luckily they
like fresh air. Wide transparent panels ran between my breasts and
down each side of my torso. My ass peeked out the bottom.

It was a cheap teddy, not sensual in the
slightest. It was something a horny teenager might have designed
while waiting for American Pie to start on cable. Price tag:
$12. I made it look damn good.

“This is it,” I told myself. “Put on your
game face and earn some rent.”

I left the office and turned the corner onto
the sales floor. My pulse hammered in my ear. People turned toward
me immediately but I didn’t focus on them. I adopted a bland smile
and slowed down, because I didn’t have a destination, so why hurry?
Cool air caressed the many exposed parts of my body, and my breasts
rocked back and forth.

I wasn’t going to chicken out, but my mind
was singing, You’re doing this, you’re doing this,
ohgodohgodohgod, you’re doing this.

I was dimly aware when I passed Armando and
Lubrio, who had strategically stationed themselves for the best
view of my entrance. Lubrio put his hands over his heart in a fake
swoon and said what every high-end fashion model longs to hear:
“You look redonkulously sexxay, Kitten.”

“Do you have any heels?” I whispered. “High
heels?”

“I’ll check lost and found.”

I did a circuit of the sales floor, building
up courage. I was sensible to the fact that if this was a photo
shoot I wouldn’t be self-conscious at all. I told myself that these
men could just as easily drool over me in a photo spread in a
magazine, and I was simply removing one level of separation.
Somehow, that helped enough that I finally decided on a cluster of
older men. They were scruffy but well-built, with well-defined
arms.

“Let me guess,” I said, coming up behind
them. “You’re seminary students?”

They turned and did a double-take. Their eyes
raked up and down my body with an almost physical force that I
could lean into. I found myself striking a pose, hip cocked and one
leg turned out.

“We’re airborne, sweetheart,” said one of the
men, in a deep Southern drawl.

“You’re airborne, and you’re looking for a
cushy bed to sleep on?”

“Even the best need to sleep sometimes.”

“Sleep, and other things,” another
smirked.

I stepped among them, my heart dancing. I was
damn well aware of how my nipples poked against the front of the
teddy. I said, “I always thought that you guys sleep on piles of
your enemy’s bones.”

“Is this your regular business attire?” the
southerner asked. The men stood ticklishly close without touching
me, except they touched me all over with their eyes.

“The Mattress King hired me to make your
shopping experience more interesting.” I batted my eyes at him.
Nobody had said anything about flirting, but I couldn’t stop
myself. It was like most of me was frozen in mortification, so a
buried piece of my personality was finally able to shine through.
Being brash put me a little more in control. Making like a nurse, a
principal, or some other woman accustomed to being bossy, I grabbed
one man in each hand. “Can you help me onto this bed?”

The Mattress King also hadn’t said anything
about a touch-fest, but when they latched onto my back and legs it
became less about me prancing around with nervous energy, and more
about them copping a feel.

They lofted me effortlessly onto the bed but
my shoe snagged the comforter. One of the airborne had to put a
hand directly on my ass to ease me on, and his palm caught a wide
patch of hot skin. I giggled again from the sheer ridiculousness of
this, came to my senses, and spun like a cat so my barely-covered
butt wouldn’t be in their faces. I faced them on my hands and
knees, and, less like a cat, my breasts rocked free. They didn’t
have many places to look other than down my front.

“Doesn’t it look soft?” I asked, my voice
cracking.

“That bed looks fifty times better than it
did a minute ago,” said the southerner with a wink.

“Y’all want me to lie down for…y’all?” I
drawled. I can’t do accents but nobody complained.

They slowly circled the bed, like predators
seeing prey. “Sure. Get yourself comfortable.”

I gave a theatrical stretch. “I’m so worn out
by modeling,” I said, fake sleepy. “I need to catch some Z’s.”

“Yeah, honey.” The southerner supported my
back and let me gently down on the bed, as if I couldn’t complete
such a maneuver without help. His other hand gave unnecessary
support to my tummy, where his fingers spread and caught a massive
feel through the teddy. I spend half my life in the gym, so luckily
I didn’t feel the slightest bit self-conscious about what he might
have felt.

I nestled into the bed and luxuriated for
them on the soft sheets. I rubbed my thighs together, and a
low-wattage thrill filled my body. They gawked as I squirmed.

“Mmmm,” I said with a sleepy smile, “I could
get used to this bed.”

“I’m Zach,” said the southerner. “What’s your
name?”

I thought for a second. “Call me Kitten.”

He eased to his knees on the floor beside the
bed, so his face was level with mine. One shy hand slid over my
shoulder, while the other slipped across the sheet to my waist and
plucked at the silk teddy. “You’re not really named Kitten.”

I shrugged, which slid one of the teddy
straps off my shoulder. The big tough airborne guys gasped, which
was fucking hilarious, so I left the strap where it was. I was
hyper-aware of everything about myself: How I was arranged, what I
was showing, how far I wanted to go. I fed off their attention like
a plant in the sunlight.

I could get used to this, I realized.
I could get very used to this kind of adulation. Then I told
myself, You have a boyfriend, Kitten, and his name is
YtterbiumFlare.

I rolled on my side toward Zach the
Southerner, propping my head on my hand. My left breast, which had
been dizzying close to popping completely out, slid back under the
fabric. The trade off was that the back of the teddy crept up my
ass. The bottom half of my butt was in the open air, and I knew
what the men behind me were seeing.

“Well, what do you want to call me?” I
teased.

Suddenly my bed bounced, and I gave a squeak
of surprise. I rolled backwards into the depression formed by a
second body on the mattress. It was another one of the airborne,
and he had a wicked smile on his scruffy face. Airborne aren’t your
average young soldiers, they’re a little older and more careworn.
This one had lines around his smiling gray eyes, and also a granite
jawline and an outdoorsy tan. I would have noticed him on the
street, and then kept noticing him.

He was lower on the bed than me, so his face
was by my breasts. This was the only thing that saved him from a
highly inappropriate kiss. Really. A different version of myself,
this new “Kitten” version, wanted to act on how close he was.

Get a grip, girl!

“Sorry,” he murmured, leaning close. “The
mattress looked so inviting.”

I still had a level of control over this
situation, but if I flinched it would break my spell. So I went the
opposite direction, the way Kitten would go. I lifted my arms above
my head and arched my back in a spine-cracking stretch. I was so
keyed up I could feel him breathe on me. His breath filtered
through the sheer panels of the teddy and tickled my breasts.

I hope they don’t pop out in his face,
I thought at first. Then I thought: Oh, shut up, dummy.
Because I didn’t hope any such thing. I was flying by instinct
alone.

Zach the Southerner slid in on the other side
of me. I had two hot, hard military bodies pressed against me. This
was still innocent, sort of. Zach brushed my hair out of my
face, and the new guy petted away the wrinkles in my teddy until it
was smooth over my stomach. His hand explored the fabric between my
ribs and my hips. Okay, not very innocent anymore.

I checked the rest of my fan club, which by
this point was composed of the airborne soldiers and a few softer,
younger-looking college kids. My eyes scrolled from one hungry,
absorbed face to another. It didn’t matter where they were from.
Even if they were from the seminary around the corner, they wanted
me.

One or two of them ripped their gaze off me
to glance around the store self-consciously. I suddenly found it
intolerable that their eyes weren’t locked on. I wiggled more
snugly between my men, and their eyes snapped back. I let one thigh
relax against Zach, and one thigh relax against the other guy.
That held the group’s attention. Of course, now they could
see further up my legs, maybe even into the teddy.

Did I care what they saw? I wasn’t sure. I
knew that Kitten welcomed their eyes, and Kitten was me right
now.

I catalogued their gazes, scanning through
faces at various stages of lust, until my eyes landed on the
Mattress King.

The boss!

I snapped my legs together and tried to sit
up. That struggle only brought attention to how far Zach and the
other airborne soldier had entangled me in their hands.

After watching me struggle, the King took my
free hand and pulled me out of the man stew. He was short and
round, but strong, maybe from hoisting all these mattresses, and he
smiled when I toppled into his arms. The crowd of men parted
reluctantly, and some who had held off while I was their captive
grabbed the chance to pet me as I flew by.

The King’s eyes caught all of this, and I
tried to play it off like it was beneath notice. Just one of the
regular side effects of modeling. Zach let his fingers trail up the
inside of my thigh as I fought for balance. His fingers brushed on
my pussy before I was pulled clear. I held the King’s eyes and
didn’t let the sudden explosion of sensation register on my
face.

I wanted to stay just a few seconds longer,
to see what would become of that light touch, but the King marched
me back to the office.

“Time for a new outfit. Remember, every
thirty minutes.”

“That was regular modeling, you know,” I
temporized. “We call it close-up modeling. It helps generate an air
of…mystery. It wasn’t how it probably looked.”

“Don’t worry, Kitten.” The King shut the door
behind us. “This is exactly what I wanted. I want the store to get
a reputation. When words get out, I’ll lock down every red-blooded
male in thirty miles.”

“So it wasn’t too much? It wasn’t…um…too New
York?”

“Nah, they’re just horny. Nothing you can’t
handle, or vice versa. You played them perfectly.”

“Some of them touched me,” I blurted. Now
that I was away from the men, I wasn’t sure if I was complaining,
warning him, or warning myself. Was that slutty, what I had just
done? I didn’t want to seem slutty. Did I care about all those
anonymous touches? If I was being honest with myself, I didn’t care
at all. “I just want to be sure you know what’s happening.”

“They touched you, Kitten, and you purred
like a cat in heat!” he said. “By the way, here are some
shoes.”

“Ooh! Shoes!” Lubrio had produced a full box
of women’s shoes from lost and found, and I dug through them,
wondering remotely why a mattress store would have such a
collection. The pair that fit perfectly were bright red with 6-inch
heels.

The King held up a pink negligée that hadn’t
been one of Lubrio’s earlier selections.

“Did Armando pick that out?”

The King rolled his eyes. “Nope, that boy has
no taste. I had him grab everything at Schlotsky’s and picked
through it myself. He’s taking the rest back.”

I imagined it on my body. Negligée, I
told myself, shares a root with ‘negligible.’

On the one hand, it wasn’t insanely short and
that was a relief. On the other hand, that was the only relief.

It was another concoction of straps and lace,
with a molded lift-and-separate bodice of semi-opaque lace and a
flowing skirt that had been compromised and sexified by
strips of transparent gauze. It had daring cuts on each side which
went past the hips all the way up the waist. Sure, it was cheap,
but I knew I could make it look amazing. Maybe I’d found my
modeling niche, making trashy look classy. Maybe my agent had been
right all along, not that I’d ever tell him. Had he seen something
about me that I couldn’t see myself? Was there something I couldn’t
admit?

“I’m changing in here, huh?” I glanced
meaningfully between the King and the door, but he didn’t take the
hint.

“You’re on the clock so make it quick. Like
backstage at one of the fashion shows. I saw some undercover video
of how you guys prance around in front of everybody.”

True enough. That was part of the job, too. I
kicked off my pumps and put the heels on. I was none-to-steady in
front of his desk, but the King didn’t mind seeing me bent over and
wobbling.

I stood up again at least six inches more
awe-inspiring than before. Somehow, this made the King look twelve
inches shorter. My new perspective helped me see that he was only
feigning indifference. He couldn’t keep his eyes off me.
Emboldened, I said, “You’re right. This is how New York
models change.”

I shrugged the straps off my shoulders and
let the teddy flutter to the floor. I posed with my chin up and one
knee out, like a Greek statue, while pretending not to pose. The
King tried to disguise his interest by tapping on a calculator, but
his heart wasn’t in it and the calculator wasn’t even on. I raised
an eyebrow and he fidgeted appropriately in reply.

If you’d asked me that morning whether I
wanted to pose naked, in six inch heels, for the Mattress King of
New Jersey, I would have slapped you. Now, I would have slapped you
if you’d tried to drag me away. Something about the King’s seedy
office and his yearning, covetous looks made this work for me.

I suppose this was exactly the kind of
situation YtterbiumFlare worried about. Not that he would
actually work an extra shift, put down his controller, or even
pause Halo, to save me from being exploited by a prurient client.
Not that he would get off the couch to save me from a crowd of men
with boundary issues and quick hands.

Then I thought, Not that YtterbiumFlare
would use his own hands on me.

That was hard to start, but easy to finish.
My boyfriend and I had no spark, if I wanted to admit it. He was a
nice guy, though. A decent roommate who never made a pass at me. He
was kind of a bro.

The King broke into my musings with an
unsteady croak. “Are you going to get dressed?”

“Oh, yeah, sorry,” I giggled. “I was thinking
about video games.”

He patted sweat off his forehead with a
folded handkerchief. “If I was twenty years younger, that would be
a massive turn-on.”

“Let me make a quick call,” I said.

I crossed to his desk, and every part of my
naked body cooked under his gaze. My breasts shimmied for him. My
nipples were absurdly hard, and so sensitive in the open air that
when his desk fan blew across them, it felt like tongues licking. I
dug my cell phone out of my little purse.

“Hey girl,” YtterbiumFlare answered.
“How are—Huh! Take that bastard down, dammit! On the flank!
How are you doing?”

“You’re playing that game, aren’t you?”

“I’m practicing that game,” he corrected,
“and you’re not supposed to ask about my game-playing. I mean, my
game-practicing.”

“You want to hear about my gig so far?” I
asked. I winked at the King, who stared unresponsively back.

“I’m not supposed to ask, remember?” Then he
said, “Hang on, AlphaViking. I’m AFK. BRB okay? WarGriffin, hold
off leapfrogging for a sec. I’m AFK. BRB. AFK BRB! Listen to what
I’m saying.”

“Is this going somewhere,
YtterbiumFlare?” I stomped my foot, not because I was
actually pouting, but because I had a sudden desire to watch the
King’s pupils move independently as they each followed one
breast.

“Sorry, girl,” my boyfriend said. “We’re
breaking down a defended position.”

“And you went AFK to talk to me?” I heard my
voice soften. How easily I could be flattered. AFK means “away from
keyboard”, a distinctly uncomfortable state for a game addict.

“You’re worth it,” he said. “Plus, I have to
piss. And I don’t think I’ve eaten since yesterday.”

That last part probably wasn’t true. I asked,
“Do you want to hear about my gig anyway?”

He turned wary. “Usually you change the
subject when I ask. I assume you’re mostly naked and surrounded by
horny guys. You’re worried someone you don’t know will think you’re
slutty, and you’re pretending you’re not turned on by that.”

I never said he was dumb. I checked my
current audience. The King’s eyes were now focused between my legs.
My sex is high and neat, and the gap between my thighs meant that
it had nothing to hide behind. I didn’t care. I turned one leg out,
pretending to be oblivious to the King’s attention, to give him a
better view.

“You really don’t sound worried,” I said.

“Well, I’ve had to distance myself.”

Usually, this kind of curt reply ticked me
off. This time, he’d said everything we needed. “You and I don’t
really line up anymore,” I sighed.

A moment of silence on the phone. “No, we
don’t. We’re on different paths. You’re a model, I’m an athlete.” I
heard him tinkle athletically into the toilet. “When we talk about
your gigs, I wonder if I’m supposed to feel possessive and
jealous.”

“And you feel neither?”

“I think we’ve grown apart. We’re playing on
different servers now.” He paused. “Are you going to cry?”

I felt a little watery in my chest, but it
wasn’t from grief. I was more surprised by how quickly life could
spin around. “No, YtterbiumFlare. I feel the same way.”

“But I don’t want you to leave,” he added
quickly. “I still need you to make money for rent. So shake that
booty.”

I laughed. “Let’s be roommates, then. You
move to the sofa, I’ll keep the bedroom.”

“It’s a deal,” he said. “I never leave the
sofa anyway.”

Because he was being entirely too cavalier, I
couldn’t resist needling him. “Now I can finally tell you that your
friends keep making passes at me.”

“I know! I can’t stop them! They’re obsessed
with you. You always leave your modeling pictures scattered around.
They’ll be glad I’m out of the picture now.”

“You really don’t care?” Now I felt a
little pissed.

“Fuck no, girl. It’s hawt, how hot you
are. Now I don’t have to try to feel jealous. No, we’re good.
AlphaViking, I’m back in my seat.”

“Your game again?”

“Yeah. Talk later. A man’s work is never
done.”

I clicked my phone off.

“What was that about?” the King asked.

“I just turned single,” I said.

He held up the negligée. “Well, you need to
get back on the floor. I’m not paying you to break hearts, except I
guess I am.”

There was no heat in his voice. He was pretty
much wrapped around my finger, or whatever else I wanted wrapped. I
tugged the scrap of clothing out of his hand and dropped it over my
body. It spread down my skin with cool touches, like spilled
cream.

“Nice,” the King said, eyes glowing. “More
than nice.”

I blew him a kiss and left through the office
door.

I had the short hallway to take stock of my
situation. I had a few hours and several wardrobe changes ahead of
me. At the moment, I was walking onto the crowded sales floor in
high heels and a lacy negligée. This was a little dress designed
for easy access and sex, with slits over my hips. I was newly and
amicably single, and without a shred of guilt.

I really had nothing to hold me back now.

 


 


The Second Mattress

 


My earlier group of attentive men had
splintered apart. I found another group, college age, and squeezed
between them.

“Boys, this is a Signature Sleep Silhouette
mattress,” I said authoritatively, reading the tag.

“Gee, you know a lot about mattresses,” said
one guy, immediately.

“I sure do. I’m kind of a local expert.” I
searched for another tag to read aloud. “The foam element contains
material known in the state of California to cause cancer in
laboratory conditions.”

“That’s so true,” said another guy.

Sycophants. Put a girl in a negligée
and whatever she says becomes precious received wisdom. It’s
probably the easiest way to expand human knowledge. Too bad I
didn’t have anything to contribute to String Theory. Yet.

I sat on the bed and bounced. “An important
consideration for your buying decisions is this: We are not
currently in the state of California.”

“That just leaves the question of whether
it’s comfortable,” said a familiar southern voice.

“That’s a good point, um, Zach. Should I try
it out?”

“You certainly should.”

I glanced at the other men. “Do you mind if I
relax?”

The men replied with a chorus of “Yes! I mean
no!” Their faces were flushed and fascinated, and most of them
weren’t meeting my eyes. They were focused lower.

I glanced down and saw what they saw. The
fitted bodice was not fitted to my breasts. Though I was of
non-couture proportions, which is to say, I was better
suited for a Harley Davidson poster, this particular bodice was
built for a woman who dwarfed my proportions. From the right angle,
there was a clear line of sight into my top, right to my ruby-hard
nipples.

Oops! I turned onto my hands and knees,
trying to be sexy but fast, and crawled across the mattress. Then I
realized that the negligée was gaping open from the bottom. The
slit up the side meant that the front was hanging from my waist. I
didn’t know what the men could see, since the fabric hopefully
still covered my ass, but I couldn’t pause and think. I dropped to
my side in the middle of the mattress, adjusting everything for
some belated modesty. I was almost certain they’d just received an
epic glimpse between my legs, but that couldn’t be helped. A model
has to work with the garment. She can’t freeze like a deer in the
headlights.

“Loving this new look,” Zach said. He took a
step forward, and to hide how flustered I was, I patted the bed
next to me.

Before he could climb on, a new guy dove in
front of him. This was a handsome young Latino with pressed khakis
and a button-up shirt. He bounced against me, and for a moment we
were a jumble of limbs. Another college boy eased in behind me.

The thwarted look on Zach’s face made me
grin.

“As you can see,” I told my audience, “the
bed has a lot of room for all sorts of activities. Homework.
Watching the game on TV. Just hanging out.”

The Latino student grinned at me with a
blatant lack of interest in the mattress. I laid flat to get more
distance from his face, but he took this as an invitation to loom
closer. I stretched my arms above my head, which raised my breasts.
It’s getting so a girl can’t do anything without making it
sexy, I complained to myself. Then I ruined it by smirking.

The other student kindly brushed my curls out
of my face. One of the boys had a hand on my stomach, but I
couldn’t know which one without making a point of craning my head
to look past my chest.

“Looks like there’s no stabilizer in this
mattress,” Zach said. “Everything jiggles when someone gets
on.”

“Yes,” I replied smoothly. “You’d have to be
careful climbing in if your girlfriend is already asleep.”

“I don’t have a girlfriend at the moment.”
Zach gave me a pointed grin.

“Just look at that jiggle,” said one
of the students next to us. He pressed the mattress with two hands
to demonstrate how the whole bed moved.

In his experiment, I was the
jiggle-test. The lift-and-separate bodice, being too big for me and
no longer lift-y now that I was on my back, didn’t contain my
breasts in the slightest. They rocked under my chin.

To keep my whole body from rolling back and
forth, I had to separate my legs. The negligée slid between my
thighs to cover my crotch, but who knew what they were seeing
through the panels of lace and gauze. I only know I heard a
general, gratifying sigh of admiration.

“The question is, do you feel
comfortable?” Zach pressed.

The hand on my stomach shifted up to my ribs.
Another hand came to rest on my hip. The fingers spread open,
bracketing my lower belly and my upper thigh. One finger curled,
almost tentatively, and stroked the wrinkle where my leg connects
to my hips. Ticklish! I squirmed and giggled.

“I think she feels comfortable,” the Latino
student said.

A little breathless, I tried to keep the
sales pitch going. “I sure am comfortable! The support. The
firmness—”

I broke off, because both of the boys
suddenly rested their heads on my shoulders. It was like
synchronized snuggling. Their breath hit my neck, and unexpected
intimacy sent a frisson of excitement through my body. Their
lips are next to my skin! They could have snuck a kiss on my
clavicle without being obvious, even under the heavy scrutiny of
the other men. I kind of hoped they’d try.

The standing student bounced the mattress
again, and my breasts echoed the movement by surging against the
chins of the two students. From their vantage, they had an
unobstructed view down my bodice. I was locked between them, and
there was nothing I could do about it except make it look innocent
by snuggling back. I unclasped my hands behind my head and wrapped
an arm around their shoulders, like we were just being playful. I
only ended up pressing them more firmly against my breasts, which
they took as encouragement.

The hand on my hip slid across my lower
stomach, brushing the mound of my sex. If I’d ignored it, none of
the watching men would have been the wiser. My body betrayed me,
however. Instead of keeping innocently still, my hips pressed up
against the hand. I caught a brief pressure from heel of the palm,
and Oh shit, a mew of pleasure escaped my lips.

I tried to cover up. “Umm…did you know,
mattresses are usually rectangular?”

“I knew that.” Zach’s voice was pregnant with
amusement. “But then, I’m sort of an expert too.”

I couldn’t see him, since my disheveled hair
now covered my eyes, and I couldn’t fix it with two armfuls of
college student. The mystery hand caressed my other hip, and then
slid across my pelvis again. I was ready this time, and raised my
hips in time to press my sex against the fingers. I told myself
this would go unnoticed by my close-pressed crowd of men. I
couldn’t see them through my hair, I reasoned, so no harm, no foul.
I could only hear them breathing like they were mere inches
away.

Next, the hand under my breasts slid up over
the bodice. I didn’t feel much because the bodice was stiff, but
then it landed on my chest below my neck, which I definitely felt.
The hand traced lightly up my neck, generating goose bumps all the
way. I tipped my chin up to give more access, still telling myself
this was oh so innocent. The fingers coursed up my chin and brushed
my lips.

With a quavering voice, I continued. “As you
can see, the mattress is totally available and ready for use.”

“Yes, she is,” said Zach.

I barely kept myself from grinning. These
hands were getting…out of hand.

Um, hello, nagging voice in my head? Where
are you? My internal critic, which had made no end of comments
earlier in the day about acting slutty, was nowhere to be found.
Maybe the critic, like me, simply wanted to see where this led. My
body had taken over and was calling the shots.

The fingers played with my lips for a moment,
and then one of them curled into my mouth.

I couldn’t stop myself.

I closed my lips over the finger.

Thanks to my hair, I couldn’t see anything of
the world except hints of close-pressed male bodies looming over
me. Every nerve in my body attuned to the touches of these
exploring hands. My ears were preternaturally sensitive to the
breathing and muttering of the group. I gently sucked the finger in
my mouth, still innocent—Yeah, right! I couldn’t help it,
though, because of how this probably looked to the men. It probably
looked damn friendly of me.

The fingers by my crotch curled over the
fabric of the negligée. Aside from the tantalizing sensations this
produced, it also drew up the hem of the lingerie. The ruffled lace
shifted up my thighs a half inch at a time, like a curtain slowly
rising over my sex. In moments, the mystery hand would have the
negligée gathered at the top of my legs. My flushed, warm pussy
would be revealed to all the men towering over me, and then…and
then I’d have to work a whole lot harder to play this off as
innocent.

Sometimes a girl will act dumb and giggly in
public. You’ve probably seen it happen. She will seem unaware of
how she’s presenting herself to the world. She’ll seem oblivious to
the men who turn to keep her in view. Maybe she’s dancing on the
sidewalk to a tune coming out of a bodega. Maybe she’s hoisting her
dress and prancing in the fountain at Washington Square Park. She’s
distracted and disheveled, with a permanent grin and crazy eyes.
Maybe this girl knows what she’s doing, but her audience can never
be sure. We women are born experts at generating doubt in men’s
heads. We protect ourselves with a three-foot blast barrier of
plausible deniability. We can flip it on and off like a dance track
only we can hear.

Here I was, wearing a tiny nighty in public,
in bed, bracketed by two inquisitive guys and surrounded by
men. I could play this off by being an oblivious girl, but only up
to and until one of those fingers curled into my pussy. Then, all
bets would be off. The negligée edged higher, and I wasn’t thinking
about what I should do. I was thinking about what I wanted to
do.

The Latino guy and his counterpart had their
faces buried in my bustier, which was giving entirely too much easy
access, not that I cared. They weren’t kissing my breasts or
exploring with their tongues, but the lips of their open mouths
brushed teasingly near my aching nipples. They could cap my nipples
with their mouths while staying mostly hidden under my bustier.
They had to know this, I thought, a little frustrated. Maybe
I was being too innocent.

The steady hum of my nerves, the touching,
and the male attention was all shattered by the store’s PA
system.

“Kitten, please come to the office.” It was
the King, and he sounded amused. “New York model to the owner’s
office for an outfit change.”

We were almost, almost too far gone
for me to care, but the PA brought my Latino lover and his buddy
back to reality. They abruptly noticed they were at the epicenter
of a tight cluster of men, all of whom were watching them take
liberties with my body. If there’s one thing that slows a man down
more than uncertainty about a girl, it’s stage fright.

The finger slid out of my mouth. The hand
resting on my mound disappeared. I frowned at the sudden absence of
pressure. The Latino student brushed my hair from my face and I
then saw everything with stark clarity, too.

Girl, you’re getting off with strangers in
the middle of a crowd. In a mattress store. In New Fucking Jersey
of all places! My internal critic was back, but by this point I
didn’t much care what she said.

I mean, fuck it, I’m young. I’m
supposed to exploit all the avenues that life offers me, just like
a model is supposed to exploit her garment to the best effect. My
life is like the outfits I wear. Sometimes they’re going to be
ridiculous, and sometimes they’re going to be boring. But sometimes
they’re going to be over-the-top, over-exposed, tawdry,
ill-advised, sexy, dangerous, and perfect all at once. A young
model has to be ready for those moments. You don’t want a life
where you pass up the perfect moments.

While I mused, my fan club scattered into the
furniture displays like guilty cockroaches. The college students
bracketing me disappeared like a dream.

Only Zach stayed behind. He eased me to the
edge of the bed, sat me up, and slipped my straps back on my
shoulders. He re-arranged the negligée over my legs because I
couldn’t be bothered with such meaningless details.

“I want to meet you in the bathroom,” he
said. His drawl was hard with urgency, and I noticed his big green
eyes for the first time because they bored into my own. “Meet me in
the bathroom in five minutes, Kitten.”

I didn’t need to ask, but I did anyway. “Why
the bathroom, of all places?”

He paused. “I want to chat with you about
mattresses.”

We laughed. He got me to my feet helped me
wobble back to the office. My interrupted adventure on the bed had
left me with extra adrenaline and spongy muscles.

At the hallway, I turned and looked up at
him. “I can’t disappear into the bathroom with you,” I said, a
little reluctantly. “That’s not something a model does at a gig.
Usually.”

“But you’d disappear with me if you could?”
His hands slid around my waist and gathered me in.

If you ever want to feel held, find yourself
an airborne soldier six inches taller than you even when you’re in
heels. I pulled his head down to whisper in his ear, but halfway
through I changed my mind. I pressed my lips against his, just for
a moment, and let his taste imprint on my mind. “Oh, yes. I would
if I could. No doubt about it.”

“I’m going to catch your next show,” he
said.

 


 


Teasing the King

 


The king beamed when I entered his office. He
tapped one of the security monitors beside his desk. It showed a
crystal clear, full-color, high-definition of my last mattress,
from directly overhead. He had seen every detail of, well,
everything, apparently. “Phew, Kitten. That was close,
wasn’t it?”

I feigned confusion. “What do you mean,
‘close’?”

“I could roll back the tape if you want to
see—”

“Fuck, no!” I blurted, then laughed.

“Those boys almost had your nightie off. They
had a hand in your snatch, and their faces buried in your chest.
You were sucking that finger like it could give you cum.”

“You make it sound like pornography.”

“You were letting total strangers paw you and
penetrate you,” he shot back. “Most real pornography doesn’t go
that far.”

He had an impish grin, and it finally
registered that he was teasing. Well, I could tease back.

“I’m not a porn star, I’m a New York model,”
I said haughtily. “We bring things to the next level. I’m barely
getting started.”

He pretended to be surprised. “You mean you
can do more?”

I dropped my negligée off my shoulders and
kicked it next to the bunched-up teddy from earlier. I couldn’t
have done that this morning, before this gig started. I couldn’t
have so casually, and so dramatically, dropped my last shred of
fabric in front of a lecherous old man. Yet now I did it without
any hesitation.

I stepped around to his side of the desk. I
trailed my fingers through important-looking stacks of papers,
leaving disarray in my wake, simply because I knew he wouldn’t say
anything about it. His face reddened, and then turned purple, like
a meat thermometer with a heart condition. I sauntered up to him
and squeezed between his chubby legs. I leaned my ass against the
desk and looked down at him past my breasts. I was inches away from
the King—from his face, from his twitching hands, from his
sweat-soaked short-sleeved shirt, from his clip-on tie.

Behind me, one of my hands found a bowl of
paperclips. I scooped them out and squeezed them. Even the minor
bite of the clips in my palms contributed to my floaty, sexual
power trip. I scattered the clips across his desk, knowing he’d
find them later and have to clean up after me.

Meanwhile, the King kept pretending he was in
control, and gave me a close-up visual inspection. I took deep
breaths and let him take his time. This was a slow-motion dream. I
couldn’t think clearly, I was so absorbed in watching how I bounced
off his libido. How far would I take this, with the King of
all people? Was this going where I thought it was going? Would I
ever be able to see his commercials on TV again without feeling a
rush of morning-after shame?

Who cares? Think of the memories. My
internal critic seemed to have turned into an internal cheerleader.
You’re totally turning him on.

In another moment I’d either be in his lap,
or he’d be having a heart attack. Maybe both. He was cooking like a
chubby, overheating radiator.

“I wish I wasn’t a married man,” he said,
with supreme effort. I liked that he had to work so hard.

“Are you thinking about your old lady?” I
crooned, arching my back. “Your dusty old broad? Don’t you want to
hold a young woman again? Three weeks ago I was nineteen years
old.”

He patted his brow with his handkerchief. “My
wife, actually she’s just twenty-one years old.”

I paused. Then snickered. The spell
broke.

“Mattress King,” I said, “your wife is
twenty-one years old?”

“We’re in love,” he said, suddenly defensive.
“Don’t call her a trophy wife. She hates that.”

“Tell me, how the hell does a girl my
age snag a rich, fat old guy who is about to die of a heart
attack?”

“Now wait a minute!”

“I’m only asking out of general
interest.”

“If you have to know, it all started with a
teen-age baby-sitter.”

“You married your baby-sitter?”

“That would be absurd. The baby-sitter was
almost a member of the family. We had her for years and years. No.
I married her daughter.”

I giggled again. “You’re a big surprise,
Mattress King.”

“So are you,” he replied. “It’s time for your
next lingerie change.”

I glanced at the tiny scrap of fabric in his
hand. Folded up, it was smaller than his palm, but thick
spaghetti-straps hung to the floor.

“So you’ve been watching me work?” I
indicated the video monitors.

“Watching? I’m recording everything for my
poker game tonight. The guys won’t believe me otherwise. You don’t
mind, do you?”

I thought about it. “Comes with being a
model, I guess. We’re all about cameras.”

“Those two boys on the bed with you. They
were just starting to have fun when I called you back.”

“Maybe they were.”

“Don’t turn bashful now, Kitten. Were you
having fun too?”

I pretended to be engrossed in deciphering
the silk and straps in my hands, but then I nodded. Why pretend I
wasn’t into this?

“Did you want them to stop touching you?” he
pressed.

“No,” I murmured. “I wanted them to keep
going. I wanted to see how far it would go.”

“It would’ve gone all the way, Kitten,” the
King said. “You were about to get nailed on that mattress. I wanted
to watch you get nailed.”

Suddenly I was the bashful, hesitant one. “So
you really don’t care?”

“Not at all. I want you to have fun out
there.” He went so far as to rest a hand on each knee, which might
have come off as paternal and supportive if I hadn’t been naked in
front of him. “Remember, you’re there for the customers. And
customers have to be happy.”

“I can make them happy,” I promised.

“I know you can. Just have fun, and make the
customers happy. Is that so hard?”

“No, Mattress King.”

He leaned forward, which brought his face
even closer to my naked body. I had to open my legs wider, right in
front of him, to accommodate his round chest. “You’ve almost
finished the trial period, honey, and you’ve made a great
impression. You’ve almost earned a standing gig here at Mattress
Kingdom.”

I perked up. “What’s the gig?”

“Two shifts a week, $600 per shift. I don’t
want to go through your agency. I want to pay you under the table
so Uncle Sam doesn’t get involved. You gotta be hot and friendly
like you are today. Every day has to be just like this day turns
out.” He paused to let that sink in. “Do you think you can swing
that?”

“Do you have enough modeling garments?”

“Kitten, I’m not going to let us run out of
‘garments’.”

I slid forward off his desk, watching his
face. He had to lean back, or let my crotch use his clip-on tie
like a playground slide. I unfurled the next piece of lingerie in
my hand. It would take a professional model to figure this one out.
Which was me, now, wasn’t it? A professional model who maybe had a
standing gig.

Under the Mattress King’s close supervision
and occasional advice, I got the piece arranged on my body. When I
looked at my reflection in the one-way mirror, I said, “Oh my
God.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” he said. “Now
get out there and sell some mattresses.”

 


 


The Third Mattress

 


Zach was waiting in the hallway. He whistled
as I turned the corner. I raised my arms. “Good? Bad?
Indifferent?”

“Not bad, not bad,” he took my hand and
hooked it through his arm. “I’ve been meaning to ask if you do
freelance consultations.”

“Freelance?”

“Yes, you see, I have this mattress at my
apartment. I need an expert’s opinion.”

I giggled. “Sometimes I do pro bono
work.”

“Is that like it sounds?” he grinned.

“Well, it means I don’t charge.” Nice
save.

“Good,” he said. “That means I can
afford to take you out to dinner and learn your life story.”

I went “Hmm” and left it at that, because I
didn’t have a quick answer. Besides, my ability to pay attention
evaporated when he led me past my first group of men. They turned
like wolves scenting prey, saw me, and did a double take. My heart
hammered in my chest. With a firm hand on the small of my back,
Zach guided me through the store past several satisfactory clusters
of men. I thought about peeling off and giving my next
demonstration, but this newest lingerie outfit had me flustered,
which was saying something, considering my earlier
demonstrations.

The outfit was hard to describe. One word I
couldn’t use was “coverage” because despite all the straps, it was
a one-piece.

Sort of.

It was a dress with two panels, front and
back. It didn’t split up my hips, because the panels simply never
met. The front and back were connected by the straps, which
zigzagged down each side like shoelaces.

You might be tempted to think this dress was
tight, because of the lacing. Nope. The main thing that held the
fabric to my otherwise naked body was gravity. The only reason the
fabric didn’t flutter away whenever I took a step were those loose,
droopy, not tight straps.

From the front, my bare skin peeked out on
every side, presenting deep cleavage, jiggling breasts, ribs,
waist, and hips. The rear panel gave the same treatment to my ass,
but left the back utterly bare.

From the sides, I simply looked naked. This
dress displayed a ridiculous amount of torso, and an exhaustive
amount of sideboob. If you could drag your eyes down to my hips, my
modesty was only preserved by static cling and shadows.

The two fabric panels narrowed into points
just below my crotch and my ass. I had the coverage of a loincloth,
but this loincloth was anchored at my ribs. The sales floor was a
minefield of swivel fans that fought the stultifying summer heat.
If I chanced to walk past one of those fans, the loincloth would
flutter up to my chin.

I couldn’t twist my body, take a big step,
or even raise my arms. If I did, I’d pop out like a carnival prize.
The dress was like two minuscule French Maid aprons, scissored to
pieces and tied together in the wet dream lab of a horny high
school boy. It was like a Slave Leia costume from one of
YtterbiumFlare’s gaming conventions, except this Leia had
saved a bundle at the fabric store. Weirdest of all…I loved
it.

I just fucking loved it.

I peeked over my shoulder and found a column
of men following our route through the store. In trying to reserve
some semblance of propriety, they looked-but-didn’t-look at my ass.
Wherever their eyes landed, my skin heated up with an
exhibitionistic blush, like I was collecting the energy to charge
my cell phone. The sway of my hips grew deeper and looser, the more
I imagined what they were seeing.

Zach led me to the low-price area, which was
full of single and twin mattresses.

“What’s the plan, Stan?” I asked.

He gave me a saucy grin. “Get on the bed,
Ned.”

We were at a lonely-looking twin bed with a
lot of space around it. I turned suspicious. “Did you move this
bed?”

“Yes. While you were changing.”

The group of men caught up to us and
clustered around the bed. This wasn’t a mattress demonstration so
much as theater in the round. I let Zach cajole me onto the
mattress. I kept on my knees, so my dress-cum-loincloth wouldn’t
gape away from my body. Zach supported me with hands on my
waist.

“This is great,” said one of the watching
men. “I was hoping to try this bed out.”

“You missed your chance, Lance,” Zach
replied, and crawled on next to me.

I grasped his tactic now. The bed was too
narrow for anybody but him and me. In the middle of a crowd of male
hormones, he’d found a way to not just corner me, but also keep me
for himself.

We faced each other on our knees. He petted
up and down the bare sides of my body, which made me sigh and
stretch. My breasts swelled in their haphazard cover, but didn’t
pop out. The group of men, who I was too distracted to count, drew
quiet as mice.

I was probably supposed to be demonstrating
something to them. Something more than my increasingly responsive
body.

“Gentlemen,” I said, “this is a twin size
bed.”

They gave a general murmur of
appreciation.

“It’s suitable for one person, or two if
they’re friendly,” I continued.

“I’m friendly,” Zach said. The
audience laughed softly.

“Is this a bed that people can lie down on?”
someone asked.

“Good question,” I said. “Let’s see.”

Zach swept me sideways with one hand on my
waist and another behind my neck. He was strong! He laid me on the
bed without any effort, but also without disturbing the drape of my
reprehensibly tiny dress. One moment I was upright, the next I was
on my back, watching Zach from below.

“Her heels are hanging off the bed,” he said.
“Someone take her shoes off.”

Anonymous hands took my feet and plucked at
the tiny buckles on the straps. I could have simply kicked the
shoes off, but I liked their inefficient attempts. I crossed my
arms over my head, which raised my breasts.

More hands pressed the bed around me, testing
the mattress springs and causing me to rock. Zach eased down next
to me. His big, excited smile made me abandon my serious model-face
and grin back.

When he casually rested a hand on my belly,
the hand felt bigger, hotter, and heavier than it could possibly
be. My arousal was magnifying everything about this situation.

The anonymous strangers finally got my shoes
off, but in the process they’d shifted my legs apart. My loincloth
slipped to one side.

The hands on my feet didn’t let go. They
continued with light touches, and as more hands joined them, their
fingers spread up my calves. I pretended not to notice or care, and
let my thighs open another half inch.

“It’s a hot day, isn’t it?” Zach asked.

I luxuriated in the soft touches for a moment
longer. More hands now rested on my arms. I gazed at the men
hovering above our bed, trying to see them without really
seeing them, because I was afraid of coming to my senses.

“Yes, it’s a very hot day,” I murmured. I
knew they’d all hear. “I wish I had a way to cool off.”

Zach picked up the trailing string of one of
the straps. It was connected to the bow over my shoulder. He gave a
little tug.

“Let’s get you out of this dress,” he
suggested. “You must be suffocating.”

I said, “I am pretty hot.”

Some of the men laughed, those who could
still hear words and weren’t simply transfixed by me lolling on the
bed.

Zach glanced at them and said, “Gentlemen,
you heard the lady.”

They didn’t need another hint. Their hands
cascaded over my body, a waterfall of soft warm touches. Some
plucked at the silk, others tugged at the straps holding my dress
together. They reached past Zach, or got at me directly, a forest
of arms that broke through the wall of fiction about what was
happening. The hands touched me. Me. I twisted my torso to
give them more surface area. So I could press harder against Zach,
I raised one knee and dug a heel into the bed. The surge of
anonymous hands flowed over my thigh and under my knee.

By the law of averages, someone found the
other shoulder strap and pulled. The bow over my right shoulder
shrank and disappeared. Zach pulled the other bow open and dropped
the strap. Now it was just me, in a circle of men, with a simple
panel of silk splashed across my torso. They ruffled the silk with
touch after touch, until it bunched up at my crotch and between my
breasts. It was more off me than on.

“You still look flushed and hot,” Zach
said.

“Yeah?” was all I could manage.

“Let me help you.”

“Yeah.”

Zach plucked the silk off my body. The fabric
slid out from under the men’s hands, and they felt the bare skin of
my torso for a fraction of a second before they pulled back.

I was naked and supine in the center of this
crowd of men. They were college students and soldiers, with some
salt-and-pepper older men thrown in. A varied palette of skin
colors. Faces that veered between handsome and plain, clean-shaven
and scruffy, intense and dreamy. They stared at me, transfixed,
open-mouthed with desire. There was something incredible in their
eyes wherever I looked…

For years I’ve worried that I might be a
secret slut. I’d chide myself for not shifting my legs closed when
I saw a man peeking up my skirt. I’d wonder why I didn’t mind when
a professor stared down my blouse. After endless episodes of
“Should I wear this to class?” and “Does this outfit send the wrong
message?”, and “What will people think?”, here I was, naked, on a
bed, with men seeing me at my sluttiest.

Their eyes were full of adoration.

“Feel better?” someone asked.

“Fuck, yeah,” I growled.

I felt like that dude who spends years
restoring a classic car, and finally gets to take it out of the
garage and show it off.

The hands, which had been so brave when I was
covered in silk, now hovered inches above my skin. Maybe they
thought I’d freeze up or object for some reason, but that was the
last thing on my mind. I gave them my best doe-eyed look. I tilted
my head fetchingly, and let myself squirm against Zach. I let
myself reveal my need.

They touched me again, just tentative
fingertips at first. One brave man—I couldn’t see who the hand
belonged to, but he wore a chunky, expensive watch—dragged his
fingers up my arm to my shoulder, then up my neck, where it traced
over my chin and lips. When he cupped my face in his palm, I
nuzzled it. The other men were mesmerized by this, and moving slow.
I gave them a pleading look. I bit my bottom lip. That’s one of my
sexy moves and it never fails.

“This is a great mattress.” Zach said, his
voice tense with arousal. “Note the softness of this model. Go
ahead. Note it.”

More hands landed on me. They were still too
delicate, when I wanted them to be bold. Even worse, they avoided
the tips of my breasts and the glistening cleft between my legs. I
arched my body again, willing them to explore, but they didn’t take
the hint. Was I going to have to beg?

I gave Zach a frustrated look.

He knew exactly what I wanted. He placed his
hand flat on my stomach. This touch didn’t tease or tantalize, it
was decisive, and I could press back against it. He shifted his
hand over my curves, showing the other men how shit got done. I
shivered under his exploration. He studied my ribcage, and then
cupped a breast. He paused, and I waited with short gasps, watching
my men in my peripheral vision. They were learning. Zach was making
me dance on this bed, and they could too. Finally, he slipped his
hand over my breast and I was finally in the strong, firm grasp I
utterly needed just then. He pinched my nipple and I groaned.

The sound of my voice released the men. The
light tentative fingers filled out into full hands, and I finally
felt the men behind each touch. Half a dozen hands slid over
my torso. Still more quarreled genially over my breasts for a
chance at my nipples. Other hands explored my legs, gliding over my
inner thighs, gently urging my knees further apart. These men
wanted me like I wanted them. I arched into the hands, welcoming
them, letting them flow over me like a warm shower of desire.

“How about here?” Zach murmured into my
ear.

His hand cupped the mound of my sex.

“Yes…”

He pressed down, and I met it by pressing up.
I wanted him to shift down to my slit, but he didn’t. I pressed him
with my hips again. And again. And again. The crowd of men
stared, open-mouthed, as my pelvis undulated against Zach’s hand.
Yeah, watch me, my internal critic crooned. Watch me come
alive.

When Zach finally shifted his hand, his
fingers slid into my wet, pleading cleft without any resistance. My
body flared like a match.

I worked my hips against Zach’s hand and
writhed on the bed. The men felt every twitch and shudder in my
body. A set of fingers stroked my lips and I opened my mouth to
suck them in. Another brave hand cupped my ass, its fingers
pressing toward my private, tight little asshole. I watched them
all through slitted eyes. Many of them had two hands on me. They
cossetted every inch of my body.

Zach’s hand left my pussy and he rocked next
to me on the bed. I didn’t know what he was doing, but I could
hope.

The crowd of men filled in where Zach
stopped. Their fingers fought over my cleft, disorganized by their
selfish need. How many men were learning about my most secret
place?

Zach rolled next to me and took my hips in
his hands. He lifted me off the mattress—the men’s hands locked on
like magnets. Before I knew it, I was upright, on my knees,
straddling Zach’s pelvis. My thighs pressed against his jeans. The
smooth, skin-hot shaft of his cock brushed my lower lips and I knew
what was next.

We maneuvered for a second longer, and then
Zach’s cock pressed against my cleft. I supported myself on my
knees and wondered if I could take him all in. I was willing to
learn. I wanted nothing more than to sink down onto him.

My crowd had better access with me upright.
They touched me from the front, and reached around from the back.
New fingers teased my lips and I let them into my mouth. My arms
were in the way, so I crossed them above my head.

“You want this?” he asked.

“Yeah, Zach.”

Random fingers pulled on my nipples. Other
hands slid inside my upper thighs, exploring the soft skin of my
pussy where it yearned for Zach’s cock.

“You really want it?” Zach pulled me
down an inch and the head of his cock slipped between my lips. If
anything was going to make me finally lose track of myself, it was
the sensation of his beautiful shaft sliding into me.

I couldn’t answer Zach with words, because I
had fingers in my mouth. Instead, I gave him a groan that was half
approval, half demand.

“Here it is.” He slid me down his shaft. His
cock entered me with heat and friction. It filled me perfectly.

This is it, I thought. I’m getting
fucked in the middle of a crowd, by a guy I don’t know.

The store’s PA system crackled to life. It
was the Mattress King’s voice: “Attention, floor model. This is the
main office.”

“No, please don’t!” I cried, or tried to,
anyway. If the King called me back for another costume change now,
just when things were getting good, I’d…

The King continued. “You’re doing just fine,
Kitten. Don’t change a thing.”

The men laughed.

Zach gripped my hips and moved me up and
down. I slipped into my fuck-zone, the track where I felt a climax
brewing. It usually takes me a while, and more strength and energy
than YtterbiumFlare was willing to spend. Now, I had free
dick with no strings attached. Helping me along were a multitude of
men who shined with desire whenever I met their eyes.

I surged on Zach’s cock. Anonymous fingers
stroked my lower lips, which were stretched tight. One stranger
stroked my nub, which sent lightning strikes of pleasure through my
body. Another sank his finger two joints into my puckered asshole.
Still other hands petted my flanks as I rocked. Even more hands
fought for my breasts. I had a hand on each cheek of my face, and
someone’s thumb in my mouth. I found the nearest security camera,
affixed to the ceiling, and gave it a smoldering look, just for the
King.

Later, the King’s poker buddies would watch
this video in awe. Some of the men around me held up smartphones,
recording me for posterity. My painstakingly sculpted body, my epic
excitement, and my amazing act of need and surrender would survive
long past this day. I’d be enjoyed over and over again by these
men, and probably by other circles of men I’d never meet.

I belonged to all of them. I wanted all of
them inside me. I wanted to feel the weight of their bodies between
my legs, one after another. If they pulled me apart in their lust,
I wouldn’t care. I was beautiful and desirable and I’d worked my
whole life to earn this.

My dirty, sex-drunk thoughts only increased
the pleasure coursing through my nerves.

The first trembles rack my body. I shuddered
and almost collapsed. The men held me up by my arms and supported
my body as it insensibly tightened and released on Zach’s cock.
Zach clenched my hips and bucked between my legs. He was out of
control, like a motorcycle bouncing over broken pavement.

I throbbed in his power, and tipped into
climax.

My men helped. They locked onto my nipples,
flexed in my asshole, and clawed at my tight waist. Several hands—I
couldn’t count them—fought for my pussy. So many men were down
there, they almost lifted me off Zach’s cock and I had to spread
wider to give them room. Still more hands held my thighs, until my
entire bodyweight was supported by strangers who were learning
every intimate secret of my growing orgasm. They stroked my clit
and I drenched finger after finger, marking every man with my
scent.

Zach’s cock swelled harder than I thought I’d
be able to manage, but neither of us slowed. With a cry, he burst
inside me. His jangled rhythm finished me off. I gave one last
groan to thank my crowd of men, and then my orgasm swept me
away.

I didn’t pass out, but I got close. The hands
held me upright. They helped me keep fucking Zach even while I lost
my senses. It was like crowd surfing, with sex. The hands covered
me, stroked me, supported me, and finally carried me through to
completion.

When Zach and I finished, the hands laid me
back down on the mattress like an empty rag doll. My legs fell
open, an invitation they accepted. Fingers flowed in and out of me
like a new kind of cock, one where each ridge and ripple came from
a different man. The next fingers pressed into my mouth tasted of
my sex. One man nursed on my breast. I balanced on the edge of
overload, every touch almost too much to bear.

Zach buttoned his cock back into his
jeans.

“You’re amazing, Kitten” he said.

“No, you’re amazing.” I stretched as
the men kept exploring. “You’re all amazing.”

 


 


A Fast Escape

 


Suddenly the bed bounced by my feet. I looked
down and discovered I had another man kneeling between my legs. I
didn’t recognize him at all, not even from the faces in the crowd.
I’d imprinted the features of several of the men, but this one was
new to me. Had he been here the whole time?

He popped his belt open and leaned over me,
his face intent.

So he’s fucking me next?

I didn’t care. I stroked his cheek with an
exhausted hand, trying to learn his face quickly. I was still
coming down from Zach, but if these men needed me, I’d be there for
them…

“No, no, no!” came a new voice. “The show’s
over.”

It was Armando, and he hoisted the newcomer
off my body. Lubrio was by his side, and blocked yet another
stranger from sneaking on.

“I’m done?” I mumbled. “I’m not too
tired.”

Lubrio scooped me into his arms and swung me
out of the scrum of men. Hands reached out and gave me final,
farewell caresses. I let my arms trail behind me in good-bye. My
hands were the last thing their hands touched.

When I glanced back, I saw Zach slip a scrap
of paper into one of my abandoned shoes, where I’d find it later.
Good. I definitely wanted to see him again.

“You guys are the best!” I called. Then I
added, “I’ll be here two times a week all summer! Tell your
friends! Buy lots of mattresses!”

Yeah, yeah. I know the summer gig wasn’t a
done deal yet. When I said it aloud, though, I made it a
done deal. If any story was going to spread by word-of-mouth
marketing, it would be the one where the New York model
demonstrates mattresses with the customers. I’d either get
the gig, or the store would have an angry crowd next week. Even
though I had the King cornered, he was all smiles when he found
out, as if he had won the deal and not me.

Did “Kitten” see Zach again? Yes! We had a
non-exclusive thing for a while, until he deployed. Did Kitten find
other Zachs at the mattress store? More than a few. Men are
amazing!

Did I manage to pay rent that month? Yes. In
fact, at the end of summer I had a whole year of college tuition
stuffed away. Best part-time job ever! Sure, my ex-boyfriend teased
me, even though he only knew a fraction of the truth. I also earned
something of a reputation at my modeling agency, and don’t forget
greater New Jersey. I still worry about getting a reputation…but
Kitten doesn’t, and she’s all about the clientele.

 


The End

 


 













WORKING UNDER THE
TABLE

 By Scarlet
Cox

 


Ethan dug the heels of his hands against his
cheeks and rubbed furiously.

Don’t cry. Do not cry!

The computer screen was the only light in his
tiny apartment. He couldn’t afford to waste electricity. He didn’t
run the refrigerator, didn’t turn the lights on, and didn’t watch
television. He was cabled into his router so he could disable the
Wi-Fi and save his laptop’s battery life. He lived off canned food
and fresh fruit.

Look on the bright side, he thought
humorlessly. You’ve lost thirty pounds. You look fitter than you
ever did at university.

A lot of good that did him.

Ethan stared up at the screen again, but
nothing had changed. The only emails he had from his hundreds of
job applications were a small handful of rejections. But at least
that small handful of employers had bothered to let him know. Most
of his applications were like bottles thrown into the ocean,
potentially lost forever.

His gaze dragged itself to the letter next to
his keyboard.

Oh, sure! You want to go to university, kid?
You wanna learn about computers and work in I.T. where the big
bucks are? Well, that’ll cost you! But it’s okay, you can get
loans, and then you’ll earn the big bucks and those loans will be
easy to repay!

Well, here he was, with a Bachelor’s in
Computer Science from NYU and the debt to prove it. The letter from
the loan company was just the icing on the shitty cake that Ethan’s
life was transforming into.

Thanks a lot, recession.

He sucked in a breath and rubbed at his eyes
again. All he could do now was get some sleep, and try pounding the
pavements in the morning.

Again.

 


* * *

 


Ethan only had one suit. Wearing it was a
calculated risk. The more he wore it, the more frequently he had to
clean it, but cleaning it ate into his funds because it couldn’t go
into the washer at the laundromat. It was also too big for him;
he’d spent part of his loan on it for graduation, thinking he’d
have a work suit out of it when school was done with, but six
months eating ramen and apples had dropped him to a 32” waist.

He looked like his mom had dressed him.

So he used a belt to tighten the pants, and
wore a thick wool coat he’d got from a thrift store the other day
instead of the jacket. Hopefully the shirt and tie were enough to
pass for professional.

Ethan tucked a folder under his arm and set
off to get a bus into the city.

 


* * *

 


He was running out of résumés. Getting more
printed at the library cost money, and unemployment cost
more money. The math wasn’t favorable either way. Most times
he was just leaving them with receptionists who probably dumped
them in the trash the moment he was gone.

His cellphone peeped and he dug it out of his
coat, flipping the cheap plastic shell open quickly. “Hello?”

“Good afternoon. Is that Mr. Ethan
Gibson?”

The man’s voice was warm. Chocolatey. It
dripped with decadence, and for a moment Ethan was utterly confused
by it.

“Uh. It is, yes…”

“I’m Andy Collins, from Fischer-Joso. I have
your résumé. I understand you’re looking for I.T. work?”

“Yes!” Ethan stopped in his tracks, then
stepped into the shade of a doorway.

“You got a Bachelor’s from NYU, is that
right?”

“Yessir, that’s right!”

“But you’ve got a gap after graduation. Are
you unemployed?”

Ethan’s grip on the phone tightened. Here it
came. “Yessir, I am,” he said, his shoulders slumping.

“So you’re available immediately. Good. Come
in for an interview, 4 p.m.”

Ethan gawped at the phone, and blurted “Yes
sir!”

“See you at four.” Collins hung up.

Ethan stared at his phone.

Fischer-Joso.

Who the fuck were they?!

 


* * *

 


He’d had to run into a library to Google,
trying permutations of spelling until he found the right company.
It was probably one he’d emailed—he didn’t remember the look of
their building from the pictures on their website. They seemed to
do legal aid for charities and NGO’s though, from what he could
make out. And they were all the way over in Brooklyn.

Ethan got the Subway and had to switch to a
bus before he stumbled in through their front door at ten to four.
He felt hot and sweaty inside his coat, and shrugged it off as he
stepped into reception.

The place looked nice enough: stone and
carpet, overstuffed chairs. Not like the kind of glass temple to
finance he thought he’d be working in, but anything was a start
with the student loans company grasping at his heels.

The receptionist was a middle-aged lady with
a pleasant smile and a Bronx accent. “Can I help you there?”

“Hi. Um. I’ve got an interview with Mr.
Collins at four?”

“Oh, hey sweetie!” she beamed. “You must be
Mr. Gibson. You wanna take a seat and I’ll go get you a glass of
water?”

Ethan nodded eagerly, and she bustled him
toward the chairs, then fetched him a plastic cup from a water
fountain. The contents were icy, and he gulped the water fast.

“You just relax, catch your breath, and I’ll
call Andrew down.”

Ethan nodded gratefully and fanned his shirt
to try and dry out the sweat patches.

A couple of minutes later, she came over and
bustled him again, this time herding him along a corridor and to a
small meeting room. She rapped on the door, then left Ethan
standing there, patting his shoulder before she hurried back to her
desk.

“Thank you,” he called after her.

The meeting room door opened, and the man
towering in the doorway took Ethan’s breath away. He was tall,
broad, muscular, and had greying temples.

He was also mind-meltingly gorgeous, with
dark brown eyes and sharp cheekbones. His lips were soft and tinged
faintly pink. The crows-feet at the corners of his eyes were from
laughter, not from scowling. And when he smiled, his face lit up
with warmth.

“Mr. Gibson. Come in.”

And that voice!

Ethan’s skin tingled, and his breathing
quickened. “Yessir.”

Collins didn’t get all that much out of his
way, either. Ethan almost had to brush past him to get into the
meeting room, which drew the older man’s musky, woodsy scent around
him like a comforter. Ethan inhaled deeply, and he felt his nipples
grow hard.

Thank fuck his shirt was loose!

“Sit.” Collins was authoritative, commanding,
and he clearly expected Ethan to do as he was told. He closed the
door.

Ethan’s body snapped into a chair as though
tethered to it, and he gazed up at Collins.

“Good.” Collins took his own seat with
languid ease, crossing his legs and picking up the single sheaf of
paper that constituted Ethan’s résumé. He read it slowly, eyes
dragging back and forth at a near-glacial pace.

Ethan’s elbows moved to the arms of his
chair, then his hands did too, and he gripped them to try and stop
sweat forming on his palms.

“Why do you want to work here?” Collins
finally asked, fixing his penetrating dark eyes on Ethan.

“I need the money!” Ethan cursed himself
silently. Of course he needed money; everyone who wants a
job needs money! You don’t say that in an interview! You tell them
you believe in the company, or you always wanted to work for
a…whatever Fischer-Joso did!

Collins laughed a moment. “Letters piling up
already, huh?” He nodded sympathetically. “Okay, well. Here’s the
thing.” He leaned back in his chair and regarded Ethan, his smile
drifting away. “We don’t have a whole lot of money to go around.
Our clients are mostly charities.”

Ethan nodded humbly. “I understand sir.”

“But you have debts to pay. And you’re
clearly bright enough to have scored a Bachelors with Honors. So if
I tell you this job pays a hundred dollars an hour, you can work
out how much that is monthly, and how much you’re going to need to
set aside for your taxes.”

Ethan swallowed, elated, then hesitant. An
hourly rate. “Is this… Is this a freelance position, sir?”

Collins nodded. “Yes, it is.”

Ethan’s heart sank. A hundred an hour sounded
amazing, but he’d lose almost half of it in taxes. Still, fifty
bucks an hour was pretty good… If it lasted more than a day.

“How long is the contract for, sir?”

“Three months. It could lead to a permanent
role.”

He did the math quickly. If he kept the job
for the entire three months, he could rack up over $25,000. But who
knew how long that would have to last him until he could find more
work?

Collins leaned back slightly. “Or,” he added
slowly, “I could keep it off the books.”

Ethan’s breathing stopped for a second. “I’m…
I’m sorry, sir?”

“I’ll give you $70 an hour, cash in hand. We
save $30 an hour, you gain $20 an hour. We don’t file at the end of
the year, and neither do you.”

That’s another five grand, easy.

Ethan’s grip tightened on the arms of his
chair.

It’s illegal.

It’s five grand.

Ethan had become a master at stretching
pennies out for days. He could make five thousand dollars last
another six months. And if the job went permanent, he wouldn’t have
to worry any more anyway.

He gulped, then nodded. “Okay.”

“Great.” Collins stood, looming over him, and
offered his hand.

Ethan took it as he stood, and was rewarded
by a warm, firm handshake that nearly took his arm out of his
shoulder socket.

“9 a.m. Monday,” Collins said. “Don’t be
late.”

“Yes sir. Thank you, sir!”

Ethan hurried from the room with Collins’s
delicious aroma in his nostrils and the lingering touch of his soft
skin against his palm.

 


* * *

 


He dug into the dregs of his bank account for
a new suit. It was cheap, but way more flattering. Ethan hadn’t
bought any new clothes since shedding the pounds, so seeing himself
in something that snuggled against his body was a revelation.

Man, how the hell had he managed to land a
job looking the way he had?

The job was varied, that was for sure.
Sometimes he had to find files a user had “lost” (deleted). Other
times he had to replace a keyboard that “just stopped working”
(user spilled coffee in it). He had a small budget to manage, and
Collins had to sign off on anything over $50, but Ethan was so used
to living on a shoestring budget at home that stringing
Fischer-Joso’s meager funds out came naturally. It wasn’t exactly
stretching his education to its limits, but it paid.

And boy did it pay. Collins gave him an
envelope at the end of every week. Each envelope contained exactly
$2,625.

Ethan could afford new shirts and a second
pair of pants for his suit. He found a couple of decent ties at the
thrift store, along with jeans and t-shirts that fit him. He got a
haircut.

Once a week, he ate out; just a small treat,
nothing fancy. And he ate carefully, not wanting to regain all the
pounds he’d discovered he looked far better without.

He was drawing appreciative looks on the
street. He looked better; he felt better.

A month in, and Ethan was growing
comfortable. Fischer-Joso’s staff liked him. Collins seemed to like
him. And he sure as hell liked himself a whole lot more than he had
four weeks previously.

 


* * *

 


“Ethan. A word in my office.”

Ethan’s gaze was dragged up Collins’s tall,
powerful body before becoming trapped by the depths of his eyes.
“Uhm.” He swallowed. “Yes sir.”

Collins nodded and strode away from Ethan’s
desk, and Ethan’s thoughts dropped into a free-fall.

Was this it? Was he getting terminated?

He fought to recall anything he’d messed up.
Anything at all! But he never left a stone unturned, and he Googled
the hell out of anything he didn’t already know the answer to. He’d
downloaded MCSE textbooks, he’d tried simulation tests online in
the evenings. He was doing everything he could to get better at the
software and hardware Fischer-Joso used in-house.

Jumping to his feet, he hurried after his
boss. Collins was a stickler for punctuality.

Uh oh.

As Ethan hurried past Collins’s office
window, he realized that the blinds were already closed. He
followed him inside and pushed the door to behind himself.

The latch clicked loudly.

Collins sat behind his desk and spread his
hands down his shirt, straightening his tie. “H.R. is asking where
my budget is going,” he said, his liquid voice low.

Ethan licked his lips slowly, trying not to
panic. “I…don’t understand, sir.”

“I’m not paying you out of my own pocket,
Ethan.” Collins’s lips pulled into a brief smirk. “I’m drawing on
petty cash. But as you can imagine, it isn’t all that petty. I had
to tell them it’s going on your wages.”

“Is that…” Ethan fidgeted. “Is that a
problem, sir?”

Collins shrugged slightly. “They’re on to me
to file paperwork.”

Sweat prickled along Ethan’s brow, and he
felt his palms grow clammy. What would happen if H.R. found out
about Collins’s arrangement? Could Ethan go to jail?

Oh, shit, why hadn’t he looked into this?
He’d had a month! No, he’d been buying clothes and better food and
getting his goddamn hair cut at last. Why hadn’t he spent five damn
minutes online finding out what could happen if the IRS found out
about this?

“I guess I’m fired, then?” Ethan’s voice
trembled.

Collins sucked in air. “Not if I can help
it,” he said slowly. “But fending H.R. off is a big risk. You’ve
only got two months to go before I can hire you full-time. I would
be willing-” Collins paused and leaned back in his chair “-to try
to keep hold of you for as long as I can.”

“I’d appreciate it.” Ethan kicked himself. Of
course he’d appreciate it! What a dumb thing to say!

“This is a huge risk,” Collins re-iterated.
“I’m not willing to make it without something from you in
return.”

“Anything!” Ethan nodded quickly.

Collins wheeled back from his desk slightly
and unzipped his pants, staring up into Ethan’s eyes.

Ethan’s jaw dropped.

Oh. That kind of deal.

Shit.

He couldn’t believe it. He swore this kind of
shit only happened in movies. People didn’t do this. Did
they?

Collins’s fingers dipped into his open fly
and withdrew a monster of a cock that was a good six inches before
it was even hard.

Ethan’s tongue darted out to wet his
lips.

It was a beautiful cock. He’d only
ever seen dicks that magnificent on Tumblr, which seemed to be
flooded with selfies from people way more hung than himself. And
he’d jerked off to so many of them, imagining what it must be like
to suck on something so vast.

“I’m not a whore,” he found himself
croaking.

Collins’s smirk widened. “Kneel down and suck
it, Ethan.”

He felt himself drawn toward it. His body was
responding, tingles shooting from his nipples to his prick and back
again. His skin felt like fire was dancing across the surface, and
his muscles grew tight and eager.

“I can’t,” he whimpered in hollow protest,
sinking to the floor between Collins’s knees.

“Get on with it. I have a meeting at
three.”

Ethan drew a breath to argue, and was almost
blindsided by the scent of Collins’s musk. It was tangy, heavy with
pre-cum. His body swayed and he placed his hands on Collins’s taut,
solid thighs to steady himself.

Collins’s fingers closed around his own
shaft, and he trailed his glistening head back and forth across
Ethan’s lips, leaving a thin trail in its wake.

Ethan’s eyes lidded heavily and he licked the
softly salty liquid from his lips. The taste was divine, and he
felt his own dick grow heavy with need. Drawn inexorably down, he
opened his mouth and took Collins’s rod into it, suckling gently on
the vast, spongy head.

He ran his tongue along the length of
Collins’s slit, lapping up the oozing pre-cum. His body writhed
slowly, and Collins’s meat began pulsing and growing. He lifted his
head to move with it, but Collins’s fingers slid into Ethan’s hair
and dragged him back down until all Ethan could see was Collins’s
fly and the shaft of his cock that thickened and bulked so much
that the older man’s fly was straining around it.

Ethan whimpered and began to suck hungrily.
Collins’s cock filled his mouth and nudged against the back of his
throat, and he had to fight to keep himself from gagging on it, but
having his tongue unable to move around the vast organ made his own
dick throb with need.

His jaw began to ache. He was dribbling
saliva down Collins’s shaft, unable to close his lips enough to
save it. He moaned and his hips rolled lasciviously, rubbing his
head against the inside of his briefs, and he imagined what it
would be like to sit on such a gargantuan cock.

He felt Collins’s rod grow hot, and it began
to swell and jerk in his mouth. He sucked on it eagerly, nose
almost bumping against his boss’s zipper as he took as much of him
down his throat as he could.

Collins grunted with his release as he shot
wad after wad of hot, sticky cum down Ethan’s throat, and Ethan
swallowed around his still-spasming shaft, throat clamping and
milking until there was nothing more.

Ethan lifted his head slowly, his chest
heaving. He lapped along the length of Collins’s meat, cleaning
him, swallowing every precious drop that he could and doing his
best to stop any of it getting onto Collins’s pants. He wanted to
touch himself so badly, but that wasn’t the deal, and spunking on
Collins’s carpet would probably just get him fired after all.

He gave Collins’s slit one final, slow lap
with the length of his tongue and glanced up. His face felt hot,
and his nipples were tight as a virgin’s asshole.

Collins’s dark eyes were fixed on him, and
his breathing was rapid, his cheeks flushed. “You’re good,” he
breathed.

“Thank you, sir,” Ethan whispered.

“Stand up.”

Ethan shimmied to his feet and bit his lip as
the bulge in his pants drew level with Collins’s gaze.

“Show me it,” Collins ordered.

Ethan bit his lip and unzipped his fly
quickly, tugging his stiff prick out for Collins to examine. He
felt exposed, vulnerable, especially once Collins batted his hand
away.

“Nice,” Collins eventually said,
straightening in his seat. “Now get back to work.”

For one muddled moment, Ethan thought Collins
had meant for Ethan to go back to his own desk with his erect
member on full display. He almost did, too. Only when Collins
smirked and began to tuck himself away did Ethan catch a breath of
common sense and cram himself back into his pants, wincing.

Collins turned to his computer as though
nothing had happened, and Ethan walked carefully from the office,
trying to cover his raging hard-on with his hands until he could
make it to the men’s room. He could’ve sworn all eyes were on him,
yet whenever he dared glance toward other desks everyone was
studiously eyes-down at their screens or keyboards.

He locked himself into a stall and exhaled
with relief, unfastening his fly and letting his pants fall down
around his thighs, pushing his briefs down too. He sat and took his
straining prick in his hand, clamping the other over his mouth as
he began stroking hard and fast.

His hips rocked against his fist and the
toilet seat, and he had to bite his own fingers to keep from
whimpering too loudly, but that wasn’t working too well; little
pleas kept escaping from his lips, so he turned his hand, slipping
his fingertips into his mouth and suckling on them, thinking back
to Collins’s enormous shaft and the taste of his cum.

His fingers slid further into his mouth until
he had three, side-by side. Only his thumb and pinky were free, and
his fingertips nudged the very back of his tongue as his fist
rubbed hard and fast along his turgid length. His chest heaved, and
he wondered again what it would be like to have Collins’s meat
stuffing his ass the way it had his mouth.

Ethan moaned hotly around his fingers as his
body bucked. His nuts clenched, and his dick spat his cum so far
that it trickled down the cubicle door.

He sagged, gasping, hand slowly teasing the
last drops from his prick, and his fingers dropped from his lips to
his chest. Sweat trailed down the side of his face, and he watched
his cum as it inched toward the floor.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” he whispered as he
began to gather his wits. He grabbed at some paper and hurriedly
cleaned up the mess.

He’d just sucked an older guy off for money,
in his office, and jerked off to it in the bathroom. What the hell
was wrong with him?

Ethan washed up quickly and hurried back to
his desk, putting his head down and praying for 5 p.m.

Time dragged its heels, though; it wasn’t
letting him get away so easily.

 


* * *

 


Monday came and went without incident.
Collins acted like nothing had happened on Friday afternoon. He
asked how Ethan’s weekend had been, and dumped a pile of work on
his desk, but otherwise everything was back to normal. Ethan didn’t
really know how to feel about that. Did he want Collins back in his
mouth, taking advantage of him and making him so hard he had to
masturbate in the toilet? Or should he feel sickened that a man
twice his age had leveraged his position and power to make Ethan
into his whore for a day?

He wasn’t sure whether he felt like a whore;
he didn’t know how being a whore should feel. Should he feel
guilty? Why? He’d accepted the deal, right? No, more than that: he
wanted the deal. His whole body thrummed with need whenever
Collins was near. The opportunity to actually touch him, to
pleasure him, was too great to pass up.

Maybe what he’d wanted was something less
like business and more like romance, but letting himself be bought
and used had been mind-blowingly sexy. He’d spent all weekend
remembering every tiny detail, dreaming about Collins’s powerful
hands, his muscular thighs.

His massive penis.

God, it was hypnotic.

Ethan wondered what it looked like erect. He
hadn’t managed to get all of it into his mouth, no matter how much
he’d tried. He guessed it had to be nine or ten inches in length,
and the damn thing had left his jaw aching all Friday night.

The days dragged past, and every time Collins
came near, Ethan damn near jumped to attention, hoping to hear
those words; hoping to be summoned to Collins’s office.

But it didn’t happen.

As weeks passed, the details began to fade,
and Ethan started to believe that he’d just been a naïve idiot.

 


* * *

 


“Ethan. My office.”

Ethan nodded numbly and dragged himself to
his feet. “Yes sir,” he murmured, not even looking up.

He trudged after Collins, guided by his
footfalls and his delicious scent. He barely registered that the
blinds were closed, or that Collins stood by his office door and
closed it after Ethan was inside.

Only when the lock turned did he begin to
rouse from his subdued mood. He lifted his head, but Collins wasn’t
at his desk.

He felt the older, bigger man’s hands settle
on his shoulders from behind, then the warmth of Collins’s body as
his boss stepped up against his back. Collins’s hands squeezed
tightly.

“H.R. is harassing me again,” came his
chocolatey tones. Warm breath drifted across Ethan’s ear and cheek,
and he felt Collins’s nose bury itself in his hair; heard as his
boss inhaled deeply.

Ethan could feel Collins’s erection grow and
press against his ass, and his fingers clenched slowly, his breath
catching with hope. “Oh?” he whispered.

“Mmhmm.” Collins’s hands slid down the front
of Ethan’s shirt, and his fingertips sought the nubs of Ethan’s
nipples, circling slowly when he found them.

Ethan gasped, leaning against Collins’s
powerful body for support. His back arched, and his hips tilted
forward. He felt his cock begin to stir.

“I can hold them off,” Collins added,
pinching gently through the fabric.

Ethan’s lips parted, and his hands drifted
back to Collins’s hips, gripping them weakly.

“If you want me to.”

“I need this job,” Ethan whimpered, rolling
his hips slowly, rubbing his ass against the hardening length of
Collins’s shaft.

“That’s what I thought,” Collins agreed,
pinching harder.

Ethan writhed, fighting the urge to cry out,
and the effort left him shuddering in Collins’s grip.

Collins released his nipples and tugged on
Ethan’s tie instead, loosening it and popping Ethan’s collar before
dragging the tie off over his head. He stepped back, and Ethan had
to catch himself before he could fall.

He felt Collins’s hands trail down his own
arms, then tug them together behind his back. The loop of his tie
slipped around his wrists, and the material swished as Collins
re-tightened it, snagging Ethan’s hands together.

Ethan’s lips parted in confusion. He felt
utterly defenseless, yet as Collins continued to weave the loose
ends of the tie around his wrists, tightening his bonds even
further, that defenselessness seemed to melt into something more.
Something he couldn’t describe.

Something that made Ethan want to do whatever
Collins said.

He wanted to give himself over completely, be
dominated by Collins’s will, his body, his words. He had a sudden
yearning for treatment he’d never even dreamed of receiving, and as
Collins dragged him toward his desk by a strong hand clamped around
one of Ethan’s elbows, Ethan let out a faint keening sound, his
need threatening to overwhelm him.

Collins thrust him to his floor by the desk
and gestured to the knee space under it. “Get in there.”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, but his cock was so
hard it threatened to burrow into his own hip. He shuffled forward
on his knees, crouching down to squeeze himself into the gap.

Thank fuck he’d lost the weight. He’d never
been this agile before, and he couldn’t have squeezed down so small
with all those extra pounds either.

He ducked and wriggled until his ass was
pressed against the back of the desk. His wrists were trapped in
the confines of his own tie, and as he glanced up he saw Collins’s
body drawing closer, blotting out the light as he sat in his
chair.

Ethan watched as Collins unzipped himself and
pulled his cock free of his fly. It was already hard, and Ethan’s
eyes widened at the sight of it. He couldn’t stop himself from
releasing a low, eager moan.

It was huge. Thick, longer than he’d ever
seen it, with a veined surface and a bulbous head already oozing
pre-cum.

He didn’t have time to stare. Collins rolled
his chair forward and slid his feet either side of Ethan’s thighs,
knees squeezing between Ethan’s ribs and the sides of his desk’s
cabinets. Ethan was cramped and pinned into the tiny space, and
there wasn’t the space for him to even try to avoid contact with
Collin’s fuckstick.

He had no intention of doing so, either. He
opened his mouth and greedily took Collins’s head past his lips,
his teeth, sucking the older man’s prodigious meat further and
deeper into his hungry mouth.

Collins’s chair finally stopped, and Ethan
began to suck and work eagerly at his cock. His head bumped against
the underside of the desk, and he soon realized he didn’t have a
whole lot of space to work with; he barely had room to breathe, and
he couldn’t get his head far enough away from Collins’s mound to do
anything to his glans.

He was completely trapped, bound between his
boss’s legs, mouth impaled on his shaft.

Ethan moaned and shivered, and he bowed his
back forward, trying to straighten his throat out as much as he
could to take all of Collins’s meat down past the back of his
tongue. His throat swallowed reflexively around the thick, hot rod,
and he couldn’t breathe, but that just made his own prick throb
harder.

He began to bob his throat up and down,
snatching air every few seconds before taking Collins all the way
into his throat again.

Collins’s hips started to buck slowly,
pushing his dick in and out of Ethan’s helpless mouth, using it to
pleasure himself on, and Ethan’s own hips began to buck. He humped
uselessly against his own pants as Collins slowly fucked his
face.

God, he wanted this cock inside him so
badly.

No, he realized. That wasn’t quite
right.

He wanted Collins to use his ass the way he
was using his mouth.

Just the thought of it made him moan with
need, and he suckled more ardently, nuzzling against Collins’s
crotch and taking the entire massive shaft into his mouth and down
his pulsing throat. He pushed his ass back against the desk and
rocked his ass against it as his body began to demand that he take
a breath.

Collins slipped his hands beneath the desk
and cupped the top of Ethan’s head, gripping him by the hair and
ramming his hips hard and fast up against his lips, fucking his
throat and groaning deeply as his orgasm came.

Wad after wad of his cum shot into Ethan’s
throat, coating it, making him swallow again and again. He felt
saliva dribble down his chin, and fought to swallow everything in
case cum followed it and marked Collins’s pants.

Collins’s seat wheeled back just enough for
Ethan to clean him, and he did so slowly, worshipping Collins’s
softening cock, sucking and licking, lapping at his juices and
swallowing them all. His chest heaved, and the nook beneath the
desk smelled of cum and sweat.

He wanted to stay down here forever.

But Collins was slipping himself back into
his pants. Ethan watched as the last of his cock disappeared, and
deft fingers tugged the zipper back into place.

Collins wheeled back, giving Ethan wiggle
room.

“Come out and get up,” he ordered.

Ethan groaned as he crawled forward on his
knees, squinting in the light. He fought to get to his feet without
aid or balance from his arms, and his thighs wobbled in
exertion.

Collins sat up and unzipped Ethan’s fly, and
Ethan groaned as his boss’s hand closed around his cock and tugged
it free. Collins’s hand was as warm as ever, as soft as ever, and
as strong as ever, and Ethan knew without a doubt that thrusting
into that delicious hand would make Collins withdraw. So he stood,
ramrod straight, fighting the urge and sucking in air.

“Excellent,” Collins murmured, his tone
dripping with approval. “Ethan, I would have you under my desk all
day, every day, if I could.”

“Yes sir,” Ethan whispered.

“You like it when I fuck your mouth, don’t
you?”

Ethan’s head bobbed. “Yes, sir, I do.”

“Good.”

Collins stroked Ethan’s shaft twice, then let
him go and leaned back, gazing at him.

Ethan’s muscles trembled, and his balls were
tight with urgency.

God, he wished he were naked so that Collins
could see every inch of how much Ethan needed him.

“Turn around.”

Ethan did as he was told, and he felt the
pressure on his wrists loosen. Collins was unwrapping his tie.

He swallowed tightly and closed his eyes,
standing still. He wasn’t there to be pleasured; he was there to
give pleasure. And that itself got him so horny that he’d
have to go straight to the bathroom once Collins released him.

Collins stood and wrapped the tie around
Ethan’s throat, standing behind him and fastening it in the same
four-in-hand knot that Ethan had earlier. He drew the tie tight,
nestling the knot up against Ethan’s throat, breathing against the
back of his neck and holding the material like a leash. His other
hand flattened against Ethan’s chest, then drifted down over his
stomach and closed around his prick again.

Ethan stood immobilized, trapped between
Collins’s two hands, his breathing slightly restricted.

“Put yourself away,” Collins breathed into
his ear, “and get back to work.”

He released Ethan’s dick, but kept hold of
his tie a moment longer, waiting for Ethan to finish zipping
himself back up before letting go of that, too.

“Yes, sir.” Ethan licked his lips. “Thank
you, sir.”

He hurried for the door and fumbled with the
lock to let himself out, striding toward the men’s room with
desperate urgency, the tie still tight around his throat.

When he got to a cubicle he didn’t even wait
to sit down, pressing his ass back against the locked door and
dragging his cock out into his palm. He sucked on his fingers with
fervor, and pumped his hand over his sensitive shaft. The tie
wrapped his shirt collar up against his windpipe, and reminded him
that—only minutes ago—it had held him prisoner while his boss had
pounded his cock into his mouth and used his throat as a cum
dump.

His cry was muffled by his fingers as his
orgasm crashed through him, and his cock jerked and twitched,
spewing his cum over the toilet seat and the floor.

He sagged against the door, drenched with
sweat, weak with release.

 


* * *

 


The days dragged by, but it was easier this
time. Ethan would soon reach the end of his three-month contract,
and he had every hope that Collins would want to see him before his
time was up. Hell, even if he didn’t, maybe once Collins wasn’t his
boss any more they could actually date or something.

Well, maybe not date. He suspected Collins
didn’t date. But maybe they could make appointments and Collins
could use him however he wanted before tossing Ethan out to take
care of himself.

God, he thought, that would be so
hot. The idea of getting called up and scheduled in like he
were any other meeting, then getting used and sent off again was
intoxicating.

The days became weeks, though.

And the weeks led to Ethan’s last
week.

He was growing worried. Maybe that had been
all? Maybe Collins had decided a second sample just proved the
whole thing hadn’t worked for him?

He jumped as his phone rang, and he picked it
up. “I.T., Ethan speaking.”

“Ethan. My office, now.”

His breath caught at hearing Collins’s deep,
sensuous voice, and he blurted “Yes, sir!”

He locked his computer and almost ran down
the hall, grinning when he saw the blinds were closed. Ethan
composed himself a little before knocking on the door and letting
himself into the room.

Collins was seated at his desk, and looked up
from his screen as Ethan entered. “Lock the door.”

Ethan licked his lower lip and turned to
twist the lock, then stepped toward Collins’s desk, standing almost
to attention and nodding. “You called for me, sir?”

Collins nodded, and gestured to some
paperwork on his desk. “It’s H.R.,” he said. “They want everything
squared away before I take you on permanently.” He paused, then
smirked “You do want a permanent role here, don’t you?”

Ethan’s cheeks burned, and he bit his lip.
“That would depend, sir.”

Collins’s eyebrows lifted. “On what?”

“On whether H.R. will have any reason to
harass you once I work here full-time.”

Collins regarded Ethan, then smirked slowly.
“How often would you like them to bother me?”

“Way more often than they do already,” he
breathed. “Frankly, sir, they seem pretty lax to me. I’ve been here
under the table for three months now, and they only notice once
every few weeks.”

Collins tutted under his breath. “I’ll have
to look into it. I wouldn’t want anything to be slipping through
the cracks.”

“No, sir,” Ethan agreed.

“Very good. Now get over here.”

Ethan hurried around the desk, and Collins
stood; his strong hands gripped Ethan’s ribs and his thumbs rubbed
mercilessly across his nipples. The cotton dragged across his nubs,
and they sprang to life, eager and willing. Ethan’s eyelids
fluttered, and his heartbeat began to pound in his ears.

“I’ve got something for you,” Collins
whispered.

“Sir?” Ethan’s voice croaked faintly.

“Top drawer, left-hand side. Open it.”

Collins didn’t release Ethan’s body, so Ethan
had to feel for the drawer with his right hand, knees bending
slightly as he found the handle and tugged the drawer open. He
glanced down, neck twisting to look.

Nestled on top of a sheaf of envelopes were
three leather and metal loops, one larger than the others.

Ethan’s cheeks flushed with warmth, and his
prick stirred.

A brand new collar and matching cuffs.

“Sir,” he breathed. In that instant the word
shifted meaning faintly, and Ethan swallowed. “Thank you.”

Collins nodded. “Give them to me.” He let go
of Ethan’s body.

Ethan carefully scooped up each soft leather
restraint. They were thick and padded, lined with luscious velvet
and studded with strong metal D-rings. Each buckle was sturdy and
glinted in the light. As Ethan offered them up to Collins, his
hands trembled with excitement.

Collins took a cuff at a time and unfastened
the cuffs of Ethan’s shirt, pushing the material up so that he
could wrap leather around his limbs instead. He fastened them
tightly, fingertips running around each one to test for a snug fit.
His attention to detail made Ethan’s heart skip, and he breathed
quickly as he waited.

Collins’s fingers deftly unfastened Ethan’s
tie and eased it free of his shirt, and he followed this up by
unbuttoning the shirt’s collar, popping the top two buttons gently
through their eyeholes. The tie fell to the floor, discarded, and
Collins looped the leather around Ethan’s throat, gazing intently
into his eyes as he threaded the buckle at the back of Ethan’s
neck.

Ethan felt the collar constrict gently as it
was fastened, but not so tight as to hamper his breathing—just
wonderfully tight enough to remind him of its presence. Again
Collins’s fingers felt around the collar to ensure that it was snug
and safe, and Ethan’s breath quivered at his touch.

Collins didn’t speak. He stepped aside and
reached into the drawer, pulling out a metal double-ended clip that
Ethan hadn’t spotted before. With his hands, he steered Ethan into
turning around, then tugged his hands behind his back and clipped
his cuffs together, his palms facing one-another. Ethan’s shoulders
felt the stretch from the slight twist to his arms, and he
gasped.

Ethan’s prick was fully hard, heavy as it
nudged at his own hip. He hadn’t ever been trussed up before by
actual, genuine restraints—the closest he’d ever got was when
Collins had used his own tie on him last month. It wasn’t something
he’d thought could turn him on. But the way Collins steered him,
controlled him and used him made him squirm on the inside.

He was starting to think he needed
this; that it’s what his life had been lacking until now.

Collins gripped him by the wrists and neck
and bent Ethan double over his desk, pressing his cheek down
against the contract Ethan had yet to sign. His ass was left high
in the air, and he straightened his legs to keep it that way.
Collins’s hands moved to Ethan’s ass and kneaded it hard, squeezing
through his pants, pushing him forward until his whole chest slid
across the desk’s surface, taking paperwork and pens with him until
his cock was trapped against one edge of the desk, and his jaw
rested over the other. Below, Ethan could see the carpet,
flawlessly clean.

Collins released him and stepped around the
desk. He reached down to shift the angle of Ethan’s head, and then
placed his hands on either side of Ethan’s body, lowering his
fully-clothed crotch to Ethan’s face and grinding against his
cheek.

Ethan shuddered. Collins’s scent was
intoxicating, and his cock was already hard as stone wrapped in
silk. He moaned faintly as Collins taunted him with it, rubbing the
crotch of his pants back and forth across Ethan’s face, humping his
cheek and jaw. Ethan felt the rigid cock press over his ear, drag
down his face, and tease his lips, all within the sheath of
Collins’s suit. His hips squirmed, and he gasped as his trapped
prick was squeezed against solid wood.

Collins straightened and unfastened his fly
an inch from Ethan’s nose. Ethan stared with gnawing hunger as
Collins’s magnificent cock was slowly unveiled to him, tugged free
of his boss’s pants inch by inch.

Ethan darted his tongue out to wet his lips,
and opened his mouth in anticipation. Collins teased him again,
drawing the entire length of his heavy shaft across Ethan’s skin
and leaving a cooling trail of pre-cum over his cheek, but then he
slid his ruddy head into Ethan’s eager mouth, and drove it over his
tongue to the back of his throat.

Ethan closed his lips around it so that he
could suckle on the vast rod that stuffed his mouth, and Collins’s
hips rolled slowly, his thighs coming to rest against the desk
either side of Ethan’s head. The angle was awkward, and Ethan had
to twist his head to take as much in as he could, which put more
pressure on his shoulders and nipples. He took little breaths as
and when he was able, but each time Collins’s cock filled his
throat he had to rely on what he had in his lungs, and his cock
would burn with need.

Collins didn’t just control Ethan’s body, he
realized: the older man controlled whether or not Ethan could
live. Each time he robbed Ethan of air could be the last. He
was calling the shots so thoroughly that Ethan was placing his life
in Collins’s hands, without fear or doubt that he would be
harmed.

Collins wasn’t just using him; he
owned him.

Ethan felt dampness spread along his hip as
his dick dribbled helplessly. His own saliva trickled down his chin
and onto the paperwork. He was so focused on sucking Collins’s
fuckstick that his hips were still, thighs taut to stabilize
him.

He whimpered softly as Collins’s dick
withdrew, and Collins pressed a fingertip to his lips for a second,
silencing him. His head sagged, and he struggled to breathe quietly
as he watched Collins walk away, his vast cock too heavy to stand
on its own and swaying with every step. Then his boss was beyond
his line of sight, moving back behind Ethan, to his own side of the
desk.

He heard a drawer open again, then felt
Collins’s hands on his hips. The stronger, older man pulled, and
Ethan shivered as he was dragged backward. He had to lift his jaw
to avoid it banging against the desk’s edge, and his contract
lifted a little with it, sticking to the side of his face from his
drool and sweat.

Ethan laid his head down again when the
dragging stopped. He kept his legs straight, which left his ass
lifted high into the air. Collins’s hands shifted and moved to
Ethan’s belt, unfastening it, tugging it slowly free of his belt
loops. He felt Collins’s weight press him down into the desk, his
fists digging into his own back from the pressure. The belt looped
over his head, and Collins carefully peeled the paperwork off
Ethan’s face and then parted his lips with firm fingers. Ethan felt
his jaw protest weakly, and Collins inserted Ethan’s own belt
between his teeth, propping his mouth open with the stiff, cheap
leather and buckling it at the back of his head.

As a gag, it was useless. It let too much air
past to stop him making any noise. But Ethan understood intuitively
that it was there to gag him—to remind him to gag himself
for his owner. Collins didn’t want Ethan making a sound, and Ethan
was going to do his damndest to oblige.

Collins’s weight heaved off him, and his
hands circled around Ethan’s waist again, this time unbuttoning his
pants, slowly unzipping his fly.

Ethan stilled, hoping, almost praying
that Collins would touch him.

Collins’s legs ensnared Ethan’s and nudged
them together. Ethan shifted his stance and Collins’s own legs
ceased pressuring him. Then Collins dragged Ethan’s pants languidly
down over his hips, drawing them down his thighs and running his
palms over Ethan’s skin in their wake.

Ethan’s skin tingled, and flushed with
warmth. His cock throbbed, and his briefs felt almost as though
he’d wet himself now; the amount of pre-cum he’d pumped out since
Collins put him across the desk felt more than he’d ever thought
possible.

Collins trailed his hands back up Ethan’s
exposed legs, leaving his pants wrapped around his ankles. Ethan
tried to swallow, but it wasn’t too effective with his mouth
propped open, and more saliva was escaping around the edges of the
belt.

He had to catch himself as Collins pulled
Ethan’s briefs down; he almost moaned, almost allowed a sound to
slip free, and he screwed his eyes shut to concentrate while
Collins’s smooth hands taunted his legs again, depositing his
briefs down with his pants. The elasticated waistband pulled on his
ankles, and prevented him from parting his legs.

Ethan’s prick was heavy with need, and the
tip slid against the desk edge, slicking it with pre-cum and making
Ethan’s hips twitch. His balls were warm and tight as they rested
against his thighs, pubes tickling his own skin so sensuously.

There was a ripping sound, light and short,
then Collins’s hands grabbed Ethan’s cock and slid a condom down
over it. Ethan’s cheek ground against the desk as his cock was
sheathed, the touch both exactly what he had desired, and nothing
at all what he had hoped. Collins had granted him his touch, but it
was brief, and left the slightly clammy feeling of lubricated latex
in its wake.

His body stilled, though, when he felt
something damp and soft slide between his ass cheeks.

Collins’s shaft followed his head, and his
hands gripped Ethan’s cheeks, squeezing them together as his cock
slid through the valley and rubbed over Ethan’s taint. Ethan swore
he could feel every bump and vein on the tremendous length as it
pushed over his hole and drew back. Collins slowly humped Ethan’s
crack, his balls landing against the back of Ethan’s thighs with
every thrust.

Ethan’s condom began to fill with his oozing
juice as his prick pumped more of it out.

Then Collins wasn’t humping his crack; he was
poking at Ethan’s sphincter, his slick head pressing into the
little hole and inviting itself inside. Ethan bit down on the belt,
and his tongue butted up against the flat of it, nowhere else for
it to go as his throat opened up and his breathing grew ragged.

Collins wasn’t going to stop. He knew that.
He tried to push back against the invader, to draw it in more
quickly, but he had no room to move, and barely any strength left
in his legs to do more than stay where he was. But the meat at his
entrance was hard and wet, and it slid deeper, so slowly that
Ethan’s sphincter fluttered and widened around it with only the
mildest ache.

The corona of Collins’s cock head stretched
Ethan out before popping past his ring, and Ethan shuddered, ass
tightening around his boss’s meat and clenching at it. It sat
inside of him, resting a moment, bringing discomfort and arousal in
a complex, heady mix that Ethan struggled to comprehend. Collins’s
fingers reached around to cup Ethan’s balls and roll them gently in
his palm, and moments later Ethan’s tight ring was softening,
relaxing. His muscles lost their tension, and the discomfort faded,
allowing his arousal to step forward.

Collins must have noticed, because once Ethan
thought that he was ready, Collins pushed deeper inside him. He was
slow and sure, steady and thoroughly controlled, and the more of
his cock Ethan’s ass took, the more he was sure he was able to
have. When the bulbous glans dragged over his prostate, his hips
bucked involuntarily, and his own cock bumped against the desk,
buffered by the tip full of fluid.

But he managed to stay quiet, his only sound
the heaving of his breath and the crinkle of paper beneath his
body.

He wasn’t going to choke if Collins hilted
himself in his ass; he wasn’t going to run out of air. Ethan gasped
faintly. Collins’s thick, brutally hard meat kept coming,
agonizingly slowly, burrowing farther and deeper into Ethan’s
quivering channel. Ethan was dimly aware of the wool of Collins’s
pants touching his ass cheeks, but that huge cock was still driving
into him, penetrating him so far inside that he felt his insides
shifting to accommodate it.

Ethan’s ass stretched to its limit as
Collins’s root finally came to rest against his ring. He lay
helpless across the desk, weakened and horny beyond his wildest
dreams. If he were taking care of himself he would’ve come long
ago, but he had no say in the matter now.

Collins’s rod was deep inside him, and he
couldn’t focus on anything but the trembling in his belly, the
pulsating lust in his ass, the yearning from his cock. It wasn’t
just about getting fucked. With Collins, it never had been.

It was about this, here and now: about being
Collins’s toy, his bitch.

His slave.

He sucked at the belt in a vain attempt to
prevent more drool spilling from his lips.

Collins began to withdraw. It felt so slow,
so luscious, that he couldn’t have taken more than inch out before
easing it back into Ethan’s pussy.

Ethan’s fingers flexed, and his shoulders
ached. He tugged against his cuffs. He felt the grip of his collar.
The elastic around his ankles, the belt in his mouth; everything
combined to render him helpless and immobile as Collins gently
fucked his hole.

His prick bobbed with each thrust. Sometimes
it nudged the desk, others it waved in mid-air. His balls were
squeezing themselves tighter, and he wanted to beg.

God, he wanted to beg.

Please fuck me. Bury yourself in my ass. Fuck me
raw, oh god. Sir, please… Master… Fuck my pussy so hard… Dump your
load in me, please… I’ll do anything…

Collins leaned over him, driving deep inside
him as he slid his hands alongside Ethan’s ribs and under his
shoulders. Strong fingers curled around them from below and he
gripped Ethan’s shoulders, pulling himself against them.

Ethan’s eyes bulged as the extra leverage
plunged Collins’s cock just that little bit deeper into his
insides, and forced a strangled, low groan from his throat.

“No more noise,” Collins breathed, so close
to Ethan’s ear that his skin prickled.

Ethan nodded faintly.

“Good.”

Collins’s cock withdrew slowly, languidly,
almost entirely.

Then punched back into him abruptly, burying
itself deep in Ethan’s bowels.

Ethan’s back arched, his head lifting clean
off the table. He held his breath rather than dare make a noise
that might make Collins stop, but his whole body was afire with
need.

Collins wrapped an arm around his chest,
fingers clutching at his pec and gripping tightly. His other hand
left Ethan’s shoulder and went into his hair, balling into a fist
around it and using it to keep his head high. Ethan’s breath
escaped him, and he gulped more air quickly.

Any more of that and he’d fill the
condom.

Collins’s shaft slowly pulled back and
slammed into Ethan’s ass again, but this time there was no pause,
no wait, no slow withdrawal. His arms coiled around Ethan like
steel bands, and his cock forced its way inside like a jackhammer,
thighs slamming against Ethan’s ass cheeks every time he hilted
himself in his tunnel.

Ethan’s cock throbbed as it banged against
the desk. His prostate buckled under the assault, stabbing pleasure
through his groin and radiating out through his entire body. His
shirt stuck to his back, his shoulders hurt, the sting of his hair
being pulled was delicious and sordid, and Collins’s hard and fast
fucking pushed him over the edge.

He bucked and writhed as his climax swept
through him. The condom strained to hold it all, and his cum
squished around his head, hot and wet. He couldn’t even be sure
that he managed to stay quiet—the force of his orgasm slammed
through him, blacking out the world beyond and robbing him of his
senses.

Collins grunted in his ear, a now-familiar
sound. It helped Ethan back to his senses just as Collins’s cock
jerked inside him and coated his insides with that thick, delicious
cum. Ethan panted, his body limp and unresisting as his ass milked
Collins’s tremendous shaft of every last drop.

Collins’s grip eased, and Ethan slumped,
drained and satisfied, every inch of his ass and cock feeling juicy
and exquisitely spent. The only sound was their intermingled
breathing.

Collins pressed his lips to the back of
Ethan’s neck, nuzzling at a small patch of skin between his collar
and hairline. Then he began to work his arms free, and he placed
his hands on either side of Ethan’s waist, hauling his weight off
the younger man. His softening cock eased out of Ethan’s ass, and a
sluggish trickle of cum followed, dribbling down over Ethan’s taint
and lazily coating the underside of his balls. Every beat of his
heart seemed to squeeze a little more of Collins’s cum out, adding
to the warm oozing sensation, and to Ethan’s satisfaction.

Tissue rustled faintly and landed in the
trash with a soft thud. Another rustle and tissue wrapped around
Ethan’s condom, carefully working it free before it could fall
under its own weight. A heavier thud as it was discarded. Collins’s
zipper rasped as it was fastened.

Ethan’s briefs were slid back up his legs and
tugged over his hips. Ethan’s eyes drifted closed as Collins’s
cooling cum was trapped inside them, squishing between his cheeks
and around his balls. Collins pulled Ethan’s pants up, too, and
fastened them before leaning over to unbuckle the belt stuffed in
Ethan’s mouth.

Collins’s mound resting against Ethan’s ass
made all the cum leaking out of him squeeze all the way up to his
waistband. His jaw felt slack when Collins worked the leather free
from his mouth, and Ethan rocked his jaw slowly, trying to regain
some control over his muscles. Collins’s weight lifted from him
again, and he was dimly aware of his belt as it was threaded back
through his belt loops and fastened in front.

Collins unclipped Ethan’s wrists from
one-another and laid his arms against the desk. Ethan’s fingers
flexed slowly, and his shoulders ached. He did nothing to help or
resist as the cuffs were removed and returned to their drawer.

“Stand up.”

Ethan took a deep breath and attempted to
stand. He flopped like a fish out of water, and tried again, weakly
dragging his arms up under himself and propping himself up onto his
elbows. With his third attempt he managed to gain some traction,
but had to work on stopping the scattered paperwork lifting with
him.

Finally he was upright, unsteady and
exhausted.

Collins’s arms reached around him. One
stroked idly over Ethan’s zipper as the other assembled the
crumpled and dampened contract.

Ethan sagged back against Collins’s broad
chest, the collar at his throat still gripping him like a
lover.

Collins nuzzled at the side of his neck, his
breath hot and his lips and tongue tender. Breathy kisses landed
under Ethan’s jaw as fingers stroked his shrunken prick. He felt
something long and plastic press into his hand, and his fingers
took hold of it obediently.

“Sign here,” Collins said, his teeth scraping
at Ethan’s flesh and his hand drawing Ethan’s toward the
contract.

“Yes, sir,” Ethan whispered, glancing down as
he gripped the pen properly. He followed the line of Collins’s
finger and fell forward, scribbling his signature as best he
could.

“Good boy.” Collins’s touch faded as he
stepped back, and Ethan bit his lip as he stared down at the
contract.

Some of the edges were torn; it was drenched
with his saliva and crumpled from being fucked on. H.R. would
probably complain about the state of it.

Collins unfastened the collar, and Ethan’s
skin cooled as air touched where the leather had been. He fastened
Ethan’s shirt buttons and wrapped his tie around his neck,
fastening it a little tightly and folding his shirt collar down
over it.

“Tuck your shirt in,” he ordered.

“Yessir.” Ethan did as he was told, still
facing the door, his hands shoving the material down into his pants
as quickly as they could.

“Get back to work,” Collins murmured,
slapping him on the rear.

Ethan shivered and nodded. “Yes sir.”

As he walked toward the door, cum squelching
between his cheeks, keeping his pussy moist, Collins added “Monday,
nine a.m.”

Ethan licked his lips and glanced back at
Collins, nodding obediently. “Yes sir.”

Collins smirked a little and stuffed Ethan’s
contract into an envelope, and Ethan unlocked the door, letting
himself back out into the office.

He didn’t need to go by the men’s room.
Instead he went back to his desk and sat, luxuriating in the feel
of his boss’s cum saturating his fucked ass until it was time to
leave.

On Monday, he’d be back, ready and willing to
do whatever Andy Collins told him to.

 


 



 







IN AMONG THE
GODS


By Roxie Noir

 


 


2,000 BC

Rhodes, off the coast of mainland Greece

 


Heraklea, daughter of Zeus, king of the gods,
didn’t have anything to do. She hadn’t for weeks, and there was
nothing she could do about it. Having something to do—ideally, a
monster to slay or a maiden to save—was up to her current
taskmaster, King Eurystheus, and he wasn’t interested in
alleviating her boredom. Since she was stuck there as
punishment—for fucking her husband into a coma; it was kind of a
long story—it wasn’t like she could leave, either.

She thought she had proven her worth by
killing and capturing whatever creatures he wanted her to, but
apparently this last time had somehow not been good enough. In the
meantime, though, she had plenty of things to chew over.

Not naturally introspective, Klea couldn’t
sit still at the palace. She felt like a caged animal all the time,
pacing through the lovely gardens, practicing archery for hours
every day, sparring with the off-duty guards and not even trying to
seduce them anymore. She’d tired herself out trying the first
couple of weeks at the palace, and for all her efforts had managed
to snag the interest of exactly none of them. Something was wrong
there, she thought, very wrong, but she hadn’t been in the mood yet
to find out. No one spoke during their training sessions, and even
though she still admired their hard thighs and broad shoulders, she
didn’t get excited about them anymore. What was the point when all
she ever got in response was a blank stare?

The first thing she chewed over, shooting
arrow after arrow at a straw-man target, was that the king almost
certainly knew what was going on. “They only like virgins,”
he’d said before sending her off to the centaurs, and now, after
fucking three centaurs in a row, she suspected that the king knew
exactly what he was talking about. In short, he’d sent her
off to get fucked, and when she’d come back tired and muddy and
messy but alive, he’d known just what had happened.

So if the king had sent her off to get fucked
once, had he been sending her off to get fucked all along? That was
the next thing Klea chewed over, this time going on a long, fast
walk through the endless gardens, swerving around young ladies out
for a peek at their paramour or children playing in the middle of
the path. When she thought back to how he’d reacted to the lion
skin, to news of the hydra’s death, to her capture of the deer with
the golden antlers, it all made a little more sense if he’d known
she was really just being fucked senseless the whole time.

This, then, was the biggest problem, one that
she contemplated late at night, staring into the fire in one of the
palace’s sitting rooms: the king kept sending her off to sexual
escapades. He had to be getting off on it. What other explanation
was there?

All right, she thought, two can play that
game.

Next time she held court, she showed up
wearing the thinnest dress she had, a nightgown really, made of
linen and close to being see-through. She arrived late, with her
lion skin over her head, and paraded to a chair near the king but
still easily in his line of sight, and then she proceeded to act as
bored as possible. All the fat old courtiers were staring, she
knew, and so were their pissed-off wives, but she didn’t really
care what they thought. Instead she pointedly ignored the king,
looking at her nails, examining the lion skin, staring off into
space like being in court was the most tedious thing she’d ever
experienced. That part, at least, she didn’t really have to
fake.

 


* * *

 


It took two days of showing up half-naked and
bored before the king sent her a messenger one evening as she
scrubbed her day off in the palace’s massive baths.

“Right now?” she said when he showed up. Just
to throw him off, she stood up so that she was naked and out of the
water from the waist up. The messenger’s gaze didn’t waver for one
instant, disappointingly.

“Message for you,” he said, holding out a
scroll.

“I’m soaking wet,” she said, indicating the
bath she was in.

The messenger didn’t move or say a word.

“Put it on my clothes,” she said, and pointed
to a cubby carved into the marble wall of the baths. The messenger
nodded curtly, placed the scroll inside, and walked out of the
baths. Klea sank back in, up to her neck, and frowned. The king was
writing her messages now? She hoped it was reprimanding her for
being indecent in court.

The scroll was sealed with red wax, the
king’s seal stamped onto it. The torch light flickered as she read
it, naked and dripping onto the floor. The baths were nearly
deserted this time of night, which was why Klea liked them.

Heraklea, the message began. No title
or proper greeting, even though Klea was highborn herself. The
next time you are in court, I expect you to comport yourself like
the lady your birth claims you to be.

So that was successful.

Tomorrow, you will go to the stables of Augeas,
which are at his villa to the south. They have not been cleaned in
over thirty years, and as you seem to have a talent for heroism,
perhaps you will find this task suited to your skills.

Don’t come back until they’re spotless.

Klea balled up the missive and tossed it into
the bathwater.

 


* * *

 


The stables were, as promised, disgusting and
literally full of shit. Augeas, a local nobleman, had apparently
taken his two hundred horses to his summer estates, so at least
they weren’t there anymore, but Klea had no idea how horses ever
lived here. The shit was waist-high at least, and smelled worse
than she’d imagined possible. She had to hold her nose as she
walked through them, nearly blinded with flies, and practically ran
out the other side. Outside, she sat on a tree stump and put her
head in her hands, the sword she’d brought for some reason clanking
against the ground. She took off her armor angrily and tossed it on
the ground, leaving her in the tunic she usually wore under it, and
then put her weapons down. What she needed was a fucking shovel,
she thought, unless all this shit was going to somehow become an
enormous, sentient shit-monster and come over to attack her.

There was a slight noise in the stable, and
Klea looked over hopefully. Shit monster? Nothing moved. Probably
the wind, then. Klea put her head back in her hands.

After a while she decided to open both stable
doors and then go for a walk. She’d let the place air out. Maybe
that would help the smell. Maybe all the shit would magically
disappear, and then she wouldn’t have to shovel it anymore.

The estates were very lovely and very locked,
with just a few maintenance workers around, none of whom seemed
inclined to strike up a conversation with her. Sadly, the youngest
of them looked about fifty and as though he were a piece of beef
jerky that had been left out in the sun for years. Klea had been
secretly hoping that this task would also turn out to be sex, but
the king must be well and truly pissed.

Two rivers ran on the north and south sides
of the estate, running together into one big river at the west end
of the grounds, putting the villa on a peninsula between the two.
It was really a beautiful spot, Klea thought, walking back to the
stupid, disgusting stables. If only she were here as a guest, or as
mistress, or anything beyond stable-girl, really.

One sniff of the stable told her that airing
them out for an hour had done absolutely nothing, so Klea decided
she was hot. She found a rock overlooking one of the rivers and
dipped her toes in. The water was perfectly clear, the day was hot,
and she could see the smooth rocks on the bottom and the tiny fish
that swarmed around her feet. Absolutely pleasant, to be honest,
aside from the whole stable thing. Feet in the water, the rock
beneath her warm, Klea leaned back and began to drift off to sleep,
wondering if the king would notice if she just stayed here and
never cleaned the stables.

 


* * *

 


“I swear on my mother’s grave,” a voice was
saying. “A cow, man. A fuckin’ cow.”

“Man, he did not fuck a cow,” said another
voice.

“He totally fucked a cow.”

Klea sat up, surprised that she’d just fallen
asleep on a rock in the sun.

“Hey,” said the first voice. Klea squinted,
still bleary from the nap. She’d been sleeping hard, harder than
usual for her naps. Not that she napped often.

“Hey,” she said, using a hand to shade her
eyes. The voices turned out to belong to two young men, wearing
nothing more than skirts with gold edging. They both had hair that
came down to their shoulders; one curly and blond, the other dark
and wavy, and they were both tan, like they spent a lot of time in
the sun. The weird thing, she thought, was that they looked just a
tiny bit better lit than the trees they were in front of, as they
walked along the riverbank toward her, then plopped down next to
her on the rock and leaned back.

“How’s it going?” asked the dark-haired one,
the Man, he did not fuck a cow one. He stretched out with
his elbows underneath his shoulders and tilted his face up toward
the sun.

Klea wondered if she were still asleep,
because before her nap she had been at some estate to clean out
stables with no one around but a near-geriatric gardener, and now
there was a beautiful young man literally splayed in front of her,
a young man who looked like he was cut from marble or something.
Her mouth went dry and she tried to think of something to say.

“Good,” she said, and immediately thought of
her childhood tutor saying, Heraklea, it’s going WELL.

“Awesome,” he said. The blond came and sat on
her other side.

“It’s a great day,” he said, and crossed his
legs and leaned back.

Klea swallowed, and tried not to imagine the
sandwich these two could make of her. She could see every one of
the blond’s leg hairs glint golden in the sunlight. “Yeah,” she
said. She drew a toe through the water, and thought, come on,
you can say something else. Had she ever seen two humans this
attractive before, both in the same place? The guards at the palace
were hot, yeah, but they all had flaws here and there. So did every
human, come to think of it, but these two were like sculptures, so
attractive it made her nervous just to talk to them. “I came down
from Rhodes this morning. It was a really nice ride.”

“Whacha doing here from Rhodes?” the blond
asked, as the brunet continued lounging.

“It’s a long story,” she said, picking at the
hem of her tunic. “I’m supposed to clean out the stables.”

The blond let out a long, low whistle. “Man,
what did you do?” he asked.

“I pissed off the king,” she said.

“Nice,” said the brunet. She looked over.
“He’s down here sometimes and he’s kind of a dick. Talks down to
everybody. Rude.”

“I might not do it and just stay here
forever,” Klea said, splashing. “That seems pretty nice.”

“Augeas is a dick too,” said the blond. “He’s
always on my ass about something, like, chill out man, there’s fish
when there’s fish, you know?”

“You work for him?” Klea asked.

He laughed. “No. He thinks that, though.” He
held out one hand. “I’m Alpheus. This is my river.”

Now, Klea laughed. “It’s not,” she said.

“She doesn’t believe me,” Alpheus said to the
brunet.

“Show her, dude,” the brunet said.

Alpheus crouched and then vaulted off the
rock into the shallow river, and then, mid-air, he turned into
water, splashing into the shallows. Klea sat up fast, looking into
the river for him. The brunet, still lounging, laughed.

“He told you,” he said. “I’m Peneus, by the
way. My river’s over there.” He jabbed his thumb behind them, past
the stables and the estates.

Alpheus splashed out of the water, turning
human again as he did, right at Klea’s feet. “Believe me now?” he
asked. He grabbed both of her feet in his hands and walked up
against them, her soles on his stomach.

“I guess I have to,” Klea said. She hoped she
sounded cooler than she felt. Her feet were cold from being in the
water, but the flesh they were pressed to was warm and solid, and
he was definitely flirting with her.

“He’s just showing off,” said Peneus. “Any
river deity can do that.”

“But how many of those do you know?” asked
Alpheus.

“Well, I know two now,” she said, and wiggled
her toes against his stomach.

“I’m not ticklish,” he said.

“He is,” said Peneus. “Want to know
where?”

“Yes,” said Klea.

He pushed himself up on his left hand and
crooked a finger on his right: come over here. Klea leaned
toward him, and he cupped his hand around her ear, his long brown
hair tickling against her shoulder. Her heart hammered.

“Right above his dick,” he whispered, his
lips brushing the inner shell of her hear. It sent a shivering wave
of pleasure through her body, so strong Klea almost shuddered.

“He’s not,” she said. Peneus’s face was still
inches from hers, strands of his hair still touching her shoulder.
“You’re just trying to get me to embarrass myself.”

“You want to see?” he said.

“What are you telling her?” Alpheus demanded,
and then Peneus, almost faster than Klea could see, attacked the
blond, fingers dancing right above the waistband of his skirt.

Alpheus giggled and started trying to wrestle
the other man off of him. They both fell into the river, rolling
around in the shallow water, bodies glistening. Klea didn’t mind
watching, until finally, Alpheus jumped up and onto the rock. He
scrambled behind her, his legs on either side, and wrapped his arms
around her shoulders from the back.

“Safe,” he said.

Peneus came out of the water and stood
against the rock, pressing himself against it right between Klea’s
legs. He put his hands on her knees and leaned in. She
shivered.

“Looks like I’ve gotta go through you,” he
said.

She put both her hands on his chest and
squeezed his midsection between her knees, sure at last that she
knew where this was leading. “Try it,” she said.

The brunet leaned over and pressed his face
into her neck, fingers sliding up her thighs and under her tunic,
his hair brushing against her shoulder and face, his stubble
lightly scraping her neck. She yelped and tried to move away, but
Alpheus, still behind her, held her firm.

“This isn’t so hard,” Peneus said into her
neck, his breath and lips and stubble tickling with every word,
making Klea nearly dissolve in a fit of laughter even as she felt
Alpheus, the blond behind her, begin to get hard, pressed up
against her back. It was unfair, she thought for a moment, that she
could slay beasts and best almost any man in combat, but she was as
ticklish as any tower-bound maiden. Then she felt lips on the back
of her neck, soft and ticklish at first, and she stopped having
thoughts like that.

Klea could barely move, pressed on both sides
by the two river gods, their sun-kissed bodies covering hers almost
entirely, and she felt like she was drowning in men’s flesh, the
loveliest form of drowning imaginable. Alpheus, behind her, moved
his right hand down to her hip, squeezing and stroking, still
alternately nibbling and biting her neck, and Peneus moved the hand
on her left side up to stroke her breast very lightly through her
tunic.

“Mmmm,” said Klea, head thrown back and eyes
closed. She could feel the sunlight on her feet and the two men
everywhere else, careful to touch only her and not each other
despite their proximity. Klea wrapped her legs around Peneus
drawing him even closer into her, leaned back into Alpheus, feeling
his long cock at full mast press into her lower back.

Together, their hands began to lift her tunic
from her thighs, to nudge it over her ass, until it was wrapped
around her waist, her torso still covered, her cunt bare on the
warm dry rock beneath her. Two hands from two men danced under it
to cup her breasts, to gently pinch her nipples. She had her arms
slung over Peneus’s shoulders and she watched the muscles ripple in
his back as he moved, powerful and smooth in the sunlight. Gently
taking her torso, Alpheus, behind her, moved to lean her back a
little, his hips pressing his erection into her and he did so. Her
cunt left the warm rock and right away, someone’s fingers touched
it. She didn’t care whose. Both, probably, but her eyes were shut
as she moved her hips up to meet the fingers exploring her folds,
finding her wet, sliding over her clit, to her opening, up and back
again. Another hand slid down over her mound to do the same as the
first entered her, fingers sliding in and out, crooking just right
inside, the second hand rubbing her clit in cool, slow circles, the
pressure exactly right.

Klea took her hands from Peneus’s neck and
looked down, tried to catch her breath, to see what was going on:
Peneus with his hand in her cunt, Alpheus behind her rubbing her
clit, possibly the hottest sight she’d ever seen.

“Slow down,” she gasped. “I’m going to
come.”

“Is that a problem?” said Peneus.

“You can come more than once,” whispered
Alpheus in her ear. He sent shivers down her entire body.

“I bet you’ve come more than once during a
fuck before,” said Peneus. He added a third finger and Klea
moaned.

“What’s the most you’ve ever come in a
night?” Alpheus asked. He pinched her clit between two fingers and
squeezed, softly. Klea gasped and tried to arch her hips upward,
but his hand held her firmly in place. “Come on,” he said. “Give me
a number.”

She tried to think. “Four?” she said.

“That’s it?”

“We can do better than that.”

As if on command, Klea felt the hard tingle
creep up on her, radiating outward from the combined fingers. She
grabbed Alpheus’s thighs as hard as she could and squeezed Peneus
between her knees. She gritted her teeth, suddenly not wanting to
make too much noise, trying to come quietly, but the two river gods
pressed into her, fingering and fucking and drawing her orgasm out
of her, moving along with her bucking hips, the three moving like
one organism as she finally came with a long, loud
ahhhhhhhh, then slumped backward.

Alpheus, still sitting behind her, tugged her
tunic over her head, studied his thighs where she’d gripped them.
“That’ll leave a bruise,” he said.

Peneus sprang out of the water, splashing the
two on the rock, then pulled Klea to her feet and led her over to a
grassy patch, still in the strong Greek sunlight, and Alpheus
followed. Their erections stood out like tentpoles in their
loincloths, and Klea tore them both off as they stood, taking one
in each hand. Each cock filled a fist nicely, long and full and
rock hard. Had she ever fucked a deity before? She didn’t think so,
but there had to be a first time for everything.

Klea dropped to her knees, still holding both
members, and she licked the one on the left from base to tip, then
the one on the right. She dipped the head of one into her mouth,
then the other, swirling her tongue around it, gradually taking
more and more into her mouth, until at least she deep throated one,
and then the other. Above, gasps.

“Oh my god, dude,” said Peneus.

“Oh my god,” echoed Alpheus. Both reached for
her head at the same time, their hands touching in midair above it,
and then both moved their hands away apologetically.

Klea, her nose buried deep in blond fuzz,
Alpheus’s cock down her throat, didn’t notice. She also didn’t
notice how each of the watched her, watched her lips around the
other’s dick, her hand on their own, until she took a break,
sitting back on her heels and pumping the two members in unison
with long, firm strokes.

“You like sharing?” she asked. Each dick was
six inches from her face, and the two exchanged a look. An
uncertain look. Even given the circumstances, it was almost a shy
look, but they kept it up even as Peneus, the brunet, caressed her
head and pushed it toward his cock. She took it all in one gulp,
and Alpheus released her hand from his dick and moved around behind
her, kneeling down as he did, covering her back with his body. His
erection nestled between her ass cheeks.

“I’d like to fuck you,” he whispered into her
ear.

Heraklea took Peneus’s cock out of her mouth
and pumped it with her hand. “Kneel down,” she said to him. “I want
you both.”

“Greedy,” he said, and put his hands in her
hair, on her back. Alpheus put his cock at the wet, waiting
entrance of her cunt and slid slowly in, making eye contact with
the other man the entire time.

Klea moved back and forth, moving one cock
into her mouth as the other left her cunt and vice versa.
Spitroasting, she’d heard it called, an unnecessarily violent word,
she thought. With her eyes closed she couldn’t tell whose cock was
whose, the alternate sensations of filling and emptying. Whoever
she was sucking off reached down to fondle her nipples and she
moaned into his cock. The other set of hands gripped her ass so
hard she thought there might be bruises there the next day, but his
cock felt perfect, it felt wonderful, and she’d always hoped to
have two men at the same time.

Their hands met again, this time on her back,
and this time they didn’t pull away. Alpheus pulled Peneus to him,
hard, as close as they could get with their dicks buried in the
same woman. He took his jaw in one hand, hard, pulled it toward his
own face and their mouths met, hands grasping at necks, at
shoulders, hard enough to leave bruises for days.

Below, Klea felt the rhythm change suddenly,
felt both men pump into her at the same time, mouth and cunt filled
together instead of alternately. She groaned and kept going, the
thrusting more and more insistent until she felt her cunt tighten
and explode. Unable to say anything, she moaned around the other
cock, and felt hands grip her hair again, clamp themselves around
her hips and then they were both coming too, holding themselves
deep in her, emptying until there was nothing left. Gasping, they
pulled out in unison and all three flopped over in the grass, a
sweaty pile with Klea in the middle. It took her a long time to
catch her breath.

“Mmm,” she said at last. “I’ve always wanted
to do that.”

Peneus traced a finger down her torso, from
her collarbone to her bellybutton. “What else do you want to
do?”

She looked over at him, his dark hair
glinting in the sunlight. Alpheus moved against her other side, and
even though their dicks were soft, she felt her cunt sparking to
life once more.

“I want to come again,” she said. “You
promised me more.”

“We’re halfway there,” he said. He raised
himself on one elbow and turned himself over so he was on top of
her, skimming his lips downward, spreading her legs, then his
tongue on her clit, slow and languorous. He was spelling his name,
she thought, and then she arched her back and closed her eyes.

Sleepy on her left, Alpheus nuzzled his face
against her side, kissing and sucking on her stomach, on her
breastbone, playfully biting and licking her nipples. She put one
hand on his back, encouragingly, tilted her head back and soaked in
the feeling. Her body felt electrified with the two men pleasing
her at the same time, as though lightning were running up and down
each of her limbs. Peneus’s tongue went faster and faster, harder,
and when she looked down, her breath coming in jagged bursts, he
looked back up at her, a smile around his eyes, then looked over at
the other man.

Something hard bumped against her thigh, and
she looked down to see that the blond was already at half-mast
again, his erection growing steadily against her. It bumped against
Peneus’s hand on her thigh, and without missing a beat, he took it
with a smooth long stroke. Alpheus came to full mast almost
immediately, and watching, Klea felt herself hit the orgasmic point
of no return. She didn’t shut her eyes, but watched one man’s hand
on the other’s cock as she came, raking Alpheus’s back with one
hand as she came, her other hand in Peneus’s hair, pressing his
face into her clit until she finally stopped bucking her hips
up.

When he stopped, he rested his head on her
hips as she stroked his hair, his hand still stroking the other
man’s cock, looking at it as Alpheus moaned and thrust his hips
forward, bumping his member and Peneus’s hand into Klea’s thigh all
at once. Klea watched, breathless, almost dizzy with desire. She
turned toward him, softly bit his neck, his shoulder. Peneus moved
his head from her stomach and she felt him move up so he was behind
her, on his side. The blond rolled toward her too, so she was
sandwiched between the two, their arms slung back and forth as
Alpheus reached for the brunet, pressing his back so he was flush
with Klea, lost in this cocoon of flesh.

She reached behind her for the erection she
knew was there. It was part of the “being a deity” thing, probably,
how fast they could recover their erections, which was fine with
her. There it was, of course, hard as iron and without prelude, she
guided it to her hole again, arching her back so he could
enter.

Where Alpheus had thrust into her in one
smooth stroke, Peneus teased her, pushing the head of his cock in
and out in spurts, making her gasp, making her pull Alpheus toward
her even as she pushed back against the brunet behind her. She had
one hand on each, their legs all tangled together, both fondling
her and each other at the same time. Peneus’s hand bumped her
pelvis on each stroke of Alpheus’s dick even as he went deeper and
deeper into her with each thrust, then there was Alpheus’s hand on
her clit, his mouth biting Peneus’s shoulder over her, her own face
buried in his warm, firm chest.

“Ohhh,” she moaned, and someone’s hand on her
hip drew tighter. “Nnng. Don’t stop.”

“Come for me,” said the blond pressed into
her front, his fingers working furiously.

“Your cunt feels so good,” said the other
one. “I want to feel you come.”

It worked, and Klea arched her back and
thrust as hard as she could, wanting Peneus’s cock and Alpheus’s
fingers as hard as she could get them, thrashing between the two,
her cries muffled by the two men surrounding her, her body jolting
against her will. Even once she stopped, spent from her orgasm,
they were both still rock hard, moving back and forth, still one
cock in her cunt and fingers on her clit, not finished with her
yet.

The other man’s cock in his hand, Peneus
guided it toward Klea, and she threw one leg around Alpheus in
front of her, the head of his cock rubbing against her clit,
nudging the other man’s shaft. Peneus grunted in a long exhale, put
his forehead against Klea’s back. He withdrew his cock and was
still, as though he needed a moment, and Klea took matters into her
own hands, pushing Alpheus into her still-wet pussy and he thrust
in eagerly, her leg around his back, the other man’s hand groping
at her front before she felt his cock push between her thighs. She
reached down and held the cocks together, in one hand, sliding
together and apart as Alpheus fucked her and then Peneus thrust
against him, as Alpheus pulled out and she pushed the other man in,
soon unsure who she was even fucking anymore.

“I want to try something,” she said. She
released them and pushed Alpheus over on his back, straddling him.
“Behind me,” she said to Peneus, and slid herself down onto
Alpheus, engulfing his cock completely. He groaned, and she felt
Peneus kneel, his legs outside Alpheus’s. She reached back and took
his cock, still slick with her juices, in her hand, and he leaned
forward, positioned himself at the bud of her asshole and then,
very gently, pushed inside.

Klea moaned, feeling her asshole stretch to
let him inside, the sensation of being doubly filled new and
excruciatingly pleasurable. She’d masturbated to this for years,
and here it was, even better than she’d dared imagine. Both of her
hands gripped Alpheus’s shoulders and his fingers crept for her
clit, his other hand clasping Peneus’s side. Both men held their
breaths and didn’t make a noise, their faces frozen in
concentration as though they were balancing knives or walking over
hot coals. She felt Peneus push in farther, and then farther until
his cock was in her up to the hilt, and he exhaled. Klea whimpered,
teetering on the brink of orgasm, nearly unable to move.

But she did, she raised herself off of
Alpheus, taking his cock in and out of her just a few inches, and
his eyes flew open in surprise.

“Ohh!” he shouted.

“Oh my god, I can feel your dick,” whispered
Peneus.

“Our dicks are almost touching,” said
Alpheus, eyes wide, breathing hard.

“Just fuck me,” said Klea, thrusting up and
down again, drawing both cocks in and out. “Please, just fuck
me.”

“I have to stop, I’m not gonna last,” said
Peneus behind her.

“Don’t stop,” she said.

“Oh my god, dude,” whispered Alpheus.

“Don’t stop,” she said. “Don’t stop, don’t
stop, don’t stop.” She rocked back and forth, filled with both
cocks, and finally tipped over the edge into a hard orgasm as she
shouted don’t stop, don’t stop, thrusting onto them harder
and harder without stopping until first Peneus, in her ass, and
Alpheus in her cunt came too, clutching each other and Klea and the
grass and finally collapsing into a sweaty pile in the meadow,
where they stayed for a while.

 


* * *

 


“That was amazing,” said Peneus when he
finally rolled off to the side, nestling Klea between them.

“I’ve fantasized about it for years,” Klea
admitted. “But I’ve never found anyone interested.”

“Well, now you know where to find us,” said
Alpheus, still spread out on his back.

“Fuck,” said Klea, remembering. “I’m supposed
to clean the stables.”

“I’d forgotten about that,” said Peneus.

“I just won’t. I just won’t leave, and I
don’t care what the king says.”

“He’ll only get worse,” said Alpheus. He
finally pushed himself up on his hands and sat up. “We’ll
help.”

“It’s literally shoveling shit,” Klea
said.

“We’ve got much better tools at our
disposal,” he said, and pulled up the other two. “Come on. Stand on
that rock.”

Klea went, feeling worn out and boneless but
happy. As she stood on the rock, naked in the sunlight, suddenly
the river to her right changed course, twisting like a snake to go
up over the bank, across the field, toward the stables, acting
completely unlike water.

“Is that you?” she asked.

“I told you we had better tools,” Alpheus
said. The water streamed through the stables, and then was joined
by another channel surging in from the other side, both rivers
washing through the stables, pushing a mountain of shit out the
other side. Klea watched with incredulity as the job got done in
moments and the water receded, back to the normal course of the
rivers.

“Thanks,” she said to the two men who flanked
her. She put an arm around each and relaxed into them, one on each
side.

Peneus laughed. “Not a problem,” he said.
“Come visit us any time.”

“Absolutely any time,” added Alpheus.

 


* * *

 


Klea rode back to the palace late that
afternoon, a slow, leisurely ride after a good day of work done.
She stabled her own horse, appreciating how shit-free the place
was, and brushed him carefully before retiring to her own chambers
where she ordered a private bath brought in. The better to reflect
on the day, as it were, sitting in the big metal tub in front of
her fireplace, dozing off in the lovely warm water.

The next morning she was late to court,
coming in dressed normally for once, though she had the lion skin
on her head as always. As she turned for her seat, the king called
her.

“Approach me,” he said.

She did, looking up him from the bottom of
his dais. He sat, four steps up.

“I didn’t know you were so quick at cleaning
stables,” he said.

She said nothing.

“I heard you had help.”

Klea couldn’t help but smile. Smirk, really.
“I did,” she said, adjusting the lion’s head over her own.

The king said nothing. His eyes ran over her
body, even here, in front of everyone at court. Klea stood as tall
as she could, watched him, waited for him to finish.

“It doesn’t count if you had help,” he
said.

“You didn’t say I couldn’t have help,” she
said. “You just said they needed to be clean.”

“No, I said you needed to clean them,”
he said. He crossed one leg over the other, leaning to one side on
his throne.

Klea didn’t have a response. That was,
technically, what he’d said.

“Sorry all that work was in vain,” he said,
and at that, Klea burst out laughing. It started with a giggle, as
the king looked perturbed. It rose to a laugh, and then, he
uncrossed his legs and recrossed them the opposite way, and the
laugh rose to a howl. He frowned, her laugh echoing solo through
the enormous hall, until finally it left the way it had come, dying
down to a giggle. She cleared her throat.

“Right,” she said. “Sorry.”

He waved one hand at her in dismissal, and
she turned to the staring eyes of his courtiers, about a hundred of
them, looking alternately confused, angry, and slightly afraid.
Klea stood up straight, looked as haughty as she could, and took
her seat.

















 


FOR HIRE

 by Sera Belle

 


The voice that answered the phone was curt
and businesslike. And female, to my relief.

“I saw your ad on Dougslist,” I said. “Very
Clean Male Wanted. Is the position filled?”

“Nothing is filled just yet,” she said. “You
do know what I mean by clean, don’t you?”

“I think—yes. I’m a very clean
individual.”

“I mean I will need documentation from the
last four weeks attesting that you are free from any sexually
communicated diseases.”

This was a more technical call than I had
expected, considering I was answering an ad in the “Discreet
Encounters” section of the website. “I can get that,” I said.

“And the ‘V’ doesn’t stand for ‘very’,” she
went on.

“What does it stand for, then?” I racked my
brain. Virtuous? Venomous? Vermont-born?

“Virile,” she said, without a hint of
humor.

“As in—”

“I require someone with extremely powerful
seed,” she continued. “I will require a sperm count as well. I
expect you can get that along with the other tests.”

“Sure,” I said, hoping I sounded like I did
this sort of thing all the time. “And the ad said something about
compensation.”

“I am willing to pay two thousand dollars,”
she said. “This will cover multiple sessions, for three days per
month for up to three months or until we are successful, whichever
comes first.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “Successful at
what?”

There was a prickly pause at the other end of
the line.

“Have you ever had an IQ test?” she asked,
just like that, out of the blue.

“In high school. One thirty-seven,” I
answered proudly.

“I see,” she said skeptically. “And you’re in
university right now.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, then realized I was
sounding too…something. Informal. “Yes,” I corrected myself. “I’m
in my third year of the kinesiology program.”

“All right,” she said, seemingly satisfied.
“Would you describe yourself as a fit individual?”

“I work out constantly,” I said. “Varsity
tennis and racquetball.”

“And your length and girth?”

She had this knack for asking confusing
questions as though she were asking for my birth date or license
plate number. I had figured out the kinds of questions she was
asking by now, at least. “Six and a half inches,” I said. “I’ve
never measured my girth.”

“I’ll need front and side pictures,” she
said. “Nude. And erect. Face as well.”

“No problem.”

“After you provide the photos, I will call
back and make an appointment when we can meet. By that time, you’ll
need all the medical documentation, so I suggest you make an
appointment today.”

“No problem.”

“Good. Do you have any questions?”

“Do you grill all your dates like this?” I
asked. “I mean, I know it’s a dangerous world out there, but—”

“This is not a date,” she said. “Nor is it a
relationship. We need you for a very specific purpose, and we will
pay you well for your participation. We will not have any
communication after we are done. Is that all clear?”

“Kind of,” I admitted. “I just…what are we
doing, exactly? This is about sex, right?” Her forcefulness and
maturity made it difficult to bring up the subject, like answering
a teacher in sex-ed class.

“Yes,” she answered, still businesslike.
“We’re going to fuck, and with any luck, you’ll get me
pregnant.”

“Ah.” V for virile, sperm count—now I felt
pretty dense.

“E-mail those photos to me,” she said, “and I
will be in touch.”

“Wait, wait—” I said. “What’s your name?”

“My name is Aubrey,” she said. “And my
husband is William. I’ll speak with you soon.”

She hung up without saying goodbye, without
even asking my name.

 


* * *

 


I was delighted to hear her voice on the
other end of the line when she called nine days later. I was
worried that she was going to tell me no for some reason. I had
done everything she’d asked, but the more I thought about the first
phone call, the worse I felt it had gone. I had been a pretty big
dolt on the phone, for sure.

Not that I didn’t have some second thoughts
myself. I thought she was looking for a hookup, the way most people
were on Dougslist. Then when money came up I assumed it was someone
old, or fat, or kinky.

But the husband threw me for a loop, maybe
more than the whole insemination thing. Was he going to watch? Was
I going to look him in the eye? Was he going to get pissed and
punch me in the face while I was balls-deep in his wife?

“I have decided to select you,” she said, not
even saying hello. “Have you made your appointments with the
clinics already?”

“I already got it all done,” I answered
proudly. “I got the results back from the clinic yesterday.”

“All clear?”

“Yes.”

“Good. I appreciate you putting up with this
process. You probably weren’t expecting it to be quite so
involved.”

“It’s okay,” I said. “I don’t mind.”

“I’ll need your name.”

Amazing, how she could jump from being
totally civil to being cold and businesslike without missing a
beat. What would fucking her be like? “Ian,” I said.

“I’ll need your full legal name,” she said.
“For the contract. You’ll be signing a contract, which exchanges
the money for your services, and also gives up any parental rights
in the future towards any child or children conceived as a result
of our interactions. I assume that will be acceptable.”

In my twenty-two years, children had only
ever been a worry—especially when one girl on the swim team was
late one month. But other than that, children were an abstraction.
It didn’t make sense to worry about my rights to them in this case.
“Fine,” I said.

“Good. I want you to be here at two
o’clock—in the afternoon, that is—next Tuesday. I’ll e-mail the
address to you. William will meet you and pay you one-half of the
money, and you will give him your medical documents and sign the
contract. And we’ll take it from there.”

“Sounds good.” I had some classes on Tuesday
afternoon, but I was pretty sure I was going to take the day off.
Maybe Wednesday too.

“Is there anything else you need to
know?”

I hesitated before asking, but decided it
couldn’t hurt. She would just say no if she didn’t want to, and
that would be that.

“Can I have a picture of you?” I asked. “I
mean, since I sent you a picture.”

She was silent.

“It’s not a big deal,” I said. “I was
just—”

“All right,” she said. “I’ll send you a
picture. And you’ll be here at two sharp on Tuesday.”

“That’s great—” I started, but she was
already gone.

It was only a few minutes later that her
e-mail arrived in my inbox. While the image was downloading—it was
a big file—I looked up the address. It was out in Westdale, a
pretty nice area of town.

The photo finally opened. She was younger
than her voice had led me to expect. It was a professional picture
from the look of it, nicely lit and very high-res. Her hands were
behind her back, and she had on a very form-fitting red dress. It
hugged her closely at the hips, at her slim waist, at her nice,
round breasts.

Her shoulder-length hair was set in what
seemed like a very solid coif, and her red lipstick matched the
shade of her dress exactly.

She was stunning, absolutely stunning.

And I had three days to wait before I got to
see her in person.

 


* * *

 


I don’t mind admitting that I jacked off more
than once, looking at that photo and waiting for the day when I
would get to meet her. I zoomed in on every bit of her, the toned
muscles in her bare upper arms, the long, smooth curve from her
waist to her hips to her thighs to her feet, the hint—was I
imagining it? I couldn’t decide—of her nipples protruding subtly
through the fabric over her chest.

I studied her closely, downloaded a few gigs
worth of similar looking pics and porn videos, tried hard to
imagine her naked.

They all fell short. None of them had that
look on her face. Severe without looking mean, serious but with a
hint of a smile.

This was a hell of a woman.

And she lived in a hell of a house, I found
as I turned onto Crest Ridge and looked for their house number. You
could only see glimpses of the houses from the street, through the
gaps between tall stone walls, well-manicured hedgerows, and thick
trees and shrubbery. No wonder she sounded so classy. She lived in
a neighborhood where the houses were so big and expensive, the
owners didn’t need to show them off.

I found their number and pulled into the
laneway. There was a iron gate, but it was open; I wondered if it
was usually open, or just left open for my benefit. No matter,
really. I followed the lane around a few twists and turns and
finally arrived at the front of the house, in a circular driveway
that went around a fountain.

Impressive.

It wasn’t clear where to park, so I just
pulled over to the side, near the front door. The big staircase
that led to the front door, that is. It was only a half-dozen steps
or so before I was on the broad porch, facing the massive-looking
wooden double door that was easily twice my height.

There was a big brass knocker in the middle
of each of the doors, but it seemed ridiculous to let myself be
known that way. Instead, I hunted around the doorframe, and
eventually found a little metal box with a glowing button on it.
Probably a doorbell, though nothing about this entrance was
familiar to me—maybe it was an intercom, maybe it released a pack
of hounds, who knew?

I pressed the button, and waited.

Just as I was about to press it a second
time, I heard her voice, firm and feminine, just as I’d remembered
her. It sounded like she was right behind me, and I jumped slightly
before realizing that it was just a very high-quality speaker
hidden somewhere around the door.

“Please come in,” she said.

I heard a click, and saw the door move
slightly; of course, they wouldn’t have to do anything as common as
answering their own front door, would they? What did it take to get
this rich? I could barely believe that a house like this existed,
that people like this existed.

But when I pushed the door open and stepped
through, I was assured that people like her did exist; Aubrey was
striding up the hallway towards me, wearing the same red dress I’d
seen in the picture. William—at least I assumed it was her husband
William—walked with her, about a half-step behind her, giving me
the impression that he was hurrying to keep up. She seemed in
person just as she had on the phone: a woman who was difficult to
keep up with.

“Ian,” she said, slightly coldly. “Thank you
for coming. This is William—”

“Hi,” I said.

The guy was taller than me, and had big
shoulders and a full chest; he gave me the impression that he was a
military man. He wore a sport coat over a polo shirt, and jeans. I
didn’t know much about fashion but he looked like he’d come out of
a magazine, his skin was so smooth and his hair was so perfectly
set.

A look of irritation flashed across Aubrey’s
face at my interruption. “Please come this way,” she said, and
turned on her heel.

The view of her toned ass moving under the
closely cut fabric of her dress would have pulled me along whether
I wanted to follow her or not. William fell into step beside
me.

“So do you do this often?” he asked. His
voice was thin and fluty, not the booming bass his large body had
expected.

“Not really,” I said. “Your ad was the first
one I’ve ever answered on Dougslist, to be honest.” We walked in
silence for a few steps. “What about you? Do you guys have a lot
of—uh—”

“You’re the first candidate we’ve ever
invited here,” he said. His voice dropped, as though he’d just
remembered that Aubrey was not far away. “She’s quite impressed
with you, it seems.”

Then Aubrey turned abruptly through a
doorway, and we followed. It was a study, with leather-bound books
on shelves lining every wall, broken up only by the door and a
fireplace. There were overstuffed leather armchairs in the corners,
and in the middle, on a thick rug with a complicated and colorful
pattern, was a low coffee table with three chairs around it. Every
surface that wasn’t covered with bookshelves or rugs was a rich,
chocolate-colored wood.

“Please have a seat,” Aubrey said briskly,
and I took my chair, sitting across from the both of them. A stack
of papers lay on the table.

“This is the contract,” she said. “The three
of us will be signatories. I gave you the gist of it over the
phone, but let me be perfectly clear.” Her eyes were locked on mine
as she leafed through the contract, seeming to know exactly what
she was showing me without as much as a glance at the actual
paper.

“You will perform whatever services we ask
you to, for no more than nine sessions over a period of ten weeks,
starting today. You will be paid one thousand dollars today, and
one thousand dollars at the end of the period, or, if we choose to
sever the contract prematurely, at that point.”

“Right.” I tried to scan the pages as she
whipped through them, but the text was small and I wasn’t fluent in
legalese.

“I didn’t mention this over the phone,
because we don’t want money to be such a major factor for the
applicants. But if we feel the contract has been successful, we may
provide a bonus of up to eighteen thousand dollars in addition to
the aforementioned sum. You may consider that a performance
incentive.”

Twenty grand. My head swam. All my debts—gone
in a flash. I would have screwed William for that much money. They
could afford it, of course, but it was life-changing cash from my
point of view.

“During our sessions, you will do as either I
or William order you to. If you do not, we will use physical force
to restrain you. And you hereby waive any right to compensation if
force is used against you. Understood?”

They could hang me from the chandelier by my
balls if they wanted. Twenty grand! “Absolutely,” I said
confidently.

A little smile played across her lips. “Good.
Finally, whatever becomes of our time together, you hereby waive
any rights to any offspring, medical care—”

Things were taking a strange turn.
“Offspring?”

Aubrey and William exchanged a look. “I
thought we were clear,” she said.

I looked from one to the other for a clue. “I
thought—”

I was hoping one of them would say something
helpful, but they waited patiently for me to finish.

“I thought this was just, like…sex.”

“We are unable to conceive a child,” William
said. “We need you as a sperm donor.”

“But...” I waved at the room we were in,
meaning the whole house, the entire amazing estate. “You guys are
loaded. You could do fertility, uh—there are clinics, aren’t there?
For—”

“We desire greater privacy,” Aubrey
explained, “than the medical system is able to provide. As it is,
we will have you, and we will have a contract that ensures that any
results from our meeting will remain permanently secret.”

We will have you. It sounded slightly
ominous. “All right,” I said. “It’s fine.”

She pointed at a gleaming black pen sitting
on the table, and I took the cap off to reveal a bright gold nib. I
had never written with a fountain pen before. “Where do I
sign?”

“Just here,” she said, pointing to a box on
the last page. “And here is your copy. William?”

William had gotten up while I was signing and
now approached with a lacquered wooden tray, loaded with a crystal
decanter and three crystal glasses. He poured an inch or so of deep
amber liquid into each glass and set them in front of us.

“To a successful union,” Aubrey said, and we
leaned forward and clinked glasses. I sipped the liquid; it was
something like scotch—or to be more accurate, every scotch I’d ever
drunk before was something like this. It was full of smoke and wood
and sweetness and richness and the smooth, clean burn of alcohol. I
had never had a real drink before, I realized. This was like
nothing on earth.

Aubrey set her glass on the table. “Ten
minutes,” she said, and got up from the table.

I was able to catch a glimpse of her cleavage
as she got to her feet, and I don’t know if it was the whiskey or
the view, but I could feel myself floating away. Two minutes ago,
I’d been amazed at the thought of twenty grand; now I would have
followed her anywhere, do anything, just to get closer to her, to
embrace her, to taste her skin and kiss her blood-red lips.

“We can wait here,” William said, and took
another sip.

 


* * *

 


William and I sat there at the table for a
while, sipping our whiskies. I was uncomfortable, but didn’t feel
like I could show it; I covered up whenever I felt like I was
getting too uncomfortable by taking a pull from my glass. In what
seemed like no time, it was empty.

“More?” William said, taking hold of the
decanter and pulling the top out.

My first impulse was to politely decline, but
I realized that the drink was the only thing keeping me busy in the
strange silence with William. I passed him my glass and he poured
an even bigger measure into it.

I took the glass back and raised it in what I
hoped was a suave, comfortable gesture of goodwill between
gentlemen. He just stared at me, his expression completely
flat.

“I have to admit,” I found myself telling
him, “that I’m not a hundred percent at ease, here.”

“You don’t say,” he replied blandly.

“So you’re not—” I started, then
reconsidered. “I mean, this isn’t—” As I spoke, the possibility of
saying something deeply offensive to him kept rising up, and I had
to stop.

“You’re wondering,” he said, his voice
becoming a little more strained, “how I’m going to feel about you
fucking my wife.”

“Well—” I wanted to soften it a bit, but he
had put it pretty well. “Yeah,” I finished.

“It isn’t ideal,” he said, staring off at one
of the many bookcases. “We’re not swingers. Neither of us has slept
with anyone else since we were married. But there isn’t much else
we can do, I’m afraid, other than some real Frankenstein stuff
involving a lot of doctors, and some stranger’s sperm. Or...” He
waved a hand in my direction. “This.”

“But wouldn’t it be easier to have some
faceless donor?” I asked. “I mean, I’m not trying to talk myself
out of the job or anything,” I added hastily. “I’m just
asking.”

“I feel I would rather be part of the
process,” he said. “If I’m here, if I’m involved in the conception,
I can feel more legitimately that it’s my child.”

It made sense, in its way; I just didn’t know
if I would be able to do the same, if I were in his position.

Still, ‘involved in the conception’ was a
pretty wide-open concept, and I was a little worried about how that
would actually take place. “So you’re going to sit and watch, or
hold her hand, or...”

He looked at his watch. “It’s time to go,” he
said, and drained his glass. I took his cue and did the same, and
as I did he stood up, so I put my glass down and followed him out
of the room.

He stayed ahead of me the whole way down the
hall and up a flight of stairs, and I was too busy keeping up with
him to be able to ask him any more. But I also wanted to be nice to
the guy. He was going to be watching me fuck his wife for the good
of his marriage. I had to be respectful.

He stopped in front of a closed door. “In
here,” he said, then grabbed my arm, even though I hadn’t moved at
all. “I want this to be good for her,” he said in a hoarse
half-whisper. “Don’t worry about me. Just make sure she’s enjoying
it. She’ll tell you what she wants.”

“Okay,” I said, looking him straight in the
eye to show that I was going to do as he told me.

“Try to forget I’m there, and just give her
what she likes.”

“Okay.”

He squeezed my arm a little tighter. “And she
likes it hard.”

He let go and went through the door, and
after a second to think about what that arm squeeze might have
meant, I went in as well.

The lights were dimmed, and there was a nice
smell in the air—I think it was sandalwood, although I don’t know a
lot about that kind of thing. The bed was bigger than any I’d ever
seen, bigger than a king bed—almost the size of a tennis court, it
seemed to me.

Aubrey was lying on top of the covers, her
legs together, her hands neatly folded at her waist. Her eyes were
closed and there was a faint smile on her lips. The dress was gone;
instead she was wearing some lacy red lingerie, like a mini-dress
but tantalizingly see-through, even in the low light.

William was gripping my arm again. “She’s
waiting for you,” he said. “Don’t be gentle. She’s going to—”

Her eyes flew open and she looked right at
me. “Come here,” she said, softly but perfectly audible in the
silent room.

I walked over to the side of the bed, but she
had closed her eyes again, lying like a marble statue on the bed. I
leaned over her a little, unsure of what to do. Was I supposed to
kiss her first? I hadn’t even thought about it. Maybe she’d want
the intimacy of a kiss, but this wasn’t a relationship; I was just
a hired cock. And it wasn’t like you ran into this kind of
situation very often.

I put my hand on her wrist, envisioning
myself sitting down on the bed and drawing her into my arms. Her
eyes flew open, and she pulled her arm free of my gentle grasp. She
was glaring at me with a look so fierce that I reflexively drew
back. She closed her eyes and returned to her statue-like pose.

The impulse overtaking me now was to run from
the room, flee the house, forget the money, the sex with a
beautiful woman—all of it. I could feel the blush creeping up my
neck and my cheeks. It was like I had been made the butt of some
huge joke.

I felt, rather than heard, William come up
behind me—the heat from his body, maybe, or some subconsciously
detected scent.

“Take her,” he murmured, although I could
tell there was some strain, some urgency in his voice as well.
“Quickly.”

I wasn’t used to having a third party present
when I was with a woman, and definitely not someone who was going
to dispense advice. But the voice, my growing sense of humiliation,
and the beautiful, nearly naked woman laid out in front of me were
convincing. Take her I would, I decided.

I took her wrist again, and this time held
fast when she tried to pull away. That was better—her lips curled
up in a wicked smile before she tried, with a little more effort to
free herself.

The little bit of physical contact, and
Aubrey’s sudden and intense reaction to my grasp, had me hard
straight away. I grabbed her other wrist and got up on top of her,
pinning her to the mattress. She bucked a little, throwing her hips
and chest at me, but I easily kept her in place.

Now I had a problem: I couldn’t let go of her
arms, feeling that she was still straining against me; but I was
still fully clothed. I pressed my body to hers, and her thighs
parted to accept me, but it didn’t do much—I wasn’t going to be
able to fuck her without letting go.

Hands encircled my waist—William again. I was
helpless; I could do nothing but let him unbuckle my belt and undo
my jeans, and slide them off me. His touch was different from a
woman’s, more firm and definite, and to my surprise I didn’t flinch
when he reached down and grabbed my cock to more easily free it
from my briefs.

I had never been with a guy before, and I was
a little surprised at how it felt for him to take hold of me like
that. When I realized what was happening, I was a little shocked,
of course, but I got over it quickly.

The fact was, it was a rush. It was crazy
enough to be getting ready to fuck this complete stranger for money
right in front of her husband; it was another step in the direction
of taboo to have him grabbing hold of me.

It was energizing. My cock became instantly
iron-hard, and I could almost feel the cum welling up in me, ready
to spray all over anyone lucky enough to be caught in the blast. I
wrestled my pants the rest of the way off and pounced on
Aubrey.

She looked shocked at first, and I could see
some color begin to fill the pale skin of her face and neck. I
didn’t really care, by that point. I was filled with a frenzy of
lust and desire that overtook me. I grabbed her wrists and pulled
her arms aside, holding them fast to the mattress. Her tits jiggled
slightly under the sheer red lace of the nightie she wore.

“You’re—” she began to say, and I clamped my
lips to hers, probing her mouth deeply with my tongue. I could feel
her wilt slightly under the rough kiss, soften under the pressure
of my need.

I broke it off and stared into her shining
eyes. “Shut up,” I said.

The corners of her mouth tugged at a smile
that was half horny, half afraid. I got off her and knelt beside
her.

“Suck my cock,” I ordered. “Make sure it’s
good and hard.”

She fell readily on the task, covering my
shaft with soft, wet kisses, and running her hand up and down the
slippery shaft.

“Swallow it. All of it.”

She hadn’t sounded impressed with the picture
of my cock; she looked impressed now. She took the head between her
lips and hesitated, and I thrust myself at her to let her know I
meant business. “Now,” I commanded.

Aubrey did her best, I’m sure. She grabbed my
ass, her fingers digging into the taut muscles, and she tried to
force herself further down, but she was clearly out of her league.
She got maybe halfway down before she coughed and withdrew. I could
see the tears gathering in the corners of her eyes from the
effort.

“I—I can’t—” she sputtered.

“Here.” I grabbed the nightie and pulled, a
little impressed at how easily it gave way and tore all the way
down to her navel. Her breasts bounced into view, the nipples hard
as pebbles, sitting on pink sand-dollars atop a white beach of
flesh.

I didn’t want to delay; I wanted to start
fucking her as fast and as hard as I could. But I had to taste her
first, had to suckle at those beautiful nips. I fell on them with a
deep, yearning need, took first one bud of flesh between my teeth,
then the other, getting a little surge of power from the yelp that
escaped her each time.

I got up again and straddled her belly,
pulled her tits up so that they surrounded my hard cock. She threw
her head back and a sharp breath whistled between her teeth. I
pumped a couple of times, feeling the softness and warmth of her
cleavage against the raging heat of my cock. Her skin was slick
with her sweat and my pre-cum and my cock slid easily back and
forth. She craned her neck forward and managed to just reach the
head of my cock with the glistening tip of her tongue.

She lay back again. “You try,” she said,
looking past me.

I was confused until I realized that she was
talking to William, still behind me on the bed. He lay down beside
her and licked the nipple of the breast nearest to him, while I was
still clamped firmly in between her flesh.

Then—I should have expected it, or maybe I
did. Maybe I wanted it.

He grasped my cock and lowered his head,
taking me inside his mouth.

And I was filled with enough intense desire
to let him. I’m no homophobe, but until that point in my life I had
just assumed I was into women and nothing else.

His mouth felt like hot mercury, wrapping
itself and holding close to every ridge and contour of my cock. I
could feel the roughness of his tongue, the smoothness of his
throat as I went down, effortlessly, on my shaft, swallowing it
whole without pausing.

I was a little freaked out, sure—but it felt
far too good to do anything but press myself more closely to him. I
pulled out, and the tip of my cock danced on his lips a little, and
then I pushed again and he strained to swallow me again. My eyes
met Aubrey’s, and she was enjoying it, a broad smile across her
face as she closely watched my cock disappear into William’s
mouth.

“Enough,” she said as I pressed myself home
in his throat again. “I need you inside me.”

The distraction of William’s successful
sucking had taken me away from my objective, I realized. I pulled
myself free and sat back, regarding the both of them, Aubrey
flushed, William leering, his lips and chin slick with spittle.

I grabbed her ankles roughly and spread her
legs. Her pussy was shaved, the lips soft and gleaming slightly
with moisture. I raised her legs and positioned myself, feeling the
grim determination welling up in me again as I contemplated
her.

Aubrey’s chest heaved with her deep breaths,
her lips slightly parted. I considered jamming my cock into her
mouth again, making her learn from William’s example.

But no—I wanted to fuck her. My shoulders
pushed easily under her ankles, and her pussy met my cock
perfectly, giving me no resistance as I leaned against her and
propelled myself deep into her. I felt and heard the slick motion
of her juices between us as she gave way, and in moments I was all
the way inside, my hips resting against her.

“Oh, god,” she groaned, and looked aside at
William. “He’s much bigger than you,” she told him.

He smiled and looked up at me. “Go on,” he
said. “Fuck her.”

All of the humiliation from earlier seemed to
rush back to me as his eyes met mine, and I pulled away—then burst
forward again, as the embarrassment turned to anger in me, the
uncertainty to full-blooded animal lust. I began to thrust, my cock
lancing into her cunt furiously. The mocking smile before, the
statue-like pose on the bed—all of it, I would fuck all of it
away.

I was left only hornier when I found that she
loved it. “Yeah—yeah—” she shouted, her voice coming in short
bursts between my piston-strokes. “Again—yeah—hard—hard—”

Sweat was building up on my chest from the
effort, but still I pounded into her, hard, strong, mighty. I
rested my body on top of hers, smothering her against the mattress,
but not stopping, fucking her harder and harder and faster—

—hands, on my chest, fingers pinching my
nipples between them—

I buried my head against her neck, nipped the
taut skin, still fucking her, plunging into her again, again—

the hands on my back, my sides, my waist,
then gripping my ass tightly, pulling at the hard-muscled flesh, a
strong grip taking me even as—

I pumped harder, feeling the wet smack of my
heavy swinging balls against her cunt lips, against her ass, her
sweat-slick body wriggling under me, withholding my assault just a
little longer—

It was William, I realized. I had known it
was him, tried to ignore him, tried to convince myself that it was
Aubrey’s hands touching me, feeling me all over. But no—

William’s tongue darted between my cheeks and
into, just barely into, my asshole.

Aubrey tossed her head from side to side, her
eyes squeezed tightly shut. “No—don’t slow down—keep—”

I forced my hips forward, but I knew how good
it felt to have William lick my hole, and I willed him to do it
again, and also prayed that he didn’t feel how close I was to
coming already.

William had other plans.

I flattened my hips against Aubrey, just to
get a breath, to recover a little from my exertion. I didn’t know
how long I’d been pounding her pussy, but it felt like hours.
Still, I didn’t want to stop—her cunt was so hot and tight, her
pink cheeks and dark eyes so fetching, her jiggling tits so
lovely—

I felt myself in William’s grip now, and knew
immediately that something had changed. He was holding me tight, my
body stuck to Aubrey’s, and she was looking up at me and smiling
wickedly.

“Stay still,” she whispered.

And I felt it, easing inside me, William’s
hard member. It pushed slowly but definitely, and I was trapped
there, deep inside Aubrey and William slowly, unstoppably, easing
his way deep inside of me.

Aubrey wrapped her arms around my neck and
drew me close to her, her breath warm and moist on my ear. “Let
him,” she said. “Come inside me while he fucks you.”

William grunted and pushed harder, his cock
seeming to swell in me, filling me utterly. I felt my own cock
pressing harder into Aubrey, and she let out a slow breath.
“Yessss...” she hissed. “Oh yessss...”

I was violated, a mere toy to William, to
both of them. And yet—

It hit me deep in the pit of my stomach, in
the surge of tightness in my chest, in the fizzy feeling that was
rising in my forehead.

It felt amazing.

It was as though little tendrils of pleasure
were wrapping around me, coiling up from the base of me up through
my stomach and into my brain. William was taking his time, getting
going, and as he slowly pulled away I could feel myself lift up
from Aubrey as well.

“Fuck him,” she ordered, her voice strong
again, and I knew she was talking to William, not to me.

He plunged into me all at once, and I gritted
my teeth to keep myself from crying out in both pain and pleasure.
My cock felt like it was swelling to twice its size, and my balls
ached, crying out to release—

I drove myself into Aubrey’s cunt, as hard as
I could, barely even registering the sensation before I pulled out
and drove myself into her again. I could feel the cum leaving me in
a rush, a powerful jet spraying all over inside her.

“That’s it,” she said, her voice strained in
my ear. “Yes. All your seed. Yes.”

And then I felt it inside me, the gush of cum
filling me, and William collapsed on top of me with a guttural
cry.

“Oh, god,” Aubrey screamed—I had
driven my cock into her yet again, still not fully spent. And
William thrust one more time, and all was still.

He was the first to move, his weight falling
away behind me and sinking onto the bed to one side. I slowly
pulled out of Aubrey, reveling in the last touch of my cock to her
soft, tight pussy.

“Mmmmm,” she said softly, smiling up at
me.

I fell to the other side of her and lay there
for a moment, breathing hard. I allowed my hand to rest on top of
her lightly; my whole body felt like it was made of blocks of
concrete, loosely connected by frayed and tired wires. My asshole
still tingled with little aftershocks from William’s pounding.

“I believe,” Aubrey said quietly, “that we
will require another session. Perhaps two or three. William, what
do you think?”

He grunted, sounding almost half asleep.

“I’m ready when you are,” I assured her. Next
time, I decided, William wouldn’t be the only one getting some
nice, tight ass. I’d see to that for sure.

















USE MY MIND…AND MY
BODY

 By Jayden Lane

 


 


One

 


Hi. My name is
Ariel.

Why is that so
fucking hard for me to say? It’s so easy to think about, but when
it comes time to actually open my mouth and let it out. Nothing. I
swear that this god damn university would be so much easier if I
could just fucking... Fuck it.

It’s been
three and a half weeks, and I’ve been sitting in this damn
Chemistry lab, and watching everyone else group up and find their
little buddies. Fuck, there have been two relationships started
already because they met in this class. I mean, I’m not even
looking for anything remotely that serious, yet here I am, just
sitting here. Don’t have the guts to even perform some mindless
chatter. Maybe if I did, someone would talk back to me. There’s
some logic for you, Ariel. Now use it!

I mean, this
guy next to me, Anthony. He cracks jokes all the time. He keeps
people in stitches. Just perfect at controlling a room when he
wants to. I admire that so much, but I also am completely baffled
by his ability to do it. Maybe it’s the way he looks. I don’t care
what anybody says. Looks are the most important thing. It’s the
first impression that’s given off. People flock to someone with a
fucking swimmer’s body, tan skin, and a pretty boy face. It shows
that he takes care of himself. He thinks about his body. Hell, he
even takes notice of the clothes he wears to show off his body.
That’s dedication and I completely get why people respect that and
would want to talk to that. For some reason though, I just can’t
grasp how to do it myself. I don’t know what looks good on me. I
mean, I take care of my body, but a pale skinned, short, redhead in
glasses and an old busted T-shirt is certainly not giving off the
same vibe as someone like Anthony.

God. I even
catch myself just staring at him sometimes. Who am I kidding? Why
am I not even being my real self in my own mind? He’s a fucking
stud. The amount of times I have shoved my fingers or a vibrator
into my cunt and acted like it was him is embarrassingly high
considering I’ve only known that the guy has existed for a little
less than a month.

I wish I could say
something to him. To just... Ugh... How is it that easy for him to
talk to someone, and so hard for me? Hi. My name is Ariel.

I hate this
class. This teacher just keeps circling the point without ever
getting to it. I can see why she wants everyone to do group
projects. Less work for her. It certainly looks like we’re on
course for another today. We haven’t gotten shit done in the twenty
minutes we’ve been here.

Anthony has
had more floor time joking around with the class, than the teacher
has, actually teaching. Maybe I should try laughing at one. You
know? Show that I’m a human.

He actually
looked over. He didn’t just look. He kinda lingered. Was there a
linger? I think there was. What was that? He probably was just
shocked that there was actually someone there. I don’t blame him.
If I heard something come out of what was nothing but silence,
before, I’d be a little confused too.

Wouldn’t you
know it? Group project. Yay!!! What the hell am I going to do?
Probably should just wait until the one other loser like me can’t
find a partner and group up with them. God damn it. I’ll just keep
sitting here. Eventually they’ll have to.

“So
are you any good at this stuff?”

Wait. What? Why
would Anthony-? Say something, dammit!

“What stuff?”

Fucking golden,
Ariel.

“Chemistry.”

“I
guess. I mean, it’s not my major or anything, but I took some in
high school.”

Holy shit. Is he
actually-?

“Well, that’s a lot more than I know. I only took the one
semester I had to in tenth grade, then I pretty much forgot it all
the next semester. Do you mind if we maybe got together and worked
on this project?”

Wh-What? Oh my
god. Do I? He’s looking at you. Fucking say something. He wants to
work with you. He actually wants to talk to you. You don’t have to
convince him to. The hardest part of talking to someone is over.
Now just say something!

“Umm. Sure.”

“Really? Awesome. When works for you?”

God, he’s
intimidating. Six foot plus, just staring down at me. I don’t know
how he can make eye contact like this. I’ve looked away about five
times since this started.

“Well, I’m usually free in the evenings.”

God damn it.
He’s trying to fill the silences. Stall.

“Sorry. I just- I’m trying to think over my schedule. What
about tomorrow? Afternoon? Three?”

“Ha.”

Oh god. He’s
laughing. Not the good kind. What the hell did I-?

“I
actually am pretty much only free in the evenings, like I
said.”

Fuck! Fuck, fuck
fuck!

“I’m sorry.”

“It’s cool.”

“Umm... I can do evenings too. It’d have to be kind of late
though. I usually try and-”

Don’t you dare
tell him that you play Civ 5. You’re weird enough!

“I
try and call my mom, most evenings.”

Oh god. Fuck you
Ariel.

“Oh. That’s cool. I get that. You want to make it tomorrow at
like nine or so? I don’t know if the computer lab or anything is
open that late, but you could come over to my place, if you
want.”

You’re fucking
kidding me. I’m going to his fucking house? Calm down. Don’t even
start thinking into it. Just say yes. He’s not attracted to you. He
just wants you to do his homework for him. Nothing else.

“Yeah. That sounds good.”

“Cool. Let me write down my address for you, here. You’re on
Facebook, too, yeah?”

Oh god. Do I
really want him seeing my Facebook? Fuck it, there’s nothing bad on
there.

“Yeah, I am.”

He’s staring
at me again. Why is he just staring at me.

“What’s your name?”

Oh of course.
Why would he know my name?

“Ariel. Ariel Freeman.”

“Cool. I’ll look you up, if I need to get a hold of you, I’ll
send you a message. My name’s Anthony, by the way. I go by Tony,
though.”

“Nice to meet you.”

See. Was that
so hard? Okay it was a nightmare, but nothing really happened.
Everything’s cool. Oh god, what the fuck am I going to
wear?

 


 


Two

 


Seriously, why the fuck is this even a deal? Why are you
acting like anything is going to happen? He’s nothing to you. He is just using you for
your brain, because you look nerdy. He is the kind of guy who goes
out with the cheerleaders and the hottest fucking girls on campus.
He’s so out of your league, we’re not only not playing the same
sport, we’re not even in the same activity. Still, I guess it can’t
hurt to try. What’s the worst that can happen? Nothing’s going to
happen, but you’re going to look nice. No loss. All
right.

Okay. I’ll
wear my tight sweat pants, that’s a given. I don’t know what top,
though. There is nothing here that isn’t available at fucking
Wal-Mart. Oh god. I guess this wifebeater with the cityscape is
good enough. It’s clean, there’s no tears in it, and it shows a
little skin. I guess that works. Okay, little cardigan over that
and we’re good. No panties. Good. One less thing to worry
about.

Alright. Now
to go and shower. Thank god I just shaved, at least. I’m probably
shaking too much to do anything but cut the heck out of my legs and
vagina. Okay. Two hours. You got this.

Maybe if I
masturbated in the shower? Maybe this horny mindset would disappear
and I’d start acting sane again?

God damn it, Ariel.
Stop making a deal out of this. Just get clean. Get over there. Do
his homework for him, and come back home so you can set your
vibrator on high and just let out all of this pent up shit.

Okay. Let’s
just do this.

 


 


Three

 


God. His apartment is on the outskirts of town, almost. Lucky
him, for not having to hear all of the fucking parties night in and
night out. Who am I kidding? He’d be at all of them, having a time. Here it is. 402.
Deep breath...and knock knock.

Well, he’s
home. I can hear him.

And here we go.

“Hey, Ariel.”

God damn he
looks good, too. I don’t even know if he was trying.

“Come on in.”

“Thanks.”

This is a nice
place. Bachelor-y, but nice. Where is-? Yep. Called it. Swimsuit
poster in the living room. I am in college.

“How are you?”

“Me? Fine, I guess. Just the same old stuff, for
me.”

“Which is?”

Oh. Again, how would
he know that? Lie your ass off.

“Hanging out with friends. You know. General time
wasting.”

“I
hear that. I hear that. Same on my end. Not tonight, though. We
actually have the apartment to ourselves. Roommates are all
downtown. It’s Thirsty Thursday.”

“Oh
yeah. I ran into a little of that on my walk here.”

Drunk assholes
lining the street. Only got catcalled twice.

“Yeah. Normally, I’d be down with them, but I figure grades are
important, too.”

“Fair enough.”

“So, umm. Since they are all gone, we pretty much have a choice
of where to study if you want. We got out here in the living room,
if you want to watch TV. My bedroom, if you’re more of a music
listener while you work.”

“I’m good with living room.”

“Alright. You want a drink or anything? Do you
drink?”

“Umm. Maybe later.”

Christ, you’re
bland.

“Alrighty. I’m gonna go get one for myself. You just get
comfortable. I’ll be out in a sec, and we can get
going.”

“K.”

That fucking
poster is all I can stare at. I look like a little fucking dweeby
girl, and I’m right next to this literal bikini model. Now I know
nothing’s gonna happen. He wants to do anything, he can just look
at that poster and get off quicker than he could with me. Showing
off my C-cups slightly in this tank top, is definitely not going to
give off the same ambiance as this ladies fucking, I don’t know,
double, triple D’s. Maybe I should have taken that
drink.

“Alright. Here we are.”

He’s drinking
whiskey. Straight. God damn, someone is Mister Manly.

“Is
there anything that you want me to pull up on Netflix?”

“I
have no preference.”

“Okay. I’m just gonna put on It’s Always Sunny
for background noise,
then.”

“Okay.”

 


 


Four

 


He’s gone
through half of that bottle in two hours. I don’t know how he isn’t
on the floor, yet. He is a little gone, though. I don’t know how
much more work is going to get done. He’s just been watching TV and
chatting a little bit with me for the last twenty minutes. I think
I need to call it a night. I don’t want to keep wasting my time
here.

“Hey Ariel.”

“Yeah?”

“Why don’t you talk in class?”

“What?”

“Why don’t you talk in class? You’re a nice gal, from what I’ve
known of you tonight.”

All I’ve
mentioned about myself is that I live in town and that I hang out
with friends sometimes.

“So
why don’t you talk in class?”

Oh god. I
don’t even know how to have this conversation.

“Well. Nobody really talks to me. I don’t know.”

“Hmm. I guess you’re right. Well, I am sorry for that. You are
a nice girl. People should talk to you.”

What the fuck
is he doing? He’s gonna ask me to do the rest of this assignment,
isn’t he? God damn it. Of course it would come to this. This is the
worst that could happen. Now I get to do double the
work.

“Hey Ariel.”

“Yeah, Anthony.”

“Just Tony.”

“Tony.”

“Can I ask you something, Ariel?”

“What?”

“You happy with where you’re at?”

What the hell does
that mean?

“What?”

“Are you happy where you’re at? I mean. It’s obvious that
you’re in a different like—social area, than me. I’ve never seen
you around except for class. You don’t go to any of the parties
that me and my friends go to. I mean. I’m happy where I’m at, and
with what I do. But like are you? With whatever it is that you and
your friends do?”

I can’t tell
if that was deep or douchey. I honestly don’t have an answer for
that. I figure I’m happy as the next girl, but I don’t know.
Everyone wants to be seen as cooler, I guess.

“Ariel?”

“Sorry. I guess. Yeah. I’m happy where I’m at. I’ve got some
good close friends. I have fun with what I do. I figure that’s what
you do, too. Just with different stuff than me.”

“Exactly. We’re really similar. There’s that hierarchy that’s
there to someone who is looking in from the outside, but each of us
just do what we want to have fun, isn’t that right?”

“I
would say so. Yeah.”

That actually makes
a lot of sense. I never really thought about Tony or any other
person in that Bro/Jock group as anything other than a mass of
backwards baseball caps and polo shirts, but I guess football and
bar crawls are just their video games and D&D.

“I
wanna do something fun, right now. What do you say to
that?”

Is this? Okay. Calm
down. What the hell is going on?

“What-What do you mean?”

“I
don’t know. Something fun. What about you?”

This can’t be
what I think it is. Oh my fucking god, it is. The drinking. Being
alone in the apartment. This is it. He wants to fuck me. He can’t
even stand to do it fucking sober. He doesn’t want his friends to
know about it. I don’t know how to feel about this. Oh my god,
there’s no way this is happening. Wait. Why is this making me so
wet?

He’s looking
at me. He fucking wants this. I don’t know if he actually wants me,
but he wants to fuck. Oh my god. He’s getting up. Is he going to
kiss- Oh fuck. He’s just grabbing my tits.

“These are nice.”

Oh my god. Oh my
god.

“I
like that you showed them off.”

“Y-Yeah?”

“Yeah. So do you wanna have some fun?”

My face has got to
be beet red. I know he can feel my heart racing.

“Yes or no?”

“I’m-I’m sorry. I just- You’re just like this really hot and
cool guy. Guys like you never pay attention to girls like me, so I
just would never have expected-”

“Listen. You’re cool and all, but I’m not looking to make this
anything but this.”

“I-I didn’t say anything like-”

“You just are looking kinda good right now and I haven’t gotten
off in like a week, so I kinda just wanna fuck. If you’re cool with
that, we can, but if not, I may call it a night and head downtown,
to see if I can catch the bar rush.”

I have never been
spoken to like this. He sincerely thinks that I am just a
plaything. I am so turned on, right now.

“So
what’s it gonna be? I don’t mean to put you on the spot, but you
really just gave me a huge rush and...I don’t know what else to
say. Do you want to?”

This is what
you wanted Ariel. You wanted something like this. Even if you
didn’t admit it. Even if this isn’t the manner which you thought
you wanted it, this is what your body is telling you you want. Give
in. Do it. Do it!

“Yeah.”

Okay. He’s
smiling. That’s a good sign. Should I kiss him? No. I don’t even
know if he wants that or not.

“Sit on the couch.”

Alright. I
don’t know what to expect here. I love this feeling. It’s like
right before getting a tattoo. You don’t know what to expect. Pain?
Pleasure? Is this worth it? Oh my god. His cock is fucking huge. I
can see the outline in his jeans. He’s like a fucking porn
star!

“Take your shirt off. I want to see your tits, for
real.”

I love this.
Why do I love this? He’s treating me like shit. Is this normal? Who
fucking cares? I love it.

“Fuck yeah. God damn, you’ve got some nice titties,
Ariel.”

“Th-Thank you.”

Oh god. Is he-
He’s putting his mouth on my nipple-

“Oh
god.”

“You like when I do that?”

“Mm-hmm.”

Ow. Fuck. He bit it.
Wait. Oh my god, I can feel it in my pussy. What the hell?

“Get down.”

Okay. So with
the pushing down, I guess he’s going to be a little rough. That’s
fine. Just as long as he keeps up with my nipple- Oh
god.

“Oh
my god. Keep biting it.”

“You want me to bite it?”

“Yes.”

Oh god. That
fucking look he gave me. I can’t tell if he likes it, or if he
thinks I’m weird. Fuck it. As long as he keeps it up.

“Oh
my god, Tony. That feels so good. Yes. Yes. It’s so- Wait, why are
you stopping?”

“Lift up.”

Okay. He’s
taking off my pants. Holy shit. This is all such a blur. I can’t
believe that this is actually happening. Is he going to eat me out.
God, I can’t remember the last time, anyone has-

“Come here. Sit up now.”

“Alright.”

He’s unzipping
his pants. This is getting really real now. I’m actually going to
see-

“Holy shit.”

“Yeah. It’s pretty big, isn’t it?

“Good god. It’s huge.”

“Eight and a half inches.”

Holy fuck.

“You like that?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Put it in your mouth. Get it wet.”

I’m nervous. I
don’t know how good I am in comparison to others he’s been with.
Whatever. He doesn’t care. He just wants to get off. I don’t even
know how much of this I can fit, but...

“Oh
fuck yeah, Ariel.”

I’ll suck on
the tip, and slowly go back and forth to try and build up some lube
and then I’ll start working down deep. There is no way this is
getting all the way down my throat. Not even half. This thing is
massive.

“God damn. You like sucking cock?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“I
bet you do, you little whore.”

Oh my god.
This is so filthy. This is so bad. He’s grabbing the back of my
head and trying to push me down further onto it. Fuck. It’s so big
though.

“Work that fucking cock. Suck on my balls, too. That’s it.
That’s a good little whore.”

 

I’ve never
done this before. Why the hell am I doing things I’ve never done
with someone who doesn’t even give a shit about me? Why the hell am
I so excited to please this guy? Why do I like being treated like
this? Oh god. He’s pulling my hair. Ow. Fuck it hurts.

“Do
you have a gag reflex?”

“Well. Yeah. I mean, doesn’t everyone?”

“Well hold on for a second. Breathe through your nose. I want
to fuck your mouth for a second. I’ll be a little
gentle.”

“Wait wha-”

Holy shit! Oh
my god. He’s not even fucking waiting around. He’s just- Oh my god,
his cock is hitting the back of my throat. Oh my god. I’m gagging
on my own spit!

“Fuck yeah! Fuck yeah! You like that!”

I can’t even
answer. Oh fuck. This is too much. I can’t keep-

“Holy fuck!”

Thank god. I can
breathe.

“Did you like that? Bet you didn’t think you could fit more
than half, could you?”

I can’t
believe that was only half. I felt like I was getting choked to
death, but still. The viciousness, the control he took. For some
reason that violent, careless, selfish act got me even more wet
than anything up until that point.

“God damn. You see how hard that got me? You’re a good little
fuck, aren’t you? You’ve done that before, yeah?”

“No, I haven’t.”

“Oh, well... You want to try something else?”

I don’t know
what to say to that. I don’t really want any say, honestly. I want
him to just do what he’s going to do. I figure that’s how this is
going to work anyway.

“What do you want to do?”

“You on the pill?”

“I’ve got the arm implant thing.”

“Does that mean I’d have to use a condom?”

God. He really
does not give a shit about playing it nice anymore, does he? It’s
amazing how this charming guy that can control a group of people
has the one on one skills of a dumb teenager when it comes to sex.
But then again, it’s probably just confidence. He thinks he has me
wrapped around his finger. He does, too. Fuck. Does this make me
weak? No. I just- I’m not weak.

“No. You don’t have to. Are you clean, though?”

“Oh. Shit. I forgot to say. Yeah. I am. What about
you?”

“Mmhmm.”

“Great. You want to head into the bedroom, then?”

He just walks
right in. He doesn’t wait for me. He doesn’t even look at me while
we go in. I’m nothing to him but a fucking toy for him to use. I’m
just a kleenex that he can jerk off into. It sounds so disgusting
and demeaning. I fucking love it, though. That means, I’m not weak.
I’m doing this because I want it. I want this. Should I act like
that around him? Would he be weirded out? Fuck it. What does it
matter? I need to start treating this like he does. This is just
both of us trying to get off.

“Do
you want me to suck your cock more?”

“Ooh fuck. You liked that, didn’t you? Fuck yeah. Get back on
that thing.”

God damn. His
cock looks even bigger when he’s laying on his back. It’s almost
astounding. He liked when I gagged on it. Maybe if I do it myself
he won’t fuck my throat so hard.

“Fuck. I knew you liked shoving that thing down your throat.
God damn. You’re nasty.”

That insult
felt good. They all have. I don’t know why. I don’t care. I need
them, though. This is the only time this is going to happen. I need
to tell him.

“Keep doing that.”

“Doing what?”

“Keep calling me names.”

“You like that?”

“Yes. Be awful to me. Please.”

That smile.
He’s been waiting for a girl to say this to him. God, he’s grabbing
my hair again.

“Get down on that thing then, you fucking trash whore. You want
me to call you names, huh? You want me to get fucking mean with
you? I’ll do it, you little slut.”

Each one of these
hits me and just like when he grabbed my breasts and bit them, the
feeling goes right to my pussy.

“Work that fucking dick. You ain’t never had it like this have
you?”

“Mm-mm.”

“You love being this dirty little slut, don’t you?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Fuck yeah. Get your mouth off of there, now. Sit on my
cock.”

I don’t even
think I’ll need lube. My spit covering his dick and how wet his
words have made me. He’s gonna slide right in.

“No. No. No. Turn your back to me. I don’t wanna see your face.
I just want you to bounce up and down on this fucking
rod.”

I can see
myself in his blank TV screen. My face is covered in spit and all
of my makeup is running down my face. I’m going to have to walk
home looking like this. Everyone is going to know that I was
fucked. Oh god, I’m so fucking wet.

Oh my fucking
god. He’s so big.

“Ooh yeah. Squeal when you feel that dick, bitch.”

“Oh! Oh god!”

Every single inch he
goes inside just stretches me to the point of pain. God almighty. I
love it. I love it.

“Your throat might not take it all, but your cunt sure can. Now
ride that thing.”

I’m still
getting adjusted. Ow! God. He just slapped my ass.

“Ride, whore!”

Oh fuck. I can feel
him in my stomach. Oh god. This is so good.

“Squeal! You love this fucking cock, don’t you?”

“Yes!”

“Then, squeal!”

“Oh! Oh god! It’s so big!”

“Fucking right it is. God damn, you’ve got a tight pussy for
someone who likes being a whore so much.”

“Your cock is just so big.”

I can see my
breasts bounce on the screen. I’m beginning to lose control. Oh
god. I need to rub myself. I’m-I’m gonna-

“Oh
my god!”

“What is it, you little slut?”

“I’m gonna come.”

“What?”

“I’m gonna come! I’m gonna come!”

“Then fucking do it. Come right on this dick. Squeeze your cunt
and fucking go.”

Oh my god. My
whole body is shaking! I don’t know what I’m fucking screaming. It
just feels so good! My whole torso is on fire. I can feel every
inch of Tony’s cock pushing against the walls of my pussy. He’s not
stopping. He’s thrusting into me. Oh my god!

“Fuck yeah, Ariel! God damn.”

Oh god. It’s
getting a little calmer. I fucking lost it there for a second. I
don’t even know if he came, too. He didn’t. He’s still thrusting
into me. Oh my god. That was amazing.

“Now get off and suck your cum off of my cock.”

Jesus. Getting off
of this thing is hard to do. I can feel a huge chasm forming inside
of my vagina from where Tony stretched it out.

Oh god. The
combination of his cock and sweat and my cum. This salty juice that
he’s making me ingest. I feel like trash. I feel like I’m nothing.
I feel so fucking good.

“Go
up and down on there a few more times. Yeah. Get deep. Next thing
you’re gonna do is you’re gonna bend over this bed, and I’m gonna
pound you from behind, yeah?”

I don’t know
if I could take that. Fuck.

“Okay.”

That growl he let
out just fucking shook me. Ooh.

“Get on your knees on the bed.”

He hasn’t
fucked me while looking me in the eyes yet. He doesn’t want to.
He’s imagining someone else. Maybe that girl on the poster. Maybe
somebody better looking that he fucked. Hell, maybe he has a
girlfriend and he’s fantasizing about her. I don’t know.

“God. You tighten up quick.”

That first
push into me, it’s still giving me that pain. He’s not going slow.
Why would he? He’s not doing this for me, but it’s still working.
The sound of his balls slapping against me as he pounds me. This is
so fucking good.

He just keeps
muttering insults under his breath. He’s got a lot of anger that he
is putting into this. Every time he calls me a bitch, I feel like
he’s angry at himself for stooping to my level, but every time I
hear it, my pussy clenches and I feel that rush of electricity
throughout my body.

I don’t know
if I’m going to be able to walk home. I know that I’m going to feel
the effects of this for a long time.

“Oh
my fucking god. You’re such a fucking slut. Little fucking bitch.
You wish you’d get fucked like this, don’t you? Answer
me!”

“Yes. I want this.”

“You act like this, and I can get you into the parties I go
to.”

He’s just
attacking me, now. He’s making it personal. I think he’s actually
getting into this whole experience. Not just fucking for fucking’s
sake. I think he likes that I let him do this. It makes sense. None
of those other girls are probably doing this. Ow!

“You like when I slap your ass?”

I do. I love it. I
never knew it before tonight, but I love it.

“Yes.”

“You want more, then?”

I do.

“Yes. Beat it.”

“Fuck yeah.”

Ow! Ow! Ow!
God! Each slap. It fucking hurts so bad. Oh fuck. It’s too much.
It’s too- Oh god. That rush. It’s all coming- It’s-

“Oh
my god. Oh my god! Oh my-!”

“What is it, bitch?”

“I’m- I’m-”

I’m fucking
coming!

“Oh! God damn it! It’s so fucking good!”

It’s all
hitting me at once. The pain. The pleasure. The disgrace. It’s so
fucking good! I’m gonna pass out. This is too much.

“Oh
my fucking... You want some cum?”

Oh Jesus. Pull
it together. You’re fine if he cums inside of you, just- No. He’s
not going to?

“Get down on your fucking knees.”

Okay. Go. Go.
Go. Fuck. I think I’m still coming. Oh fuck. He’s going to cum all
over my face.

“Open that mouth up. Stick those fucking titties
together.”

I’m just doing
it. I’m not even giving it a second thought. He really does have
all of the control.

“Oh
fuck yeah. Oh!”

Oh god. He
wasn’t kidding about not getting any for a while. Oh fuck. There’s
so much cum. It tastes so good. That salty fucking load all over my
face and in my mouth. Oh god. What kind of filth do I look like
now? God, how much cum does this guy have?

“Oh
fuck. God damn.”

Wait. What’s
he doing. Oh my god he’s scooping up his cum with his cock and. Oh
god, he’s making me eat it.

“You like that, don’t you?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“You’re a fucking whore, aren’t you? Little
cumslut.”

I am a whore.
I just got used solely as an object to get him off. God I’m sick.
I’m twisted. I’m so alive right now.

“Now you finish swallowing all of that cum and go get dressed.
It’s late and I’m tired.”

“But- What do you want to do about the project?”

“Tell you what. You keep this quiet. Don’t tell anyone, and
finish the rest of it yourself, I’ll fuck you like this
again.”

What just
happened? Is this me? Do I really want this? Is this what I’ve
actually been into my whole life without knowing it? I think- I
think it is. I’ve never experienced this before, but god damn it.
It feels so good, to be treated this bad.

This is so
disgusting to even think, but I think this is the best way this
could have gone.

“Deal.”

 


 













FOUR MAN
WEEKEND


By Iris Black

 


The rapping on my office door made me look
up. Jim, my boss, stood leaning against the door frame.

“Everything okay?” I asked, continuing to
fill out the seemingly endless stack of forms on my desk. Jim
rarely came by my office unless there was a problem. And right
then, the last thing I wanted to deal with was more paperwork. As
much as I loved not having to be out in this heat busting my ass, a
desk job could be extremely boring.

But Jim nodded. “Yeah, everything’s fine. I’m
sending everyone home early today to beat out the holiday
traffic.”

I blinked at him. He was letting us leave
early? Shit, it was barely noon. He’d never let us leave early
before, holiday weekend or no. Then it dawned on me. “You’re going
out of town this weekend, aren’t you?”

“You know me too well, Matt. The wife has us
booked at a resort down in Tampa for a few days,” he admitted with
a grin.

Now that made sense. He couldn’t justify
cutting out early while the rest of us were stuck here toiling
away. But if he let all of us leave a little early, he could start
his vacation early. And hell, I wasn’t going to complain. Leaving
early just meant I’d get to see Brandy sooner.

Both Brandy and I were off work for the next
four days. And if I had my way, we’d be spending the better part of
those days in bed together. Our sex life had slowly been dwindling
over the past few years, with both of us usually tired after long
days of work. I planned to make up for that lost time this weekend,
giving Brandy the treatment she rightfully deserved.

“Thanks!” I said, beginning to put away the
paperwork. There wasn’t anything important that couldn’t wait until
Tuesday. And if Jim wanted me to forget about work until then, I
sure as hell wasn’t going to argue with him.

Half an hour later, I was in my car on the
way home. My cock was rock hard in anticipation of this weekend’s
fuckfest. It’d been three or four days since the last time Brandy
and I had had sex together, so I was more than overdue. Now, I
wanted nothing more than to bury my cock inside her for four
days.

I couldn’t get Brandy out of my head the
entire drive. Even sitting in the early weekend traffic, all I
could see was her spread eagle on the bed as I ate out her pussy.
My cock throbbed as I pictured myself licking up all of her
succulent juices.

As I sat tapping my fingers against the
steering wheel, waiting for the cursed traffic to move, I had to
fight the urge to pull out my cock and start jerking off. But I
fought off that urge. It would be so much more satisfying to empty
my balls into Brandy, rather than into a fast food napkin.

God, when did I turn into a horny teenager
again? It’d been a long time since my cock had been this hard,
begging for sweet release. Brandy and I didn’t have sex nearly as
much as we used to, but we still fucked at least once a week or so.
Besides, I still jerked off fairly often, which helped keep me
fairly relieved.

This weekend would more than make up for all
of that though. With any luck, the whirlwind marathon of sex I had
planned would be just the thing to relight the fire between us.
Perhaps we’d go back to having sex every day or every other day,
rather than relying on masturbation for the bulk of our
pleasure.

Brandy and I had married right out of
college. Back then, we’d fucked like two rabbits all the time. When
we got our first apartment together, there wasn’t a single surface
in that place we hadn’t fucked on. There were entire spurts of time
where neither of us bothered putting on clothes.

Those days had lasted for a while, too. But
with both of us in our mid-thirties now, things were on the
decline. Most of our friends had settled down to have kids and
begin having a real family, while the two of us had never really
been interested in that life. Instead, we’d both focused on our
careers, ensuring we could live the lifestyle we wanted.

The more I thought about our sex life when we
were younger, the harder I got. My cock strained to break free from
my slacks as I cursed the traffic some more. I wished Brandy had
been in the car with me, then I could at least get a blow job or
hand job. It’d been a long time since I’d gotten road-head from
her.

This was one of the times I wished I was
driving a tall SUV. Even with the tinting on my windows, it
wouldn’t be super hard for someone to see if I just pulled out my
cock. If I was in an SUV, it’d be a lot harder for anyone to
notice. But, unfortunately, I had a small, reliable car.

It was almost twenty minutes later when I
turned down my street. Even from the other end of the block I could
see Brandy’s bright red car sitting in her spot in the driveway.
Unfortunately, it wasn’t the only car at the house. A dark blue
Dodge Charger sat parked in front of the house, making me
groan.

It wasn’t a car I recognized, but I figured
it was one of Brandy’s friends over for a visit. It wasn’t uncommon
for her to spend her afternoons with friends on her days off. With
it being a holiday weekend, she’d taken Thursday off work.
Apparently she’d decided to spend the day with her friends.

After I pulled into the driveway, I had to
sit there for a moment, willing my erection to go down. But, no
matter how hard I tried, it just didn’t want to budge. I muttered
some more obscenities under my breath, then reached into my slacks
to adjust myself. If it wasn’t going to go away, I needed to at
least make it less obvious when I walked inside. Luckily, every guy
learns at an early age how to hide a boner.

With a sigh, I grabbed my briefcase and suit
jacket from the seat next to me and headed into the house. As soon
as I walked in the front door, I was assaulted with sounds. Instead
of chitchat and laughter like I’d expected, I heard dance music
mixed with what were undeniably moans.

What the hell?

I set my briefcase next to the door, draping
my jacket over top of it. Then, I quietly made my way through the
foyer into the living room. My heart nearly stopped when I looked
into the large room. Brandy had friends over all right, but it
wasn’t girlfriends.

Three men were in the room with her, all
looking about college age. None of them wore a stitch of clothing.
Brandy was just as naked as they were, all three of them enjoying a
bit of group sex. Brandy was on all fours in front of the couch.
One guy, with shaggy blond hair, was behind her, obviously fucking
her up the ass.

The second, with shaggy black hair, was
underneath her, pumping his hips up, shoving his hard cock in and
out of Brandy’s pussy. The third, with a blond buzz cut, sat by
Brandy’s head as she bobbed up and down on his cock.

Holy fucking hell.

I’d expected to come home and fuck Brandy’s
brains out. Well, it looked like she was in the mood to get fucked
too, but she hadn’t waited for me. Instead, she was fucking three
strangers. At least, they were strangers to me.

Did she know these guys? Was she fucking them
on a regular basis? If not, how many other guys had she fucked? How
long had she been sleeping with other men behind my back?

White hot rage boiled up inside me. My voice
caught in my throat, my body freezing in place. I wanted to storm
in there and beat the hell out of these guys for daring to fuck my
wife, especially in the middle of my own living room. What the hell
was wrong with them? What the hell was wrong with her?

I’d been faithful to her, giving her
everything she’d ever asked for. I’d never strayed from her, other
than to masturbate to porn. So why was she cheating on me? If she
was that horny, all she had to do was say so. I would’ve gladly had
sex with her any time she asked. I’d never turned down sex with her
in the past, and I wasn’t going to start now.

Brandy’s loud moan echoed through the house,
jarring me out of my thoughts. Right that moment, I became aware of
how painfully hard my cock was. I’d been horny on my way home, but
now... Now, I needed to come, needed to fuck something tight and
wet. By that point, I didn’t care what hole or who it belong to,
but I needed to bury my manhood into something.

God, what kind of husband was I? There was my
wife, completely naked and letting three college men use her like
some two-dollar whore. And here I was, getting turned on by the
sight of the four of them together. I enjoyed this, enjoyed
watching my wife have every single hole filled with hard, young
cock.

We’d had threesomes and group sex a few times
in the past. Once, we’d even invited another couple over to swap
partners for the night. But this…this was on a whole other level.
This wasn’t just group sex or swinging, this was Brandy cheating on
me with some horny men. We hadn’t sat down and discussed this, she
hadn’t even mentioned any of this to me before. Yet, the more I
watched them fuck, the less angry I got. Each passing second had my
anger fading but my cock becoming harder.

Horniness replaced the anger almost
completely, the front of my boxers now damp with precum. I couldn’t
believe I was considering letting them finish with her, letting
them empty their balls inside her.

No, I wasn’t planning on letting them just
have their way with her. I was planning on joining them. If Brandy
could service three men at once, why not four? What was one more
cock when it came to a gangbang?

That thought made my cock throb. I wanted to
push Brandy down on the floor, wanted to give her the hard, fast
fucking she deserved. I wanted these three men to stand there and
watch, wanted them to see me claim my woman by filling her cunt
with my seed. Then, I wanted them to stroke their hard cocks and
cover her in hot cum.

By the end of the day, I wanted every inch of
Brandy’s body to be covered in cum.

Hell, if this was what she wanted, why
shouldn’t I give it to her? Maybe call in a few more men for the
weekend, let them all use her like the slut she was. By the end of
the weekend, she’d have certainly gotten her fill of spunk, if I
had anything to say about it.

My brain ceased functioning at that point. It
turned over all control of my body to my cock, and I walked into
the room. All of the men were preoccupied with Brandy and hadn’t
even noticed I was there. They kept fucking away at her until the
music stopped.

All four of them froze and looked over where
I stood, arms crossed in front of my chest. “Having fun?” I asked,
my voice level.

The four of them broke apart at light-speed.
The men immediately began grabbing their clothes, preparing to
flee. Brandy lay on the floor, staring up at me, her eyes wide with
shock and fear.

“What, are you guys just going to leave her
there like that?” I asked as they began trying to put on their
clothing. I doubted they were even grabbing their own clothes, just
putting on whatever was close to them at that moment.

My words made them freeze in their tracks.
They all stared at me, arms and legs sticking out of pieces of
clothing. Their cocks were all still visible, though they’d all
lost the throbbing erections they’d had only moments ago. The two
who’d been fucking Brandy still had condoms on, while the third’s
cock glistened with Brandy’s spit.

“I didn’t tell you you could stop. Now get
back over there and don’t stop fucking her until I tell you to.” My
voice was soft but firm, not leaving them any room to question my
command. I’d led teams at work before, so I knew just how to sound
to give an order.

The men didn’t move at first, just stared
blankly at me. It must’ve taken their brains a few moments to
process everything. Once they understood what I wanted, they
quickly removed whatever clothing they’d grabbed and moved back
over by Brandy.

Brandy, on the other hand, still seemed to be
in shock. She lay in the same spot, staring up at me as if her
brain and body had completely shut down. That would change soon
enough, once the men got their cocks back inside her.

At this point, she didn’t need to think. She
just needed to fuck.

The shaggy blond took control of her. He
rolled her over, then positioned her back on all fours. Once she
was in place, he lined up his cock while the black haired guy
positioned himself under her. I noticed both of their cocks were
hard again. Apparently the shock had worn off, replaced by hormones
and the need to come.

The third guy sat in front of Brandy, jerking
off as he watched his buddies fuck her. I knew he’d get a chance to
fuck her at least once tonight, but he didn’t seem to be
disappointed that they got first dibs. Instead, he seemed to be
enjoying stroking his cock only inches from Brandy’s face.

When he began rubbing the head of his dick on
her lips, I fought back a moan. Precum spread across her bright red
lips, making them glisten in the light. God, she looked fucking hot
like that. One cock in her ass, one in her pussy, and one being
rubbed all over her face.

It took a minute or two of the men fucking
her before Brandy seemed to get back into the swing of things. She
moaned out, and Buzz Cut slid his cock into her mouth. Brandy
resumed bobbing up and down on his manhood.

He leaned back, his hands spread out behind
him, as Brandy worked her magic. I knew from personal experience
how good she was at sucking cock. And she damn well should be.
She’d had enough practice over the years, probably sucking more
cock than most professionals did. If anyone could milk the cum from
his balls, it would be Brandy.

Soon, the sound of the three men moaning
echoed around us. Balls slapped against flesh as the two boys
fucked Brandy for all she was worth.

God, I couldn’t wait until it was my turn to
do that. I wanted to push one of them out of the way and shove my
cock into Brandy, but I held myself back. Good things come to those
who wait, after all. Besides, when my time came, I wasn’t planning
on sharing her, at least not for the first time. They could sit and
watch as I pumped my load of cum deep inside her fuckhole.

For now, I would watch as these men used my
wife to get off. There was no romance, no love here. This was just
pure, unadulterated sex. The only reason these four were together
was for a hot fuck, nothing else.

That wasn’t cheating, at least it wasn’t to
me. If Brandy was going out on dates with men, kissing them,
spending the night with them, then that would be cheating. And boy,
would I be pissed as hell at her if I found out she’d been doing
that. But sex? No, that was just a primal urge she was indulging
in.

If Brandy wanted to fuck other guys and be
used like a slut, then I wasn’t going to complain.

Just because we were married didn’t mean we
could only have sex with each other. So long as we were both safe
and honest, there was no reason I saw for us to keep things just
between the two of us. It wasn’t like we had kids who might find
out about this, so why shouldn’t we indulge a little?

As I watched these three boys use Brandy, my
cock begged for release, but I managed to control myself. I
wouldn’t give these guys the satisfaction of showing them just how
fucking horny they made me by fucking my wife right in front of me.
No, that would mean I would lose control of the situation. If this
was going to happen, it would be me in charge of everything.

And I wasn’t going to be satisfied
easily.

I’d wanted this weekend to become a fuckfest
and now it really would. Now, I planned on making sure Brandy was
well used by the time she went back to work on Tuesday, if she
could even move by that point. I’d already begun a list of names in
my head of men who would love to get a chance to fuck Brandy’s
brains out.

Most people would be having parties and
barbeques on Monday. Those were for families, for people who wanted
to just hang out and socialize. We’d be having a party on Monday
too, but it wouldn’t be family friendly and clothing would be
completely optional. I wondered how many guys Brandy could get off
in one day. There was only one way to find out.

The boy fucking Brandy’s pussy was the first
to hit his breaking point. He moaned out, his hips thrusting faster
and faster into her. “Oh fuck, oh god. Gonna come!” he yelled
out.

I watched as he pushed his hips up one final
time, every single muscle in his body contracting. His moans filled
the room, drowning out all the other sounds.

Buzz Cut was the next one to come. He must’ve
been sitting on the edge for a while, since as soon as his buddy
started emptying his balls, he let out a guttural moan. Buzz Cut
pushed Brandy’s head down, lifting his hips at the same time, as if
he was trying to choke her with his cock. He threw his head back
and his moans mingled with that of the black haired boy.

I’d expected the shaggy blond to be the next
one to get off, but I was wrong. Brandy was the next one. Having
two boys coming inside her at the same time must’ve been too much
for her horny body to handle. She began to shake and buck as she
struggled to swallow Buzz Cut’s cum. Her moans were muffled, but it
was pretty damn obvious that she was coming, even from where I
stood.

That’s when the shaggy blond lost control.
Her tensing asshole must’ve been too much, because he slammed into
her, his fingers digging into Brandy’s soft flesh. “Fuck yeah,” he
shouted out, filling his condom with hot cum.

Even the time we’d swapped partners with that
couple, I hadn’t been this turned on. That was watching one man
fuck and come inside my wife. This was three men, all emptying
their balls at the same time inside her.

Their orgasms didn’t last long, though I’m
sure it felt like an eternity for them. One by one, they all pulled
out of Brandy. The two wearing condoms deposited them in the small
trashcan near the couch, then collapsed on the floor, gasping for
air.

Brandy stayed where she was, her ass sticking
up in the air. I could see her well fucked pussy and ass, just
begging to have a cock shoved back inside. The men would need a bit
of a cool down period before they could go again, but Brandy
wouldn’t. She could go all night if she wanted to.

I grinned at the three men, who stared at me,
now unsure of what to do. They’d been willing to keep fucking
Brandy when their cocks were in control, but now that their orgasms
had removed some of the haze in their brains, they didn’t know how
to react. Should they grab their clothes and run? I hoped my smile
put them at ease slightly.

“So, who are you guys?” I asked as I looked
at the three of them. “Friends of Brandy’s?”

All three of them shook their heads, but it
was the black haired youth who spoke. “Nah. We just met her today.
We’re in town for the weekend and needed something to do before we
could check into our hotel.”

“Yeah,” Buzz Cut said. “We saw an ad online
from a woman looking for a guy to fuck her brains out for the
afternoon. When we called, she was cool with all three of us coming
over.”

I nodded. So at least Brandy hadn’t been with
these guys all the time. But how many other men had she met the
same way? How many other strangers had used my wife to get their
rocks off? And why the hell had she kept all this from me? Oh well,
that was a question for later, when we were alone together.

“What are your names?”

The shaggy blond spoke up first. “Zane.”

Then the black haired youth. “Blake.”

Then, finally, Buzz Cut. “Adam.”

Well, that made things a little easier. Now I
had names instead of thinking them by their different hair styles.
They probably figured I’d throw them out now that they’d had their
fun, but I had different plans, much more entertaining plans. Now
that they’d had their turn, it was time for me to show them how you
really fuck a woman.

Without speaking, I unbuttoned my shirt. The
boys watched, never taking their eyes off me. Something in the way
they stared told me they might not be as straight as they seemed.
I’d been with a few guys in the past, though I preferred women by
far. But the thought of bending over each one of these boys and
using them just like they’d used Brandy… God that made me
horny.

By the time I’d stripped down to just my
boxers, I had an obscene tent that told the boys just how horny I
was. All three of them had respectable cocks between their legs,
and I doubted any of them had trouble ever pleasing a woman. But
none of them even came close to me. I had at least two inches on
all of them.

Their eyes bulged when I finally revealed my
manhood to them. “You boys ready to watch how a real man fucks a
woman?” I grasped my cock, giving it a few strokes as they stared.
I couldn’t believe I was doing this, showing off for three college
boys like a dog marking his territory. And yet, I’d never before
been this turned on.

Brandy still lay on the floor in a heap of
sweat. I hadn’t seen her that well fucked in quite a few years. I
walked over and positioned her just where I wanted her, on her back
with her knees spread for me. After double checking that all three
boys were still watching, I lined up my cock with her hole, then
slammed inside her with one push.

“Oh god!” Brandy arched her hips, her hands
going to her breasts. She squeezed her eyes shut as she moaned
out.

This was the Brandy I remembered. This was
the Brandy I’d always loved fucking. Having three other man gawp at
us as we fucked just made everything so much better.

I didn’t have time for a long, slow fuck.
This was all about hard and fast. I’d been waiting too long to bury
myself inside her; even if I wanted to take my time, I wouldn’t be
able to. Only minutes into our fuck and that familiar pressure
began to build up inside me.

When I looked up at the three men again, they
were all hard as rocks again. And each one had their hand wrapped
around their cock, stroking themselves as they watched us. They all
looked dazed, like they’d never watched two people fucking before.
Then again, perhaps they’d never watched a couple have sex together
outside of a porn video.

Fire lashed at my insides with each thrust
into Brandy. God, why hadn’t I jerked off in the car on the way
here? It would’ve been so much easier to last if I’d already come
once today. Then again, judging by how fast our onlookers were
jerking their cocks, having one orgasm already didn’t seem to be
helping much. They’d be blowing their loads soon enough. If I could
last until then, I’d be happy.

Brandy moved her hips in time with my
thrusts. She kept her hands at her breasts, tweaking and pinching
the sensitive nipples. When she’d been with Zane, Adam, and Blake,
she’d had to focus on pleasuring them. Now, she focused only on her
own pleasure. This was about her and no one else, at least from her
standpoint.

For me, I was more focused on showing up
these young men. They’d invaded my home and defiled my wife right
in front of me. Oh, I wanted pleasure all right; I couldn’t wait
for my orgasm to overtake me. But more than that, I wanted to show
them how a real man pleasures a woman.

“You guys close?” I asked when I saw how
flushed their faces had gotten. After what I’d just watched them
do, I was pretty sure the redness came from excitement, not
embarrassment. Their nods just confirmed my suspicions. “Good, come
over here and kneel around her.”

They all shuffled over, their hands still on
their cocks. I had to fight back a moan as I watched them kneel
over Brandy and jerk off. I’d seen this many time in porn, guys
jerking off while a woman gets fucked and then emptying their nuts
all over her. Now it was time to see it in person.

“I want you to come on her. Cover her in your
spunk.”

Blake moaned out and began stroking his cock
even faster. “Fuck yeah, almost there.”

“Me too,” Zane said.

Adam nodded.

I pumped in and out of Brandy faster and
faster. My brain kept sending signals to slow down, to take things
easy, but my body didn’t listen. No matter how badly I wanted to
last, how much I wanted to show these boys up, I wouldn’t be able
to go much longer. My cock was in complete control, my brain just a
passenger along for the ride.

Zane was the first one to lose control. He
moved until his cock was directly over Brandy’s face and, with a
grunt, shot a load of hot, white cum all over her pristine skin.
Shot after shot of cum erupted from his cock.

Just like before, once one of them got off,
it triggered the others. Blake was next, shooting his cum all over
Brandy’s tits. Adam’s orgasm came only seconds after Blake’s. His
seed splattered all over Brandy’s face, mixing with Zane’s.

Watching all three of them cover Brandy with
their cum was just too much to handle. Another few thrusts into
Brandy’s wet cunt was all it took. Then I slammed into her and
unloaded, filling her pussy to the brim with my cum.

I tried to stay focused, but the world around
me began to spin. White light appeared before my eyes, blinding me
and wiping away all the sound. Pleasure tore through my body,
ripping me apart from the inside out. But just as quickly as my
orgasm overtook me, it was gone, sending me plummeting back to
Earth.

Brandy’s screams enveloped me. I looked down
to see her shaking and spasming, her pussy like a vice around my
cock. Apparently having three men come on her and one come in her
was too much for her to handle. Pleasure shredded her insides, just
like it had done to me.

Then, she collapsed back onto the floor, her
breathing coming in gasps. Sweat dripped from her body, just as it
did from mine and the three men still kneeling over her. All of us
were exhausted, having spent most of our energy.

I pulled out of Brandy, my softening cock
slipping from her pussy with a plop. As I recovered my energy, I
surveyed the damage. Brandy still hadn’t moved much, cum completely
covering her. She looked like a well fucked two-dollar whore. And
that was exactly how I wanted her to stay.

“You guys haven’t checked into your hotel
yet, right?” All three of them nodded. “Why don’t you call and
cancel? You guys can stay here for the weekend and save yourselves
some money.”

“Why?” Zane asked. “We barely know you
guys.”

“Well, I was looking forward to having a four
day weekend to fuck Brandy’s brains out. Now I’m kinda thinking we
make this a four man weekend and keep her well fucked.” I grinned
at them. “What do you say?”

The three of them looked at each other for a
moment. Blake and Adam both shrugged, then Zane turned to me and
returned my grin. “Sounds like a plan.”

 


THE END
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“Get the bags, will you?”
Maddie asked, flipping her long brunette hair over her shoulder as
she bent to close the trunk of their rental car. The Scottish
twilight had passed during their drive, and Maddie was hard-pressed
to make out the details of the graveled driveway where
they’d parked. When Jasper
didn’t answer, she turned around to
see him halfway across the front yard of the Dancing Goat, the
little bed and breakfast they’d booked an
hour’s drive north of
Edinburgh.

Pursing her lips, Maddie
sighed and grabbed two of the oversized rolling suitcases before
following her mate’s footsteps. Luggage toting
aside, Maddie had to admit that she didn’t mind
Jasper going up the steps ahead of her; the male was absolutely
incredible to look at and his ass was at the top of her list of his
best attributes.

At the top of the steps,
the door was just opening. Light spilled out onto the porch,
illuminating Jasper. He paused, turning to wait for her. He
grimaced when he saw her dragging the bags up the stairs and in a
moment he’d lifted them clear of the
steps.

“I’ll come
back for these, Madd,” he said, his voice belying his exhaustion.
It was no wonder. They’d driven quite a way to
get here, and that was after an hours-delayed flight in from London
and navigating through Edinburgh proper to find the car rental
place.

Jasper pushed the front door open further,
then stepped back to allow Maddie to enter first. She smiled at her
mate, a Southern gentleman if there ever was one.

“You’ve
arrived quite late,” came a gruff voice. Maddie turned and blinked
at the man, barely comprehending his words due to his
thick-as-sludge Scottish burr. The innkeeper was a tiny,
gray-haired man of indeterminate age and sour expression. Jasper
stepped forward, offering the man a handshake. After studying them
a long moment, the innkeeper shook hands with Jasper, but he
didn’t look as though he approved a
mite more.

Maddie stifled a giggle as the thought
occurred to her that the innkeeper might feel put out by the sheer
height difference between them all. Maddie was fully six feet even,
and she was an easy head and shoulders taller than the elderly man.
Seeing him next to six and a half foot tall Jasper was practically
comical.

“You can call me Harrold.
Let me tell you about the grounds and your room…” the innkeeper
said, launching into what must have been an oft-practiced speech
about his domicile. Maddie’s tired brain
immediately tuned him out, focusing on scoping out her mate
instead.

Maddie would almost swear
to the fact that Jasper only got better looking the longer they
were mated. His deeply tanned skin contrasted nicely against his
light blond hair, grown out a little now from its buzz cut and
starting to show just a hint of wave. With his stunningly crisp
ocean-blue eyes and dazzlingly perfect smile, not to mention the
sleek physique he’d earned with a lifetime of
mercenary work, he was almost too good to be true. He dressed
himself well, too; tonight’s dark, slim-cut jeans,
tight gray T-shirt, and black boots were standard fare for Jasper
McDonough.

Biting her lip, Maddie cocked her head and
admired the muscular lines of his shoulders, his arms, his
hips…

“You’d
better watch your lady, there,” Harrold said, breaking into
Maddie’s thoughts. “She looks like she
might keel over any minute now.”

Jasper’s
attention turned to her, and his brow wrinkled.

“Are you alright,
Madd?

“Fine!” she blurted,
embarrassed. “Just- er…tired?”

“Why don’t you
head on upstairs and get settled in. I’ll go grab
the bags and lock the car,” Jasper said, offering her a key that
dangled from an oversized plastic tag labeled “C”.

“Right. Okay,” Maddie said,
turning toward the staircase. Harrold was heading down a long
hallway leading into the back of the house, clearly done with his
hosting duties for the night. Maddie climbed the tall, steep
staircase to the dimly-lit second floor. The first doorway was
ajar, revealing a nicely-appointed bathroom complete with a
claw-foot tub.

There were only two other rooms in the hall,
marked “C” and “D”. Maddie unlocked the door to their room,
delighted to find a huge four-poster bed covered in crisp white
linens at the center of the room. The room was simply appointed
with a large white-curtained bay window, an oversized wood armoire
opposite the bed, and two matching bedside tables with respective
lamps. No television, no entertainment at all other than a book
shelf near the window that boasted a few volumes of Shakespeare and
some crumpled paperbacks.

Just what Maddie needed
right now, silence and a soft bed. Pulling off her shoes, she
stripped down to her tank top and panties in no time flat. Flinging
herself onto the bed, she slipped under the blanket and burrowed
into a nice little nest, so pleased she couldn’t do
anything but close her eyes. She waited to hear Jasper come in, but
sleep was too much temptation.

She was asleep by the time he got the last
bag into the room and snoring softly before he even got the light
off.

 


* * *

 


“I can’t
believe you! There’s no way in hell
I’m letting you go out to meet the
pack on your own!” Maddie snapped, punctuating her statement by
slamming the salt shaker down on the rough wooden table. Jasper
turned his head to survey the sparse crowd at the pub, thankful
that no one seemed to notice Maddie’s theatrics. The
pub was a darkly-wooded affair, nothing more than a long bar with
mismatched stools and a few tables scattered under the dim overhead
lights. It was the only place within five miles of their hotel that
served “anything decent”, according to the old man who ran the bed
and breakfast.

Sighing, Jasper put down his fork and pushed
away his plate of sausages and potatoes. The food was actually more
than decent, but Maddie was sapping his appetite. That was a
serious statement for a shifter; normally their kind loved nothing
more than a good fuck and a good steak, in no particular order.

Looking across at Maddie as
she glared at her own plate of food, Jasper wished he
hadn’t reminded himself of the former.
He hadn’t had Maddie for days, and
staring at her now wasn’t helping him put it out
of his mind. Her long reddish-brown mane tumbled wildly around her
slender shoulders. Combined with her pale skin and the freckles
that dusted her nose and shoulders, she seemed deceptively
fragile.

Even as Jasper had the thought, Maddie
tipped up her chin. Long, dark lashes swept up to reveal violet
eyes that never failed to knock the breath right out of his chest,
and now was no exception. Just at this moment, her eyes sparked
with anger and frustration. Rather than dampening his desire, her
expression sucked the blood from every part of his body and sent it
straight to his cock. In half a moment he was painfully hard,
unable to look away from her soft lips, imagining them pressing a
wet kiss against the tip of his-

“Jas! Are you even
listening to me?” Maddie asked, slapping her hand on the table to
get his attention.

“Er. Yes,” Jasper mumbled,
his eyes snapping up to meet hers.

“I’m not going
to sit in the hotel room while you go out to meet strange shifters
who may or may not feel less than receptive to our message. The
Edinburgh pack will either already see that the Legion is
threatening our way of life and want to join with us, or
they’ll need some convincing. If they
don’t fall in right away, I want to
be there. I want to tell my story, Jasper.”

Jasper studied her, taking
in the seriousness of her tone. His mate had never straddled a
fence in her life. Once she was committed to something, even the
gods couldn’t shake her from her conviction.
It was an aspect of her that Jasper simultaneously admired and
loathed, depending on how much trouble it was getting her in at the
particular moment.

“They killed my family,
Jas,” Maddie said, softening her tone. When she wanted to, Maddie
could pierce his determination and good intentions as surely as an
archer could perforate a soldier’s armor. Maddie
sucked in a breath, and Jasper could feel her notching an arrow and
seeking a chink in his defenses.

“The whole Atlanta pack,
killed,” she said, her voice a whisper now. “I listened while they
slit my mother’s throat. I watched them drag the
bodies of my schoolmates into the middle of the Den and burn them.
I sat and cried and tried not to vomit because I
didn’t want them to hear
me.”

A tear built and broke free, a sign that
Maddie had gone from merely trying to convince Jasper to actually
conjuring her memories of that night. It was rare to see her delve
into her past, and her pain made the reason plain. Maddie had done
her best to make peace with her tortured memories, but deep inside
her there was a wellspring of pain and anger.

“I would never keep you
from that, Madd.” Jasper reached across the table and grasped both
her hands in his own. Giving them a squeeze, he smiled
sadly.

“I want you to help,
Maddie. I do. I want you to fight back against the Legion, and I
think that strengthening the ties between all the
world’s shifter packs is a great first
step in protecting ourselves.”

“You just said you wanted
me to stay behind!” she said, frustrated. She tried to pull her
hands from his, but Jasper wouldn’t let her
move.

“I need you to understand.
More than I want you to have your revenge, more than I want you to
honor your commitment to the cause, more than anything else, I need
you to be safe.”

“I’m perfectly
safe!” she argued. “I can fight, and you’re beside
me the whole time!”

“You can’t fight against one of the
dominant males in the pack, Madd.”

“Really? You were singing a
different tune when I saved your fucking life in Alabama,”
Maddie
snapped.

“Those were humans,” Jasper
countered.

“With big guns! One of them
took you out, didn’t they?”

Jasper stopped, sucking in
a breath and holding it for a long moment. He
couldn’t let Maddie aggravate him into
anything. If she was going to continue the pack visits with him, he
needed her to understand his fears.

“Listen to me for a
second,” he said, squeezing her hands again as he locked her gaze
with his.

“Every second that
we’re with another pack, I divide my
attention between talking to the pack members and watching
you.”

“I’m not a
child!”

“No, you most certainly are
not. You’re a smoking-hot shifter female
in her prime, and every single male we come across knows it.
They’re dividing their attention too,
most of them are looking at you way more than listening to
me.”

“I don’t see how
that’s a problem. If anything, it
should make them more amenable to our message. Females like me
can’t exist if the Legion slaughters
them all in childhood.”

“The more interested other
males are in you, the more I’m interested in their
intentions. Then I’m distracted and horny and I
can’t think straight. And
that’s not the only problem,
Madd.”

“No? By all means, please
tell me what else I’m doing wrong aside from just
generally having tits,” she said, pulling her hands away and
sitting back in her chair.

Jasper leaned back, trying to find the best
way to say it. After a moment, he shrugged.

“You’re a
lot more dominant than most females. From what
we’ve seen so far in Central America
and Europe, all American females are more aggressive than females
elsewhere. Here, they’re…” he stopped,
searching for the right word.

“Doormats?” Maddie suggested.

“More traditional,” Jasper
said.

“You don’t
seem to mind when I’m on top and riding your cock
until you beg for release,” Maddie said, unblinking.

Jasper coughed into his hand, nearly
cringing. Just what he needed, a mental image that shot through him
like a bolt of lighting straight to his groin. Now she was being
downright manipulative, and he was determined to ignore it.

“I don’t want this meeting to go
down like Venezuela. They probably weren’t going to
go with us in the first place, but the second you took charge… the
alpha just shut off. He wouldn’t hear anything we were
saying.”

“He was an asshole,
Jasper.”

“You’re
right, he was. But that’s not the point. In
Paris, in London, hell, in Tokyo… you can take charge there. When
we start touring the U.S. cities, that’s all you.
But in the rural areas, it has to be me. I have to deliver the
message. I don’t even want you around these
fucking people, but if you insist on coming I need you to be my
backup. Answer questions, tell your story, yes. Get in their faces,
no. If some bullying is needed, I can handle that part.”

Maddie took a deep breath, rocking back in
her chair a few times as she digested his words.

“Madd, I need this from
you. I need you to stay close to me while we’re
there, I need to know that I can protect you if something goes
wrong. I need to know that you’re not going to start
another brawl. We barely got out last time,” Jasper
said.

Finally she released the
breath she’d been holding, looking a bit
chagrined.

“It’s not
because you don’t like me being forward, right?”
she asked, sheepish.

“Madd,” he said, shaking
his head. Pulling out his wallet, he threw some bills on the table.
Standing, he stepped over to her side and offered her his hand. She
took it, and he pulled her up out of her seat. Keeping her hand, he
led her outside into the bright morning light. Crossing the parking
lot, he walked her around to her side of the car as if to unlock
and open the door for her.

When Maddie turned expectantly to face the
car, Jasper pressed her slender body up against the warm metal. The
short cotton dress she wore did little to discourage his interest;
he could easily touch her warm skin and smell her feminine musk.
Grabbing her hip to hold her in place against the car, Jasper used
his other hand to pull aside the heavy silk curtain of her hair.
Exposing her neck, he leaned down and let his breath brush her
nape, then pressed a soft kiss to her earlobe.

Maddie stilled immediately,
her breathing growing harsh at his simple touch. His hand traveled
up from her hip to cover her breast, squeezing her flesh through
the thin material of her bra. Giving the curve of her neck a hard
nip with his teeth, Jasper pressed against her harder and ground
his erection into her ass. She gasped, her back arching innately.
She’d be wet for him in seconds,
Jasper knew. The knowledge floored him, filling him with intense
need.

“Nothing you do displeases
me, Madeline Copeland,” he whispered into her ear. “In fact,
I’m going to have you ride me right
now.”

Reaching his his pocket, he dragged out the
rental car keys. Pulling Maddie back, he unlocked the passenger
side and climbed in, unbuttoning his fly and pushing his jeans and
boxer briefs down to his knees. As soon as his ass hit the seat,
Maddie was pulling her musky panties off and tossing them over his
head into the back seat.

After clambering onto his lap facing him,
Maddie pulled the door mostly closed. Letting her knees open a
little more, Maddie slid her thighs down his lap and nestled the
heat of her sex against the base of his cock. Jasper groaned,
already imagining how tight and wet she would be, wrapped around
him and milking his cock.

Maddie ground against him,
the first little touch of wetness brushing his cock. His eyes
snapped open. If he kept fantasizing about how she was going to
feel, he might not even make it inside her. He’d
waited too long to have her, and it was trashing his control at the
worst moment.

Steeling himself, Jasper
reached up and pulled the straps of Maddie’s dress and
bra down over her shoulders. With an indelicate yank, he freed her
breasts. He mumbled a curse as he cupped her breasts and pinched
her nipples, listening to her mewls of pleasure. Her nipples
darkened and contracted, and Jasper tried to pull her down enough
to suck at her breasts but Maddie was having none of it.

The second her hot little hand encircled his
cock, Jasper found himself already begging.

“You can’t tease me today,” he hissed.
“I’ll come in your hand.”

Maddie stroked him once,
grinding against him. She rubbed her thumb against his tip,
releasing a pulse of precum. The hungry look on
Maddie’s face was the only thing that
kept Jasper from being ashamed of his weakness, his utter need for
her.

“Fuck me right now, Madd,”
he growled. “I need to stretch you out.”

To his surprise, Maddie actually obeyed.
Lifting herself up, she angled his cock so that he met her
entrance.

“Don’t
move,” she said. Jasper gritted his teeth, almost unable to stay
still. He needed to thrust into her more than he’d
ever needed anything.

Maddie pressed down onto him the slightest
bit, letting his precum-slick head slide inside her for a moment
before pulling back. She moaned, tilting her head back. Jasper
watched her, knowing that she was not merely teasing him but also
taking her own pleasure. That knowledge kept him still as she
pressed down on him again, and again, in very slow increments.

When she’d
finally taken him all in, she rocked against him gently. Jasper
took this as his cue, gripping her hips and helping her to move up
and down on his cock in deep, slow movements. He could feel Maddie
growing wetter as she ground on him, and Jasper tilted her hips
forward just a little to seek her g-spot.

She cried out, leaning into him and
increasing her speed. Releasing her for the moment, Jasper took a
deep breath to steady himself. He slid a hand between them, his
thumb finding and circling her clit as she moved. Maddie faltered,
and Jasper growled at her.

“Keep fucking me,” he
commanded. “Don’t
stop.”

Maddie started again,
riding him harder. He rubbed her clit gently, knowing she
wouldn’t need much. Not when she was
this wet, when she was already whispering his name and riding his
dick that deeply.

“Maddie. Maddie, you make
me so hard,” he said, watching her full breasts bounce as she
moved.

“I’m going to
come, Jas,” she said. “Oh… oh, gods…”

Her inner muscles, already wrapped tight
around him, tensed suddenly. Jasper pinched her clit as she started
to come, and Maddie jolted violently. She shuddered around him,
shaking and crying out. Jasper gripped her hips and pumped upward
into her, fucking her hard as she came.

“I’m going to
come,” he gritted out, pumping in and out as she surrounded him.
“Fuck! I’m about to come.”

He began to pull her up, desperate to find a
place to blow his load. To his shock, Maddie pushed his hands away
and pressed down on him, her heat making his eyes roll back in his
head. In half a second he was calling her name, pumping his hot
seed deep inside her as she fucked him. Seconds passed, or hours,
and she slowed until she was gently rolling her hips. Somehow he
was still hard and she was still riding him. Jasper could barely
think.

Pulling Maddie down, Jasper
stopped her movements and held her in his arms. They were both
breathless, wordless. His head was spinning; he’d
just come so hard, and he’d come inside his
beautiful mate, and it had been her idea… Jasper felt uncertain,
suddenly.

“Madd…” he whispered,
stroking her hair. Maddie didn’t move for a long time,
her breathing evening out. Finally she sat up, clearing her
throat.

“We’re going to
be late to meet the pack,” she said, giving him a silencing look.
Unsure how he should proceed, Jasper held his tongue. He knew
he’d find out her motives sooner or
later. Nothing stayed buried long with Maddie.

“Fine,” he said. She sat
up, giving him a hurt look. Jasper sighed and pulled her back down
for a kiss, then released her. She straightened her top, climbing
out of the car to rearrange her dress. Jasper got out, zipped up
his pants, and then walked around to the driver’s
side. Reaching into the back seat, he grabbed her discarded panties
and handed them to her when she got back in the car.

“You don’t
want to talk about this?” he asked. “You sure?”

“We’re late,”
she said, pressing her lips into a flat line of displeasure. What
the hell had he done now?

Shaking his head, Jasper
put the car into gear and released a breath. If she
didn’t want to talk about it, that was
fine. That didn’t stop Jasper from savoring it
the rest of the day.

Grim smile on his face, Jasper reflected the
whole way across town to the Shifter-owned pub where the meeting
was set.

 


* * *

 


“And
that’s why we are here, trying to
recruit as many packs as possible. Something is happening within
the Legion, and although the buildup has been slow I think
they’re gaining momentum for a big
attack. When it happens, we need to have a system in place like the
one I described. We need communication between packs,” Jasper
explained, his knuckles rapping the slick wood of the pub table to
punctuate his words. The whole bar was empty besides their little
group of Shifters, probably an intentional step to keep prying
human eyes and ears from coming across sensitive
information.

“The Legion
hasn’t attacked our pack in more than
five years,” drawled a massive Shifter seated directly across the
table from Jasper. Dark-haired despite seeming to be in his early
fifties, the man was dressed simply in a gray plaid shirt, jeans,
and heavy boots. So far he’d spoken little more
than a blunt self-introduction, but it was obvious that he was the
pack’s alpha. A sense of power,
seeming almost heavy enough to touch, lay over Seamus Insgill like
a blanket. Maddie recognized the signature of power from
Jasper’s own days of being an alpha. And
like Jas had been back then, Seamus was a tough customer. Skeptical
would be a nice term for his behavior.

“-Just saying we need a way
to contact each other. An emergency system,” Jasper was saying.
Maddie slid her gaze back to her mate, admiring his level-headed
tone. Jas could be every bit as fiery as Maddie was wont to be, but
he generally held himself in check. With a male of
Jasper’s considerable power and size,
physical intimidation was almost a cop-out. The hard part for him
was not letting other, less confident males goad him into a
fight.

Luckily, Seamus was
definitely not some immature male looking to prove something.
Maddie looked back and forth between them as they debated, judging
them a fairly even match despite Seamus having about fifteen years
on Jasper. In Maddie’s experience, alphas usually had
a boatload of tricks up their sleeve, which could more than make up
for the age disadvantage.

Tilting her head, Maddie
took in the five males seated behind Seamus. All bulky Shifters,
clearly there as backup in case something went wrong in this
meeting. None of them were participating in the discussion; if
there was going to be a debate amongst the Edinburgh Shifters, it
would happen far away from any outsiders. Maddie’s own
New Orleans pack was just the same, so she understood
completely.

“You look bored stiff.
Fancy a drink?” came a feminine whisper in
Maddie’s ear, causing her to jump.
Turning her head, she found a sweet-faced middle aged woman only a
few inches behind her. The woman was plump, dressed in a pale pink
dress with a crocheted white lace neckline.

At
Maddie’s startled expression, the woman
winked and beckoned Maddie toward the bar. Maddie stood and
followed her, taking a seat when the woman did.

“Sorry to startle you.
I’m Magda,
Seamus’s mate,” the woman said,
extending a soft hand. Maddie shook it, clearing her
throat.

“Madeline. Maddie,” she
corrected herself.

“They’re
probably almost done over there,” Magda said, eyeing the men. “I
just thought you looked uncomfortable, like you needed to be proper
and sit up straight and all that. The boys are hard, but
they’re not so quick to
judge.”

“Oh,” Maddie said,
blushing. She had certainly been keenly aware of her appearance and
posture, especially since she and Jas probably still smelled like
their earlier menagé in the car.

“Seamus is going to need
some time to think this over,” Magda said. “It’s his
way. He always takes big decisions back to the pack, and makes sure
they all have time to think everything through. A night, at least.
Did you two get lodging?”

“We’re staying
just down the street at the Dancing Goat,” Maddie said, waving a
hand in the direction of the inn.

“With old Harrold MacRee?
Good luck to you then. He’s an odd one,” Magda
said. “Honest, though, if I’m remembering
right.”

“Well
that’s good to know,” Maddie said,
feeling silly. “So you think we’ll be here a few
days, then?”

“I don’t know exactly. I think what
you two are proposing makes a lot of sense, so
it’ll probably be approved pretty
quickly. One hopes, at least.”

“Ah. We
didn’t plan any day trips or
sightseeing for this part of the trip. We thought
we’d just be here for the day,”
Maddie admitted with a shrug.

“Ach.
There’s plenty to see and do here. Our
Den sits on a huge plot of land, with several nice hikes and even a
fallen castle near the biggest loch.”

“That sounds great.
It’s been two weeks since
I’ve Shifted,” Maddie said, her
heart lightening at the idea of getting to Shift and run free for a
bit.

Magda’s
brows shot up, disapproving.

“You’ve
been two weeks without a Shift? That doesn’t sound
very healthy,” the older woman said.

“It’s been
nothing but airports and rental cars and big cities for the last
couple of months. If I made a list of what I’ve
been eating for the last week you’d be horrified.
Fast food and hotel room service,” Maddie said, pulling a
face.

“Well,
there’s some decent pub food here in
town, and you can get some staples from the corner store if you
need. I can’t bring you to the Den, but I can
at least make sure Seamus gives you permission to run free on our
lands,” Magda clucked.

“I would love that,”
Maddie
said.

Magda reached over and
patted Maddie’s hand, then pointed to the
males.

“Looks like
they’re done for the moment,” she
said. “Let me see if I can grab a map of our lands while everyone
says their goodbyes.”

Maddie and Magda returned to the group as
the males were standing, the conversation having moved on to local
sports. After a few minutes of milling around while everyone
finished their drinks, Maddie and Jasper found themselves being
shooed out of the bar so the Shifters could start readying it for
the evening crowd.

True to her word, before
they left Magda handed Maddie a sheet of paper with a photocopied
map marked with the pack’s land boundaries and
several places of interest.

“They’re
going to need to sleep on it,” Jasper said as they stepped outside
the pub.

“Magda said that would
probably be the case,” Maddie said.

Jasper raised a brow, looking down at
her.

“You made friends?” he
asked.

“One,” she said with a
shrug. “At least I think so.”

“Well, I for one am going
to take advantage of tonight. Dinner at the inn, and then an early
bedtime,” Jasper said. Maddie nearly opened her mouth to argue that
they should go do something fun for once, but the sheer exhaustion
in her mate’s tone stopped her. Neither of
them had the energy to drive out to the pack’s
land, much less go for a hike or Shift and run. Besides, they were
losing the light now anyway.

“Madd?” Jasper asked,
reaching out and touching her waist. She blinked, looking up at
him.

“I think
I’m more tired than I even know,”
she said, tilting her head back. Jasper leaned down and gave her a
quick kiss, and she sighed.

“So dinner and bed is okay?
You won’t be too disappointed if we skip
the bars tonight?” Jasper asked, pulling her close for another
kiss. Maddie nodded as he took her hand, leading her toward the
car.

“I think
that’s exactly what we both need right
now,” she conceded.

Jasper flashed her a smile,
unlocking and opening the car door for her. Maddie slid in, and he
closed the door for her before hopping in the
driver’s
side.

“We can sleep in tomorrow,”
he said, waving his hands. “We can get breakfast in bed, and by the
time that’s over maybe the pack will have
their decision.”

“I can take a bath. A real
bath,” Maddie said.

“Exactly.
It’ll be relaxing.”

“By all means then,
let’s head back.”

Maddie tried her best to
keep her eyes open as they drove back, but even the prospect of
dinner and a hot bath couldn’t keep her awake. Jet
lag dragged her down into a sleep so deep that she
didn’t even feel herself being lifted
and carried up the stairs. She didn’t bat an eyelash
as Jasper tucked her into the bed, or hear his heavy sigh as he sat
down on the bed next to her. Maddie didn’t move the
whole time he sat there, staring blankly out the window as he tried
to settle his thoughts. When he finally kicked off his shoes,
turned off the lamp, and lay down beside her Maddie was deep in a
dream that carried her through the whole night.

 


* * *

 


Jasper peeked at Maddie over the top of a
newspaper during breakfast. She was preoccupied with cracking open
a soft boiled egg, and Jasper found himself relieved that her sour
expression was directed at the egg for the moment.

Maddie had woken up with
that expression, it seemed. Jasper had already asked what was on
her mind, and received nothing more than a silent eye roll.
Bringing two loaded trays of food upstairs and setting them on the
bed hadn’t swayed her foul mood in the
least. The only thing that had excited her was the promise of a
nice bath in the big claw-foot tub. Jasper had jokingly offered to
join her, and he was still trying to thaw out from her frosty
glare. That was when he’d snatched up and
unfolded the local paper, giving himself a shield against her
eye-narrowing and lip-pinching.

What the hell had he done now? The
ever-present question when it came to Madeline Copeland.

Sneaking another glance at
her, he gave a silent sigh. She was mercurial, but damn if she
wasn’t just stunning.
She’d just woken up, but her tousled
hair and pink cheeks made his heart simultaneously melt and beat a
little faster. Her moodiness was a part of her, and
he’d made a promise to love her
completely. The whole package. That meant these little pouting
sessions were something he simply waited out until she was ready to
be the sweet and loving mate that normally ruled his
life.

“We’ll have to
find something to do for today and tonight,” Jasper said, not
lowering the paper. “Seamus called this morning and said he needs
more time to decide.”

Instead of releasing the
dramatic sigh he’d expected, Maddie was silent.
Dropping one corner of the paper, he eyed her. Maddie looked at him
and shrugged, then went back to nibbling at a rasher of
bacon.

“It says here that
there’s a cinema a few towns over. And
I guess we could go tour Edinburgh today if we wanted…” Jasper
offered, trying to entice her with an adventure.

“I want to go for a
hike,” Maddie said, her voice flat.

“A hike,” Jasper repeated,
surprised.

“Yes. Woods, walking, you
know. That stuff.”

“O-kay…” Jasper said,
looking suspicious. Maddie wasn’t much of an
outdoors girl, despite being a Shifter.

“You know we
can’t Shift here, right? We talked
about this. We have to be way farther out,” Jasper said
carefully.

“We have somewhere to go.
Magda got us permission to run on pack land. It’s a
short drive from here, but they are fanatical about keeping their
land clear of humans. They run in wolf form there, and
can’t take the risk that a human
might stumble upon them.”

“I don’t know, Madd…” Jasper said,
hesitant. They’d be on strange land, at the
mercy of a strange pack. The offer was almost too good, making
Jasper nervous.

“Jasper,” Maddie said,
reaching out and pushing the paper down into his lap. “I need to
shift, baby. Please.”

Her pleading tone caught him completely by
surprise, dropping his guard. The words were out of his mouth
before he knew what he was saying.

“Of course. Anything you
want.”

“Thank you. Can we go right
now?”

“What about your bath? You
were all excited about it,” he hedged.

“I don’t need one if
we’re just going to run around and
get all filthy,” she said, giving him a pleading look.

“Fine,” Jasper sighed,
pushing away the paper and their breakfast trays.
He’d already consented, no use in
delaying now.

“Let’s get
a move on. We need to get some things together if
we’re going to go all the way out
there today,” Maddie said. She gave him a long look, intentionally
letting her gaze drop from his face down his body. Jasper flushed a
little at her frank appraisal, but her tone had him up and getting
dressed faster than any pleading could have done. He
didn’t know what she was up to, but if
that look was any indication… Jasper definitely wanted to find
out.

 


* * *

 


Two hours and several
errands later, Jasper pulled the rental car up outside the main
gate of the compound. They’d taken a tiny two-lane
highway most of the way here, and without GPS they would have been
lost. This place sure wasn’t easy to find and if
the front gate was any indication, Jasper was sure that the
Edinburgh pack liked it that way.

PRIVATE PROPERTY. NO ADMITTANCE,
read the signs posted to one side of the gate. On
the other side was a large cardboard sign with neatly printed
handwriting.

We don’t phone 999. Violators will be HUNTED and
SHOT.

Checking the map again, Jasper tried to
shake his nerves.

“Are you sure about this,
Madd?” he asked, pointing at the sign.

“I’m sure.
Magda said that the pack only patrols once a day or so, usually at
dawn. We may not even see anyone.”

Jasper got out of the car,
not bothering to lock it. He couldn’t take the keys
with him, so he hid them in the wheel well. Maddie was already
opening the gate to slip inside. He followed her into the
thickening woods, walking about five minutes before she found a
spot she liked.

“Ready?” Maddie asked,
stopping and turning around to face him.

“Ready,” Jasper said. Her
face lit up with a huge grin, and she kicked off her shoes. Maddie
stripped in a matter of moments, but Jasper took his time. Watching
his mate get buck naked was never anything short of spectacular,
but in truth he wanted to see her wolf even more.

She shifted into her wolf form in a blink,
and Jasper lost his breath just looking at her. Her coat was a
stunning chestnut streaked with deep chocolate hues, with the
delicately powerful features of a timber wolf. Strong, graceful,
and swift; that was his incredible mate.

Maddie looked up at him, impatient. Jasper
chuckled and crouched down, drawing on his wolf to shift forms. As
quick as he thought his command, he felt the shift resonate through
his bones. His paws hit the ground, snowy white with a few black
highlights. He was always amazed that his pelt should be so clean
at the start of every shift. By the time he was done, it was
usually streaked with mud and who knew what else.

Maddie barked at him,
waiting just long enough for him to look up before taking off into
the trees. Jasper stretched and shook out his coat, giving her a
brief head start before following. Maddie had started at a trot, so
he could still hear her ahead. Soon that wasn’t
enough for her, and Jasper instinctively broke into a full run when
she did.

She was fast, but Jasper
was more powerful. He couldn’t run abreast of her in
such dense woods, so he satisfied himself with running just behind
her. Maddie never glanced back at him, merely increasing her speed
to an all-out sprint that had Jasper working hard to follow. Their
surroundings were little more than a blur now, everything fading
into the background and leaving Jasper focused on nothing but his
breathing and his mate.

The tree line broke suddenly, falling away
behind them as they ran. Tall grass rose up around them, slowing
their run until they came out onto a vast green plain that
stretched for more than a mile. Maddie slowed to a halt, and Jasper
followed suit. They both stared for a long time, just taking in the
verdant scenery.

To their right was a small lake, maybe half
a mile long and a quarter mile wide. At the end Jasper could make
out a huge but crumbling stone structure. In front of them was a
seemingly endless stretch of gently rolling hills, their soft green
only broken by dappled stones peeking out of the earth here and
there. To the left a gray gravel road stood out in stark relief
against the green, close to them now but vanishing behind a hill
less than a quarter of a mile out.

Maddie came over to Jasper,
brushing the length of her body against his own to get his
attention. Jasper eyed her, already knowing what she would want.
The castle beckoned him as it would her, but there was no point in
exploring it in their wolf forms. They’d need to
be able to climb over large stones, to balance themselves, to see
things from higher than the ground. Their wolves
couldn’t do that.

When Maddie turned and
headed for the gravel road, Jasper trailed her. They followed the
road back at a trot, in no particular hurry. The road twisted and
turned a good bit to avoid the larger hills and skirt the wooded
areas, but eventually it led back to the main gate where Jasper had
parked the car. Maddie led the way back to the little clearing
they’d found, and they both
shifted.

“You always hear about the
Highlands and how beautiful they are, but you never hear about the
Lowlands,” Maddie commented as she tugged her shirt down over her
head.

“I was thinking that
it’s no wonder they used to think
this place had fairies and Loch Ness monsters and whatever else.
The place is so green and fresh and alive, it’s
practically glowing with magic,” Jasper said. Lacing his shoes, he
stood up.

Maddie was looking at him, a bemused
expression on her face.

“What?” he asked, looking
down and brushing off his jeans.

“Nothing,” she said,
holding out a hand to him. Jasper took it, and they were quiet on
the walk back to the car.

Once they reached their
rental, Jasper pulled the car through the gate and onto the gravel
road. It was only a few minutes’ drive to where
they’d come out of the woods earlier.
Following the gravel road for a bit longer, they found that it came
around to the far side of the loch they’d seen
earlier. Jasper found a nice, flat place to park the car about a
quarter mile from the castle ruins and they got out, eyes feasting
on the scenic view.

Jasper and Maddie grabbed
the stuff they’d gathered during their errands.
From their bed and breakfast, they’d brought
backpacks and warmer clothing, plus a couple of travel pillows and
light blankets. They’d even gotten a couple of
down-filled sleeping bags from the reticent innkeeper.

Maddie had insisted that
they stop at the Tesco grocery store in town and “pick up a few
things”; they’d left with bags and bags of
groceries which Maddie had spent half the car trip compacting into
a large picnic basket.

“Gods, I
can’t believe we’re even here,”
Maddie breathed, shouldering her backpack. Jasper did the same,
scooping up the picnic basket as well.

“I feel amazing right now.
We waited too long between shifts,” Jasper admitted, following her
as she started out along the rocky shoreline of the loch. Maddie
was silent, pursing her lips.

“What?” he
asked.

“I didn’t say
anything,” she replied, looking out across the lake.

“Just say it.”

Maddie stopped and turned to look at him.
Hip cocked, hands on the straps of her backpack, she made a
tempting picture. After a moment, she took off toward the castle
again.

“I need more time alone.
We’re always around so many humans…
airports, trains, hotels. It seems like there’s a
meeting set every minute that we’re not
traveling,” she said. She walked a little faster, and Jasper was
right on her heels.

“You get a lot more alone
time than I do,” he said, confused. “You have downtime while
I’m conferring with Jace, or when
I’m taking phone
meetings.”

“That’s not
really my point,” she said.

Maddie drifted closer to the shoreline as
she walked, and the ground grew rockier as Jasper followed. They
both focused on their footing for a few minutes, each thinking
quietly as they went. The ruins loomed ahead, and as they came up
to it their attention became absorbed by the castle.

The castle was maybe a
thousand feet by a thousand feet, and several stories high on the
far side from the loch. It was all dark gray stone, the same as
they’d seen dotting the hillsides
nearby. The front wall had come down almost completely, exposing
the first few rooms. The place had been stripped of any old
furnishings and cleaned out really well; a lack of broken stones
and dried leaves or any other debris inside indicated that the
place was actually well-maintained. A point of pride for the
Edinburgh pack, if Jasper had to guess.

“Do you think the pack has
blood ties to this castle?” Maddie wondered aloud, echoing
Jasper’s thoughts.

“I would be willing to bet.
Look how clean it’s kept,” he said, pointing to the
front room.

They walked forward through a huge standing
arch that must have marked the doorway to the great hall. Maddie
began to move deeper into the back rooms, but Jasper hesitated.

“Madd,” he called her back.
She turned, waiting.

“I don’t want to go too far in.
This place is obviously well cared for, but we
don’t know how structurally sound it
is. There could also be some less than friendly animals in there
and I don’t want to disturb them. Besides,
if we pick a spot up here we’ll be able to see the
stars later,” he finished, indicating one of the cleared front
spaces.

Maddie nodded, reluctantly returning. Jasper
moved to a large clear spot and set down the picnic basket and his
backpack. Maddie dropped hers, heading back outside. Jasper took a
few minutes to check the site thoroughly for animals or other
vermin, then set the picnic basket up on a high free-standing
boulder. When he was satisfied, he walked down to meet Maddie.

Maddie had removed her shoes and set them
aside on a large rock. She stood on the edge of the loch, staring
down into the water.

“Do you want alone time
right now?” Jasper asked, coming to stand next to her. The last
thing he wanted was to smother her, but his need to be close to her
and touch her was overwhelming just this minute. Maybe that was
what she’d meant, his perpetual desire for
her company and her touch.

Maddie looked up at him, her brow
wrinkling.

“No,” she said, not
elaborating. Jasper frowned, frustrated.

“Here’s the
thing, Madd. We’re mates now. While
I’m working, you get time to go out
and sightsee and shop and do whatever. You could spend that time
any way you want, you know. But any time I’m not
working, I want to be with you. I can’t help
it.”

“Jas-”she
started.

“Let me finish,” he said,
cutting her off. “I’m always going to want you, to be
with you. Always. We need to find a solution to this now, because
we’re in this for life. And a
shifter lifetime, well… that’s a century for us. So
we’d better figure it out
now.”

Maddie’s
expression shifted from bewildered to mildly pissed, and Jasper
gave her a stern look.

“Don’t
even think of suggesting that we stop our mission. We need this
coalition against the Legion, and you know it as well as I do. Your
need for alone time comes after that,” he said, crossing his arms.
It was probably the crossed arms that did him in.

“Shut up!” Maddie shouted, suddenly
reaching out and pushing him off balance.

Jasper tipped over and went down like a
stone, hitting the water with an undignified squawk and a huge
splash. The water was cold as ice, and Jasper was flinging curses
as he surfaced. Spluttering, he wiped the water from his face and
gaped up at his furious mate.

“What the hell?” he
shouted, rising and wading toward her.

“You
haven’t been listening to me at all!”
she said, pointing an accusatory finger.

“You just pushed me into
the lake! And for what? Because I won’t leave you
alone?” Jasper snapped, chest heaving.

“You are so thick
sometimes, I swear!”

Jasper opened his mouth to
argue, but Maddie stepped forward into the water and pushed at his
chest again. He swayed a little this time, but
didn’t come close to falling
again.

“I want to be alone WITH
you. Not by myself!” she said, exasperated.

It took a few seconds for
Maddie’s words to pierce the wall of
Jasper’s anger. When everything clicked,
he was dumbstruck. She was right; he hadn’t been
listening at all.

“You want to be alone with
me,” Jasper repeated, feeling sheepish.

“Yes. I am tired of running
at full sprint from one airport to another. I know this mission is
important, and I don’t want to stop. In fact, I want
to help you more. I need us to take some more time for ourselves,
though. No one works seven days a week,” she said.

“An alpha does,” Jasper said
instantly, bitterness in his tone. The pain of giving up his alpha
status was still fresh; the fact that it was his own decision and
that it had been the best thing for the pack dulled but did not
eliminate his suffering.

“Jas,” she said softly, her
hand coming to rest on his chest. “I’m
sorry.”

“You have nothing to
apologize for,” he said, running a hand through his sopping-wet
hair. “Except…”

“Except what?” Maddie asked
softly, concerned.

“Except this!” Jasper said,
swiftly scooping Maddie up in his arms. She barely had time to
protest before he dropped her into the stinging-cold water of the
loch. Maddie came up flailing and gasping, shocked by
Jasper’s
revenge.

“You!” she shouted, trying
to gain her footing. Jasper looked on with a smirk, which only
aggravated her more. She swiped her hand across the
water’s surface, splashing him
anew.

“Is that how you want to
play it?” he asked, a grin spreading across his face. Maddie
finally stood up, but Jasper tackled her at the waist and pushed
her deeper into the water. She held onto him as she went down,
pulling him into the water.

“Sonofa-” she said before
her face was submerged again. They wrestled wildly, the coldness of
the water fading away as their movements started to warm their
blood. Jasper got Maddie around the waist again, raising her high
and then dunking her into the water. She elbowed him in the back,
satisfied when he released her with a grunt. They backed away from
each other, glaring as they splashed each other with varying
techniques.

Maddie made a break for the
shore, but Jasper grabbed her and dragged her back. She pummeled
him with her fists, the movement futile as he
didn’t even seem to notice her
protests. His arms went around her waist as if to dunk her again,
but this time he reached up to her shoulder blades and pulled her
against his chest.

“Let go!” Maddie insisted,
but Jasper only tightened his hold.

“Maddie,” he said, leaning
down to brush his lips over the sensitive pulse point on her
neck.

Maddie tensed, but she stopped fighting him.
Jasper leaned back, looking down into her face. His hands came up
to cup her jaw, holding her as if some precious artifact. He tipped
her chin up so that their gazes locked, his eyes searching hers
intently.

“Do you have any idea how
much I love you?” he asked, his tone soft.

He expected her to squirm
in his arms or crack a joke, but she didn’t. Her face
reflected back the same seriousness and devotion that he felt, and
seeing it knocked the wind from him. She reached up, slipping her
arms around his neck.

“So much that sometimes you
feel like it’s crushing you?” Maddie asked in
a whisper.

Jasper furrowed his brow, worried.

“Do you regret taking me as
a mate? I know I can be hard sometimes,” he said.

“Not for a second,” Maddie
answered, her voice resolute.

“Not even when we
fight?”

“Not when we fight. Not
when we’re in our thousandth airport for
the week. Not when we’re ages overdue for a
shift. Never, one second, ever. My only regret is that we took so
long to find our way back to one another. All those years we
wasted,” she said, reaching up to press a kiss against the corner
of his mouth.

Jasper gave a little growl
as he turned her head, catching the end of her kiss and lengthening
it. Her lips softened under his own, like the sweetest homecoming.
Before he could deepen the kiss, though, Maddie shivered. It could
have been passion, but with dusk settling all around them and the
icy water lapping at their hips Jasper wasn’t willing
to chance it.

“Let’s go
up to the castle,” he rumbled, his voice husky with emotion and
desire. Before Maddie could move, Jasper swept her up in his arms
as if she were as light as a child.

As he turned to wade back to shore, his mind
was full of plans to show his mate just how deep his love for her
ran.

 


* * *

 


It didn’t
take long for them to get settled in at the castle. They stripped
out of their freezing clothes first, changing into the warm pajamas
they’d brought along for the night.
Maddie immediately set about spreading out their blankets and
sleeping bags. Jasper had gone to find some kindling and wood to
make a fire, and while he was getting it going Maddie made herself
useful by laying out their supper.

Maddie spread out cold leg
of lamb, crackers and French bread with fig preserves, a selection
of sliced fruit, cold roasted potatoes, a bottle of Madeira,
bottled water, and a lemon curd tart. By the time she had the
plates and cups and utensils set up, her mouth was watering. She
hadn’t realized how hungry
she’d become.

“This looks great,” Jasper
said, stepping away from the growing fire and taking his spot on
the blanket.

“I’m starved,”
Maddie admitted, reaching for the potatoes. They started both
stacked their plates high, Shifter metabolisms driving them to eat
heartily.

“That’ll
teach us to shift and not at least have a protein bar after,”
Jasper said, spearing a huge slice of lamb. Popping it into his
mouth, he groaned appreciatively as he chewed.

“Heaven,” he
moaned.

They ate in silence for a
while, the fire’s crackle enough to fill the air
between them. Maddie opened two bottles of water and then poured
two cups of wine. They ate in comfortable silence, each mulling
over their own thoughts.

Once the edge was off her hunger, a warming
sense of contentment, more than just the Madeira, spread through
her body. Full, she sighed and set her plate down. Leaning back on
her elbows, Maddie nursed her wine and watched her mate polish off
the rest of the picnic fare.

Jasper sighed and pushed his plate away,
then laid down on his back with his hands behind his head. Maddie
admired his long, lean form as she sipped her Madeira. Jasper
glanced over at her, catching her look and smirking.

“What?” he asked,
teasing.

“Nothing. Just looking,”
she admitted with a shrug. She packed up the rest of the food and
tucked the picnic basket to the side, sighing quietly. Jasper
looked over at her, calculating.

“Come here,” he said,
extending a hand to her. Maddie took it, crawling closer. He drew
her down beside his body, fitting her against his muscular chest
and thighs. She sighed again, tucking herself into the crook of his
arm and resting her head on his shoulder. He smelled so familiar,
so wonderfully male. Sweet and smoky, with a hint of cedar.
They’d been mated for half a year now
and she still had no idea what he did to smell so incredible; he
used no cologne or scented shower products.

Taking a deep breath of his scent, she
nuzzled his neck. Jasper responded instantly, his hand coming up to
trace the shape of her hip. Squeezing gently, he leaned closer and
sought her mouth with his own. The merest brush of his lips had
Maddie opening hers to him, her tongue seeking his. He knew exactly
how to kiss her to breathlessness; slow, deep thrusts of his tongue
against hers. When their mouths broke apart, he nipped her bottom
lip.

Maddie’s
breath left her in a rush, and she slid a hand behind his head for
better leverage. Knotting her fingers in his short blond hair, she
brushed her breasts against his chest in an open invitation. Her
mate was already slipping his hand under her shirt, his fingers
skimming her hip and ribs before settling over her
breast.

Maddie slung her leg up over his hip,
rolling him over onto his back and straddling his hips. Jasper
growled, reaching up and pulling her down to his mouth. His kiss
was harder now, no easy exploration but a direct demand. Maddie
gave herself over to his lips, his hands. She could feel his
erection hard against the seam of her flimsy flannel pajama pants,
and it excited her.

Maddie started pulling at his shirt,
giggling when her arms clashed with his as he tried to take her
shirt off at the same time. Scrambling to discard their clothes,
they stripped each other in moments.

Maddie tried to straddle his lap again, but
Jasper firmly pushed her down and threw his leg over her body to
keep her still. Ignoring her attempts to break free, he splayed his
palms over her breasts and teased her nipples with the rough
calluses of his thumbs. Maddie bit her lip, stifling the moan that
rose in her throat at the contact. His lips curled, and he
continued to tease her. Each touch was molten, sweet sensation
trickling from her nipples down to the apex of her thighs and
pooling there.

Maddie bucked into him,
pressing her mons against his cock. She felt it jump in response,
pressed tight against her heated flesh. Jasper’s
hands clenched on her breasts, driving Maddie wild. She ground her
hips in desperation, a whimper escaping her throat.

Using his knee, Jasper spread her wide. His
hand dropped down, tracing her wetness until he found her clit. The
touch of his fingertips had her gasping, pressing her hips forward
to seek his touch.

“Oh,” she moaned, “right
there, baby.”

Jasper leaned over and nuzzled her earlobe
as he circled her throbbing clit. Maddie strained against his
fingertips, panting with want. Jasper reared up suddenly, pushing
her onto her back and kissing her breasts. Maddie hissed,
impatient, but he merely smiled and trailed kisses down her ribcage
to her belly.

Moving lower, he made a show of kissing and
nuzzling her mons and inner thighs.

“Jasper, please!” Maddie
cried, burying her fingers in his hair.

He obliged, spreading her pussy with his
hands. He dragged the tip of his nose from her entrance to her
clit, then swirled his tongue just where she needed it most. She
tensed, ready to peak. One more lick, then Jasper sucked gently at
her clit.

“Fuck!” Maddie shouted, her
eyes rolling up as she convulsed against his tongue. She had
shattered, exploding into a thousand, a million tiny pieces that
became stars in the darkness of her orgasm.

It felt like ages before she was fully aware
again. Her first sense was that of Jasper moving up to lie fully
against her body, her second the eye-opening sensation of his cock
pressing into her soft wetness. She moaned, tilting her body up to
allow him better access.

“Maddie,” Jasper said, his
voice a seductive whisper. Her eyes fluttered open, trying to
focus.

“Look at me,” he commanded.
Maddie looked up at him, utterly in his thrall.

“Who do you belong to?” he
asked, thrusting gently against her. Not enough to push into her
tightness, just enough to tease her with the head of his
cock.

“Madeline,” he said, his voice
growing stern. “Tell me who you belong to, and I’ll
give you what you want.”

Maddie released a pent-up breath, her words
a sigh of want.

“You. I belong to you,
baby,” she promised.

“Fucking right,” he said,
his voice grave. He immediately thrust deep, burying himself almost
to the hilt. Maddie cried out, pleasure and pain and need. Jasper
withdrew the barest inch, then thrust again. This time he buried
himself in her body, completing her.

Drawing her knees up to her chest, Jasper
rolled her hips back and began to thrust hard. His hands grasped
her hips, tilting her to just the right angle as he pounded into
her flesh. He hit the perfect spot almost immediately, and Maddie
gave a hoarse shout of pleasure.

“Right there?” he asked,
his question needing no answer. She was clenching against him
already, mad with the sweet sensations pouring into her body. Her
nipples were aflame, her clit pulsing, her pussy drenched and yet
starving for more.

Jasper gave it to her,
driving his cock home again and again until Maddie
couldn’t breathe,
couldn’t see, couldn’t do
more than cry out and beg for release. He raised up, pulling her
close to drive deeper into her body. She could feel him getting
close, feel his rhythm increasing and his thrusts grow
desperate.

“Don’t
pull out,” she moaned, her fingers clutching at his
shoulders.

“I’m going to
come in you,” he promised. “Fuck, I’m going to come
in you. Fuck!”

Maddie peaked, his words pushing her over
the edge. As she writhed, clenching him and screaming, he began to
pulse his seed deep inside her body.

Jasper gave a hoarse shout,
gripping her hips and slamming into her body as he came. After
nearly a dozen brutal thrusts, he slowed to a gradual halt. Maddie
couldn’t think, much less move. Jasper
crashed down onto her body, replete and exhausted.

For the longest time, they simply lay and
tried to breathe. Maddie was shaking all over, her body overloaded.
Neither of them could move, and neither wanted to do so.

When Jasper finally rolled
to the side and withdrew from her body, Maddie gave a sigh that was
half relief and half heartbreak. Understanding, Jasper pulled her
into a tight embrace. Tucking his head against his
mate’s nape, he gave a deep sigh.
Maddie echoed him with soft mewl, and he gave her a gentle
squeeze.

No words were said, and none needed. They
both lay quietly, their breathing gradually evening out until they
passed into a deep and dreamless sleep.

 


* * *

 


Jasper came awake suddenly,
his body already tense and ready to move. He remained still for a
moment, a protective hand settling on Maddie’s
still-sleeping form. Blinking against the softly slanting dawn, he
struggled to focus. He cocked his head to listen, tuning out the
soft sound of his mate’s breathing.

No sound reached him now,
but Jasper was sure he’d heard something. More
than just a small animal, if it had put him on such high alert. He
gave his mate a gentle shake.

“Madd,” he whispered,
“It’s time to get up.”

Maddie’s
head rolled back and she gave him a skeptical look. Glancing at the
sun to ascertain the earliness of the hour, she frowned. She opened
her mouth to refuse, but Jasper leaned close to shush
her.

“We have company,” he
informed her.

“The Edinburgh pack?” she
asked, propping herself up on her elbows.

“I certainly hope so,” he
said. They got up, silently putting on their shoes and packing
their gear.

A few minutes later a large
silver SUV pulled up by the loch, only thirty yards from their camp
site. Jasper thought he must have been awakened by the movements of
the scout who’d been sent out to find them this
morning.

Edinburgh Alpha Seamus and his mate Magda
emerged from the car, followed by two huge Shifters. Jasper and
Maddie grabbed their bags and headed down to meet the group.

“Morning,” Seamus said,
eyeing their bags and gear. “Nice night for a campout.”

“It was,” Jasper
agreed.

“Thank you for letting us
stay,” Maddie added. “We’ve been traveling so
much, we barely get to shift.”

“I can imagine there
aren’t many safe places for us
anymore,” Magda said, giving her mate a meaningful look. Seamus
cleared his throat, then nodded.

“Yes.
That’s one of the reasons
we’ve decided to join with you
against the Legion,” the Alpha rumbled.

Maddie gave Seamus and Magda a big grin, and
even Jasper smiled at the announcement. Stepping forward, Jasper
offered his hand to Seamus. The two shook, a moment of solidarity
passing between them.

Magda spoke up, nudging her mate with an
elbow.

“We were going to ask where
you were traveling to next,” the older woman asked. “Somewhere
close to here, I wonder?”

“Inverness,” Madde
responded.

“Ach,” Seamus said, shaking
his head. “John MacCrae is a very hard man to get a meeting with.
Inverness is… less friendly than we are.”

At
Maddie’s raised brow, Magda laughed and
chimed in.

“Seamus would be happy to
set up a meeting for you, to ease your way.”

“Oh!” Maddie said, flashing
another brilliant smile. “We would love that!”

“It would be no problem,”
Seamus said. After a moment of hesitation, he continued.

“It’s not
solicited, but can I give you a bit of advice?”

“Of course,” Jasper
said.

“It may do you better to
have your mate approach the packs and set up the meetings. A female
is less threatening than an Alpha like yourself,” Seamus said,
gesturing to indicate Jasper’s sizable
frame.

Jasper started to interrupt, but Maddie
reached out to touch his hand. He stilled, waiting.

“Then you can come into the
meetings and explain your points, the way you did with us. All
I’m saying is that you would have
met with us a good bit earlier if you’d had your mate
come to us first.”

Jasper looked at Maddie, who gave a soft
shrug. Nodding, he gave Seamus a short bow.

“Thank you,” Jasper said.
“We’ll try it.”

“We have to be off,” the
Alpha said, eyeing the morning sun. “Stay as long as you need,
though.”

“We’ll be
leaving just after you,” Jasper said. “But thank you
again.”

“Best of luck,” Magda said,
giving Maddie a wave. The males shook hands again, then the
Edinburgh Shifters got back in their car and drove off.

Maddie and Jasper shouldered their bags,
retracing the short distance to their own rental car. As they
walked, they discussed the outcome of the meeting.

“Maybe
they’re right,” Jasper said. “I
wouldn’t want you to go alone, but you
could definitely take point on setting up the meetings. If you
wanted, that is.”

“I do want!” Maddie
exclaimed. “I want to be a bigger part of this. Plus
it’ll take some of the burden from
you. Like Seamus said, you can still do all the talking at the
meetings. I’ll be there to tell my story if
you need me to, but mostly I’ll just be background at
that point.”

“If it will make you feel
better to take more of the workload, I won’t stop
you,” Jasper said with a soft smile. Maddie laughed, grabbing his
hand and pulling him to a stop. Leaning close, she offered up her
mouth for a kiss.

Jasper obliged, a soft
chuckle escaping him. His mate truly was lovely, and he counted
himself quite lucky that they’d found each other
again.

“You are always talking
about how we’re a partnership,” Jasper
said.

“Us crazy modern women,
with our outlandish ideas,” Maddie teased, releasing him and
walking on. “I guess at least in these circumstances sexism can
work in my favor.”

“It had to happen
eventually,” Jasper said with a laugh. They stopped at the car,
piling the bags into the trunk.

Maddie turned back to look at the loch and
the now-sunlit castle ruins. Jasper slid his arm around her waist,
pulling her close and dropping a kiss on her brow before turning
his attention to the scenery spread before them.

“I guess
there’s really only one more thing for
us to figure out, then,” Maddie said, her voice quiet. Jasper
tensed, wondering if this meant she wanted to talk about her recent
requests for him to finish inside her during sex. It would be a
heavy conversation, and he almost hated to ruin the beauty of the
moment they were sharing just now.

“What will that be?” he
asked.

Maddie tilted her head back to give him a
teasing smile.

“Do you think they have
lots of castles at Inverness?” she asked. “I think I might like
to… discover… another one. What do
you think?”

Jasper had to laugh at that. Pulling his
mate fully into his arms, he kissed her deeply.

“I’d like
nothing more,” he said.

The moment stretched for
ages, just the two of them standing in the cool morning air as the
sun rose all around them, lighting on the Scottish countryside.
Jasper closed his eyes and breathed in Maddie’s
scent, committing all the details to memory.

Just then, Jasper knew that it would be a
moment that he would remember forever.






















THE FAE TRIBUTE I: COLD
IRON


By Gwendolyn Wilde

 


Humans, mundane humans, with not a whit of
magic in their bones. I couldn’t understand how they had beat us.
The war had been going well enough for me, at least: I never failed
to slay my targets. Never failed to charm them, to dazzle them into
stripping down to the skin. With the armor gone they were naked and
vulnerable: cold iron plates rolling on the ground, and the enemy
standing there naked, awaiting my favors. I lost count of how many
fell to my assassin’s blade.

Now, I was wishing intently that he
had been one of my victims. Gregor Carnell. He stood there with his
legs apart, smiling smugly at the cowed Fae as he read out the
treaty. He was a tall man, muscular, reeking of confidence…but
still just a mundane human, a rat like the rest of them.

But the problem with having magic woven
through your sinews, bubbling in your blood, is that oaths are
forever. Unbreakable, like cold iron. Now, words, words can
be twisted and turned until they mean the opposite of what was
intended. Promises made of the right words can be slippery things.
But the humans had the treaty all inked out on a roll of parchment,
and they’d gone over it with their scholars and scribes and
linguists, parsing out every double meaning and ambiguity until
there was no way out of those words.

Gregor’s voice echoed through the cold stone
room. There were more humans, crowded like rats on all sides,
listening to the declaration of our defeat. When he reached the
part about exacting the tribute, he paused, and stared at me.

“Luel.” The sound of my name rung in my
ears.

My allies on either side gripped my arms and
brought me forward. I didn’t put up much resistance, with the cold
iron shackles chilling me, draining me. I didn’t blame my allies—it
wasn’t as if they’d chosen me for this fate. I was bound to the
words of the treaty the same as the rest of them. But still I was
angry, resentful that I had to be the sole slave of the filthy
human ruler. I wasn’t the one who’d failed the Fae. I’d done
well enough against the humans on my own.

And maybe that was why Gregor had chosen
me.

“A tribute, as a symbol. A symbol of the
subjugation of the Fae.”

My allies pushed me forward into the hands of
the humans. His lackeys caught me and forced me to my knees. I went
down, weakly. He slid the toe of his boot beneath my chin, pushing
up so that I was forced to look at him. The leather pressed against
my throat, so warm compared to the clasp of cold iron.

“Luel. You are bound to me now. ”

I was in no position to reply, with my jaw
stiff against his boot, his toe pressing into my vulnerable throat.
I thought of all the throats I’d destroyed. I still had that, at
least: the memory of my own victories. No shame could erase
that.

He removed his foot, and my head tipped back
down, facing his knees. But he wasn’t done kicking me around like a
cur. I felt his sole pressing down on my scalp. My head met the
ground, and he kept me there, pinned. I pushed back, but I was weak
and powerless, with the cold iron sapping me. I tried not to think
of how it would feel, when he took me this way. I was used to being
in control, but to be spread and penetrated in this state…

But he would have to take the chains off
eventually. If he wanted me for a whore, then he’d never get to
taste my full faerie essence with the chains binding me.

But he didn’t take me to his bedchamber. The
Fae retreated from the chill city of iron and stone, the humans
filtered out, and the guards withdrew and stood at their posts.

He looked down at me, his white teeth bared
in a grin.

“I like the way you kneel,” he said.

At that I straightened, looking up at him
with sullen eyes.

“Would you like to kiss my boot, little
pet?”

I might be his to keep, but there was nothing
in the treaty about groveling. Instead I spat on his boot. He
knelt, ignoring the splatter of my spit on his shoe, and caught my
chin in his hand. His eyes were a piercing green, green as
sorcery.

“Disobedience will be punished,” he said.
“But I’m glad you gave me the chance to demonstrate.”

And he picked me up by the arm, dragging me
through the arches, into the harsh light. He tossed me down in the
dirt. I pressed my face to the ground. It wasn’t the good clean
loam of the forest, but it was heavenly compared to the bitter bite
of metal.

He gazed down at me.

“Poor Luel,” he said, mockingly. “So proud.
You’ll take your punishment hard.” He laughed. “Not to worry,
though. I’ll have you eager to please before long.”

He lifted me up against the stake that was
set in the square.

“Faeries. Magical, eerie things.” He jerked
my hands up and fixed my chained wrists to the head of the post.
“People fear your kind, for they don’t know them.”

He pressed up against me, suddenly. His face
loomed; I swallowed, staring at his strong jaw, his straight
nose—anything but those glinting green eyes.

“But they’ll know you all too well when I’m
done with you.”

His hands were gloved in leather. I felt the
smooth rubbery touch against the dip of my waist. I shivered,
reflexively.

“They’ll know you intimately.”

He fingered the airy cloth of my tunic. He
tugged at it, gently, to let me know I wasn’t going to keep it for
long. Dread pooled in my gut. He watched my face change, with
obvious glee. Then he pulled harder. He pulled with both hands,
tearing my tunic in a smooth motion. The sheer cloth split easily
under his brute hands. There was an ugly jag down the middle,
showing one of my breasts and the soft pale of my underbelly. He
put his palm to my breast.

I almost arched at the touch. The heat of his
flesh was the stark opposite to the stinging chill of the chains.
It was relief, distraction. But I stiffened, stopping myself. I
couldn’t yield to him, in sight of everyone.

And there were people. I wouldn’t look. I
dreaded the thought of those pedestrian watchers. But I could still
see them, shuffling around stupidly, in the corner of my eye.
Gregor squeezed my breast; it barely filled his huge hand. He
ripped my tunic again, and I felt it slipping down, away from my
shoulders, gathering for a moment at my hips before he pulled it
the rest of the way off.

The sun was a hot eye glaring down at my
naked body. I heard murmurs. I felt his hand again, moving across
the curves of my haunches, grazing the sensitive stretch of my
stomach until my skin twitched under his palm. Then he took my
breasts in hand again. His fingers found my nipples, both of them.
I felt a tingle travel from my chest to my groin.

He rolled them between his fingers. A whimper
left my lips. Faeries were never good at controlling themselves.
Self-control is a dirty, dull word. A human word.

Gregor laughed. “You pride yourself on using
the passions of men against them. But I wonder if you have ever had
your own passions tested.”

Idiot. Did he think that just because I
responded to his touch, it meant something? Men were nice to play
with for a night. I’d done it plenty of times. And then I’d slit
their throats.

He pushed a hand between my legs. The touch
of his hand on the sensitive lips of my sex was like a brand. Hot,
searing pleasure. I gasped. I turned my head to the side, only to
meet the eyes of the gaping humans. I closed my eyes.

Gregor pressed between my legs until I could
feel the hard rod of his cock thrusting up through his pants. His
breath filled my ear.

“Your magic works both ways, pet. And I’m
afraid that today the advantage is all mine.”

“Unchain me,” I spat. “Then we’ll see who
bests who.”

“Unchain you? And what will you do?” He
laughed at me again. A deep, masculine laugh. “Will you bite and
claw like a cat? You can’t do any more killing, little pet,
remember?”

He rolled his hips forward, and I felt the
heavy shape of his cock rubbing between my legs. Then his hand
wormed between my thighs again. I tried to close my legs, to shut
him out, but his leatherbound finger squirmed up into me.

“You’re nothing but my whore now,” he said,
loud enough to be heard by the others. “And I suggest you learn to
like it.”

He shoved his finger farther, the slick
leather sliding easily into my wet sheath. I felt the slow burn of
pleasure, growing, mixing with the burn of my shame. He pushed
another finger in, stretching me wide. He stroked them slowly
inside me. I twisted desperately, but there was no way to escape
him. And no way to escape the eyes. His fingers thrust into me,
relentlessly. Despite my shame, I felt the fog of my lust rising. I
groaned.

“I must say, I didn’t think it would be this
easy,” he whispered. “I thought I’d have to warm you up a bit
more.”

“It’s no flattery. I’m used to taking
pleasure from my enemies,” I hissed. “You’re the same as any other
bastard I fucked and then killed. Easy to lay, easy to slay.”

He growled. His hand pulled out of my cunt
suddenly, leaving it an aching emptiness, and he pressed his index
finger against the skin of my stomach. He drew a line down my
abdomen, leaving a slick trail of my arousal drawn on my skin.

“One,” he said. “That impudence has earned
you another punishment.”

I swallowed. He pushed his fingers back into
my cunt, and I whimpered.

“I think I’ll leave you here for a while. How
would you like that?”

The thought gave me another surge of horror.
But I kept my mouth shut. Until his fingers moved again, and I
gasped.

“See, how vulnerable,” he said. “Dangerous?
Ha. She quakes like a fawn.”

He withdrew his fingers, wiped his glove
clean on the vestiges of my tunic, and left. He left me there.
Dangling from the cold shackles, the slickness of my lust trickling
down my thighs.

I pressed my legs together and closed my
eyes, ignoring the ugly jeering faces passing close to me. But no
one touched me. I was for his hands alone. I don’t know how much
time passed before the guards came to take me down. They dragged me
in, and I looked up to find him sprawled in his oaken chair.

“Go ahead,” he said. One of the guards
approached with a bowl. Another seized my hair and held my head
still. The bowl was held to my mouth. There was some sweet-smelling
bilge in it. I clamped my jaw shut and twisted away. Gregor stood
up and approached me, until his knees were at my face. He knelt and
caught my chin in his grip. He pulled my mouth open. The stuff
sloshed in. I coughed, swallowed some.

He let me go. “Don’t make this
difficult.”

I coughed hard. It tasted dark and rich, like
blackberries. There were herbs in there that I’d crushed under my
bare feet in the woods, but never thought to eat.

“What is it?” I asked, tentatively.

“An aphrodisiac,” he said. “It’s quite
potent. I expect you’re already feeling the effects.”

The warm liquid burned in my throat like
wine. It left a heat pooling in my stomach. The bowl tipped again
and my mouth filled. I tried to spit it out, but Gregor pushed my
mouth closed and I had no choice but to swallow. I choked and
coughed, but it went down.

He made me take it all, down to the dregs at
the bottom.

“Take her to my chambers,” he said.

Finally. Somewhere away from the eyes. I went
limp as they dragged me off. But even the heat of their hands on my
arms was enough to send a stirring through me.

The castle was a labyrinth of doors and
corridors. Humans—they were like mice, or rabbits, building their
burrows full of tunnels and pockets to hide in. They put me in his
room, and I heard the scrape of a key turning on the other side of
the door. I sank to the floor, weak with relief. There was a dying
fire, but the room was dim. I leaned against the cushion of a
couch. That heavy warmth was swelling in my sex, but my hands were
fastened behind my back and there was no way to reach between my
legs.

I bent my legs under me and rolled my hips,
pressing my calf into my lips as best I could. But the cold iron at
my ankles bit into my buttocks. I hissed, shifting my legs away. I
got up, trying to ignore the urge to touch my throbbing sex. The
chain between my feet left some room for walking, but not much.
There had to be something I could use to fill the aching space
between my legs. I tried spreading my legs over the firm arm of the
couch. The soft cloth rubbed against my lips, brushing my clit. I
ground into the arm. I sighed at the sensation. I circled my hips,
pressing harder, finding the right motion to fulfill that aching
need.

I dismounted quickly, when I heard the creak
of the door opening.

Gregor laughed. “Good to see the elixir
worked.” I backed away from the furniture, away from Gregor.

He shut the door. I shuffled back, until I
was pressed against the wall.

“Come here,” he said.

And I took a step forward. It was all
instinct, and I was used to acting on my impulses. Right now there
was only one impulse raging through me. I wanted his thick cock. I
was quivering in a fever of lust. But as I stepped forward the
chains jerked at my ankles, and I remembered myself. I stopped. I
suppressed the want, the horrible need that was growing
stronger.

He looked at me, unsurprised. He held up a
finger. “Another mark against you. Your third transgression of the
day.”

I felt a tremor of apprehension at the
thought of the eyes, of the stake in the square. This cool, dark
room was such a relief after that exhibition, that punishment. So
when he said ‘come here’ again, I came. I looked down, my face
burning, watching my feet carry me across the room. My soles
slapped the smooth floor. I approached, small step after small
step, until I stood an arm’s length in front of him.

“Kneel,” he said, simply. I hesitated. He
opened his mouth halfway, reacting to my reluctance, and I dropped
to my knees before he could count another mark against me. My shins
were flush against the stone, but I kept my back straight. His
crotch was at the level of my eyes. I couldn’t help staring at the
shape straining the leather of his pants. It must be that dark
potion he’d forced down my throat, sending lush tendrils of lust
snaking through me.

He looked down at me. I waited for him to
take his cock out, to shove it in my mouth. I was thirsty for the
taste of it. The moisture was pooling in my mouth, and the wetness
of my cunt was seeping down the inside of my thigh. The sex I
wouldn’t mind. No, what grated was the humiliation. The fear of
being strung up naked for everyone to see. The cold iron of the
chains, leaving me helpless and weak.

But I wasn’t. I wasn’t weak. I hadn’t
been defeated. I’d assassinated countless men.

“I know why you chose me,” I said,
softly.

“Oh?”

“You wanted to make an example of me. Because
I killed so many of your men. Because I never failed.
Because I’m dangerous enough that making a slave of me means
something.” I narrowed my cat-eyes at him.

“Oh, you naïve thing,” Gregor chuckled.

I gaped.

He laughed at me. “Did you think you were
accomplishing something, dancing around in the trees until some
addled soldier took the bait? You made off with, what, twenty,
thirty men? And all common soldiers? In the scale of war, that’s
nothing.”

My face burned. He went on. “You’d never have
made it near anyone important, even if you’d tried. No, I’m sorry
to say, you did nothing. Nothing but take the lives of those
fools who had too little self-control to resist your beauty.”

I glared at him.

“That’s the problem with you fairies. Wild,
puckish, uncivilized. Centuries old but never moving forward. If
you had an ounce of solidarity, you’d have trounced us.”

I felt a strange flash of curiosity, as he
went on talking. I had a sense of intricacies I’d never noticed,
never thought to notice. I looked around the room, at the
tapestries, the architecture, the maps laid out. These things
didn’t grow up random and wild like vines and shrubs. They were
crafted, with purpose, with intricacy. Humanity…maybe it wasn’t
quite as mundane as I’d thought.

But soon he tired of the talk. He rested a
hand on my head. He tipped it back so that I was looking up at him,
towering above me.

“Then why did you choose me?” I asked.

He paused. “You will not address me without
the proper title,” he said. “I am your master.”

I fell silent. If that was the requirement
for speaking, then I wouldn’t say anything. My question hung in the
air, unanswered. I gazed up at him, my throat brushing his thighs,
the swell of his cock only inches from my face. I gulped, wondering
how long I would have to suffer before he would fuck me. The
yearning was tangible, throbbing through my empty cunt. He pulled
my head forward, rubbing his hard cock along my cheek.

“Take it out,” he said. His commanding tone
riled my pride again. But I remembered the consequences, and so I
tried to reach for his laces. But I couldn’t, of course. My hands
were firmly latched behind my back.

“I can’t,” I grunted.

“Is that how you address me?”

He wanted me to call him master. I tried. But
I gagged on the word.

“Four, then,” he said.

He must have read my dismay on my face.

“Don’t worry, pet. If you do well enough I
may pardon you some of your sins. Now, take it out.”

I bit my lip, frustrated. Now he was giving
me commands that I couldn’t even fulfill. But he pressed his cock
against my face again, and I realized what he wanted. I pushed my
mouth into his crotch, wriggling in until I could grip a lace
between my teeth. As I burrowed in to grip the thin straps, my chin
rubbed the head of his cock, and I felt its eager pulsing. I
tugged, but the lace stuck. I had to work it loose with small
delicate maneuvers of my lips and tongue. His hand still rested on
my head. His fingers dug into my scalp as I nudged and mouthed over
the bulge of his cock.

When the laces finally fell free, I only had
to tug the flaps loose and pull them aside with my teeth. Between
the half-opened flaps, his cock protruded, purple with blood. The
girth of it surprised me. I paused, gazing at the thick shaft
knotted with veins, my arousal flaring hotter.

“You’re not done,” he reminded me.

I stretched my neck, until I could catch the
waistband of his pants between my teeth. I jerked it down bit by
bit. He kept his hand on my head, possessively, his fingers
tightening when I grazed his shaft. I nosed his cock, shoving the
stiff flaps of his pants away. Finally I caught his shaft in my
mouth and pulled it free. He grunted at the touch of my lips. Then
his organ was bobbing soft against my cheek. I swallowed.

“Good girl,” he said.

He took a few steps, dragging me with him, so
that he could sit in the cushioned chair near the fire. He leaned
back, spreading his legs, keeping my head trapped next to his naked
cock. My lips were almost buried in the nest of thick dark hair
that surrounded his sex. I inhaled the smell of him.

“Lick it,” he said.

I stretched out my tongue and spread a wet
swath from his balls to his tip. He groaned and shifted into me. I
did it again, swiping my tongue up the shaft and swirling it around
the shiny head of his cock. When I licked the tip, his cock flexed
up into me, and his hand tightened in my hair. “Yes,” he groaned. I
slid the flat of my tongue up and down his organ until he was
panting hard, his cock turgid and throbbing.

“Suck my cock, whore,” Gregor groaned. I
stiffened at his careless insult, but I couldn’t do anything about
the lash of his voice. I pushed myself further between his legs,
straining to fit my lips around the head of his stiff cock. I slid
it in, careful to keep my teeth sheathed behind my lips. If he’d
punish me so severely for impudence, I dreaded to think how he’d
treat me if I hurt him carelessly. He pushed his thighs further
apart, groaning, as I suckled gently at his shaft.

“All the way in,” he said. I pushed my head
down, forcing his cock into the soft swallowing canal of my throat.
I buried his cock deep, until my lips were brushing the hairs at
his groin.

“Yes,” he groaned, pulsing his hips into my
mouth. I followed his rhythm, bobbing my head in his lap. His legs
tightened around me, trapping me. But I didn’t mind being enveloped
by his warm, tensing legs. Nothing felt better than warm flesh. And
nothing felt worse than cold iron. The warm thrusts of his cock
filling my mouth were almost enough to distract me from the chains
searing my wrists and ankles.

He started forcing his hips up harder,
holding my head steady as he fucked my mouth. His hand tangled in
my hair, and his legs stretched out tensely. He began to shudder
with the final throes, and I waited for him to fill my mouth with
his jets of cum.

“Stop,” he said, suddenly. I lifted my head,
letting his erection fall free from my lips. I studied his face for
signs of displeasure. He sat up. He slid his hands under my armpits
and swung me up easily. He rose from the chair, turned around, and
tossed me over the arm of it. I gasped, dizzy from the sudden
motion. I couldn’t grasp anything to steady myself. But his hands
were on my hips, holding me firmly as he entered me from
behind.

I whimpered as he plunged into me, his girth
stretching my cunt. He fucked me mercilessly in a frenzy of hard
thrusts. His stomach slapped against my ass, and my breasts swung
as he shook me. Every ram of his cock prodded at the shuddering
walls of my cunt, stoking my pleasure, exciting my already urgent
desires.

But there was something more, overtaking me.
Something more than the effects of the elixir they’d forced down my
throat. I’d never been so helpless. I was held, chained, and bowed
over a chair, with his hands the only things keeping me steady. He
impaled me over and over, relentlessly. The pleasure sizzled
through me like a new magic, it grew until there was no room for
pride. My mouth fell open and I clenched my eyes shut. I’d never
had a man take me like this before. They were always wide-eyed,
bewildered by my sex magic, pliable in my hands. But not
Gregor.

There was something impossibly arousing about
his savage masculine power, the way he was using me, forcing me to
endure the brunt of his lust. I opened my mouth in a soundless cry,
as the orgasm took me. No room for pride. No room for the pain of
cold iron. No room for memory of defeat. I arched and wailed
desperately, lost in a sea of surging euphoria.

Gregor grunted, his fingers sunk deep in my
flesh. He tensed, pounding out fast, short strokes, before he
buried his cock in my cunt with one last violent slam. He twitched,
shouting the triumph of his climax. The warm spurts of his seed
filled my cunt, as I lay there shuddering, ashamed, afraid of the
way I’d savored his dominance.

He relaxed, still thrusting slowly as his
cock shrunk and softened. Finally he withdrew, leaving my cunt
empty, dripping his seed. He slapped my ass.

“You please me well, slave.”

I looked down, waiting for him to leave, so I
could stand up from my undignified position. But he gripped my arms
and pulled me up. I struggled to my feet, but my legs were still
too weak and I fell into his broad chest.

“Down,” he said.

My knees met the floor, his half-engorged
cock swaying inches from my lips.

“Clean me,” he ordered.

I licked his cock from the shaft to the head,
lapping away the salty remnants of his seed, and the nectar from my
own cunt. Then I took it in my mouth, running my lips down the
shaft to collect the last sheen of my juices. He watched me,
grinning.

“You’ve taken to this faster than I thought
you would, pet. Is it the elixir, or am I just that good?”

I glared up at him, even as I sucked him
clean. I had a head full of retorts, of insults, but I didn’t dare
say them. Or I’d be stuck out there again, bared and vulnerable in
the square.

He grinned. “I can see the defiance in your
eyes. And don’t think I won’t punish you for it. But not today.
It’s your first day. I’ll be easy on you.”

I pulled my head away from his cock, wiping
my wet mouth on my shoulder.

“Besides.” He tugged his pants back on,
lacing them up securely. “You’ve already earned yourself another
punishment today.”

 


* * *

 


My forehead was flush against the
cold-fevered stone. My legs were curled beneath me, my breasts
flattened against the hard granite. My hair fell forward, brushing
the floor. At least in this position, I could conceal my nakedness
from the others here, around Gregor’s seat. But I felt his boot
nudging at my arms, at my sides.

“I didn’t tell you to kneel that far,
pet.” I felt the smooth leather of his boot sliding beneath my
armpit, leveraging me up. “Sit up so I can see you.”

I rose, slowly, shame searing me as my
breasts bobbed, my hair not long enough to cover them. It had been,
until he had cut the ends of it away, so that it wouldn’t conceal
my breasts. Now it stopped short just below my armpits. It curled
above my nipples, leaving them exposed, dark and coppery as
coins.

“Much better.” His hand rested on my head,
stroking my hair. He lifted a strand and fingered it idly.

I shut my eyes, unwilling to see the faces
gawking at me. A humble sight I made, kneeling naked at his feet
for hours. He said I wouldn’t have to, if I’d only obey. But what
was worse, the punishment or the obedience? Maybe if I obeyed, he’d
only command me to do worse things, to prostrate myself in
increasingly shameful postures. If I obeyed, he would only use me
all the more thoroughly.

I swallowed, a sudden warm flush spreading
between my thighs.

That was the worst part. The baring of my
arousal for all to see. The rigid studs of my nipples, the wetness
shining between my legs—it was so obvious in the harsh light of
day. I knelt upright, vulnerable to the eyes of anyone who
passed.

And yet somehow the thought of my
helplessness, the thought of him owning me, was twined together
with my lust. I dreaded his orders, but when he commanded me I felt
an unmistakable rush of desire. Secretly, I reveled in the gruff
authority of his voice, the careless confidence of his stance, the
way he manhandled me effortlessly. I was a confused mass of lust,
anger, shame, and pride.

But there was one thing I knew. I’d signed
the treaty in blood, and there was no chance of breaking it.

I was his now, and I wasn’t going
anywhere.

 













 


WHISPER: VOLUME ONE OF THE WHISPER OF
RINGS

 By Catherine LaCroix

 


 


I

 


The Temple of Elwyn housed the coldest,
dankest cells I’d ever had the misfortune of spending time in. A
few other chambers at least afforded the luxury of a torch and a
bedroll, but the guards had spared me no such kindness. This wasn’t
the first time I’d found myself shackled to a wall, but it had
never been under the pretense of murder. Generally, the public
prison was found suitable enough for felons of the great city of
Anastas, but according to the Elwyn clerics only the best guarded
dungeon would do for a Whisper like me.

I couldn’t remember how many days had passed
since they’d dragged me from my home and locked me in. After three
I’d lost the ability to keep track of time; the guards held
unpredictable shifts, and windows were a comfort long forgotten.
Even sleep refused to keep me company, as the brutal nightmares
tortured me to consciousness. My body had given up from exhaustion
only once and I’d awakened to a guard shaking me while demanding I
stop screaming. Food was another fond memory; I hadn’t eaten
anything since before they’d brought me here. Not only had they not
bothered offering sustenance, I’d heard rumors that it was common
for the Temple to poison its occupants before any official judgment
could be made. The less mouths to feed the better.

“Still alive, wisp?” The most recent guard on
duty raked his pike against the bars.

I didn’t want to respond. My mouth was
parched and my patience had long since evaporated. The King’s Guard
had devised the term after Whispers had become a despised race. A
‘wisp’; only a shred, barely even human. It was disgusting what
they thought of me. All for things that couldn’t be helped.

“Answer me!” He didn’t wait long before he
slammed his weapon once more against the door, startling the few
other inmates.

“Unfortunately.” The truth was bitter to
taste.

There was absolutely nothing left for me. The
damp floor had completely soaked through my thin clothing, the cold
air took every last drop of energy I had hoped to preserve, and the
metal that surrounded my wrists and ankles chaffed my skin until it
bled. I wanted to die.

“My lord, wait!” Heavy footsteps suddenly
echoed from farther down the hall. Visitors weren’t common in the
Temple. I strained to look into the darkness without much luck.

“You will give her to me and ask no further
questions.”

“But her trial! She must be judged!”

“I will pay any amount that you wish. Give it
to the king, use it for this god-forsaken Temple, I don’t care. But
you will hand her over to me immediately.” The footsteps stopped
abruptly and a tall, sharp silhouette of a man stood in front of my
cell. The few available torches didn’t emit enough light for me to
see his face. A second pair of uncertain footsteps halted beside
him. The distant fire glinted off of the gold medallion that
signified the cleric’s power within the Temple.

“Josselyn Thorn?” The man’s voice was soft;
the most gracious gesture anyone had shown me since I’d
arrived.

“Yes, my lord.” I decided addressing him as
the cleric had would be the safest course of action.

“My lady, I need you to tell me if you were
Lord and Lady Terryn’s Ring.”

“Lord Markov!” The shock in the cleric’s
voice didn’t surprise me. Rings were a sensitive topic within
Anastas, and the houses of Elwyn believed them taboo.

Despite the time that had passed and my
physical exhaustion, I couldn’t hold back the tears that
overwhelmed my vision. Hearing their names again tore at my heart
as painfully as when I’d found them dead.

“This woman murdered them. She couldn’t have
possibly been a R… A Rin…”

“Do you dare not utter the word, Father?” I
couldn’t hide the venom. He would never understand my relationship
with the Terryns. “Yes, my lord, I was their Ring.”

“Open this door, Father.” Lord Markov
ordered.

“But the sword-”

“I said open it!” His voice rang against
every wall of the dungeon before echoing back a dozen times. The
cleric fiddled with his keys before finding the one to my cell. He
rushed to my side and unlocked the irons holding me down. The fresh
air against my open wounds stung like the fires of hell.

Lord Markov slipped one arm beneath my knees
and the other gently behind my back before lifting me from the
floor. I wanted to say something, to fight it, but his warm body
felt like heaven after days of freezing on the wet stone.

“I will return to pay my debt.” he said
sternly to the cleric before taking his leave of the dungeon with
me in his arms.

“Y-yes m’lord.” The cleric stammered.

Without another word, Lord Markov carried me
through the dungeon and into the Temple. Extravagant rugs of red
and gold lined the floors beneath rows of seating, while winged
beings decorated the walls. At the head of the temple was a giant
bronze statue Elwyn herself; a lovely maiden with stargazer lilies
weaved into her flowing hair. According to the stories, her death
had put an end to a thousand year war. As I had never practiced the
religion, I had only picked up bits and pieces. I’d heard it told
more than once that Elwyn was also a Whisper, but it was never
depicted in her paintings. The thought made me shiver.

As quickly as we’d entered the Temple we were
rid of it, stepping into the morning sun. I hadn’t realized how
much I’d adjusted to the darkness of my cell until the glaring
sunlight rendered my vision useless.

“So the rumors were true, then. You are a
Whisper.” His voice was soft as he shifted his arm to run his hand
through my hair.

“Yes, my lord. I thank you for not referring
to me as a wisp.”

“Your kind is far too beautiful to merit such
a disgraceful title.”

I felt the color rise to my cheeks as I
closed my eyes in an attempt to regain my vision.

The basic features of my race are impossible
to hide; shocking white hair, caramel skin, and eyes the color of
frozen water. Though, the physical impacts of being a Whisper
weren’t simply skin deep. Men, even if their lineage wasn’t
immediately evident, could pass on the traits of Whispers to their
children. My father barely looked like family, but he was the one
who’d passed it down. Women born as Whispers, however, would never
continue the race; they were infertile. I was the end of my
namesake.

Despite the drawbacks, all Whispers—men and
women both—harbored a menagerie of incredibly heightened senses. My
blood ran hot with a desire not easily satiated, and unlike
followers of the faith, I was free to love as I saw fit.

I was the perfect Ring.

“Hold tight, now.” Lord Markov gingerly
placed me onto a cushion. I realized with increasing alarm that I
knew nothing of this man. But I’d been ready to die in that cell,
what difference did it make if he would kill me instead?

His touch disappeared and I was left only
with the sensation of the soft fabric beneath me. I chanced opening
my eyes and was happy to find my vision clearing as Lord Markov
climbed into the carriage beside me. Upon looking at his face, my
heart skipped a beat.

He could have been Lord Terryn’s twin. The
silver eyes that glittered in a way that made me catch my breath
when he smiled, the same dark hair that fell into his eyes when the
breeze caught it just so, and high cheek bones that softened his
angled face. I struggled to find words as my stomach tied itself
into knots.

“Lord Markov-”

“Please, call me Adrien.” His voice was like
velvet stroking my every nerve. That voice alone brought the heat
back into my freezing limbs.

“Adrien… Who are you?”

“I am Lord Terryn’s brother. I’d heard the
news and came to Anastas as soon as I could. Jeremi had written to
me about you many times in our correspondence, but he and his lady
wife kept you very well hidden.”

“You don’t share his name?”

“No, my lady, but that is a story for another
day.”

“How did you know about…their passing?”

“I live in Valford, barely a day’s ride from
here. One of Jeremi’s trusted servants had a letter in my hands the
next morning. She mentioned you’d been locked away for their
deaths.”

“If they’d never mentioned that I was a
Whisper, how did you find me?”

“I knew your name. A name stained in blood is
not a well-kept secret.”

No one had believed me when I told them the
truth; I’d found them murdered in their bed. I was the only
possible suspect according to the guards that I’d alerted. I’d not
only been Jeremi and Victoria’s Ring for three years, but in their
servitude for almost ten. And that meant nothing to the masses of
Anastas.

“Do you think I killed them?”

He paused for a time. I shifted uncomfortably
in my seat as I tried to keep my eyes on him. The resemblance to
Jeremi was eerie and my emotions weren’t prepared to handle it. He
studied me carefully before taking my left hand, massaging my ring
finger where a small, intricate tattoo encircled the base.

“No, I don’t think you killed them. I don’t
believe you had any motive to. The position of a Ring is one held
in high regard, especially if a Whisper obtains it.”

Rings were becoming more of a common
occurrence in a married household. They were considered a link
between a man and wife; a person that would satisfy a couple’s
every need whether emotional or physical. I knew the Terryns better
than any person alive, and they treated me like a queen. I lived
with them, dined with them, reveled in their joys, and shared their
bed when they beckoned. They housed me, clothed me, showered me
with a wealth I’d never known or needed, and loved me as I’d loved
them. I missed them so much…

“Josselyn, are you alright?”

I hadn’t realized I was crying until Adrien
called my name.

“Why did you come for me?” The question had
burned in the back of my mind since he’d appeared in the
Temple.

“I couldn’t let your…talents go to waste.”
The smile that spread across his lips was all too familiar. I’d
seen it on Jeremi’s so many times before. I was struck with a
sudden curiousity as to what Lord Terryn had written in his
letters. “I will feed you and clothe you, and you will want for
nothing. There are only certain things I ask for in return.”

In spite of the warm sun and everything that
had transpired, I felt a chill slide down my spine. I couldn’t even
give credence to what he was proposing; I was too hungry and too
tired.

“We can talk about that when we arrive.”
Adrien procured a satchel from the carriage floor and unwrapped it,
revealing varied fruits, cheeses and breads that set my mouth
watering. I began to devour the small meal before he could place
the cloth completely in my lap. Laughing, he handed me a skin of
water. “Don’t eat too quickly, it’s not going anywhere.”

I couldn’t heed his words; my stomach was
doing all of the thinking for me. As soon as I’d polished off the
last bread crumb, the exhaustion finally took me. I could barely
keep my eyes open, and Adrien noticed.

“We’ll be on the road for some time. You’re
welcome to sleep.”

Without thinking, I glanced at Adrien’s lap
before my eyes flickered back to his face. The cushions would have
been perfectly fine, I barely knew this man. But a knowing smile
curved his lips and I felt a flush of embarrassment creep up my
neck and into my face. He said nothing, only carefully guided my
head onto his thigh and arranged my legs on the cushions. For the
first time in as long as I could remember, I fell into a dreamless
sleep.

 


 


II



“We’re here.” Adrien’s voice gently brought
me back to awareness. I realized the sun had disappeared beneath
the horizon and the moon had been our guiding light for some time.
I felt refreshed and alert, and the gravity of my situation weighed
heavily on my heart.

Before I could think too far in, Adrien
pointed outside of the window and I followed his eyes. “Welcome
home, Josselyn.”

I was speechless as I gazed upon Adrien’s
abode. It was much larger than the Terryn’s had been, spanning
nearly half an acre. Decorative lanterns hung from the hundreds of
trees and plants that littered the front garden, and ivy wrapped
around large columns that towered over the front doors. Four
different pathways began near the road, leading to similar
destinations after winding through the greenery, and alongside
them, small water fountains bubbled happily near stone benches.

“It’s beautiful.” I caught my breath. “Do you
have a wife to share this with, Adrien?”

“No, my sweet. I reside here alone with my
servants.”

I looked over the estate from top to bottom.
It was stunning, but my heart yearned for another home.

“Lord Markov…do you understand what it means
to be a Ring?”

He was silent for a time while the carriage
brought us closer to the stables. I resolved to continue.

“I was as loyal to the Terryns as they were
to each other. One becomes a Ring until death. I was to take no one
else as a lover or husband. As you are aware, I was claimed and
it’s not something I can remove-”

“Lady Thorn, pardon my intrusion but, what
choice do you have left? Do you currently possess anything that
would allow you to continue your life as their Ring?”

“They took everything from me-”

“Except your life.”

It was my turn to hold my tongue.

“Josselyn, I don’t mean to be rude. But your
loyalties can now lie elsewhere. According to your own words,
you’re free of your commitment. Until death, you said. Please allow
me the time to explore your skills and allow yourself the time to
heal. You are not a prisoner here, but please understand, the rest
of the world sees you as a murderer. I believe you deserve a second
chance. Don’t you?”

I couldn’t respond, the words just wouldn’t
come. He was right, he’d saved me from what was certain death and
offered me almost everything I’d lost. I owed him that much.

The carriage finally pulled into the stables
and Adrien exited first, opening the door for me and helping me
down.

“Can you walk?”

“Yes, thank you.”

He led me through the front door where three
of the aforementioned servants greeted us.

“Ladies, would you be so kind as to show Lady
Thorn to her room and ready her a bath?”

“Of course, m’lord.” They bowed in
unison—which was a little disconcerting—before taking my arms and
leading me through the many halls.

We arrived in a luxurious room that took me
by surprise. A large bed was positioned against the wall with a
canopy draped in silks, adjacent to a fireplace that crackled
merrily. Near the door was an intricately carved vanity the color
of ivory. A door against the far wall led into what I assumed was a
large wardrobe, but no lamps were lit to confirm my curiosities.
One servant stayed to help me undress from my prison rags while the
other two drew hot water into an ebony tub.

“Remarkable… I’ve never seen a Whisper in
person.” The woman undressing me admired my skin and touched my
hair. Even though I was covered in prison grime, she viewed me as
something extraordinary.

She guided me into the bath and all three
went to work scrubbing every inch of my skin. The water was
scalding hot, just as I’d always enjoyed it, and one young girl set
to brushing the many tangles out of my hair, which was a feat in
itself. The Terryns had pleaded with me to never have it cut,
leaving me with a waist length mane. The Temple of Elwyn hadn’t
given me anything resembling a comb and the wet floor had not done
it any favors.

It felt amazing to be clean again, and the
chill had finally evaporated from my bones. After assisting me from
the bath and toweling me dry, they dabbed my now shimmering hair
and throat with oils that smelled of roses and lilacs. I felt like
I’d gained back a small piece of myself.

“Ladies, will you please excuse us?” Adrien
entered without warning.

“Of course, m’lord.” The servant girls left
me standing naked in the middle of the room. I cursed them silently
for taking the towel with them, and swore I could hear one of them
giggle as she took her leave.

“Please pardon my intrusion,” The look in his
eyes said he was anything but sorry.

“Adrien…” I bit my lip and turned away from
his gaze, covering myself as best I could with my hands.

“Let me see you.” It was a command, not a
question. Slowly, I turned to face him and let my arms fall to my
sides. Baring myself wasn’t a new experience, but I’d never let
someone I just met view me in such a way.

“Beautiful.” He bridged the gap between us in
a few large, deliberate steps. His hands caressed my face and hair,
and then moved to my shoulders.

“My lord-”

“Jeremi and Victoria were very lucky indeed.”
He purred as his hands wandered further south to stroke my breasts.
His delicate touch sent a heat through my blood that I hadn’t felt
in what seemed like centuries. Standing there vulnerable in front
of him felt…right, as if this was what I was meant to do.
Somewhere, deep within my thoughts, was a voice that disagreed, but
it was buried beneath every craving that overtook me.

With fire lighting his silver eyes and a
devilish smile decorating his lips, Adrien bent to his knees and
teased my breast with his tongue. I moaned and found myself
grabbing handfuls of his soft hair in an attempt to push his head
closer into me. He laughed under his breath before his mouth
encompassed my nipple and his tongue teased it in furious
circles.

Every last nerve in my body stood on end. His
fingertips brushed across my inner thighs while he continued to
work his tongue. His fingers ventured north and parted my folds
easily, two slipping inside without any resistance. We gasped in
unison.

“You’re already dripping,” he murmured
against my skin, his tongue moving from breast to navel. I
shuddered as his breath traveled in a gradual line down my
stomach.

As a Whisper, I’d had to learn to control
myself. Every touch, caress and bite was amplified ten times and
brought me to the edge. The first time Jeremi and Victoria had so
much as touched me, I’d climaxed. They’d laughed, but out of
respect for Victoria, I was always hesitant to orgasm before her
again.

“Adrien.” His name entwined itself into my
breathing.

“I’d heard stories about Whispers, but I’ve
never had the pleasure of an experience,” he muttered as he worked
his fingers in and out of me at a speed that promised I would
climax soon. “Don’t hold back on me.”

Words evaded me. Pleading whimpers were all
that would form on my lips.

Adrien’s tongue traced a small circle around
my navel before sliding to my hip, and then dangerously close to
his fingers. I could hardly draw a breath and my heart raced. My
body had already begun to quiver when his left hand cupped the
small of my back and he gently guided me to the floor. The plush
rug caressed my bare skin like a thousand soft kisses. He found a
place to sink his teeth into my hip while he pushed his fingers
farther into me. All of these intoxicating sensations combined were
enough to drive me mad. My hands constantly attempted to push his
head closer to its target, as if they had minds of their own.

“Patience, little one.” His hot breath
tickled the taut curve of my stomach and I thrust my hips toward
his tongue.

“Please,” I gasped. He slid in two more
fingers, continuing his maddening pace. I could feel the tension
quickly building inside of me.

“But what of your Ring?”

For a brief instant, I ceased to feel his
mouth or his fingers, and I truly looked at him. I looked past the
features that reminded me so much of Jeremi, and I saw only Adrien.
I could read the intense hunger in his eyes, and it set my heart
aflame. I knew, at that moment, I would let this man do anything to
me. I would happily show him my talents. And if he ever married, I
would be his Ring.

“Take me, Adrien.” I whispered. “Please… I am
yours.”

“As you wish.” With a wicked smile, he spread
my legs farther apart with his free hand. His mouth hovered just
long enough to draw a whimper from my lips before finally reaching
its destination. A loud cry escaped my throat with every lap of his
tongue.

“I can’t… I can’t…hold it…” I moaned while
his hand continued pumping and his tongue worked greedily. The
first clenches of an orgasm took hold moments later, and I squealed
as waves of pleasure rolled over me. When I’d been a Ring, Jeremi
would have stopped there, afraid I’d overexert myself. But Adrien
pressed on. His tongue moved faster and fingers plunged deeper. The
carnal sounds that escaped my lips seemed to only encourage him,
and I felt my eyes roll back into my head. Pleasure had completely
erased my thoughts, and my hips involuntarily moved with his
hand.

“Josselyn,” I heard my name from somewhere
far away. “You’re incredible.”

Adrien removed his fingers only to unhook and
discard his trousers. My own hands searched out his tunic and
forced it over his head. His body showed signs of many hours of
physical labor, and my eyes widened when my vision landed between
his legs. I felt all heat flow to my lower body as I wrapped my own
legs around his back, and put my hands on his shoulders, pulling
him in towards me.

“Take me for as long as you wish,” I
begged.

He did. He thrust into me without mercy while
my hips responded in kind. Another climax was building and I knew I
wouldn’t be able to hold back long.

“Come for me again,” he whispered into my
ear.

My teeth sank into his skin to mask my
screams.

“You feel amazing,” I gasped, clawing my
nails down his back. Unexpectedly, he pulled away and placed his
hands on my thighs.

“Get on your knees,” he demanded. My thighs
were already sore but I was far from finished. I turned onto my
hands and knees and he forced my upper body to the ground, bending
me over and leaving what he wanted completely vulnerable.

“Good girl,” he growled and penetrated me
from behind. My head hung near the floor, hair spilling around my
arms. He reached for a fistful of silver and pulled, arching my
back and exposing my throat. I gripped the rug with both hands as
my breathing became shallow.

Adrien grabbed my right hand and placed it
between my legs, forcing me to massage myself with my fingertips.
Satisfied with the new position, he used his now free hand to tease
my nipple.

“Again,” he demanded. “Let me feel you
again.”

Between his thrusting and my own fingers, it
took no time to fulfill his request. In the span of a few breaths
my whole body convulsed and I was shouting his name. Never had I
been allowed such ecstasy in a short amount of time. It was as if
I’d lost control of my own basic senses. All I wanted was him.
Every inch of him. Nothing else mattered. I pulled away slowly and
my body still ached with yearning.

“Allow me,” I purred, barely recognizing my
own voice. Surprise manipulated his features as I pushed him to the
floor and positioned myself over him. “Just relax.”

Taking all the time I wanted, I pushed him
back inside of me, feeling every inch. When my hips finally kissed
his, a low groan escaped his throat. I moved just fast enough to
torture him as he had done to me. He latched on to my hips, his
nails digging into my sides as he tried to take control of the
situation, but I wouldn’t allow it. I continued at my own pace,
drawing rasping moans from deep within his chest.

“You’re an extraordinary creature… There’s no
one-”

I thrust my hips down quickly, interrupting
his thought.

“I want you to come inside me,” I instructed,
leaning over him so our foreheads touched. “Don’t think about
anything else.”

I pushed his wrists to the floor, forcing
them away from any control he hoped to keep. There were multiple
times when he tried to mediate the speed, but I would return to my
original pace until he gave in and matched my tempo. I was
approaching climax once more and resolved to wait for him.

“You’re so tight,” he growled, moving his
body in sync with mine. “It feels incredible.”

I worked him faster and his breathing
accelerated. I let go of his wrists when I felt him nearing an
orgasm, and he grasped my hips in desperation. He pushed into me
faster than I could respond, but I let him. His cries filled the
room as he balanced dangerously on the edge.

“Come for me.” I was panting as I dragged my
fingernails down his chest.

Adrien cried out and thrust harder. My thighs
clenched around his middle as I bore into him, closed my eyes and
experienced one last satisfying apex. As I came down from the high,
I opened my eyes. I realized that my fingers were entwined with his
and gave his hands a gentle squeeze. He was smiling, a mischievous
smile that brought the chill from the Temple back to my bones, and
a heat that seemed to forever dwell in my soul to the surface of my
skin.

“Oh Josselyn,” he murmured. “I’ve searched
for you for a long time.”

“I am yours,” I replied.

And I was.

 


 


III



I dreamt of Victoria that night. Gentle,
breathtaking Victoria with sparkling sapphire eyes, perfect ivory
skin, and almond hair that cascaded down her shoulders in loose
ringlets. The place she called home lay far north, within the Isten
Mountains. Jeremi had met her on a leisure trip and fallen in love
within the few days they spent together. Her beauty brought many
sidelong glances from the men of Anastas, but she only had eyes for
Jeremi and myself. I loved her with all of my heart.

My dream was of a nearly forgotten memory
that I’d safely tucked away.

Since the age of thirteen I had served the
Terryns; cooking, cleaning, tending to the gardens, and responding
to their every need. By my twenty-third name day they had given me
my own room, supplied me with a full wardrobe, and many times
invited me to share in their evening pleasures.

Mere months before I’d become their Ring, the
summer’s illness had taken its toll and put me to bed for six days
that seemed never-ending. Victoria had taken it upon herself to
care for me, and the tenderness she displayed only deepened my
affection.

That particular evening, Victoria had
personally bathed me, dressed me, and brewed a large mug of tea
that soothed my constantly aching throat. I had positioned myself
atop soft pillows while she lounged close behind me, plaiting my
hair with deft hands.

“I wish I could braid as fast as you,” I said
longingly.

“We’ll keep practicing once you are well.”
Everything she said sounded like a soft melody meant only for my
ears. I had never heard Victoria raise her voice in anger.

“Thank you for caring for me, my lady-”

“Victoria,” she corrected patiently.
“Josselyn, you are very important to Jeremi and I. We want you to
feel at home.”

“I’ve always been comfortable here.” I took
another sip of tea, struggling for more I could say. There were a
few beats of companionable silence while she separated another
section of hair to braid.

“Do you think about your parents often?” The
question surprised me. My family wasn’t generally a topic of
conversation.

“For a long time I did, but not anymore. I
was worth more in gold than shared blood to them, and I’ve long
since let it go.” I toyed with a loose thread on one of the
cushions. “You and Jeremi are closer to me than my true family ever
was.”

Victoria tied off the end of her work and
shifted around so we were face to face. She brushed a stray strand
of hair from my cheek with her fingertips and smiled, setting
hundreds of butterflies free in my stomach.

“We will always stay by your side, my sweet.
You should remember that.” Clasping my free hand in her own, her
demeanor was suddenly serious. “There are some important things
that Jeremi and I have been discussing lately, and soon we may ask
you to make a very personal decision. I want you to know that
whatever your choice, we will still love you… Josselyn?”

I didn’t understand the sudden droplets that
fell on our clasped hands. Why was I crying?

“Josselyn?” The voice was no longer hers, yet
still familiar. “Josselyn, are you alright?”

One image blurred into the next as I regained
consciousness. Adrien lay beside me, one arm beneath the pillow
supporting my head while the other hand caressed my cheek, wiping
away fresh tears.

“Adrien,” a sharp pain in my chest labored my
breathing.

“Shhh it’s alright, I’m right here.” His lips
brushed my forehead as I became increasingly cognizant of our naked
bodies pressed together. “You were shaking so violently. Did you
have a nightmare?”

“No. Victoria… She was… I…what have I done?”
I’d betrayed them. I’d barely had time to mourn their deaths before
I allowed another man to take me to his bed. My vision blurred as
the sobs built in the back of my throat.

“Let it out, love. Let yourself cry.” He
pulled me closer and I did just that. “You’re safe here, nothing
can hurt you.”

We will always stay by your side. I
clung to Adrien and allowed every heartbroken, bitter, angry
emotion I had contained since I’d discovered their bodies to take
its time in my heart.

I wept myself numb and Adrien never left my
side. His embrace had a grounding effect that reminded me why I had
allowed myself to let go the previous evening. Eventually my
breathing evened and the tears stopped.

“If you feel well enough for me to leave you
a moment, I’d like to show you something.” His velvet voice in my
ear lit a spark of desire somewhere buried inside me. I nodded,
afraid to respond.

Adrien tucked me tightly within the blankets
before redressing in the previous day’s attire and leaving the
room. He left me alone with my thoughts for a short time before
returning with a rolled piece of parchment and a small box.

“Jeremi taught you to read, did he not?” I
nodded in reply, and he handed me the scroll. I unrolled the
delicate parchment with great care and my breath caught. I
immediately recognized Jeremi’s careful hand. I couldn’t help but
read the words in his voice, which brought an unexpected smile to
my face.



Adrien,



I hope this finds you well and I apologize
for the brevity of our last visit. I miss the days when we could
lose hours in a tavern together, but my employer has kept me on a
short chain this past year. Nevertheless, it’s always wonderful to
see you.

Victoria and I have finally asked Josselyn to
become our Ring. Happily, she has agreed. I wish I could have
introduced you two, but in the light of recent events regarding the
Temple of Elwyn, I find myself wary to expose her to the public eye
more than necessary.

To that end, dear brother, if anything should
befall Victoria and I, I need you to promise me you’ll seek out and
take care of Josselyn. We love her dearly and I shudder to think of
the consequences if Elwyn’s followers find her first.

I’m sorry, but for now, this is all I can
write. Send word if you visit Anastas again, and I will make
arrangements for the four of us to meet.



Best Regards,

Jeremi



We sat in silence for a time while I traced
Jeremi’s signature with my fingertips. My darling Jeremi. These
were the last new words I would see from him. They resonated with
my soul like a song. Take care of Josselyn.

“They both loved you as they’d loved each
other,” Adrien said quietly.

“And I, them.” They were gone and I was left
without hope of vengeance. An overwhelming desire to uncover the
steps behind their murder rushed through my veins as I scanned his
letter again. Something he’d said within it sparked another blurred
memory that I was finally coming to understand. “What happened in
the Temples that made them need to hide me?”

Around the time the letter had been written,
I had been forbidden to leave the grounds without an attendant.
Both Victoria and Jeremi had made certain that I had all I needed
within the estate so that I hadn’t felt a want to venture into the
city. I hadn’t thought far into it at the time, but reading his
letter brought a new light to the situation.

“When my brother sent me this, I hadn’t known
you were a Whisper. Whatever the Temple wanted with you I was
oblivious to. However, the same year he wrote this letter, the
followers of Elwyn had begun to forcefully oppose Rings, denying
them access to the Temples and naming them taboo. On top of that,
Whispers were rapidly and all too quietly disappearing. The Temple
had never kept their silence on their opinions of your race, but I
believe it was too much for your family to risk.”

“I see…so do you think the Elwyn followers
were the ones who…the ones to…” I couldn’t finish the sentence, my
family was too fresh in my mind from my dream.

“My dear, I do not know.” Adrien took the
parchment from my hands and rolled it into a tight circle. “You may
keep this if you like, however…” He handed me the small box.
“Yesterday morning, before I came to release you, I brought two
members of my personal guard with me to salvage what was left of
your belongings. Most of your wardrobe is in the process of being
cleaned, and what I couldn’t salvage we can purchase anew. But this
I thought you would want to keep close.”

I removed the lid and inside was a ring of
white gold that I identified as Victoria’s as soon as I lay eyes
upon it. Jeremi had given it to her as an anniversary gift; a
delicate thing encircled with tiny, precious stones. Inside the
band, a jeweler from a city I’d never visited, had engraved “Love
Freely” in Victoria’s mother-tongue. The proverb of Whispers and
Rings. I slipped it over the tattoo on my left hand and admired
it.

“It’s beautiful. Thank you, Adrien.
Truly.”

Adrien’s fingers brushed my cheek and he
turned my face toward his own. “I will do anything for you. You
need only say the word. Do you understand, Josselyn?”

“Yes.” I felt a gentle tug at the corners of
my lips as the last of the moisture finally dried from my cheeks.
One last piece of each of my best friends—my soul mates—was more
than I’d ever hoped for.

“That stunning smile suits you far better
than tears.” Adrien kissed my forehead, then my cheek, then his
lips traced the side of my face to the curve of my throat. He
nuzzled it while his arm encircled my still naked waist. “It would
be a travesty if we lost such a beautiful morning.”

His fingertips trailed lightly along my skin;
down my throat, past my chest, until finally alighting on my thigh.
My body shivered in anticipation.

“All you need is to ask,” I murmured into his
hair as I unhooked the clasp on his belt. “I am yours.”

 


 













MASTER LOCKE


By Trace Dex

 


It was a windy afternoon closing in at about
90 degrees outside. Angela, my roommate, hadn’t come back from her
boyfriend’s place since last night. There I was, alone once again
with nobody to talk to. What’s even worse was that I hadn’t been
laid in what feels like forever; the prehistoric era felt closer
than the last time a guy had boned me.

The moment I stepped onto this university, I
had a strong feeling in my gut that something was wrong. As I
browsed the selection of hot, sexy college guys on campus, I
realized that they all had one thing in common: they were all
taken!

Every guy I found attractive at this school
had a girlfriend and the guys I actually tried asking out—with high
hopes of a hook-up to replenish this southern desert of mine—turned
out to be gay.

What was even worse were the days when my
roommate decided on her own that her boyfriend should stay the
night. Is being the third wheel really the only thing I’ll take
away from this college experience?

Fortunately, Angela’s boyfriend was sweet,
sexy eye candy. He had broad shoulders, a strong jawline, and
always seemed to be smiling.

I envied them, though. All that sex they must
have had when I was out of the room made me wish I could trade
places with Angela or at least have a guy of my own to do it
with.

In all honesty, I’ve listened in on many of
their sexual sessions.

It sounds creepy but they usually thought I
was asleep when they’d get it on. I’d start hearing the rustling of
the sheets coming from their side of the room. What was I to do?
Get up and ruin the moment? I wouldn’t like that to happen to me so
I always took one for the team and pretended to be asleep.

Their muffled whispers of ‘harder’ and
‘faster’ combined with the clanging of the bed frame as it banged
against the wall always made me want to touch myself, which is
exactly what I would do. I didn’t like that I did it—because it
just didn’t seem like an appropriate response—but I couldn’t
resist, I needed a quick release.

It was hard enough to lie there wishing I was
Angela, the light blond hair on her head held gently in place by
her boyfriend’s strong hands while he fucked her brains out, and
the uncontrolled moans of varying pitches huffing in and out of her
mouth.

To hold back from touching myself while two
people in my proximity were having sex would be like being told to
avoid drinking water after a long hike across a scorching hot and
dry desert. I needed to rub my clit or stick a finger inside or
both or else I’d have gone mad.

Visualizing Angela and her boyfriend doing
the nasty made me want to touch myself right now. The only thing
stopping me was the feeling that Angela would get home any minute.
There wasn’t much to do but lie in my hot bed contemplating whether
I should risk potentially get caught masturbating or if I should
just take a shower instead.

Getting caught would be embarrassing but I
kind of liked the thought of it. It was strangely exciting to think
about even though I knew the reality of it would probably cause a
lot of problems.

Fuck it. I needed to play with myself
before I went crazy. My time of the month must be near because I
was getting hornier each day.

I moved my fingers slowly down the center of
my stomach, inching closer and closer to the elastic band of my
pajamas. Suddenly, my phone started to vibrate. Dammit, why
now?

I got up in a fit of rage and stomped towards
my phone, the rattling against the table made it even worse—it was
Angela.

“Hello?” I said, unable to hold in my
frustration.

“Val?”

“Yes. This is her phone,” I sighed. “What’s
up?”

“Hey, it’s Angela!”

“I know...”

“Oh,” she giggled. “Sorry! Um, I’m on my way
back. I think I’ll probably get back there in, like, half an
hour.”

“And?” Angela never felt it necessary to
notify me before.

“Just giving you a heads up. Don’t wanna
accidentally open to door to something naughty, if you know what I
mean!”

I stood there confused, wondering how Angela
knew I was on the verge of masturbating, but then I quickly
realized she was implying the involvement of me and another guy in
our room. A guy who’d pin me down and have his way with me; a guy
who’d spank me for having so many dirty thoughts; a guy that would
tell me exactly what to do and how easily I’d submit to him.

“Yeah, right...” I laughed. “Stop reminding
me that I need to get laid!”

“I’m sorry! I was just being hopeful. Don’t
be so pessimistic, you’re such a downer.”

“Yeah, yeah. Alright, see you in half an
hour. If I’m not here, I’m probably in the shower so don’t go
assuming anything!”

“Shower eh?”

“Shut up! I hate you and I love you.
Bye.”

After the call, I imagined how funny and
awkward and quite possibly amazing it would feel to get caught by
Angela while having sex with some hottie. Why did I get excited
over being embarrassed? There must be something wrong with me.

Shampoo, conditioner, loofah, razor, body
wash, and two towels: check. After I made sure I had everything, I
made my way through the hall.

While I walked through the hallway to get to
the coed bathroom, I imagined being naked while I passed all the
open doorways. The look of utter shock on all the faces that would
catch a glimpse of my naked body outside their doors would be so
fun; too bad I would never be able to do such a thing.

The half-bathroom, half-bath was located at
the center of the hallway, approximately 20 feet from my dorm room.
I knew the exact measurement because that’s how sad my life
was.

I chose this dorm specifically for its
bathroom setup. Thinking back on why I chose this place, it does
seem a bit weird, but I just wanted to maybe, just maybe,
catch a glimpse of a guy’s third leg considering everyone on my
floor shared the same bathroom.

My building had coed bathrooms but no coed
dorm rooms, which I found odd but the more I thought about it, I
don’t think I’d want to room with a guy anyways. Or maybe I would,
it’s hard to tell. One thing I do know is I needed to stop thinking
about guys for a while.

The thoughts of Angela encouraging me to get
laid, the thoughts of her and her boyfriend having sex, the hot
guys I sort of remember from class getting it on with their
girlfriends—except in my head, I was the girlfriend—all of these
images made me hornier than ever.

My period was definitely coming up. I don’t
know why but I always felt extra horny around that time of the
month.

I walked past the toilets and into the area
with the shower stalls. Each shower was separated by a wall with a
white curtain that had an inch of open space. It would be easy to
sneak a peek if someone really wanted to.

Unfortunately, the bathing area seemed empty
today. I walked a little farther and passed the center stall,
hoping to get a small workout in. Choosing a far stall also meant
that I’d increase my chances of possibly running into a naked guy.
Wishful thinking on my part, but who knows what could happen?

When I got to my chosen stall, I placed my
shower caddy against the marble floor and began to pull my pajamas
down.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” I said out loud
to myself when I realized that I still had my shoes on. I forgot my
shower slippers in the room. I know it was just 20 feet away but
that’s like, 40 steps total and then another 20 just to get
back.

Just my luck.

I opened the curtain and saw a man with an
athletic figure wrapped tightly in a black towel. He had his back
towards me with a shower bin in one hand and used the other hand to
move the curtains.

They were all the same; I don’t understand
why he was looking into different stalls.

Who was that? I don’t think I’ve seen him
here before. His dark brown hair and muscular back glistened
against the fluorescent lights shining from the ceiling.

The way his towel hugged his behind made it
clear that this guy was probably an athlete or someone who took
exceptionally good care of their body.

Did he live here? I felt baffled that I
hadn’t seen him before. Maybe he was visiting, or maybe he was from
another building, or maybe he was from a different floor. Whatever
the answer was, I needed a better look.

I peeked out the curtain waiting for him to
find a stall. After he made his selection, I took slow steps
towards his direction, trying my best not to make any noise.

The high pitch sound of the shower knob
turning almost made me squeal but I kept my composure. My heart
raced with each step until I finally reached the mist seeping out
of his shower stall. I took a deep breath and looked in through the
one inch crack.

The shower cascading onto his body made the
hairs on my arms rise. The shampoo washed quickly away from his
head and made its way slowly down his neck and shoulders. Whatever
shampoo he was using had a masculine scent, but nothing too
overpowering like those spray colognes.

His tall, wet figure shined under the light.
Each of his muscles created highlights and shadows all around his
body. He looked like a mannequin that somehow came to life with the
sole purpose of allowing me to watch him shower.

This man had a cute butt that was just asking
to be pinched. Oh the things I would let him do to me.

I quickly hid as he turned around; his torso
now faced the curtain. I stood behind the wall hoping he didn’t
notice me.

After a moment, I peeked back into his stall.
The steam from the shower covered his lower half and I could only
make out part of his member. From the looks of it, it was the
perfect size and he wasn’t even erect.

He lathered his entire body with soap,
scrubbing all areas in a hypnotizing fashion. I couldn’t look away
from this mysterious hottie and the urge to avoid touching myself
was a battle I knew I'd lose.

I slipped my hand into my towel to revel in
my wet zone. My fingers made circular motions that mimicked the
movement of his hands as he rinsed his body.

I tried hard to control my breathing as I
slid my finger inside. I glanced at the door to make sure no one
was around and then I looked back.

The fog was heavier now and I could barely
make out his body. He was looking down and I could see his
shoulders shuffling as if he was playing with himself.

I peeked in to have a closer look when I
heard voices from the doorway. Two girls wearing towels made their
way inside and I moved my hand out of my towel just before they saw
me.

They smiled at me and I awkwardly smiled back
hoping they didn’t see anything.

I turned my head back towards the shower and
was caught by surprise when I noticed the gorgeous man standing
behind the curtain staring right at me.

My eyes grew wide and I began to stutter
while I tried my best to come up with an excuse. Nothing of
substance was coming out of my mouth, and the man didn’t look too
happy.

I stood there looking like an idiot filled
with shame and embarrassment with nowhere to run. Just as I was
about to talk, he put a finger against his lips to shush me then
beckoned me into the stall.

I didn’t know what he was up to but I wasn’t
going to question it. I slid into the stall with him and tried my
best to keep my eyes up.

He made his way towards me and I backed up
into the wall with nowhere to go. I held my towel in place and
cowered with fear. It was warmer in there than I thought.

The man slapped one hand against the wall,
trapping me with his gaze. His intense, beautiful eyes were
mesmerizing. They had a sparkle like I’ve never seen before.

His hair was dripping wet and some of it
landed on my shoulders.

“I—I’m sorr—”

“Shh,” he said as he placed his wet finger
against my lips. I felt warm droplets slide down my bottom lip
towards my chin.

He moved his hand under my chin and gently
lifted my head to face him.

“What do you think you’re doing?” he
whispered.

“I—I, I just wanted to—”

“Sh. Not so loud.”

“Sorry. Um, I was just walking back to my
room and—”

“Don’t lie,” he growled.

He inched closer and I felt the heat
emanating from his body. “You were watching me, weren’t you?”

I shook my head as if to say no, but he knew
I was lying.

“I could have you expelled, you know?”

“Y—yes. Please, I’m so sorry, I...”

“I could even get you arrested for this,” he
said.

My eyes watered at the thought of going to
prison. “Please don’t! I’ll do anything.”

“Quiet, the others will hear you.”

“I’m sorry; I don’t know what came over me. I
saw you as I was walking by and I just—”

“Look, I’m in room 22,” he said. “Come find
me after you clean yourself up.”

I shook my head once again and he moved his
hand and backed up while keeping his eyes locked on mine.

“Now get out of here before anyone sees
us.”

I darted out of there as quickly as I could
and ran back to my room. I closed the door behind me and leaned
against it, trying hard to catch my breath from all the
embarrassment.

“Val!” Angela screamed. “Why are you in a
towel? Were you showering? Where’s your shower stuff?”

“Oh, uh, hey. I was just getting my slippers
and…um—”

She made her way towards me, examining my
body from head to toe. “Your hair looks so dry. Why do you look so
pale?” she nagged.

“What? I’m not pale, I’m just tired.”

“You’re tired? Why don’t you just take a nap
instead of showering?”

I kicked off my shoes and put my slippers on.
“Geez Angela, just let me live my life, okay?”

“Whoa,” she laughed. “Calm down, Missy! I was
just wondering, gosh. You rudie booty.”

“What does that even mean?” I rolled my eyes.
“I just want to shower, okay?”

“Okay, okay. Oh yeah, my boyfriend will
probably stay over tonight. Just letting you know!”

“Yeah, whatever. I’m going back to the
showers now.”

I opened the door and she pinched my butt as
I made my way out. “Cutie with a booty,” she joked.

I rolled my eyes again and headed back to the
showers.

At around the tenth step, the reality set in
and I remembered the mystery man who wanted to see me in his room.
What could he possibly want? I hope he’s not going to call the cops
or something on me. Oh my god, what if he gets me expelled?

I passed all the shower stalls while keeping
my eyes focused on the ground. Once in, I paced nervously in my
stall while the water dripped down my body. What I was going to say
to him? How do you even explain watching someone shower in a
justified way?

He caught me and there was absolutely no way
out of this. The entire scenario of getting caught played out
better in my head. All I could ask myself was why? Why did I just
risk everything for a minuscule moment of pleasure? Was it all
worth it?

As beautiful as he was, I couldn’t help but
think about all the judgment I would face. What would everyone
think of me when they found out what I’ve done? Oh my god, am I
going to be a registered sex offender now? My life is ruined, I’m
so fucked!

I showered and dried my body with one towel
and used the other to wrap my hair. Room 22 was only a few feet
away from my room, which was strange because I swear I’ve met
everyone on this floor.

As I got closer to his room, I began sweating
profusely. It wasn’t even hot in the hallway, the air conditioner
was blaring and yet, the sweat kept dripping. I felt like a walking
waterfall.

I stood before his door for a moment,
thinking of what to say. What do I do? Is there any way out of
this? Maybe I should make a run for it; he doesn’t know my name or
who I am anyways...

I looked at my door, then back to his. Fuck
it, I’m sprinting back to my room and I’m never going out again. I
never want to see another naked body or listen in on anyone having
sex ever again.

Just as I was about to run back to my room,
the door opened.

“What are you doing?” he said.

“I, uh...”

The mysterious man stood there with only his
pajama bottoms and a damp towel around his neck. His chiseled abs
was still moist from the shower.

He wiped the sweat off of my forehead. “Don’t
you know how to use a towel?”

“Sorry, that’s actually not water, it’s—“

“Come in,” he said as he pulled the door
open, waiting for me to enter.

I hugged my shower supplies against my
breasts while looking down. His room smelled like fresh baked
cookies and it had one bunk bed and one single bed. I headed
towards the single bed to sit down. This was it, my last moments of
freedom. The last time I’d be considered a normal person.

“Not there,” he said. “Bottom bunk.”

He bent over and began drying his head and as
much as I wanted to check out his ass, I held back. I was already
in deep shit, no use making it worse.

“I’m going to give you one chance to explain
yourself so you better make it good,” he said, glancing at me from
under his towel.

“Well, I, uh, I mean...”

“Do you have a speech impediment or
something?”

“No...”

“Stop stuttering. Just take a deep breath and
let it out.”

Even though he seemed kind of rude, I
listened to him. He had every right to be furious at me anyway.

“Well, okay. I saw you walking in but I
wanted a better look at your face and—“

“Wait, stand up. You’re making my bed
wet.”

I jumped up as fast as possible and wiped my
towel down my body. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry,” I said before
bending over to wipe his bed with my hands as if it would magically
cause the wetness to disappear.

“Stop. That’s not going to do anything,” he
said. “Wait. Come over here for a second.”

“Huh? O-okay.”

I stood before him and looked up into his
eyes. I was on the verge of tears just waiting to be reprimanded by
this mysterious man.

He squinted and tilted his head while staring
at me. “You’re not too bad looking,” he said. “You’re kind of
cute.”

“T-thanks?”

He continued drying his hair. “Anyways, back
to your story. What were you saying earlier, you wanted a better
look at my face?”

“Okay, well, yeah. I wanted to see what you
looked like and—”

“I think you’re lying,” he said, still wiping
his hair.

“What? No really I wanted a better look at
your face!”

“Was that all? You just wanted a better look
at my face? Why didn’t you just call out for me or something? I
would have turned around.”

“I mean, I could have done that I guess
b-but.”

“B-b-b-b-but what? Why are you talking like
that, are you nervous?”

I nodded. It was bad enough that I got
caught, he didn’t need to make me feel worse but at the same time,
I knew I totally deserved it.

“Relax.”

“Okay...” I said.

“Don’t lie to me, I can tell when people lie.
You obviously wanted to see more than my face if you were standing
there for so long. I was already naked and about halfway done when
I caught you, you know?”

There was no use hiding it. We both knew what
I was doing and there was no way out.

“Okay, I’m sorry. I just wanted a peek.”

“Well,” he said as he made his way towards
me. “How much did you see and did you like what you saw?”

My eyes lit up and my face began to flush. I
was as red as a stoplight.

“I didn’t really see anything,” I said.

“Bullshit.”

“No, really! I mean, I tried but it was too
foggy in there.”

He placed his wet towel on top of a chair
near his desk and walked back towards me. “So you didn’t see
anything?”

“Yes, I swear. I only saw your torso and
nothing else.”

I dropped all of my shower supplies as he
pulled his pajamas down. I gasped in amazement at his member
dangling in the air, clear as day, right in front of me. I
swallowed nervously and almost choked on my own saliva.

“Is this what you wanted to see?”

I couldn’t keep my eyes off of it. It was
beautiful. Better than all the other ones I’ve seen before.

He turned around and grabbed a notepad and a
pen. My eyes were fixated on his tight butt. His thighs looked
strong like someone who could squat extremely heavy weight. His
legs were shiny underneath the tiny hairs that covered it.

“What’s your name?”

“Valerie,” I said.

“Valerie, is that with an ‘i-e’ or ‘y’?”

“I-e.”

He stood in front of me, naked, and started
writing.

“What about you?”

He looked up from his notepad, then back
down.

“I’m asking the questions here. What’s your
room number?”

“19.”

“19? That’s so close to this room, why
haven’t I seen you before? Are you lying again?”

“No, I swear! I live with Angela.”

“Oh, Angela,” he smirked. “I know her.
I’m good friends with her boyfriend.”

“How do you know her boyfriend?” I asked.

“What did I say?”

“S-sorry. You’re asking the questions.”

I couldn’t help but stare at his naked body.
How could I think with this marvelous sculpture standing before
me?

“Correct me if I’m wrong, but back in the
shower you said you’d do anything. Is that right?”

“Y-yes...”

“Prove it,” he demanded.

“What do you want?”

“Well, what can you provide for me?”

Was this an invitation? Did he want me as
much as I wanted him? I inched closer and moved the pen out of his
hand and threw it on the ground. I slid my hands down his chest
towards his abs and stared him in the eyes.

He grabbed my wrist and glared. “What do you
think you’re doing?”

“I’m sorry, I-I thought...”

“Thought what?”

I looked down, ready to break down into tears
but he gently lifted my chin and stared me in the eyes. “Are you
trying to bribe me with sex?”

“No... It’s just. You’re so hot, and you’re
naked and all and I thought you were hinting something.”

“I would never.”

“B-but...”

He loosened his grip and smiled. “You don’t
even know my name, are you that horny? We’re practically
neighbors.”

“I, uh, may I ask what your name is?”

“Yes, you may ask me what my name is...”

He let go of my hand and started writing on
the notepad again.

“What’s your name?”

“Nicolas. Nicolas Locke,” he replied.

“Oh, like John Locke?”

“The philosopher?”

“No, the one from that show with the island
and the plane.”

“What are you talking about...”

“Never mind,” I said as I wiped the sweat
from my forehead. I lifted my arms to make sure the towel on my
head wasn’t coming loose and then the towel around my body slid
down in an instant. I bent over to stop it and then the other towel
fell from my head, causing my wet hair to fall to my face.

As I got up, I hit my head on something hard.
It was then that I realized I hit Nicolas’ crotch and he had a full
on erection.

I tried my best to pick up the towels but I
couldn’t stop staring at his hard cock. “Nice one, Valerie.”

“You too, Nicolas Locke.”

He walked back to his bed and sat down, full
erection and everything while continuing to scribble on the
notepad.

“You see, this is why you got caught. You
can’t stop staring.”

I felt the sweat more than ever and my entire
body felt hot. I wanted him and I wanted him now.

Nicolas placed the clipboard down and
beckoned me over. “Is this what you want?” he asked.

I nodded. Not only was I beyond horny now,
but I was ready to do anything and everything he wanted.

“Come here,” he said. “If we’re gonna do
this, I need to know it’s on your own accord. I have all your info
down and you’re free to go if you please.”

I sat down and put my hands on his thigh, “I
want to stay, if that’s okay with you.”

“Sure,” he said before standing in front of
me. “As long as you’re willing to listen to all my commands.”

“Yes, Mr. Locke.”

“Call me Master.”

“Yes, Master Locke,” I giggled.

“I’m not a padlock.”

“Okay, okay. Sorry Master.”

“I need to punish you for that one. Turn
around and bend over.”

My smile quickly diminished as I felt the
loud slap of Nicolas’ clipboard against my ass cheeks. The pain
mixed with pleasure confused me and I wanted more. “Again, Master.
I’ve been a bad girl.”

The loud clap of his palm left a red imprint
on my ass cheek. The sting made my blood rush and I held my hand
over my mouth to make sure I wasn’t too loud.

“Come here,” he pointed down. “On your
knees.”

“Yes, Master.”

I dropped down on my knees and opened my
mouth and filled it with his throbbing cock. He pulled my hair back
and kept his grip, his intense glare made me nervous and
excited.

“Who told you to do that?”

“Sorry, I couldn’t help it.”

“Couldn’t help it, what?”

“I couldn’t help it, Master!”

“Good girl.” Nicolas pulled my head back onto
his cock and I took it all the way in my throat. He held me there
and I gripped his legs tighter and tighter like my life depended on
it. Just as my vision began to get hazy, he pulled me back off.

I coughed and tears fell out of my face while
I tried to catch my breath. He was rougher than I thought and I
loved it.

“Do we need a safe word?” he asked.

“No, Master. Do as you please.”

“If you say so...”

He pulled me up from my wrist and bent me
over his bed. My head was nearly touching the wall as he began
spanking me once again. “Harder?”

“Yes, Master!”

Each slap sent a jolt throughout my body. I
could feel my juices dripping down my thighs.

He squatted down and I could feel his warm
breath near my wet slit. The anticipation was killing me; I wanted
his tongue to slide in and out.

Nicolas’s tongue slid from one leg then
jumped to the other. He knew exactly what I wanted but wouldn’t
give it to me.

“Beg for it,” he insisted.

“I want it. I want it bad, Master. Please
give it to me.”

After pleading for him to stick anything in,
his tongue finally made contact with my slit. He licked me all
over, with long strokes up and down my vulva. He did this thing
with his tongue where it vibrated on my clit. I dug my nails into
the bed, trying my best not to collapse from all the pleasure.

His tongue made its way to my hole and he
pushed it right in and swirled it around, sliding in and out of my
walls, hitting all the right spots.

My breathing grew heavier and heavier and my
eyes rolled to the back of my head.

“You taste so good,” he said.

He stood up and I could feel his throbbing
cock against my inner thighs. He let it graze me gently, slapping
it upwards towards my clit.

I could feel the heat emanating from his
body. I held my breath waiting for the next step. There was no
movement for a few seconds and just as I was about to look back, he
slapped my ass harder than before and I screamed with joy.

I shivered with excitement and he placed his
palms on top of my ass.

“You ready?”

“Yes, Master. I want it!”

He placed the bottom of his cock against my
loins, sliding up and down, slipping through my slit and lightly
grazing my asshole. The sensation made all the hairs on my body
point upwards.

“Please, Master. Give it to me.”

He massaged my inner thighs while bending
over to kiss my spine. He made his way downwards until he got to my
ass. I felt something wet land on top of my asshole and it slid
towards my pussy. He rubbed it all in with his cock and without
warning, he slid inside me.

My arms fell weak and my face planted down on
his bed as he pumped in and out of me. I held onto whatever I could
and my head hit the wall a few times but I didn’t care, he felt
amazing inside of me.

I moaned so loud, the entire hall could
probably hear us. At first it was moaning, then heavy breathing,
then full on screaming.

“Oh my god, Master. Fuck me. Fuck me
harder!”

He slid in farther than anyone had before.
Each thrust harder than the next, making sure to slap my ass along
the way.

I felt my insides tense up and I knew I was
ready to orgasm and I think he did too.

“Come for me,” he commanded.

My body shivered as he increased in speed. He
pushed my back down and thrust even harder than before. Before I
knew it, I was coming. My juices wet his cock and I felt him get
harder from it.

I lost control of my body while he drilled
me. “I’m going to come, be ready!”

“Yes Master!”

After a few hard thrusts he slid out and told
me to bend down again.

I got on my knees and opened my mouth while
he stroked his hard cock in front of my face. After a loud moan,
his warm juices landed all over my mouth and dripped down my cheeks
and onto my breasts. I sucked on his sensitive cock, making sure to
get every last drop out while I rubbed my clit.

He watched me as I swallowed and played with
myself. I looked at his rock hard abs which glistened in the
sunlight from the window.

We sat on the bed, both extremely exhausted
while trying to catch our breaths.

“You did well,” he said.

“Thank you, Master.”

We laid in bed staring at the bottom of the
top bunk. The wood had random messages etched into it from previous
residents. I glanced over at Nicolas who had his eyes closed. He
was smiling so I knew he enjoyed it.

“Can we do this again?” I asked.

“Of course,” he replied with his deep,
exhausted voice.

“I’m sorry about earlier, I just couldn’t
take my eyes off of you.”

“Don’t worry about it; I caught you way
before you thought I did. You’re not very discreet at all,” he
smiled.

“Why were you writing all my information
down?”

“I wasn’t, I put my number and all my other
contact info. I was just fucking with you.”

I chortled and looked back at the top bunk,
trying my best to read some of the messages.

Just then, I heard a creak. Nicolas and I sat
up in fear and glanced around the room.

We looked towards the ladder leading up to
the top bunk and one step after another, a guy made his way down.
He had on gray pajamas with a noticeably large stain near his
crotch region. His hair was all shaggy and he had on a royal blue
shirt with stains under his armpits.

“Dude, that was awesome,” the guy said.

“What the fuck, man!” yelled Nicolas.

“Oh my god, who is that?” I screamed.

“Whoa, whoa. Chill lady. I live here.”

“Gary, get the fuck out now! What the hell,
dude,” Nicolas shouted.

Gary put his hand out to shake mine. I
crossed my arms over my breasts and looked down.

“Wow, Master Locke. You lucky mother fucker,
she’s cute!”

“Gary, if you don’t get out right now I’m
going to kick your ass.”

“Stop being such a dick. I was taking a nap
and I woke up to you two going at it. Good job, by the way. It
sounded super hot, dude.”

“Gary!” screamed Nicolas.

“Get him out, oh my god!” I yelled.

“Okay, alright. I’m going.”

Gary made his way to the door and just as it
was about to close behind him, he peeked back in. “By the way, are
any of you hungry? I’m fucking starving.”

Nicolas and I looked at each other, then back
to him. “GET OUT!”

“Okay, Master! I’ll make sure to
lock the door!”

 













 


BENT OVER HIS DESK 1:
SUBMISSION

 By Margeaux Adler

 


Alice spent the last fifteen minutes of the
staff and faculty meeting biting her bottom lip and curling her
toes as much as her narrow pumps allowed. She held an adjunct
teaching position at the University of Illinois at Chicago, so she
had little to no say in anything discussed at the meeting. Still,
she had to attend. Her required presence was one of the many
pressures she dealt with that had led Alice to a very particular
website.

Her initial search was innocent enough:
“stress relief”. She’d expected discount yoga classes, stress dolls
shaped like supervisors, and the like, but on the third page Alice
found Nielsen’s Stress Consulting, LLC. Now she couldn’t focus on
anything else if she wanted to—not that she wanted to think about
anything else. Nielsen’s Stress Consulting was a bit coy, touting
the efficacy of its romantic counseling, but delving further into
the site and its reviews revealed much more. People, mostly women,
talked about release and exhilaration. And then there was the
disclaimer that appeared in Nielsen’s Terms of Service, which one
had to agree with to make an account and request an appointment.
Alice had felt shock and relief:

“Note that Nielsen’s Stress Consulting, LLC.
is not a brothel nor does Nielsen’s Stress Consulting, LLC. endorse
sex trafficking or illegal prostitution. Clients of Nielsen’s
Stress Consulting, LLC. purchase counseling services. Any sexual
conduct that then follows between consenting adults is wholly
separate from any transaction conducted with Nielsen’s Stress
Consulting, LLC. or any of its contractors.”

There was more in a legalese that was beyond
Alice, but she’d learned enough. So she submitted her application
for an appointment and gave permission for the company to perform a
background check. And then she’d received an incredibly polite and
professional email informing her that she had been approved for an
appointment today at 4:15 pm.

 


* * *

 


Alice smoothed her skirt over her thighs as
she took a seat on the El. Seven stops and she’d be there. She took
a deep breath, more a gulp, of the air that suddenly felt very
close. No one in her car looked familiar, but she’d taken the train
from a stop often used by students. She’d had a nightmare the
previous night about a student in her Late Victorian Gothic class
raising his hand to ask how often she frequented brothels.

Six stops, she thought as the El came
to a halt. She’d barely noticed the train moving while she thought
about her nightmare. Sweat formed between her shoulder blades and
Alice frowned. She didn’t want to go into Nielsen’s smelling of
sweat. Thinking about it only made her more nervous.

Submitting her appointment request had been
something of a struggle for Alice. Work as an adjunct didn’t pay
well and the traditional values she’d been raised with made it
difficult to reconcile herself with visiting Nielsen’s.

Undoubtedly, other people would look down on
what she intended to do, but she’d been determined since she first
found the company’s website. She spent all her time on her mostly
thankless teaching position, following rules and taking orders. The
check she’d written might be better spent on loan repayments from a
strictly logical standpoint, but Alice knew she deserved some
relaxation. With finals coming up, she needed it.

She spent her remaining time staring out the
windows, watching the scenery and counting stops. Nielsen’s was
tucked away on the top floor of one of many corporate buildings in
the area. As the train came to a stop and she stood, Alice wondered
how many if any of the people around her—in the car, on the
street—knew what Nielsen’s Consulting was. She doubted any of them
knew, but it would’ve been rather funny for someone else on the El
with her to be going to Nielsen’s.

Alice made her way down the steps to the
street and walked to the building that housed Nielsen’s on its top
floor. The air in the building was chilly, causing her sweat to
become icy on her back. She smiled at the people she passed on the
way to the elevator, focusing on the clicks of her heels on the
tile floor. It distracted her from the compulsion to blush.
Although she doubted anyone in the building’s lobby knew her
business, Alice couldn’t help but imagine every person she passed
knowing exactly why she was there.

At least no one got on the elevator with her.
Alice tugged the back of her loose shirt a few times to help the
sweat evaporate and took inventory of her appearance in the
reflective doors. As she’d been at work, she’d twisted her dark
blond hair into a bun at the nape of her neck and wore minimal
makeup, including a light gloss on her lips. They were plump, and
she’d always considered them her best feature.

She wore a loose top tucked into a high
waisted skirt that fell to her knees and accented the smallness of
her waist in comparison with her round hips. She leaned towards the
doors, trying to see how her mascara had held up. Alice liked her
light grey eyes, but she suspected they got lost at times. There
was nothing for it now though so she patted her hair and
straightened up, carrying herself well as the elevator reached the
top floor and the door opened before her.

The office was done in blues and greys and
looked irreproachable. The elevator opened into a waiting room that
could’ve been that of a doctor or lawyer’s office, but its
decorations were much more luxurious than either. No old,
well-thumbed magazines adorned the darkly stained wooden tables
that sat among the modern couches.

Alice made her way to the desk at which a
handsome man in his mid to late twenties sat. “I’m Alice Renfrow. I
have an appointment at 4:15,” she said as she stopped before the
young man.

“Hello, Miss Renfrow,” he said, looking up at
her and smiling. His warm brown eyes almost caused her knees to
buckle. “I’ll just need you to confirm the forms you filled out
online and then have a seat.”

“Of course,” Alice said but only after she
missed a beat looking at him. At least he was probably used to it,
she told herself as she looked over the forms he’d handed her. “Um,
do you have a pen?”

“Yes, I’m sorry. I should have given it to
you with the paperwork.” He handed her one from his desk, and his
fingers traced over hers lightly when she took the pen from him. He
felt very warm. Alice cleared her throat as she handed the pen and
papers back. Until he’d touched her, she hadn’t realized how keyed
up she was

“Thanks, I’ll just have a seat and wait
now.”

“I’ll call your name when he’s ready for you,
Miss Renfrow.”

“Okay,” she said as she took a seat on the
nearest couch, crossing and then uncrossing her ankles.

Can this “he” I’m meeting with be half as
attractive as the man at the desk? she wondered

Without an answer, Alice’s mind skipped back
to her office. On her desk sat two stacks of papers to grade, a
half-finished article, and the twenty or so articles that made up
her article’s bibliography. Her jaw clenched as she formed her to
do list for the rest of the week and maybe the weekend.

“Alice Renfrow,” a deep voice said.

Not the receptionist. She opened her
eyes. No, not the receptionist at all.

The man with short, white blond hair had, she
supposed, emerged from a hallway on the other side of the
receptionist’s desk. He stood well over six feet tall with
impossibly broad shoulders and a chest she could tell was athletic
through his suit.

She began to raise her hand, like one of the
freshmen in her class, but realized it would be ridiculous. “I’m
Alice,” she said as she stood. Recalling no one else was waiting,
she blushed.

“I’m Tobias Nielsen,” he said in his throaty
growl. “Follow me to my office?” Alice said of course and followed
him eagerly, reminding herself it would be inappropriate to jog.
Thankfully Tobias walked slowly and allowed her to keep up despite
his long stride.

“So Tobias Nielsen as in the owner of
Nielsen’s Stress Consulting?” She looked up at him as she spoke;
her eyes were the same height as his lips. Up close, his pale blue
eyes and high cheekbones above a closely cropped beard mesmerized
her.

“Yes,” he said, glancing down at her and
stopping at a door near the end of the hall. “Nielsen’s started as
a pet project of mine, so to speak. My office.” He opened the door
and stepped aside to allow her to enter.

As she passed him, she caught a rich, woody
smell, probably the sort of expensive cologne she could never
afford to give as a gift. He stroked two fingers from her bare
shoulder to her elbow.

“You have beautifully smooth skin,
Alice.”

A line of goose bumps broke out behind his
fingers, following them like a ship’s wake. He paused with his
fingertips at her elbow and the left corner of his mouth turned up
in a lopsided smile when the goose bumps caught up with his
touch.

He knows exactly what he’s doing to me.

“Thank you, Mr. Nielsen,” she said
breathlessly.

“Tobias will do.” He took his hand away from
her arm. “You can choose where we talk if you’d like.” He motioned
towards his office’s interior. Alice had honestly forgotten where
she was heading.

His office was long and floor to ceiling
windows comprised the wall opposite her, framing a stunning view of
the city. The room itself appeared to be divided into two areas: a
darkly stained desk with several chairs gave the impression of a
typical office against one wall and an grouping of low-slung
couches around a wide coffee table against the other wall.

The couches struck her as too familiar so
Alice walked towards the desk, taking a seat in one of the chairs
in front of it. The choice had the ring of a test, and she wondered
how she’d done.

Looking over her shoulder, Alice watched
Tobias close the door and make his way towards her, clearly not
minding her eyes on him. He’d watched her choose and walk to the
desk, observed her. Alice felt certain he was testing her.

He took the seat behind the desk and relaxed,
eyes back on her.

“So what brought you to Nielsen’s today,
Alice?”

She didn’t have an answer and his blue eyes
didn’t make thinking of one any easier. She took a breath.

“I looked up ways to deal with stress a
little while ago and ran across your company. I think the approach
is intriguing.”

Tobias nodded.

“What has you so stressed, Alice?” He leaned
forward as he spoke, placing his elbows on the desk. Something
about his eyes and the tilt of his head filled her with the desire
to be wholly honest.

“I’m an adjunct professor and it’s a lot of
pressure to perform. And it doesn’t pay all that well. My
contract’s renewed on a yearly basis so there’s not much guarantee
and I’m always looking for tenure-track positions.”

“I see. What do you teach?”

“English literature, specifically the
Nineteenth Century. I did my dissertation on the Aesthetes if
you’re familiar with them.” Thinking about what she studied and
taught relaxed her, loosened her shoulders and back.

“Only Oscar Wilde really, not my area,” he
said with a small grin. Alice smiled in response. Her family and
many of her friends wouldn’t even talk to her for this long about
her work. “When did you have sex last, Alice?”

Her breathing stopped.

“I…”

“Don’t be shy,” he said, reaching across the
desk and resting a hand on her arm. His touch burned red-hot. “I
assure you it’s a very standard question and there are no wrong
answers.”

“Really?” It had been nearly a year. It
seemed like a wrong answer or at least an embarrassing one.

“Alice,” he said as he released her arm,
“women come here as virgins, as married women who’ve not been
touched in years. Just be honest.”

“Just over eleven months,” she said
reluctantly.

“Why do you think that is?” His expression
remained so calm and while it kept Alice from panicking, it made
her keenly aware of how far from such calm she felt.

“I’m very busy. I could dress better, I
think, and probably work out more.”

“Are you often self-deprecating?”

Nervous laughter flooded out of Alice. “I
guess so.”

“Well, that is a shame,” Tobias said. “You’re
a very beautiful woman, Alice.” She blushed again, but excitement
flooded her as well—or it wanted to despite her skepticism.

“How often do you tell women that in this
office?” I could’ve given my defensiveness and doubt as
reasons.

His eyebrows rose. “Seldom actually, and only
when I firmly believe the truth of my statement. Do you generally
take compliments so poorly?”

“I don’t know,” she said, staring at the
floor before meeting his gaze again. “I’m very nervous. You’re
incredibly frank.”

“True enough. Do you take issue with my
frankness?”

Alice shifted her weight as she considered
the question.

“It makes me anxious,” she said, “because I’m
not used to it, but I like it. I appreciate your honesty.”

“What would you say you’re used to?”

“Academic cattiness and questions that lead
to red tape and busy work, students who don’t understand their own
culpability.” Saying it felt good.

“I imagine that’s terribly frustrating, but
you keep at it?” His face changed, but Alice couldn’t interpret the
expression.

“I love my work. The actual literature lets
me escape all the little, accompanying annoyances.” Tobias nodded
as she said “escape”.

“If I told you to strip until you only had on
your shoes and your makeup, what would you think?”

Alice stared at him, shocked after he’d
lulled her in to comfort, but it provided her with an answer. “I’d
be shocked so I don’t know how much thinking I’d be doing.” Once
her surprise wore off, a pleasant heat began building inside
her.

“Would you do it?”

“Would you?”

Tobias laughed and reclined in his seat.
“Would I strip when told to do so? It would depend on who gave the
order. Your answer, Alice?”

She wrung her hands above her lap and watched
them, avoiding Tobias’s gaze for the moment. “If you ordered me to
strip right now, I would do it.” Once again, he nodded in
affirmation while his face defied scrutiny.

“I’d like to ask you a question,” she said.
She was curious, but Alice’s real interest was in seeing whether
she could catch him off guard.

“Go on.”

“How do you manage to get away with this? I
read the disclaimers, but surely enough motivated officials could
give you trouble.”

He didn’t respond for several moments and
Alice flushed deeply, wondering if she’d offended him. Should she
apologize? She bit her lip nervously. Had she blown it?

He spoke then, as though he’d only waited so
he could watch her squirm.

“Do you think my business does well,
Alice?”

The feeling he wanted to humiliate or at
least toy with her didn’t leave and Alice was tempted to walk out
in a huff. It struck her as the right thing to do, the haughty,
proud thing, but she didn’t want to.

“I imagine it does. You sell—or, according to
you, don’t sell—a popular product.”

“I do very well, Alice. This is not my first
venture though I think it will be my last. It is my favorite even
though it’s not my most lucrative and I’d like to keep it
small.

“This business will always exist just far
enough below the radar and I already have the sort of clients who
will ensure Nielsen’s stays open. They simply love it too much to
let it go.”

“So what, you’re a millionaire? Nice stock
portfolio?” She loved his self-assurance and calm, but she couldn’t
defeat her own urge to be flippant.

“Billionaire, and the stock portfolio is
lovely.”

Alice nearly fell out of her chair. She’d
never spoken to a billionaire before. They were practically a
separate species from the people she saw in her own life. Though
now Tobias Nielsen was part of her life, sitting across the desk
with his eyes fixed on her.

“Don’t forget to breathe.”

She dipped her head and obeyed. She had
stopped breathing and he’d noticed first.

“Sorry,” she said, barely managing a
whisper.

“No need.” He leaned to the side and opened a
drawer while he continued speaking. “I have a proposal for you,
Alice. It’s one I don’t make lightly and as such I hope you won’t
take it lightly.”

Her heart pounded against her ribs, reminding
her of hummingbird’s wings. How did this become so serious so
quickly? How did he manage this effect?

Tobias set a plain grey book on the desk
between them before propping his elbows on the desk and clasping
his hands. Alice reminded herself to continue breathing.

“Despite whatever impression you may have
formed about me, I seldom have much to do with clients here beyond
brief meetings. When it comes to sex, fucking, making love,
screwing, I try to find the most suited contractor or employee with
whom to pair them. Not just for sex obviously as that would be
illegal, but I imagine you follow me.”

He raised his eyebrows. Hearing him say
“fucking” so casually had set her head spinning and she had yet to
fully recover. The reality of her situation set in and left
according to Tobias’s will apparently.

“I do,” she managed to say after a further
pause.

“Excellent. Now, this is what I like to think
of as my studbook though it contains women as well as men and even
some people less easy to define. Nielsen’s promotes and caters to
diverse tastes.

“After I have introductory meetings with
clients, I present them with this book and let them choose which
consultant or consultants suit them. Sometimes I even bring several
of them into this room for further review.

“I can do this for you, Alice, but I don’t
think you want me to.”

With that, he settled back into his chair,
leaning to one side: an image of relaxed comfort.

Alice sat ramrod straight, processing and not
believing what he was getting at.

“I think you’d like me to take you on
personally, Alice. And before you blush prettily or develop anxiety
at the prospect, I’m open to this arrangement because I think you
have great potential. You could be just what I’m looking for.”

She laughed nervously. “Now this sounds like
a job interview.” Her apprehension colored her voice. Many people
might miss it, but she knew Tobias would notice.

In a way she couldn’t place her finger on,
his face assumed a predatory cast. She couldn’t think of another
way to describe it and she combed through books and explored words
for a living.

“Something like that, Alice. I think your
stress and frustration come from feeling like you’re in and out of
control simultaneously. You have all this weight on you and all
these schedules and responsibilities, but you still have to take
charge in the limited way you’re allowed.

“I think what you want is a sort of escape. I
imagine it’s why you love books. I’d like to aid in that escape,
but my way of aiding would be guiding, taking control. I would
dominate you and I do mean in the sense of BDSM.”

How could anyone be this confident and
upfront? Alice wondered how this meeting could follow her faculty
meeting. They’d talked about fire safety and curving exams.

“Is this something you would like to try,
Alice?”

Someone appeared to have glued Alice’s lips
together; it took so much effort to open them. Her brain ran
through dozens of objections, reasons this was a terrible idea.

“Yes,” she said. Her response surprised her,
but it had a rightness to it like coming home at the end of a long
day.

“Good. You need to know I will push you as
far as I can.”

Alice mumbled what was probably a “yes”.

“I’m a fan of the safewords ‘yellow’ and
‘red’ with the former to stop whatever’s just begun and the latter
to stop everything, to ‘end the scene’ if you will. I am assuming
you have little to no experience in this area?”

“None,” Alice said. This really did remind
her of slipping, of falling. But maybe more like jumping,
leaping—she loved it. Warmth surged though her body, something
sweet but primal.

“You’ll need to be trained then and it’s
never too early to begin. Stand.”

She jumped. “Now, really?” Shouldn’t she go
home? Maybe think this over, read an article about it?

“Stand,” he repeated in a hard, demanding
tone. “I told you I’d push you and I don’t like
procrastination.”

Alice pushed her chair back and stood.
Anticipation rushed through her, leaving a frantic tingling in its
wake.

“If you are sincerely too afraid or hurt, use
the safewords. Whatever people may think, trust and safety are
integral to what I’d like to do with you, but you will not use them
as excuses to disregard me. Understand?”

“Yes, Tobias.” She rubbed her palms over her
skirt. It felt ridiculous to stand in front of him like this while
he sat and observed her, but the heat and tingling remained. She
couldn’t deny enjoying herself even while her mind registered
embarrassment. You look like a fool, she told herself.

“I asked you about undressing earlier. Do it
now, shoes off too.”

Alice’s breath hitched. She expected some
logical voice within her to scream and demand she turn, leave, not
look back, but there was no little voice. She wanted this.

Don’t look back, she did tell herself. But
instead of any voice chiming in to say this as she fled Tobias’s
office, she used it to reassure herself as she unzipped her
skirt.

“I want you to give in to me with full
understanding. I intend for you to gain pleasure through pleasing
me, not simply as a reward. I want the act of pleasing me to please
you. And when you fail, I will punish you. Make no mistake: I can
be a sadist, but my goal will not solely be to hurt you.”

His powerful voice strummed something deep
inside her. Alice pushed her skirt down, not waiting for it to fall
on its own. Cold air wrapped itself around her exposed stomach and
thighs.

He looked at her body only after he finished
speaking. Her skirt lay on the floor beside discarded pumps and she
unbuttoned her shirt slowly. A fight preceded every motion. Should
she do this? No, yes.

Recognizing she wanted it made it easier and
harder. She felt ashamed but exhilarated, aroused but
apprehensive.

“I understand,” Alice said, slipping her
shirt off and letting it fall to the floor. Wet heat built between
her legs and she swallowed nervously before removing her
panties.

What about the windows?

Focusing on Tobias, she stepped out of the
underwear.

“Good, you have a gorgeous body, Alice.”
Tobias stood and walked around his desk. “For now, eye contact is
fine and I’ll use your name, but know that I’m easing you into
it.”

A hysterical giggle made its way out of
Alice’s mouth before she could stop it. This was easy? Stripping in
front of a stranger in a strange place? Her arms moved jerkily as
she unhooked her bra. She stood completely naked in this man’s
office, a perfectly businesslike and normal setting interrupted by
her nudity.

He stopped in front of her, not a foot away.
“Hair down.” She undid her bun, too enthralled by his chiseled face
to look more at his broad shoulders and chest. She could get lost
in that face and the rich smell of his cologne.

Tobias cupped her chin and looked down at
her, appraising her face and then her body. Alice shuddered in fear
and desire. Her nipples stiffened though she thought she might have
a panic attack at any moment.

“What I am going to instruct you to do next
is both very simple and terribly difficult, but we both know it’s
something you need, Alice.”

Her breath caught at the sound of her name
and her knees nearly gave as though they’d been replaced with
water. His hand below her chin radiated heat.

“Give yourself to me. Trust me and submit to
me.”

“Yes, Tobias,” she said, her voice fast and
throaty.

“Say ‘Thank you’. Remember I’m letting you do
this, agreeing to take you on.” He ran his thumb over her lips, not
immediately letting her answer.

“Yes, of course. Thank you.”

“Good,” he said. Two fingers pressed against
her sex’s opening. Remaining upright was a strain. His touch sent a
shockwave through her body. “Well, don’t you already have a soaked
cunt.”

“Yes, Tobias.” She tilted her pelvis, pushing
closer. This base desire was to new her. Alice needed him like an
animal in heat.

“You don’t object to the word ‘cunt’ then?”
He slid his fingers along her slit, pushing her open further and
breaking her concentration. “Do you, Alice?”

“No,” she said, wishing he would let her
focus on his touch.

“And why is that? I suspect I know the
answer, but I’d like to check.”

At the word “check”, his fingers slipped
inside her, teasing the soft walls of her core, her g-spot.

She moaned quietly and leaned forward,
pressing her chin against his hand. He slid his fingers almost
entirely out before pushing into her again. Her eyes fluttered
closed. It had been too long.

“Answer my question or I’ll stop.”

Alice forced her eyes open and bit her lip.
“It’s from Old English and isn’t necessarily an insult. It’s not a
slur.”

“I knew playing with a professor would be
fun,” he said with a smile, clearly enjoying himself. The motion of
his hand sped up and she gasped.

She looked down, wanting to see him fuck her
with his fingers, but she paused to appreciate the sizable bulge
straining his pants. Whatever calm he possessed, he wanted her and
that thought only made Alice more wet.

She reached to lay a hand on his growing
erection, but he stepped back as soon as she made contact with the
fabric of his trousers.

Though standing still, Alice nearly stumbled
as his fingers pulled out of her and he loosed her chin. He stepped
out of her reach entirely and she felt cold and small without
him.

“Who is in charge here?”

“You are,” she said, looking at the floor and
her bare feet on the rich carpet.

“Who should be in charge? Look at me when you
answer.” Alice met his eyes.

“You should be.”

“Correct,” he said. He sat in the chair she’d
occupied before he’d given her orders. “Clear my desk. I want it
done tidily and quickly. You will ask permission to touch me in the
future. In fact, you will ask my permission to do many things,
Alice. And you will come to like it.”

His voice soothed her as she transferred the
papers, books, and office supplies from his desk to the floor. The
idea of him watching her do this, bending and kneeling in
unflattering positions, left her in a permanent blush, but she
hadn’t ruined things and her pussy still ached for him.

She glanced at him several times as she
worked and found him watching her. He observed her differently than
the men she’d caught checking her out in the past. Or maybe she
preferred his gaze. He made her feel sexy.

Alice began to bend from the waist more, to
display the length of her legs or the curve of her ass when she
could. She wanted him to want her.

“Nicely done,” he said once she finished and
stood facing him.

Alice smiled, pleased to have done well.

“Now get on the desk and fuck yourself.”

Her willpower alone kept her mouth from
dropping open. She could see on his face that he enjoyed toying
with her and Alice wanted to pass his tests, to prove herself to
him.

“How should I sit on the desk?”

“You’re doing it for my entertainment so make
sure I have a good view. Face me.”

“Yes, Tobias.”

She sat on the desk in front of him and then
pushed herself back. If he wanted to, he could touch her and she
hoped he would. She opened her legs and reached down to stroke
herself.

Alice had never had a man watch her touch
herself before and her first movements were light, apprehensive.
Was she doing it right? Was this meant to embarrass her?

Tobias sat fully clothed as he watched her
and the knowledge of her own nakedness and vulnerability pounded
through her. She tried to find the teasing mindset she’d had while
clearing the desk, but this was so different

“Close your eyes and lie back, Alice.”

She hesitated and obeyed, angling her body to
allow one hand to cover her sex. At least all of her had been on
display when she made room on his desk. Now Alice’s most intimate
place was front and center. Without thinking, she adjusted her hand
to cover more of herself and shuddered at her own touch. How could
she still be wet and turned on?

“I saw the way you reacted to your own touch,
Alice. Concentrate on that feeling. Move your fingers. I want to
see you trace that slit of yours.”

“I don’t think my liking this makes sense,”
she said, but she did as he said while speaking, feeling her own
wetness and heat. She touched herself with more certainty and moved
her hips under her hand.

“It doesn’t have to make sense. I want you to
stop thinking like that. Who is in control of your pleasure,
Alice?”

His deep voice made her hot. Alice circled
her slick opening more quickly before pressing her fingers against
her clit. “You are,” she said.

“Good. Now, slide your fingers into yourself.
I did say to fuck yourself after all.” She heard laughter in his
voice but also arousal. And something else, dark and fierce.

“Yes, Tobias.” She stroked herself again to
ensure her fingers were as wet as possible and then slipped them
inside her, remembering the sensation of Tobias’s fingers in
her.

“You seem to like taking instruction,” Tobias
said.

“I do, yes.” Her words came out more huskily
than she expected. Knowing he was watching her and enjoying it
thrilled her. She cupped one breast and then the other with her
free hand, teasing her nipples back into hard peaks.

“Sit up again and look at me now that you’re
more comfortable.” Disobeying appealed to her, unsure of whether
this change might break the spell and leave her nervous once again,
but she had to listen to him.

“Yes, Tobias,” she said, sitting up and
opening her eyes. He’d been right of course. Seeing him again only
quickened her breathing and her cunt released a new wave of wetness
as it pulsed around her fingers. Tobias looked less formal with his
suit jacket draped on the arm of the chair.

Her eyes immediately found the strained
fabric at his crotch. The idea of his hard-on so close sent wanton
desire through her, but she knew not to reach for him. She had to
obey.

“Will you fuck me?” She didn’t think she’d
asked that question before in her life, but Tobias had told her to
ask permission.

“Would you like me to stand up right now and
take you on that desk?”

Images flooded her mind and Alice nodded
feebly as heat built in her core and at the base of her spine. The
fantasy of Tobias entering her nearly sent her over the edge.
“Please,” she said. “I’m so close.”

He shook his head. “Don’t come, not yet. But
do you like this?” He stood and began to undo the closures of his
pants. Tobias stood practically between her legs because of how
she’d positioned herself and she thought she could feel the heat
coming off his body.

“Yes,” she said. How could he be so calm
while she struggled to put together short answers? God, she wanted
him. Even his denying her didn’t do anything to stop the pulsing
building in her.

“Would you like to feel my cock? Feel how
much I want to be inside you?” He let his pants slip to the ground
and hooked his thumbs into the waistband of the boxer briefs that
barely contained him.

“Fuck yes, please,” she said. Her breathing
became lighter and she began to arch her back unconsciously.
“Please.”

“I know I said I’d control you, but I will
make you learn some self-control. You must not orgasm unless I
allow you to, understand?”

“Yes,” Alice said, but she didn’t think she
could manage. She released her breast and slowed the hand between
her legs, but she was so close.

“You will learn self-denial because I want
you to, Alice.” As Tobias spoke, he slid his underwear off and
revealed his large, thick cock before laying one of his hands on
her bare thigh. He wrapped the other around the base of his
erection.

His arousal and his touch were too much for
Alice as she unintentionally moved the base of her hand against her
clit. Her orgasm swept through her, stiffening and then releasing
her muscles as her pussy squeezed around her fingers.

She didn’t notice Tobias had undressed
completely until she came down, but the disappointment on his face
kept her from fully enjoying the view of his sculpted body.

“I doubted whether you would manage to
control yourself this first time, but I thought you would at least
last longer.”

Alice’s hazy mind had trouble processing the
words, but she knew she’d let him down. “I’m sorry. Please give me
another chance.” Failing him almost sent her into a panic and shook
her from her daze quickly. “Please.”

“Oh, I’m not done with you, Alice. I’m going
to punish you.” Excitement returned to his face and a wicked smile
parted his lips. He leaned in and drew one finger up her neck and
to her chin. Alice quivered, both afraid and turned on.

Punishment. What would that be like?

He stepped back from her and moved the chair,
giving her an opportunity to watch his now naked body. She
criticized herself for not trying to wait to finish. Another minute
and maybe she’d have been allowed to press a hand to his taut abs
or grip one of his biceps as she came.

The thought sent a tremor through her.

He turned to face her and Alice’s thoughts
went in two distinct directions: the gorgeous men of Classical art
and literature and the hot, wet throb lingering between her thighs.
Well, it had been lingering; it began to grow in intensity
again.

“Stand and face the desk, Alice.”

She complied eagerly.

“Hands on the desk.” She put her palms on the
varnished wood, bending slightly to do it. She waited for his
touch, vibrating in anticipation.

“Slide your hands towards my chair and bend
at your hips. Do not stop until your heels are off the ground. I
want to see that round ass of yours in the air.”

“Yes, Tobias,” she said. Enthralled and
unsure, Alice bent forward until her breasts pressed against the
desktop and she stood on tiptoe. What happened now?

“Grip the edge of the desk. You will keep
your hands there until I give you permission to move them. If this
goes well, I’ll tie you to the desk sometime.”

Bondage had never crossed her mind before,
not in a serious capacity at least. She started to consider it as
she took hold of the desk, but Tobias’s hands on her hips drove any
thought away.

Alice trembled as Tobias’s cock bumped her
ass. She couldn’t see it, but she recognized the heat and
insistence of it. Instinctually, she pushed against him, but he
shoved her forward roughly. She gasped as her thighs hit the desk.
Her excitement only grew.

Can he see how wet I am, how ready? Is he
looking?

She started to crane her neck to look back at
him.

“No, eyes forward. Now.” She locked her eyes
onto the desk’s wood grain. She could just make out her reflection
in the polished surface.

“Yes, Tobias.”

“I assume you’ve never been spanked before?
Not like this anyway.”

“Never, Tobias.”

“Excellent.” He slid his hands from her hips
to her ass and roamed over her curves. Tobias backed up and she
missed the head of his dick on her skin instantly, but the warm
circles traced by his hands helped distract her.

Now and again—on a schedule she wasn’t privy
to—he’d run the tip of one finger over the swollen, tender lips of
her pussy. As he toyed with her, Alice gripped the desk with white
knuckles and whimpered.

Tension filled her and begged for release she
knew only he could provide. Her nipples hardened painfully against
the desk’s surface, but she liked it and curved her back more to
push her breasts into the smooth wood.

When she lifted her ass higher, he spanked
her for the first time. Alice yelped as the impact jolted her
forward, tweaking her nipples further. Pain washed through her and
she bit her lip, gripping the desk harder still.

The pain scared her, but before she could say
“yellow”, arousal ripped through her. With the sting of his hand
came bright, hot pleasure.

Without a word, Tobias spanked her again and
again, giving attention to one cheek and then the other. After the
first smack, Alice didn’t yelp, she gasped and moaned on
impact.

At first, she tried to form thoughts. Am I
a masochist? How can I like this? Soon the rhythm he set
destroyed anything coherent. Instead, Alice found herself lost in
waves of pain and pleasure that left her sex dripping and
throbbing.

“Enjoying yourself?”

“Yes, fuck yes.” Her voice surprised her:
frantic and ragged. Alice heard need in his voice too, but she knew
she was closer to the edge and going over would be his call.

“Doesn’t seem like your punishment is feeling
like punishment then does it?”

Abruptly he stopped. As though he’d been
holding her up, Alice collapsed onto the desk; her wobbly knees no
longer able to support her. She laid her cheek against the cool
wood and gasped.

Catching her breath might be nice, but was he
stopping? It was the last thing in the world she wanted. Focusing
through the pangs of her desire, she saw Tobias go around the desk
and open a drawer.

The sight of the foil-wrapped condom he
pulled from it sent her heart pounding. A fresh wave of heat
thrummed between her legs.

“I wonder if you enjoyed your punishment
because you forgot what your good behavior could earn,” he said as
he rolled the condom down his shaft. “Would you like me to fuck you
now, in my office?”

She tore her gaze from his cock to his
handsome face with sweat beaded in his hair.

“Please fuck me, Tobias, please.”

He nodded and stroked her face before walking
back around the desk. She began to prop herself up, but his firm
hand between her shoulder blades pushed her back down.

“This position has worked so well for us,
Alice. Why change it now?”

He cupped her ass with his free hand for a
moment and his touch sent shocks through the flesh he’d made so
sensitive. She writhed as he squeezed her sore skin and muscle,
wanting to get away and wanting him to spank her again.

“You will have some bruises tomorrow,” he
said nonchalantly as he removed his hand and pressed the head of
his cock against her engorged clit. “Get into the position you were
in earlier.”

Alice moaned and pushed her hips up again
despite the tired ache in her feet and legs. If he would really
take her like this, she had to let him.

“Very nice. I like this angle much more.” He
ran the tip of his cock along her opening, still teasing her. Alice
longed to back up and feel him slip into her, but she knew she had
to wait. Impatience had cost her his touch earlier.

He moved his hand from her back upwards into
her now mussed hair and pulled lightly. She exhaled sharply at the
new pain and Tobias slid into her, filling her with his full
length.

Tobias pushed into her purposefully, finding
her most tender, sensitive spots with every thrust. Alice curled
her fingers against the desk and her toes against the carpet as she
gasped, another climax already building inside her.

Moving faster, he lost none of his intensity
and Tobias’s fervor echoed the earlier spanking. Every time his
hips met her ass, pain sang through her again in the same way, but
it was joined by the sensation of him pounding into her.

Tobias’s thrusts jolted her body against the
desk and her sweat-slick skin created a slippery friction that
thrilled Alice. She arched her back and lifted her body just enough
for her breasts to move more freely under her, gliding along the
hard surface. Tobias allowed her that liberty and maintained his
light tug on her hair until he slid his hand to her chest
instead.

She threw her head back as he made a circle
around her stiff nipple and moaned as he pinched it. Before she
could respond more, he’d moved to her other breast, making sure it
got equal attention.

His touch made her think of heat lightning in
heavy clouds, charging through her body from her curled toes to her
panting mouth, from her breasts to her clutching cunt. Alice
moaned, losing herself to the roughness of his hand against her
breast and the width of his cock spreading her swollen lips.

The hand not on her breast pushed into the
small of her back, forcing her into a more exaggerated arch and
moving her hips away from the table. Tobias’s next thrust brought
the underside of his cock into long, rubbing contact with her
clit.

Alice shoved herself back now, making sure
his cock made as much contact with her sensitive nub as possible.
Her vision clouded and the thrum in her core grew, quickened.

“Please let me come,” she said, hoping he
heard her. She couldn’t control the volume of her own voice
anymore, but Alice would do anything to be allowed to come with
this gorgeous man inside her. “Please.”

“Do it,” he said. “Touch yourself.” It was
the most he’d sounded like he was giving orders, his voice gruff
and deep. Hearing him, she didn’t need to touch herself.

Her orgasm crashed through her and she pulsed
around him, pulling him into her. She felt his release too, a new
heat, and it pushed her further, deepening her pleasure. She
screamed and gasped, tensing against the desk and against his
body.

Tobias moaned behind her and continued to
slide in and out of her until he’d finished. As he slipped from
her, Alice felt his body press against hers and she turned to see
him leaned into her, arms braced against the desk as he too caught
his breath.

The warmth of her orgasm still pooled inside
her and sent tremors throughout her body as she lowered herself to
the desk completely. She watched the way his abs expanded and
contracted as he panted and reveled in the heat of his body pressed
to her.

“It doesn’t feel at all like a job interview
now,” she said.

He chuckled and made eye contact with her for
the first time since this had begun. “I imagine that’s good news
for both of us.”

Closing his eyes briefly and taking one more
deep breath, Tobias pushed himself up and took a step away from
her. Although Alice enjoyed watching how every movement prompted
this or that muscle to flex, she missed his heat. But she didn’t
know if she could stand. Her body seemed so spent. How would she
walk back to the El?

Tobias ran a hand through his short blond
hair. “How do you feel? Beyond this not seeming like a job
interview that is.”

“Very tired,” she said. “Very, very
tired.”

“Not unusual. Can you sit up?”

Alice considered this for a moment and then
nodded. Curling up on the desk and sleeping had more appeal, but
coming hadn’t put a stop to this new desire to please Tobias.
Trembling, she lifted herself up and shifted into a seated
position, fighting the exhaustion that wanted to tug her to the
floor.

He stepped closer to her again and placed his
hands on her shoulders. The softness of his touch seemed odd now,
but she welcomed it in her tired state.

“You did very well, Alice.”

His approval filled her with warmth, not just
sexual but truly satisfactory. She’d pleased him.

“I am more certain in your promise as a
submissive, but what I have in mind will be much more intense than
today. Are you still willing to explore that?”

Sensible rejections again ran through her
mind, but she couldn’t deny the euphoria of letting Tobias dominate
her. If this was only the beginning, she couldn’t wait for next
time. “God, yes.”

“Good. I’m happy nothing scared you off.” He
squeezed her shoulders lightly.

Alice didn’t know what to make of his
affection now. She’d never dabbled in BDSM and had no clue if this
was normal or part of the Nielsen’s package. “So do I make a return
appointment on my way out?”

“Oh no, I think it’s safe to say we’ve found
a way for you to relieve your stress. One consultation seems to
have done the trick, no more need to go through the front
desk.”

“So what should I expect next time?”

Tobias smiled and cupped her chin as he had
earlier. “We’ll begin your training, Alice. Beyond that, there are
some things that should remain a surprise.”

“Yes, Tobias,” she said. The words sent
shivers through her.






















BLACKMAILING THE
HOMOPHOBE

 By Tabatha
Austin

 


As sales cubicle farms went, Randox
Industries wasn’t that bad. Although any time you described
something as ‘not that bad’ it usually meant it was that bad.

Opportunities when I started seemed limitless
as opposed to the day-to-day grind I endured now. All thanks to my
supervisor and homophobe, Robert Lay.

Physically, Robert’s a man any guy would
proudly fuck or get willing fucked by.

With salt-and-pepper hair just near the
fringe and sideburns, six foot plus thus letting him tower over
most guys, and a body that saw plenty of hours at the company gym,
he gave me a hard-on the first time I met him. Even his perpetual
stubble gave him a dangerous look as opposed to disheveled.
Although it’s hard to look like a bum in a Brooks Brother’s custom
suit.

Hell, I even got the vibe he might be gay
from the way he was staring me down. Boy was I wrong.

I’m not flamboyant in mannerisms. My voice
isn’t sing-songy like stereotypical characters you see on
television or books. I just have a look or aura that lets
everyone know I’m gay.

Believe me, I’ve stared in the mirror many
times, but nothing stands out to me even if the rest of the world
picks up on it. Sure my blond hair’s styled a bit—one does have to
show some fashion. There’s the stereotype that we’re all in great
shape and judging by my muscles, that’s another tell. I’m a bit
shorter than most men but that shouldn’t be a sign. Yet I give off
a vibe I love the cock be it in my mouth or in my ass.

For the most part, it’s served me well. Guys
approach me for sexual experiences and I don’t have to look. I
enjoy men I’d normally miss out on like that vacation to Cabo. Oh
how those brown skin boys could fuck. Just thinking about it makes
my cock grow hard. There’s just something about different colored
bodies overlapping each other in the heat of passion. Hell, you
don’t even have to speak the same language. Some things don’t need
the same tongue.

Unfortunately my uncontrollable broadcasting
alerts the homophobes. Especially the one I saw coming toward me in
my strategically placed mirror.

I swiveled and watched as our supervisor
Robert approached the other sales staff with weekly envelopes in
hand. “Tracy, Doug, Michael, Jennifer, Peter,” he paused at my
name. “Puller.”

My first name’s Mitch, you asshole.

He handed everyone their bonus checks. I got
mine last as usual. I tore open the end and half-heard the usual
motivational buzzword speech. Robert’s pep talk and threats of
firing under-performers sank into background noise. I looked at my
paycheck. One of my commissions wasn’t there.

I yelled out louder than intended. “Where is
it?”

The flat sound of Robert’s voice called out.
“Is there a problem Mr. Puller?”

I held up my check. “I don’t see all my
commissions.”

He frowned to the side looking bored. “Which
one do you believe is missing?”

“The Peterson account.”

His eyes looked up to the ceiling. “Ah, yes.
The one you claim you got.”

“The one I did get,” I said. I made sure to
keep my tone calm.

“You didn’t log it as yours. It’s open and it
falls to the head supervisor.”

Are you fucking kidding me?

He smiled at me. “Let that be a lesson. Don’t
be sloppy. Efficiency and procedure, always remember that.” He
turned away. “Ladies and gentlemen… Puller.” He grinned at my name.
“Enjoy your commissions. I know I will.”

I crumpled the check in my hand before
smoothing it out.

Damn it. That was over five hundred
dollars in commission. I took in a big lungful of air. The
office was cool, but it still felt hot going into my lungs.

I let my breath out slowly as a shadow fell
over my cubicle. I looked up. A familiar curly haired brunette
stood over me. Her arms rested on the cubicle wall.

“Hiya Jennifer,” I mumbled.

She looked behind—presumably to make sure
nobody was listening. “That really sucks. We’ve all forgotten to
put our names in that field once or twice.” She gave a small sad
smile. “He never took our commission though. I guess it’s
because…well, you know.”

“I like the cock,” I said sarcastically.

Her eyes widened. “Mitch!”

“Oh please,” I said. “You like it too.”

“Yeah, but he doesn’t take my checks.”
She bit her lip and looked around. “You know you could go to Human
Resources. I know some people who will back you up.”

“Why bother? He’s friends with the owner’s
son.”

She tilted her head in agreement.

“I already know what’s going to happen. I’ll
say something. They’ll investigate.” I mimed two air quotes.
“They’ll find he’s technically in the right and I’ll get
fired.”

“They can’t fire you for raising a
complaint.”

I thought about my last job with a similar
issue except my bully there was more physical. “No, but they’ll
find some other legal reason. All I have to do is be late by one
minute or not submit a form in triplicate then boom,” I snapped my
fingers to emphasize the point, “I’m gone.”

She shrugged. “If you change your mind, let
me know. I’ll get the crew to help.”

“Thanks,” I said softly. “That does mean
something.”

Damn, the commission was my rent. I could
delay payment but my next check had to be better. Simply trying
harder wouldn’t do. I needed something to increase my chances.

I could stay late and contact leads in
China and Russia. With the time difference most of our sales
queries were e-mailed. I could get more sales if I stayed later and
spoke to an actual human being. This time, I’d log them and send
screen-shots to my file server in case Robert tried anything.

 


* * *

 


Quitting time came and went and I was the
only one left in the office. Instead of the symphony of clicking
keys and conversation murmurs, I heard nothing but the overhead air
conditioning and my own movements. Every creak from my chair or
sound from the computer amplified in the evening quiet.

Officially there wasn’t anything against
staying late. Although Robert insisted people go home at five. I
never figured out why. For all the ‘motivational’ speeches we were
never asked or outright told to stay late. At previous jobs, our
supervisors made us stay so their departments looked good. Speaking
of which, I’m sure he was going to brag about ‘his sale’ to the
boss’s son.

The danger of a rule violation, even if
unspoken, went through my head. Without the other employees, he
could lay into me freely. That said, I could use technicalities as
well. There wasn’t anything in the employee handbook about staying
late and he never outright said go home. If he came by, I’d leave.
In the meantime, I’d be fishing for sales.

I picked up the phone and spoke in passable
Mandarin. A surprised male on the other end answered before I went
into my sales pitch. I repeated that over the next hour. When I
finished, I logged in ten calls and two commissions.

Gee, maybe I should do this more often.

Getting one sell out of ten inquiries is
considered good. I was doubling that.

“Hello rent money and maybe a trip to China,”
I said to myself. Might as well put my tongue to use—linguistically
and otherwise.

I transferred the screen-shots to my off-site
server and triple checked the commissions. They all had my name.
The door from the far side of the office creaked open. A man in his
late forties walked in. A dark green hoodie obscured most of his
face. I still saw the wrinkling of his forehead as he stared around
the office and then at me.

“Yes,” I said slowly. We’re fortunate enough
to not have robberies like some other industries. He didn’t look
like someone that would rob the place but I got a bad vibe from
him.

His voice was gruff when he spoke. “You one
of Lay’s boys?”

Lay’s boys? Yeah, I don’t think I’ll
ever be his boy. Might as well see what this is all about.

“Ya, I’m his boy.” The sarcasm wasn’t
noticeable to him.

He bit his lip and nodded. “He’s supposed to
be here. Where the hell is he?”

Well, what the hell do you want me to do
about it? I shrugged. “Working on a special project,” I
said.

“Oh good. We were wondering when we’d get
those plans.” His face relaxed at that bit of news. He pulled out a
small rectangular manila envelope. “Here’s the money, as agreed.”
He slapped it into my hand and looked at me. “Ya’ need to count it
or are we done?”

“Money?”

I stared at him for several heartbeats. “Uh
yeah, we’re done. I’ll give this to Mister Lay for the…”

“Plans,” he finished. “One half now and then
the rest upon delivery.”

“I’ll tell him.”

He nodded. “See that you do. My boss ain’t
the patient type if you get my drift.” He turned around. A black
gloved hand pulled on the door handle and he went out the door.

I stood there for several heartbeats thinking
about what happened. I already knew what it meant but the sheer
severity just froze me.

“Fuck! He’s selling company secrets. No
wonder he’s able to afford custom suits.” I held my hand up to my
mouth as I realized I said it out loud. I took a deep breath. Was I
just projecting? Sure I didn’t care for the guy but maybe I was
hoping he was a thief so he’d lose his job. There had to be another
reason, couldn’t there?

I opened the envelope and three short stacks
of one hundred dollar bills slid out. Each had a white paper ribbon
with “10,000” in a big bold font.

“Thirty thousand dollars?”

I swallowed at the lump in my throat. Any
official money—especially thirty thousand—was always cataloged with
multiple invoices. There are few reasons for nighttime monetary
deliveries—nobody needs to know. This was some high level
industrial espionage. What could I do? I accepted money from Mister
Delivery Thug. Seen in the wrong light, this involved me.

Robert’s relationship with the boss’s son
gave him credibility versus a simple sales jockey. This would
cement my position on Robert’s enemy list. Sure he didn’t like me
now, but this was different. If I went to the higher-ups with
accusations who knows how this would get twisted against me. Hell,
I was on camera taking money.

The camera!

The file server room was on the floor above
us. I took the back stairs just to make sure nobody saw me—even
though I hadn’t seen any employees since quitting time.

I was at the door when I realized I still had
the money with me. The area where my fingertips gripped the
envelope was moist from my sweat.

It’s a strange sensation to hold something so
valuable. Yes, I could drop it and not worry about breakage but I
never had anything worth thousands of dollars. I made decent money
but this was a big portion of my yearly salary. Robert was going to
get this and more when he delivered the plans.

I wanted to get rid of it and at the same
time, I wondered if there was a way to make this fall toward my
favor. I didn’t want anything to happen to the company. They might
be a bunch of stuck up suits—although what quality suits they were.
But they and the employees didn’t deserve to lose their jobs
because of one man.

Robert was the only one that ever did
anything rotten to me. Maybe I could blackmail him somehow. Hell, I
might even get the money and escape retribution.

Keep dreaming, I thought. At best you
have a thug mentioning Robert’s name and some vague plans. That
might look suspicious but Robert wasn’t a dummy. Egotistical, and
oh so fucking hot, but he’d find a way out and make me take the
fall.

Despite the name ‘server room’, we called it
the ‘server closet’. Nothing but an old cleaning closet filled with
beeping and humming file servers for camera storage and backups. I
wiped a bead of sweat off my forehead. Either the server closet was
hot, or I was nervous.

From what I remembered, every hour the data
synced. My watch showed five minutes till the next update.

I stopped the recording to let the last file
save. I transferred it over to my USB key-chain where I saved the
screen-shots of my sales in China.

Once that finished, I erased the file from
the computer. I know enough about computers to realize with enough
time and energy, even erased files are recoverable. Yet the more a
computer is used and new data saved, the less chance of
recovery.

I just realized I committed myself to what I
was going to do.

If I went to the owners, they’d check the
file server. They would ask why the video evidence wasn’t there.
Deletion and copying was a termination offense. Second, I was here
when the guy came by. Third, I didn’t know who Robert was selling
our company secrets to, but I was here late by myself and calling
China and Russia. Fourth, I was upset about my commission. The
whole sales team saw what happened.

Put all that together and you have a sales
jockey with revenge and means.

I need something more.

I went through the list of backups and
everyone’s computer who wasn’t a partner was on the list. Everyone
was there except for Robert. It made sense when you think about it.
If you sold company secrets, the last thing you want are
records.

I bit my lip. I couldn’t just pretend nothing
happened. The guy spoke with me and handed me money. If I pretended
I didn’t know anything, Robert would look for the video or contact
the guy to learn our exact conversation.

I didn’t think he’d kill me. I also
didn’t think he sold company secrets. People have killed for less
than thirty thousand. Besides, it wasn’t just thirty
thousand. Mister Delivery Thug promised another payment. With the
custom suits, gold watches, and what little I saw of his office,
Robert made serious money. This little side project of his had to
be a major moneymaker.

My stomach churned at the thought. My initial
concern was to keep my job but now, my life was in danger.

The next backup cycle went and my video
wasn’t with it. The only proof was in my key-chain drive. It wasn’t
enough. If his computer wasn’t in the backup list, evidence of
espionage was on it.

I slid my hands back and forth over each
other to remove the sweat. Before tonight, I tried to blend in the
shadows and not antagonize Robert or just remind him I was there to
berate. Now, I was going to do something I never thought I’d
do—break into his office and see what he had on his computer. I
wiped my hands again.

I exited the server room or broom closet
depending on your point of view. Outside, the air conditioning vent
blew in my face. I stood there for a few breaths letting cool air
bring my body temperature down.

As much as I enjoyed the fresh cooling air,
it wouldn’t do for security to find me standing there.

I took slow steady steps toward Robert’s
office. The creak of my shoes against the flooring or the shaking
of the walls was a potential alarm for someone to come and
investigate. Maybe I was feeling paranoid and over cautious.
Although, considering what I was about to do, caution was
needed.

I gave a tentative turn on the door handle
and the door opened. My eyebrow went up in surprise. For somebody
who was selling company secrets, you think he would remember to
lock the door. I walked in and the motion controls turned on the
overhead light.

If I needed circumstantial evidence to prove
Robert was up to something nefarious, all I had to do was look
around his office.

The floors were dark bamboo. His desk was one
of those heavy thick and wide deep red burgundy antique pieces. I
wasn’t sure what century it was from but it was an antique.
Instead of the typical cubicle furniture, a red leather seat sat
behind the desk. The smell of leather and wood mixed. The
decorations were something typically seen in the partner offices
and not somebody who was merely a manager.

How much money are you making?

I closed the door behind me. Unless I made a
lot of noise, nobody was going to check the office. Just for good
measure, I turned off the light and used my cell phone as a
makeshift flashlight.

I walked over to the computer. A gentle
electronic hum resounded from it. It was on but I didn’t see
anything after moving the mouse. My brow wrinkled in confusion. For
some reason the computer was on but the monitor was off. I turned
on the monitor and hoped for something I could quickly find.

I didn’t see any open applications. For
others, that might represent a problem. They wouldn’t know where to
look for incriminating evidence. Most new computers helpfully show
the latest files accessed. I hovered over the word processing
application and navigated to that folder directory. I copied
everything within the folder then did a date search of everything
created within the last few days.

A random assortment of files came up
including all the text files. None of the text files stood out as
particularly glaring but something else did.

The hell?

Within the list was a list of bookmarks and
image files. My eyes widened as the bookmarks took me to a familiar
website.

You’re fucking kidding me!

On the splash page was a large—in every sense
of the word—muscular black man. His thick veiny cock stretched out
the mouth of a short blond wide-eyed twink. I gave a slight
smile.

I was right.

In the right light, it looked like me. Later
tonight it would be me in my imagination. I’d wrap my hand around
my cock and imagine him burying his dick deep in my ass. In the
meantime, this was an interesting development.

Was it that simple—all the hostility because
he’s a self-hating homophobe?

Most of the photos were of young blond guys
fucking other men. Typically it was the other way around. When
you’re short, you tend to be the one with the dick in your ass or
sucking off some guy with several inches on you—take that however
you like.

I’m okay with it. Inches of cock thrust in
your ass feels good—damn good. I’m not going to turn it
down. Hell, a nice juicy cock in the mouth is its own reward. It’s
an incredible rush of power to make a man scream and moan in
delight as you bob up and down on his stick. He’ll scream, moan,
and grab at the sheets while you take in the flavor of his meat
before he explodes in your mouth.

I let out a little shaky sigh as my cock
stiffened. Yes it was fun, but I needed to switch things up. Let
me come inside someone as I bury my cock into their ass. At
over eight inches and a respectful thickness it needed use.

No time to think about that right now. I
turned the monitor off and went back to the server closet. Each
nervous step sent vibrations though the walls sure to notify
someone of my presence.

I pushed the USB stick against the computer,
turned it around, and as expected it fit on the third try. The
transfer of the files to my stick and off-site server started.

I took another moment to look at the photos.
All young blond men don’t look alike but the guy in the photos was
very similar to me. If you wanted a masturbation aid of me and
didn’t have a photo, those photos would do.

Was he jacking off to me in his office?

I shook the thought away. Now it was time to
take care of the money. I stood up on the chair, pushed a ceiling
tile up and left the envelope there. I frowned when I closed the
tile.

Part of me wanted to take the envelope home.
Thirty thousand would buy time to find another job but I wasn’t
untraceable. Robert had my mailing address, Social Security number,
and who knows what else. Besides I didn’t want to leave this city
nor be on the run for the rest of my life. Thirty thousand is a
lot, but it’s not worth a life.

For now, the money was in a safe spot until I
reached a decision.

The last of the files transferred and I let
out a sigh. If something happened to my USB stick, they were still
off-site. I’d go home and see what I found. Think about what to do
for a few hours, sleep on my decision, and wake up with some sort
of solution.

Now it was time to get out. I opened the door
and jogged down the side steps. The metal railways vibrated with
each jarring jump of my body. I opened the door and saw Robert
standing next to my cubicle. I let out a loud gasp. He turned
around.

If there was a look that combined the emotion
of anger and surprise, Robert had it.

He looked at my office and then back to me.
“What in the hell are you doing here?”

“Late night sales to make up for the
commission.”

He stared at me. I kept my face neutral to
not betray what I knew and stared back.

God, even though he was an asshole there was
just something so fuckable about him. Blame genetics, body
chemistry, or just plain human instinct for fucking. I despised
him—perhaps even hated—yet I wanted to fuck him so bad.

The tailored suit from earlier was gone. He
wore a simple cream colored shirt with the sleeves rolled up. Even
that bit of flesh was enough to show the promise of more
muscles.

The fabric near his stomach flowed loosely
due to lack of belly fat. Sometimes if you’re good, you can imagine
someone’s naked body under his clothing. I was definitely imagining
that. He seemed the type to have a nice tuft of chest hair. Just
the kind you love to play with when you’re resting side by side
after a marathon fuck-fest.

“Puller!”

I blinked and stared back.

“I asked you a question. Did anyone drop off
anything?”

“Like what?”

His tone was sharp and to the point. “Does it
matter? Do you have so many damn deliveries tonight you need to
know which one?” His finger snapped. “Answer me Puller!”

In the overall scheme of things, it was such
a little thing. I’ve been treated worse in my life. Having somebody
snap his fingers like I was a dog didn’t approach the tragedies
I’ve experienced.

It was a catalyst—an action that causes
everything else to react. The one tip of the domino, the spark that
lights the dynamite, or in this case for me to say I had
enough.

He snapped a few more times as he waited for
my answer.

I reached up and stopped the finger snapping.
My hand squeezed his thumb and finger hard and I continued to
press.

His eyes grew wide. I had no idea if it was
the impertinence, the shock at seeing little ol’ me stand up for
myself, or just the sheer unlikeness of that happening.

He tugged at his fingers but they stayed
within my gripped hand. He worked out but I had muscles too. My
forearms and hands were stronger from all the hand jobs I’d
given.

“One,” I said evenly. “That’s the last
time you ever snap your fingers at me.” I released my grip.

He pulled them away and pursed his lips.

“I could break you…you little
fairy.”

I smiled and let out a short low laugh.

“Fairy? Yeah. I’m a fairy. Little Mitch here
likes the cock. I love it in my ass. I love the taste as it
explodes in my mouth and I swallow all that salty goodness down my
throat.”

His face distorted into revulsion.

“I’m also a fairy with proof of your little
industrial espionage and your thirty thousand.”

He lunged forward and grabbed the top of my
shirt. I shot my head forward and hit him in the nose. It wasn’t
enough to seriously injure him but enough to give a message.

“I could kill you,” he said between pants
while rubbing his nose.

“Maybe,” I said. “Although, don’t you think
the little fairy knows how to fight by now? You’re dealing with
someone who works out. You’re not the first guy to threaten to kick
my ass. I’m still here. Who’s the one with a hurt nose?”

I could tell he was evaluating the chances in
his head. I had to make the next part stick hard.

“Even if you could do something to me, what’s
going to happen to all that evidence I’ve been saving?”

His nostrils flared. “You don’t have any
proof.”

“I have thirty thousand worth proof. I
obviously know that something’s going on. Do you really think I
would tell you without some sort of insurance?”

“What do you mean?” The reply was slow and
drawn out.

“You heard of a Dead Man’s Switch? Trains use
it to automatically apply the brakes if something happens to the
engineer.”

His eyes closed at my explanation.

“In this case if something happens to me, all
the evidence goes out. Who do you think will be the number one
suspect if I go missing?”

“It’s not like you’ll enjoy being dead,” he
said through clenched teeth.

“Nor you in jail.”

We stared at each other for a few heartbeats.
Neither one of us said anything. We both knew a power-play would be
decided within the next few moments. Either I’d have my upper hand,
or I’d see what Robert did when pressed in a corner. My heartbeat
faster at that thought. Even my dick got hard and pressed against
my underwear and I imagined him reacting with primal fury. Funny
how fear can make you horny.

I played my last card.

“Jail might not be so bad. Although, you
can’t visit your favorite websites.”

The color drained from his face.

“And you won’t have cute blond-haired twinks
around. They tend to be the rougher sort.”

He closed his eyes and let out a long breath.
“What do you want?” The tone was flat.

Funny, industrial espionage wasn’t enough but
revealing he was queer did it.

I bit my lip. “That’s a good question. It
seems to me, you’ll do anything to get that money and
evidence.”

I walked around him taking my time as I
looked him over. Damn, he was built. An arrogant asshole sure but
damn he was fine.

I walked back in front of him taking a good
look at his face. His mouth was even, neither frowning nor smiling
but the downward slope of his eyebrows told everything.

He hated and feared me. Was it the sheer
audacity of a subordinate rising up? Did he hate me for being gay?
Was it because I was out and he was still in the closet? With all
that money and power, the lowly sales jockey had something he
couldn’t buy—the ability to be out and proud. I lived my life as I
saw fit and he hated what I represented. A reminder of what could
have been. I was sure of it.

“It’s no secret I’m upset you stole my
commission.” I circled around him again and traced a finger along
his back as I walked around. The fine fabric slid along his back
muscles as I pressed. He flinched to my touch but did nothing
more.

Oh yeah, he’s mine.

“I won’t lie. I need money but the sheer
arrogance of taking somebody’s commission—especially in front of
everybody.” My head shook in disapproval. “Who in the hell do you
think you are?”

He opened his mouth as if to say something
and then closed it. His nostrils flared out and the sound of his
breathing was audible.

“What do I want?” I stared at him for several
heartbeats. “I want you to feel what it’s like to be powerless. To
know someone holds power over you—inappropriate power.
Realize there’s nothing and I mean nothing you can do about it
because you’ve already made your choice to give in.”

His lip pursed as he looked at me. I never
saw such anger in my life. The rational part of my brain told me
that I was being foolish and if pressed too much he’d react like a
wild animal trapped in a corner. The egotistical part of my brain
was getting off on the power. I won’t lie. I used to fantasize
about letting him have it but never in my wildest dreams did I ever
imagine what I had planned.

My fingertips rubbed the fabric of his pants
making sure to touch near his crotch. He jumped slightly yet stood
there telling me he’d made his decision to copulate.

“That’s nice material. I always wondered how
you could afford such things. Surely, they didn’t pay you
that much.” I grinned and looked up into his eyes. Sure he
was taller, but I had the upper hand. “Guess selling company
secrets is profitable?”

He frowned and looked away.

“So many secrets Robert.” My lips pursed and
I gave him a fake look of sympathy. “I bet it’s got you all wound
up inside.” I stood in front of him so he could study my face.
“Speaking of secrets. It’s telling so many of those photos have
guys who look like me.”

His eyes widened. Either he just realized or
I discovered a secret within a secret.

I pressed my fingers lightly against his
crotch. I grinned at what I found.

Fucker’s hard!

I spoke in a sing-song voice just to drive
home the point. “Damn Robert! Don’t tell me the little fairy got
you hard? When the lights are low and nobody’s around, do you
imagine you and me together? Fucking hard with sweat pouring off
our bodies?”

He shook his head violently. “I’d never
fantasize about you.”

“Right,” I said with a drawn out tone. “One
commonality in all those photos is young blond men.” I squeezed at
his crotch in time to each word. “Just-like-me.”

I pulled at his belt and he let out a little
yelp. “What? No sounds of protest? You’re just going to let the
little fairy have his way with you? God, what a pussy.” I smiled.
“You know what happens to pussies right?”

His voice was shaky when he spoke.
“What?”

I lowered my voice to a whisper. “They get
pounded. The one here gets pounded hard by little blond guys with
big dicks.”

He shook his head several times. “No. I
can’t. I’m not like that.”

“Sure you are. The photos say otherwise.” I
stressed the next part. “I have the photos. Hell, I come in
everyday and do things I don’t want to do but I do them. Like I
said, I want you to feel what that’s like.”

I tugged hard at his shirt. “Take it
off.”

“Someone might come by.”

“Funny how you aren’t telling me to fuck off.
You’re wondering if someone might come in. You want the cock as
much as I do.”

He pursed his lip and shook his head. “No. I
don’t.” The little quiver in his voice made it sound less than
sincere.

“If you’re worried about someone coming in,
then you better get this over with. It’s either that or everyone
will know your secrets and I mean all of them.”

He closed his eyes and started unbuttoning
his shirt. Each pull revealed more of his tanned skin and the
suspected curly chest hair. I was right.

With each button pull his facial expressions
transformed into something else. The look of hate and disdain
disappeared. A man resigned to his fate took its place.

He folded his shirt and placed it over the
cubicle wall next to my name.

Well I definitely had a talent for
guesstimating a man’s body under his clothes. His body wasn’t as
lean as a swimmer but not as massive as a professional baseball
player—just nice lean muscles. They were to be admired but they
could hurt me if I pressed the wrong buttons. I sucked in a huge
breath full of air.

I’ve been with larger guys before. It can be
scary to have a muscle-bound bodybuilder pound their dick into you.
Now I was going to do it to him. I knew it and I’m sure he
suspected it as well.

“You have a nice body,” I said.

“Thank you.”

I shook my head. “Oh no. That won’t do. How
do we address our superiors in this office? Remember the reprimand
you gave me?”

He grimaced. “Thank you, sir.”

There wasn’t respect in the tone but that was
fine. Making him say it was victory for now.

I look down and gestured toward his clothing.
“Your pants”

He shook his head slightly. “Please. Please
sir?”

“No. You’re mine to do with as I please. What
I want is for you to get naked.”

He looked back toward the door at the front
of the office. “Someone could come in…sir.”

“Then that’s incentive to hurry up.
‘Efficiency and Procedure’ remember?”

Hearing his tag line made him frown slightly,
but he took off his pants and shoes.

There’s just something ridiculous about
some men in their underwear with nothing but black socks.
Most men look comical but damn if he wasn’t pulling it off. He just
looked too good. Some men work out and concentrate on their chest
and arms but he didn’t neglect his legs. Calf muscles flared out.
His whole body was taut. I looked up and saw his legs grow
gradually thicker with muscles. A fine patch of brown hair started
around his knees and continued to his crotch.

I stared at his underwear and his obvious
bulge.

“I guess real life is too much for you? Do
you get this excited on-line?”

“No.” The answer was too quick.

“But you do get excited. How many
times have you sat in your office, logged into…” I whispered the
website address into his ear. “Then found a video or photo of a
nice blond guy to jack off to while everyone else is working?”

He let out a long sigh of air. “A few times,”
he whispered.

“There. Was that so hard?” I looked down.
“Not talking about your cock of course.”

If you had seen Robert from the back, you
wouldn’t have known it was the same man who regularly berated me
and even took my commission. Besides the obvious hold I had to him
via the blackmail, I stripped him of what little dignity he had
left—literally.

Clothes do make the man. A simple glance can
tell you how much someone makes, what they do, and even aspects of
their personality. I stripped away the expensive clothing leaving
nothing but a practically naked man in front of me. Not only in
front but in full view of anybody who might come through. I took
away his status and personality. I turned him into someone
vulnerable.

My hands rubbed the bulge of my hard cock.
“I’m sure you know what’s coming.”

He nodded slightly. “If uh…if we…” He took a
deep breath. “If we do this, will you tell?”

“Happy people have less reason to tell,” I
whispered. “It’s in your best interest to make me happy.”

He looked worried and I could tell that he
didn’t like my answer. He was an analytical guy used to numbers in
spreadsheets and specific ways of doing things. Besides the
obviousness of having the gay guy dominate him, I knew he didn’t
like the ambiguity of the situation.

Let’s see what I could do to remove any
ambiguity.

I pulled at the belt to my pants. I undid the
buttons and pulled down on the zipper. The sound went through the
office.

I looked at Robert. His chest went up and
down quickly.

“Please don’t… Sir?”

I shook my head. I pulled my pants down just
enough to get my dick out. A small momentary feeling of regret
washed over before I reminded myself this was a man who stole
secrets. He could cost hundreds of people their job if the company
went under. Hell, I was doing him a favor in a roundabout way. In a
few seconds, he’d have my dick in his mouth and couldn’t deny who
he was any more.

“Kneel,” I shouted.

“I can’t.”

I stared at him. “If I have to ask again, I
will be unhappy. Happy people have less reason to tell, remember?
What do you think unhappy people do?”

He nodded quickly and complied.

If it was possible to come from a power trip,
I would’ve done it already and all over his face.

This morning, he was my superior and had the
power to make my life a living hell which he used. He passed me up
for promotion—even though my sales were high, lost my vacation
requests and withheld paychecks due to ‘accounting errors’. That’s
all in addition to today.

His theft of my commission reached into my
personal life and almost ruined that as well. I nearly lost my
apartment because of him. Now he was on the floor, almost naked and
about to take my eight inch dick in his mouth.

He looked at my cock and then up. “I’m not
gay you know.”

I laughed and added emotion to it driving his
humiliation deeper. Every week at the clubs or on vacation, there’s
always that one guy who’s straight ninety nine percent of the time.
When nobody’s around, they’re taking cock up the ass or sucking off
multiple guys. Hell, they do things most gay guys don’t do. Making
up for lost time I guess. So yeah, they’ll have a group of guys
come on their face, but they aren’t gay. Whatever.

“If you say so Robby,” I slapped the side of
his jaw with my cock. “Straight, gay, bisexual or whatever, you’re
still going to suck my cock, aren’t you?”

He hesitated and nodded slightly. “If I have
to.”

“Then get to it or are you a liar and
a thief?”

I heard a little moan and a long breath of
air hit my cock. I just stood there making sure I didn’t touch him
at all—at least with anything besides my dick. Morning would come
and I wanted him to remember I didn’t grab his head, shove my dick
inside his mouth by surprise or do anything else. He was going to
open his mouth by himself and take me in willingly—as much as he
could given the circumstances.

His tongue touched the end of my cock and his
lips followed. I closed my eyes and let out a long satisfactory
sigh. How many people all over the planet wished they could make
their boss do this? Here I was living the dream with my cock in my
boss’s mouth. I felt like I could do anything and right now I felt
like making him give me a blow-job.

His tongue ran along the bottom of my shaft.
The saliva trail left a cool feeling amplified by the air
conditioning. He moved on to other areas without any prompting. His
tongue licked my glans and then went to my balls.

I grabbed his hair. “Eager little thing
aren’t you? Who’s pleasing who here?”

“I’m just doing it because I have to,” he
mumbled.

I laughed and pushed him back toward my cock.
“Whatever you say TwinkFan29. Bet you would love this for
your collection.”

His head started to pop back and forth and my
wet glistening dick slid in and out of his mouth. The tempo
increased and every once in a while, my dick slid out of his mouth.
Without instruction, he’d take it and suck it back in.

His panting increased in volume and his hand
went around my cock. He squeezed and gave me licks along the head
of my cock.

My eyes rolled back from the sensation of his
tongue treating my cock like an ice cream cone.

He must have noticed my reaction. “I’m just
trying to get this over with.” The tone was impertinent like
someone ordered to eat their vegetables. I have something for
you to eat in a moment, I thought.

“Well, you’re definitely eager for something.
What is it?” I stroked the top of his head brushing his hair back
with every stroke of my cock into his mouth. “Eager for me to come
in your mouth? Is that what you’re wanting?”

He let out a small moan neither an
affirmative nor denial. “You already tasted my pre-cum. What’s a
mouthful at this point?”

He gave my cock a long suck before letting it
go out of his mouth. “Please don’t…sir.”

I let out a small laugh. The so called
straights were so similar. Even when you were fucking one, they
just had to hold on to that bit of pride. That little voice that
told them they weren’t really gay. It was just one night.
They were drunk and they would never do it again until you saw them
months later ready for another night in boy town. I wasn’t going to
let him have his excuse.

“I’m not making you do anything you don’t
really want inside. You love the taste of this fairy’s cock in your
mouth. Even now the taste of my salty brine is in your mouth and
you love it.”

I held the back of his head with my hand. He
probably could have pulled away but he didn’t. “Ever had fairy cum
in your mouth Robby?” It was such an outdated insult but I used it
anyway against him. I gave him another thrust as I buried myself
into his mouth to prod along his answer.

The moan told me no.

“Well, get ready.” I held his head tight with
both hands and proceeded to face fuck him as my hips bucked back
and forth. My slick spit and pre-cum covered dick slid in and out
of his mouth. He coughed as my cock hit the back of his throat.
“Don’t you dare spill any when it comes,” I screamed.

I couldn’t contain the sneeze of my orgasm
anymore and shot my load into his mouth. Physically it wasn’t the
best blow job I ever had. Mentally, I’ve never had better. Oh my
god, there was nothing better than knowing I was coming into his
mouth. Every hot spurt of cum was mine and going into him. Cum he
had to swallow.

I pressed my groin hard against him. The
thrusts from my crotch were shorter but just as powerful as final
almost violent shots of cum landed along his tongue. I panted hard
and pulled out an instant before my final shot. It went against all
my instincts. There’s nothing I wanted more than to have my cock
buried deep into his mouth as I gave my final shot. But I wanted to
do this one thing to solidify my dominance.

One final shot of cum landed on his face. He
closed his eyes in reflex.

“There. Just like in the photos,” I said
between deep breaths of air. “You give a damn fine blow-job Robby.
Guess all those videos paid off.”

He spoke quietly. “Thank you sir.”

I pointed to the dollop of cum on his face.
“You might want to take care of that.”

He ran a finger and scooped it up. He held it
up and looked at it.

“Go for it,” I said. “What’s another splash
of cum at this point?”

He closed his eyes and sucked slowly at his
finger. I grinned at his expression. He reminded me of those rich
guys at a restaurant sampling wine—except he didn’t spit it out. He
licked it all and looked up at me expectedly.

“Is that it, sir?”

“I don’t think my slave has been properly
punished.”

He looked up. His eyes were wide, and I saw
his nostrils flare from rabid breathing.

“You need a final lesson.” I pointed to my
desk. “Get my hand cream on my desk and bend over.”

He looked at my desk and then back to me.
“No. I can’t.”

I repeated my instructions. “You will or
else. Tonight you’re mine to do with as I see fit. What I see fit
is for me to stick my eight inch cock in your ass and make you
scream.”

“I don’t want to.”

His volume was low, and he didn’t have the
confident tone people use when they are certain about
something.

Even now, I could tell he wanted me to force
him. Part of his brain refused to admit what he wanted. Like
before, I wasn’t going to give it to him. I wanted morning to come
and him remember how willing and even eager he was to
participate.

“And yet you will,” I said flatly. “I know
you imagine a cock in your ass from time to time. I see guys like
you all the time in the club. You have the same look they do.”

He pursed his lips and shook his head.

“That’s not true. I’m not like you.”

I laughed. “Says the man with cum in his
mouth.”

He held out the finger used to scoop up the
cum off his face and just stared.

I looked over to my desk. “I won’t ask
again.”

“What if someone sees?”

“Then it’s a good incentive for you to hurry
up. Efficiency remember?”

He nodded and walked as best he could with
his underwear around his ankles. His dick bobbed with each little
step as he made his way over to my desk. He handed me the cream.
“Will this hurt?”

I smiled. “It usually does.”

I let that sink in for a moment. “I’ll do
what I can to make it easy.” Perhaps I was being a little too nice
to him. Then again, I was built down there. My cock was too much
even for some experienced guys. Sticking it into Tight Ass’s tight
ass would hurt. Maybe it was pride. On some level I wanted
him to remember the pleasure of an amazing fuck. Pain’s easy to do.
Any guy with a big dick can give pain. A good lover gives his sub
pleasure as well.

I slapped his ass.

His ass was rock solid. Damn, if he ever got
over his homophobia, he’d rule at the gay clubs. Lots of young men
would love an older daddy to fuck.

Maybe I’ll help him get there.

I squirted the hand cream into my open palm
and rubbed it between his ass cheeks. “This is more than you
deserve you know.” I touched his opening with my cream covered
finger. He immediately flinched. I paused to let him get used to
the feeling of my finger in his ass. I slowly moved back and forth
with my finger rubbing his star.

A low admiring moan escaped his lips.

“Feels good doesn’t it?”

He shook his head. I heard a sigh afterward.
“Yes.”

“Just wait until it goes deeper into you.” I
waited for him to start breathing normal again and I pushed my
finger slowly against his opening. His body grew still. It was more
than he deserved but I let him get used to it before I pressed
deeper with my finger. I rocked my hand back and forth feeling the
tightness of his ass around my finger. Eventually he rocked back
causing my finger to go deeper than I intended.

“Oh god,” he screamed. “That feels...”

“Good?”

He nodded slowly.

I laughed. “Just wait until my cock gets into
you.” I squirted two squeezes of hand cream around his opening.
Each forward thrust of my finger made a squishy sound as the cream
went in and out of his ass.

His head looked up and I heard a low
continual moan.

I knew that position. He was ready for a cock
in the ass. Hell I did it too sometimes.

With one quick motion, I pulled my finger out
and pushed my erect cock between his ass cheeks.

I let out a long breath of air. Sex—there’s
nothing like it. So many emotions mix when you’re fucking someone
or fucked by them. In most cases I’m the one that’s penetrated and
there’s a certain amount of power in that. Nothing like knowing
someone wants you so bad and you’re giving them their fantasy.

On the flip side, it’s damn nice to bury your
dick inside someone and use them to please you. You can go fast,
slow, deep or whatever and they just take it. Hell, they beg you to
use them. This morning I let him steal my commission, now I was
fucking him after he swallowed a mouth full of my cum. I swear I my
dick grew larger at the thought. Poor Robert. My dick was already
huge. Now he was going to take in more.

I pressed against his ring. Besides my
finger, he had a virgin asshole. The key word here is had.
Even with the tightness of his ring, my dick pressed deeper into
his ass. It was simply too slick to prevent me from burying myself
inside him—and I did.

He screamed out. “Oh! It…feels…”

I pressed in deeper. “Hurts so good
Robby?”

He didn’t say anything for a few thrusts. He
pushed back onto my cock. “Both, I think.”

I rocked forward again and more of my cock
went inside his ass. He let out another moan and pounded at my desk
with one free hand. The constant banging from his hand and my
thrusting shook the cubicle walls. The thumping grew in intensity
as I increased the tempo.

His hand went around his cock and he jerked
outward every time I buried myself in him.

The sound of my breathing grew in volume and
mixed with his heavy panting. I yelled out. “You love my cock in
your ass don’t you?”

He nodded.

“Not good enough. Say it.” I pushed as hard
as I could to prod him along.

“I love it,” he mumbled.

“Louder,” I screamed. I gave a thrust with
each word. “Make-me-believe-it!”

“I love your cock in my ass,” he
screamed.

My hands wrapped around his waist and pulled
him tight against me. “I’m coming,” I yelled.

He let out of loud moan and I saw spurts of
his cum shoot on to my carpet.

I let out a scream and unloaded my cum into
his ass. My vision blurred as I slammed myself against his tight
ass. Each thrust of my body shoved him hard against the desk. The
walls shook and one of the photos fell off the wall.

“You’re bringing down the house Robby!”

Aftershocks went through my dick as I
continued to shoot cum into his ass. I pulled him hard against me.
My dick continued to shoot hot spunk inside his ass as I held
myself against his back. I listened to his rapid heartbeats while I
caught my breath. After a while they matched in rhythm.

The last of the aftershocks came and I waited
until my breath normalized. All the while, I kept my dick in him. I
wanted him to stay there and think about my cock in his ass. The
moment was over but he just stood there while I kept my dick inside
him. He’d remember that in the morning as well.

I gave him a slap on the back and pulled my
cream and spunk covered cock out of him. He let out a shiver as my
cock rubbed against any final sensitive areas.

I wiped off the last of my spunk with my hand
and held it out to him. He looked at my hand and licked whatever
was left on my fingers.

“Good boy,” I said in my most patronizing
tone. “I’m very pleased with how well you did. You’re so
efficient.”

He looked down at the floor. Even though he
was taller than me the power dynamic was obvious from his
stance.

“You’re going to get dressed and let me have
my commission back.”

He nodded and gave a slight frown. “And
then?”

“I’ll decide.” I leaned in and whispered the
next part. “I’m sure you’ll go home and part of your brain—the one
that pretends it doesn’t like cock—will wonder about tonight. Hell,
you may even want to get even with me. Just remember I have the
evidence.”

He nodded.

I had already gotten off on the power play
and something just told me I had to give him a reminder. Although,
I knew he was mostly beaten. He didn’t even ask for the money as he
walked out of my office.

I took the back stairs and got the envelope
full of money. With the new power dynamic, I had so many
possibilities just like I thought I did when I first started work
at Randox Industries.

Now the big question. What would I do
tomorrow?

Anything I want, I thought.
Anything at all.






















MORE THAN JUST FRIENDS: COLLEGE
CARESSES


By J.N. Cara

 


For the second time that morning, I found
myself with my back pressed against the door of my
apartment—luxuriating in the feel of rough lips against my
throat—accompanied by a low growl of contentment that sparked my
arousal.

“Wai…wait,” I panted doing little to stall
his playful nips. His mouth now at my earlobe, exhaled hot breath
against my skin as he slowly began to slide a hand past my loose
bath robe and into my boxers.

“You don’t feel like you want me to wait,” he
chuckled into my ear as he wrapped his hand around my half hard
dick, and began moving his fist in a steady slow stroke.

I thrust my cock up into his hand, reaching
up to grab his hair, and pull his head away from my neck for a
forceful kiss.

“I need to,” I gasped in-between kisses,
“…get changed,” I said as I wrapped my arms around his neck. “And
you need to get to class,” I exhaled in one breath, barely above a
whisper.

“What on EARTH!” I startled at the
interruption of Marco’s voice resonating through the apartment,
hitting my head against the front door in my haste to back away
from Jude. Or was it James?

“Seriously? Fucking against the front door?”
Marco said incredulously as he wandered towards the kitchen, having
just emerged from his bedroom. “You have a perfectly good room
right there,” Marco jabbed a finger in the direction of my own
bedroom. My lover and I looked at each other for a moment, then
burst out into laughter.

“I thought you were still asleep?” I asked,
rearranging my bathrobe and boxers around my still hard dick, as I
wandered over to the kitchen. Marco scoffed as he began to prepare
his morning cup of coffee.

“I’m sure you did,” Marco said tartly,
raising a skeptical eyebrow. “Well, aren’t you going to introduce
us?” He looked over my shoulder at my overnight guest, pinning him
with an unwelcome glare. I spun around to face him, my brow
furrowed as I struggled to recall my one night stand’s name.

I turned to face our guest. “I would like you
to meet Marco,” I began, stalling for time as I mentally ran
through every faintly familiar sounding male name beginning with
the letter J. “Marco is a great singer,” I babbled.

Marco crisply interrupted. “A fantastic
singer,” he said, with an imaginary flick of his hair. I ignored
Marco’s quip.

“And as you have just witnessed, he is also a
bit of a diva,” I concluded.

My guest—who I’d decided on nicknaming ‘J’
for the time being—made his way over with a hand outstretched to
Marco. “Hi,” J grinned and I breathed a silent sigh of relief. It
seemed as though J was going to save me the trouble and introduce
himself.

“My name’s Jack. I’m an arts major,” Jack
said with a boyish grin. “Pleased to meet you,” Jack said, smiling
easily.

Jack’s light colored eyes glinted with
laughter as Marco gingerly grasped his hand, giving it a short but
brusque shake.

“So how did you two meet?” Marco asked over
the rim of his cup, as he began to sip his freshly brewed cup of
coffee.

“The usual,” Jack replied playfully despite
Marco’s clearly hostile attitude. “Our eyes met across the room,”
Jack grinned at me.

Jack and I had met at a party last night,
held in one of my college classmates dorm rooms. Jack was right—our
eyes did meet across the room—and after a few drinks, so did other
parts of our bodies.

“Amongst other things,” Marco retorted and
for a brief moment I wondered if he had read my mind. I shook away
that thought, focusing instead on Marco’s bad attitude towards
Jack.

“Marco,” I chastened him, not understanding
where his antagonism was coming from. “There is no need to be rude
man.”

Marco took in a sizable inhale before rolling
his eyes. “I apologize Jack,” he said placing his coffee cup down
on the kitchen counter, not sounding very sorry at all. “I tend to
be a bit grouchy first thing in the morning before my ritual cup.
Besides,” Marco switched his gaze from Jack to me, “don’t you have
to go and pick up someone soon? In, oh say, about an hour?”

I gave Marco a peculiar look. “Yes. I know I
need to go and pick up Jon. I did not forget,” I said giving Marco
a hard stare.

“Who’s Jon?” Jack asked from behind me.

“A friend…our friend,” I stumbled, but soon
gained my verbal balance. “He’s a close friend that I’ve known ever
since high school.”

I could feel a smile begin to spread across
my face, at the mere thought of Jon. “Jon’s arriving at Borough
Hall Station soon. And I have to go pick him up,” I explained.

“Okay,” Jack said, loosely crossing his arms
with an easy smile on his face. “So I guess a long good bye is out
of the question?” Jack teased.

As I opened my mouth to speak, Marco
interrupted. “Yes,” Marco said, his tone abrupt.

I turned to give Marco a disapproving eye,
but Jack took it all with surprisingly good grace. “Well bye then.”
Jack moved forward, gathering me up by the waist to plant a languid
kiss on my lips and followed it up by moving his lips to my ear.
“Call me,” he whispered.

My eyes followed Jack as he left the
apartment—glued to the fit shape of his ass through his jeans—as
Jack strutted out the front door. Yet as soon as the door closed, I
whirled around to glare at Marco. “Seriously? What is your
problem?”

Marco scoffed. “Really? Could you not keep it
in your pants on today of all days?” Marco said with characteristic
rancor.

I threw my hands up into the air, shaking my
head with exasperation. “Jon has visited before and I’ve never been
late to pick him up. Why are you making such a big deal out of
this?” I jutted an accusing finger at him. “And that is still no
excuse for you to be rude to my buddy back there.”

“I know,” Marco said as his shoulders
slumped. “I’m sorry. Really this time.”

I shuffled over to the coffee machine,
snagging a mug from off the rack beside it. “Then why were you
being such an asshole to Jack?” I asked pouring myself a cup.

Marco waved a hand out to the side as though
wafting away a stray thought. “I have a bad vibe about him,” he
replied. “I just think you can do better.”

“It was just one night,” I said with a sigh,
but hesitated as I considered Jack’s offer to call him. “Although
he does seem cool. Plus,” I smirked in between sips of black
coffee, “he fucks like a champion.”

“Tee Em Eye, Dean! Jesus!” Marco leaned back,
placing a hand on his chest as though scandalized by the knowledge.
“Anyways, Jack was too nicey nicey,” Marco said with a grimace.
“Besides, you have only just started sleeping with him. So you
can’t trust your judgment.”

I laughed, kind of offended that Marco
thought I’d let good sex cloud my ability to assess someone’s
personality. “My judgment is perfectly fine.” I placed my mug down
on the counter and opened the fridge to peer inside, hunger clawing
at my stomach. It’d been a long active night.

I made a face as I closed the fridge door.
“We really need to get down to the store,” I said opting instead to
buy my breakfast on the way to the station. “Anyway, I’m going to
get changed.” I declared, as I began making my way over to my
bedroom.

Marco called out after me. “Dean,” Marco
began, “all I’m trying to say is maybe you should focus your
attention on Jon a little more.”

I stopped, spinning around to face him,
curiosity furrowing my brow. “Huh?” I asked perplexed. “Why?”

Marco waved away my questions. “But only if
you want to really give yourself a chance,” Marco said as I watched
him refill his coffee mug for the second—or was it the third
time?—this morning.

“A chance at what?” I tightened my robe
again, feeling the belt start to loosen.

“A chance to be with Jon,” Marco stated,
without even the slightest hint of humor to his voice.

I reached up to run a tired hand through my
sleep-mussed hair. “I think all that coffee’s going to your head,”
I yawned.

“God, I hope so,” Marco breathed. “There
isn’t enough caffeine in the world for me right now.” He took a
loud slurping sip and I wrinkled my face at the sound. Marco then
followed that up with a yawn. “Anyway you go change and get ready
and I’ll make us some breakfast.”

I laughed. “So in other words, you’re going
to place a bowl on the counter beside a cereal packet?”

“Exactly,” Marco replied brightly, already
reaching into the kitchen cupboard for a cereal bowl.

 


* * *

 


An hour later having dressed and left the
apartment, I took the subway to the central train station, as I
rolled around the thought Marco had earlier put into my head.

His few words of encouragement, pushing me to
take a chance on Jon, had begun to build up my hopes as I started
to question them. Could I really make something happen with Jon?
Did he even see me in that way? Was he even the slightest bit gay
or bi-curious?

The rhythmic clanging sound of the subway
train, as it ran along the tracks, lulled my expectations. If Jon
did see me—or indeed any other man—in that way, I hadn’t noticed.
He’d always come off as incredibly straight to me, and although we
had talked once about experimenting with another guy, we never did
(at least not with each other).

I felt nerves clutch tighter at my stomach,
as the subway train arrived at my stop. As the the train eased into
the station, my nerves had now started to scratch away at my
insides.

Feeling frustrated with myself, I gathered up
my things as I got ready to leave the train. I’d never felt this
uneasy to see Jon in all the years I’d known him. With all my
anxiety at meeting Jon building up, I began an expletive filled
inner rant at Marco for putting all of these fanciful ideas in my
head.

“God damn it Marco!” I finished off, only to
realize a second later that I’d said those final words out aloud,
not thought them. I looked up and met the eyes of an older smartly
suited man seated opposite me on the subway. He raised his eyes
from his newspaper just long enough to give me a crabby frown. I
gave him a blank stare of my own, as though I had no idea what he
thought he was looking at.

The older man speedily dropped his eyes back
down to his newspaper. In my time living in New York, I’d quickly
learned that eye-contact between complete strangers on the subway
was a no-no, and it was perfectly within your rights as a New York
citizen to rudely remind someone of that unspoken rule of subway
etiquette. I smirked at myself. Less than twelve months of New York
living, having escaped Idaho, and I’d already settled in
nicely.

As I stepped off the subway and made my way
towards the train station, I glanced at my watch to double check
the time. Jon’s train was due in about twenty minutes and as usual
(as I’d reminded Marco earlier), I am nothing if not prompt and on
time.

I stopped off at the coffee stand and ordered
two coffees, as I recalled Jon’s coffee order. “I’d like a tall
black coffee, two sugars. And a tall latte, extra shot with…”

As I finished the words another voice joined
in. “With no sugar,” the deep familiar voice said.

I spun around to find Jon peering over my
shoulder, a generous smile on his face as he reached past me,
handing the barista a twenty dollar bill. “The drinks are on me,”
Jon said and I barely gave him time to hand over the cash, before I
spun around with a bark of a laugh, grabbing him into a tight
shoulder bumped hug.

“Jon!” I said. “It’s so good to see you, man.
You’re early though. How long have you been waiting?” I said, as I
leaned back out of our hug, to double check my wrist watch. Jon’s
train wasn’t due to arrive for at least another ten minutes
according to my time. “Was I late?” I asked puzzled.

“Na, not at all,” Jon replied. “The train
arrived a little early and I just got here. But I know you like to
stop off for coffee here when you come pick me up, so I decided to
see if I could find you hanging around waiting for me.”

I nodded in concession. “Well I’m glad you
found me,” I said.

“I’ll always find you Dean,” Jon said,
pausing to grimace. “Okay, that came out way creepier than it
sounded in my head.”

I laughed and Jon soon joined in. “That’s
cool man, I know what you meant.” I searched around the floor to
find his overnight stay luggage. “Come on,” I said, grabbing a
couple of napkins before grasping our coffees. I offered a quick
thanks to the friendly barista, before leading Jon over to a small
park bench just outside the train station.

“How was your trip over?” I asked, taking a
seat as we arrived at the outdoor park bench. The air was brisk
enough for my breath to appear as puffs of white cloud and I took a
sip of coffee to try and stay warm.

Jon dumped his overnight bag onto the floor,
before joining me on the park bench. “No way man,” Jon said,
mirthfully. “First of all. What’s with this?” He waved a hand in
front of my face, indicating my expression. “You have that
‘just-got-fucked’ look going on.”

I spluttered my coffee, spilling some of the
liquid I’d found myself choking on, onto my jacket. “I don’t know
what you’re talking about.” I mopped up with one of the napkins,
while I tried to deflect. “This is just how I always look. Full of
life and all that.” I pinned Jon with a stare that was meant to
come across as composed, but from the look on his face, I didn’t
quite pull it off.

“You know if you are going to lie, you need
to remember to at least blink,” Jon quipped, as he sipped from his
own cup of coffee, before turning away to look out across the
park.

I blinked rapidly at that, fluttering my eyes
in a comically dainty way as though I were a freaking damsel in
distress in a sixties movie. “Is this good enough for you?” I
smiled and Jon smirked back at me.

“Better,” Jon grunted.

There were a few mid-morning joggers
completing their circuits, all braving the cold, while dressed in
thin layers of Lycra. They were accompanied by a couple of
professional dog walkers, who each held back mobs of pet pups as
the canines excitedly circled around their walkers.

“So about your ‘just-got-fucked’ face?” Jon
asked once again.

“Dude, I don’t kiss and tell,” I said, hoping
to put him off his line of questioning, but Jon didn’t even miss a
beat.

“Now that I think of it, you’ve never really
told me how your love life is going out here in New York. You
manage to get your dick wet in a college hottie?” Jon asked.

I chuckled weakly, in reply. The mere thought
of spending a night with even one of the girls I’d met yesterday,
was risible. My eyes were firmly on the frat guys—that were running
around half naked—pretty much the entire night.

Even then, only Jack had managed to really
catch my eye at the dorm party. “Well I sort of went on a date last
night,” I said coyly.

“Yeah?” Jon asked. “So what’s her name?”

For a few angst filled moments I thought
about coming up with another white lie, and glossing over the finer
details of my dates gender.

Yet if what Marco implied earlier today was
to be believed, I could tell Jon the truth. Show him this side of
me and not lose his friendship.

“Jack. A guy named Jack,” I said, my voice
surprisingly even for all the nerves I felt. I kept my eyes
resolutely ahead, watching the runners jog by as they completed yet
another circuit of the park.

I felt, rather than heard, Jon’s voice hitch,
uttering an almost inaudible ‘huh’. My anxiety began to build in
the tense silence that followed, closing my eyes in disappointment
at Jon’s reaction. Why wasn’t he saying anything? Why wasn’t I?

“Is he hot?” Jon said, breaking the awkward
tension. And in an action that made me close my eyes and thank
every deity in the sky for bringing Jon into my life, Jon reached
out and wrapped a warm arm around my shoulders, shaking me in a
friendly gesture, before letting go.

Opening my embarrassingly watery eyes, I
choked out a laugh at Jon’s question.

“Kinda,” I said as I thought back to Jack
this morning and his curiously similar appearance to Jon.

I have to admit, I do have a type. “Yeah,
he’s pretty hot,” I said, casting uncomfortable glances at Jon.

“And?” Jon said. He drew out his question
with a smirk on his handsome face, framing it with a single raised
eyebrow. I looked back at him curiously.

“And what?” I shrugged.

“Well if we’re going to talk about this like
a couple of frat boys, you need to do your part and tell me how
good this Jack was in bed,” Jon said, before letting out deep rich
laugh, as I gave him a playful shove.

I laughed along with him, more out of
surprise than anything. “Honestly, I thought you’d be at least a
little bit surprised.”

“Not really.” Jon’s expression turned
quizzical. “Why would I be? I have no problem with whatever your
sexuality might be.”

I shook my head self depreciatingly. “I mean
all through high school we dated and talked about girls non-stop.
And now I tell you that I sleep with men, and your only reaction is
for details?” I didn’t know who I was trying to convince, him or
me.

“Well,” Jon began, skirting around the
question. “Marco may have kinda mentioned, on the phone once, that
you were seeing a guy for a while a couple of weeks ago.”

“Marco told you?” I knew Jon and Marco were
Facebook buddies—after I’d introduce the two of them six months
ago—but I did not know they spoke regularly with each other.

“Hey, don’t look so surprised. Marco and I
always try to catch up at least once every couple of weeks,” Jon
said. “Mostly so that he can tell me what colors Vogue says I
should be wearing to flatter my skin-tone.” Jon looked away,
distracted by one of the dog walkers struggling with a particular
mongrel who refused to stay with the pack. “Did you know he has a
fashion blog? It’s doing really well. It gets around 500 hits a
day...”

“Wait one second,” I interrupted, my mind
twirling on the single piece of information Jon had inadvertently
revealed. “Marco told you I am gay?”

“It kinda slipped out in conversation.” Jon
reached out to pat me on the back and as I looked in his eyes I
could see Jon had picked up on my growing anxiety.

I fought the instinct to pull away from him,
feeling as though my private life was too exposed.

“Its okay Dean,” Jon seemed confused by my
guarded expression. My reluctance to let Jon, one of my closest
friends, know the details of my love life wasn’t his fault—it was
my issue.

Still, it wasn’t Marco’s place to out me.
“Besides it’s Marco. He is your roommate and he just might be the
world’s biggest gossip.”

“I am going to kill him,” I said, gritting
the words out through clenched teeth.

“Uh, what?” Jon said, confused.

“What else did Marco tell you?” My mind ran
wild with speculation. Marco could have spilled out details about
the uniformly similar appearance of my dates—especially the tidbit
about how they all looked surprisingly similar to Jon.

“Honestly nothing bad,” Jon reassured me. “He
simply happened to mention that you were on a date with a ‘he’,
rather than a ‘she’, just the once. It really was a slip in the
conversation.”

Jon shrugged, clearly not seeing what the big
deal was. “He told me you weren’t out about it and begged me not to
tell you, so I didn’t bring it up. Besides this is college, a time
for trying out new things. I’ve even thought about it…”

Jon mumbled that final sentence under his
breath, his words trailing away. If I hadn’t already started to get
myself worked up into an angry froth over Marco outing me to Jon, I
would have followed through on that trail of thought.

Instead, I jumped to my feet. “I want to have
a word with Marco. He needs to learn that what goes on in Las
Vegas...”

“You live in New York,” Jon cut in dryly, as
he also rose to stand beside me, but I powered on through the
well-known saying.

“…stays in Las Vegas.” I concluded, somewhat
appreciating how silly that phrase had sounded.

“Dean, let’s just stop and breathe,” Jon
said, raising a hand gesturing for me to slow down. “Don’t blame
Marco. He made a slip up and I pressed him on it. It wasn’t his
fault.” He pinned me with a stare. “Okay?” Jon questioned.

We stared each other down for a few long
moments. I finally relented, rolling my eyes. “Okay.”

Jon gave me a small grin. “Okay then.”

“Okay then.” I echoed, returning his
grin.

“So what are we still doing out here?” Jon
questioned, bending down to grab a hold of his luggage. “Let’s get
out of this cold and back to your apartment.”

 


* * *

 


We’d soon returned back to the loft where I
realized, within a second of calling out ‘Marco!’, that the
apartment was empty.

I shrugged off my jacket, as I moved into the
kitchen, opening the fridge to grab two cold beers. “You want one?”
I said.

At Jon’s nod, I tossed the bottle towards
him. Jon dropped his suitcase, to neatly catch the bottle out of
the air, as he glanced around the apartment. “I still can’t believe
you guys can afford this place.”

I scoffed as I popped open the bottle cap.
“We can’t. Marco’s dad can though,” I said, before taking a
sip.

We moved into the living space, taking a seat
next to each other on the slightly tattered couch—the only piece of
furniture I had contributed towards the decor in the apartment.
“So,” Jon began before we both fell into silence.

It felt awkward. For the first time in the
years that we have known each other, the air felt charged and
uncomfortable. “What shall we do for fun then?” Jon asked.

I cast a hand at the games console and TV.
“Well, I got this new game that we could…” I drifted off as Jon
moved a couple of inches to sit closer next to me. I raised my
eyebrows high in response, but felt too nervous to say
anything.

Jon placed his beer down onto the coffee
table, before clasping his hands nervously, letting them drop
loosely between his knees, his eyes cast to the floor.

“You know…” Jon began, before drifting off
for a couple of seconds. I was too anxious with where this
conversation was going, so not wanting to interrupt his train of
thought, I stayed silent. “When I first found out that you liked
guys, I gotta admit…” he shrugged. “I thought you might have liked
me in that way. Well, liked me too, I mean.” Jon ran a frustrated
hand through his hair. “Not that it would bother me or
anything.”

I watched as Jon’s eyes shyly rose up to meet
mine. “Do you?” he asked.

I tried to buy myself some time to think, as
I carefully placed my own beer bottle onto the coffee table. “I…”
my words seemed to stick in my throat, so terrified I was of
revealing how I truly felt about Jon.

It wasn’t just the fact that Jon was
gorgeous—his gym ready body and boyish grin had always caught my
eye. But I truly felt something for him. “Would it bother you if I
said that, well, I did?” I said, curiosity lacing my tone as I
cautiously looked at him out of the corner of my eye.

This was the moment of truth. Never in a
million years would I have expected Jon to want me in that way, to
show any real interest in me sexually. But here he was, sitting on
my sofa, asking if I’d ever thought of having him in my arms.

Jon said nothing for a few moments, and for a
heart aching moment, I thought I had blown it. Yet moments later,
Jon moved so that his body faced me, reaching up a hand to run it
through my hair.

I felt my dick tingle slightly at his
intimate touch. “It wouldn’t bother me at all,” Jon said. And at
that, he moved his hand from my hair to cup the back of my neck,
pulling me into a kiss.

All doubt about Jon’s attraction for me fled
my mind, as I reached up to grab the material of his T-shirt. I
pulled him in close, burying my fists in his top, as we tongued
each other.

He’d caught me by surprise at first, but I
soon got swept up into our kiss as my hands slid down his firm
chest, moving down to rub his outer thigh.

A moment later, I soon felt him move his
other hand, so that it ran lightly across my crotch, running along
the length of my now erect cock. There was no way I could hide just
how much he turned me on.

Breathlessly I pulled out of our kiss, while
still holding onto his shirt, leaning back to look him in the eyes.
Jon’s pupils were wide and blown, his breath panting in time with
mine. “Are you sure?” I asked him.

Jon began to lightly but firmly stroke my
cock through my pants, and I couldn’t help but moan, as he
manipulated my hard member. “Yes,” he whispered. “Only if you want
to, as well.”

I silently pulled him back into a passionate
kiss, moving us so that he lay back on the couch and I lay atop
him, our bodies flush against one another. I pulled back, kneeling
so that I loomed over him. “Too much clothing,” I said as I quickly
removed my top.

“Uh huh,” Jon agreed, as he followed suit. He
ripped off his T-shirt to reveal his firm cut abs, his muscle
stacked chest honed from having spent years previously playing on
our high school football team.

As I towered over him, I reached down to run
a hand over the rigid cut of his body. “You are so fucking
gorgeous,” I said, an almost reverent tone to my voice.

Jon grabbed the hand I was running all over
his body, and kissed the digits. “Ditto,” he said with a cheeky
grin. And I laughed.

Soon enough I undid his pants, unzipping his
jeans to roll down his boxers to his ankles. His thick cock stood
to attention, dark veins running through his manhood, which now
stood hard with arousal.

I leaned forward, eager to dive right in and
start sucking his dick, but Jon stopped me with a hand to my head.
“At the same time,” Jon said. “I wanna suck you off too.”

Breathless, I nodded eagerly, as I stood up
to remove my pants and underwear, while Jon shimmied down the sofa
so that his head lay flat. I soon moved atop him so that my knees
were either side of his head, my bare ass in the air, and my face
just atop his hard dick. I could see the precum leaking just out of
the head of his cock, even as I felt my own precum begin to
drip.

Looking down the length of my body, I watched
as Jon took my dick into his mouth, and I groaned at how wet and
slick his mouth was.

After a couple of humps into his wet oral
crevice—my cock making Jon’s cheeks puff out around my girth—I
turned back to face Jon’s own huge dick. Slowly, I swallowed down
the thick man-meat, until the tip of his cock hit the back of my
throat.

I heard Jon let out a long groan, one which
hummed around my dick, making the feeling of getting sucked off
even sweeter.

We found a rhythm. As I humped his
face—whilst sucking, licking and moaning around Jon’s manhood—the
feelings rushing out from my cock to throughout my entire body,
felt wonderful. I felt as Jon reached up to grab my ass, rubbing
and squeezing my buttocks in encouragement as I fucked his
face.

Moments later, I heard Jon begin to moan, his
groans becoming shorter as he began to pump his hips up, pushing
himself with all his worth into my mouth. I knew what that
meant.

I pulled my dick out of his mouth and then
moved to kneel on the floor just beside the sofa—whilst still deep
throating his cock—and sucked on him a little harder now, flicking
my tongue just off the end of his dick.

“Oh god,” Jon said, his mouth half open and
he panted. “Shit, Dean. Shit, I’m gonna come. I’m gonna come man.
Ah!”

I felt the first spurt of his cum splatter
against the back of my throat as I continued to suck on his spunk
pipe. “Ah!” There went his next thick cum rope filling my mouth.
“Ah! Ah!” Jon humped the air as the final ropes of cum burst out of
his cock to splatter the insides of my cheeks.

Soon after, while Jon tried to catch his
breath, I pulled his member out of my mouth and began rubbing
slowly up and down the length of his softening shaft, as his body
trembled with ecstasy.

Moments later, Jon reached down to grab my
hand, stilling its movements.

Opening his eyes, he looked up at me through
a half hooded gaze. “What about you?” he said as he glanced down at
my still erect dick, jutting a chin to indicate that I’d yet to
bust my nut.

I knew I was taking a chance with what I was
about to suggest. Sucking a dick off is one thing, but taking a
dick up a virgin asshole?

“Do you trust me?” I asked. Jon nodded
silently, his eyes wide with expectation, but I did not see even a
glimmer of uncertainty in them.

I grabbed his thighs, turning him over so
that he was face down on the couch. Still clasping his hips, I
moved them so that his bare taut ass poked up into the air at
me.

I parted his butt cheeks, exposing his
asshole, before diving in and nuzzling my way in deep until my
tongue began to lick around his rim.

I heard Jon grunt as I continued to lick his
asshole. “God that feels good,” he moaned, pushing his ass back, to
press a little harder against my tongue.

I salivated as much as I could muster,
moistening and lubricating his hole, before removing my tongue and
replacing it with a single finger.

I felt Jon jump a little as I pushed in.
“Just relax,” I assured him. I pushed in a second, then a third
finger, and it proved to be a snug fit. “Your ass is so good and
tight,” I breathed.

“Ump Mfmf,” Jon said. I glanced up at him to
find Jon biting down into one of the couch pillows.

I rubbed his buttocks with my other hand.
“This is gonna feel good,” I said, curling my finger to lightly rub
on his prostate. I felt his hole begin to relax then, just enough
for me to know I could shove my dick in there.

I moved so that I positioned my dick at the
entrance of a his prone ass. Holding my hard member, I guided my
dick into Jon’s slick asshole with a sigh, accompanied by Jon
groaning in unison.

“Ah, yes,” I hissed, as I pulled back out
only to hump right back in again.

I soon started to hump his ass. All the while
Jon encouraged me with humps of his own, pushing his ass back onto
my dick in time with my forward thrusts.

“Yes,” Jon said, urging me on as his butt
cheeks clenched around my manhood. “Give me that fucking cock,” Jon
said. I panted wordlessly as I thrust even harder. “I wanna hear
you come for me Dean,” Jon said.

I felt my balls jump at that, the cum
rippling up from my ball sack, as my orgasm worked its way through
my groin. “Yes!” I exclaimed. “Yes. Yes. Take it! Fuck, yes.” I
tightened my grip on Jon’s hips as I humped even faster. “Ah, ah,
ah!”

I gave another few hard thrusts forward,
before coming deep in Jon’s ass. “Yes!” I said as I rocked hard
against Jon. “Shit, YES!” I shouted out with final thrust, before
pulling out my cock with a sigh and a light slap of Jon’s butt
cheeks.

After taking a few moments to catch my
breath, Jon flipped over, reaching out and pulling me towards him
until I lay along the length of him.

We were naked, filled with each other’s cum,
and spent. And despite the lulling silence, I had never felt more
comfortable in my life.

Jon placed a soft kiss on my forehead, whilst
I ran a languid hand up and down the length of the toned forearm he
had wrapped around my waist. “This had been one of the better
visits I’ve had here,” he said.

I moved in to kiss him, tonguing him deeply,
before replying. “Then you should visit more often,” I said.

Although I said this as a joke, I didn’t hide
the hint of seriousness from my tone. I didn’t want this to end
here, I wanted more than a one time thing.

Jon grinned widely at me. “I’d like that,” he
said, “let’s start slow.” Jon reached up a hand to run it
intimately alongside my face. “How about coffee? You pick the
place.”

Just as I was about to reply, the door of the
apartment rattled with keys, announcing my roommate’s arrival.

“Dean!” Marco cried out. “Did Jon come
yet?”






















SASQUATCH SHIFTER: TABOO TALES
ONE

 By Dulce Rolindeaux

 


 


It was 10 a.m. and Jena had two hours before
her presentation to the shareholders. She was ready of course, but
there were at least three dozen other items on her to-do list for
today and she wasn’t doing any of them. She was staring out of the
window at Central Park. It wasn’t like the woods where she’d grown
up, but it was better than the gray and featureless office she was
stuck in all day, every day. She turned with a reluctant sigh, went
back to her desk and picked up the folder on the top of the
pile.

She was searching for the will to open it
when the phone rang. It was Sheri, her personal assistant. “Hello
Jena, I have a Bram on the line. He won’t give a last name or
purpose for the call, but this is the sixth time he’s called and he
insists that you know him. What should I tell him?”

Jena hadn’t heard that name in years. If he
was calling, it had to be something important. “Put it through
Sheri, thank you.”

“Hey Bug.” Her heart skipped a beat when she
heard her stepfather’s soft, deep voice on the phone.

“Hey Daddy, it’s good to hear your voice.” It
really was good to hear from him. “How is everything?”

“Well honestly, I’ve been better.”

This was the moment she’d dreaded. He was a
stoic man and she knew he would never have called if it wasn’t
something serious. “What happened? Tell me.”

“I don’t want you to panic, but I’m in the
hospital.”

“Oh my God. How?”

“I was up in the foothills trying to get to
some abandoned baby owls. I climbed up the tree and the branch I
was standing on just gave out from under me. Messed up my leg
pretty bad.”

“How long are you going to be in the
hospital?” There was good reason to be worried and he understood
her concern.

“Not too long. Don’t worry, everything is
under control. I shouldn’t have any problems. It’s just going be
weeks before I’m on my feet again.”

“Who is going to look after you? Who is going
to take care of the animals?” Bram ran a wildlife rescue in the
Boulder River Wilderness in Washington state and he had for as long
as she could remember.

“I’ll manage to look after myself and I will
just have to hire a couple of hands to help take care of the
animals.”

Bram’s rescue was a non-profit. He ran it on
a shoestring budget and she knew for a fact that hiring help would
probably bankrupt the place. “Dad, I’m coming home.”

“See, this is why I didn’t even want to call
you. I knew you’d worry too much. I will manage. I always do.”

“I have the time, I’ll just come down for a
week or two and get you settled.”

“I don’t want to put you out. I know you work
hard out there.”

“Don’t you worry about that. You just focus
on getting better and I will be there in time to bring you home
from the hospital.” Truth be told, she wanted to go. It had been
years since she’d seen the place and though she never thought she
would say it, she missed the slow, quiet life. When Jena graduated
high school and left for college, she swore to herself she’d never
go back to the woods again. Bram had supported her decision both
emotionally and financially. He had raised her as his own after her
mother left them both. She owed him more than she could ever
repay.

She had nailed the presentation, but spent
the rest of the day making arrangements for her trip to Washington.
That evening, as she was packing, she told her boyfriend Al. “I
don’t see why you have to go down there. Can’t you just call some
sort of nursing agency to take care of him? I mean, it’s not like
he’s your real father or anything.” Algernon Bellamy was not known
for his tact. His direct nature was what made him so successful in
his career, but there were times she wished he could just find some
compassion for his fellow man.

“I owe it to him to help out Al. I’m
going.”

Al was shirtless and checking his muscles in
the mirror as he often did after a trip to the gym. “Suit yourself
I guess. When will you be back?”

“A couple of weeks probably.” She walked over
and put her arms around him. “Will you miss me?”

He turned in her embrace and put his arms
around her waist. “You know I will babe.” He kissed her then cupped
her breasts with his manicured hands and kissed them through the
fabric of her fitted blouse. With swift sure movements, his nimble
fingers undid her buttons and then reached around to unfasten the
hooks on her tan, lace bra. He moved fast once he made his mind up.
She didn’t mind, sometimes fast and passionate was exactly what she
needed. He licked and nibbled her nipples as he undid his own fly
then grabbed her hand and put it inside of his pants. She pulled
out his cock. He was hard and ready. She wanted to feel flattered,
but she knew he often came to bed like that after he’d been flexing
in the mirror. She stroked him a few times. The man had his faults,
but he had a glorious cock. It was long and pink and perfect. She
sank to her knees in front of him and put her red lips around the
head. He moaned. She traced it with her tongue and his hips thrust
forward. Her mouth opened wider to allow him to thrust into her.
She undid the zipper on her skirt and let it sink to the floor then
put her hands in her panties and quickly stroked the small button
to make sure she was wet and ready for him. Her tongue swirled
along the bottom ridge of his dick as he thrust in and out of her
mouth. She loved the feel of his smooth head hitting the back of
her throat.

It wasn’t long before her pussy was hot and
ready. “Fuck me,” she whispered.

Al grunted and picked her up and set her down
on her feet, his eyes glued to the mirror as he watched how his
muscles flexed with the exertion. She pulled off her wet panties so
that all she was wearing were black stockings and garters and
climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, looking over her
shoulder expectantly. She watched him posing in the mirror as he
took off his pants. He folded them neatly and put them on the chair
then walked back towards her, eyes on the mirror stroking his cock
as he walked back to the bed. Finally she felt him enter her,
sliding past her g-spot slowly. She moaned and her eyes drifted
shut. He pulled out again almost to the head and thrust in more
quickly, slamming his hips into her firm buttocks. He felt so good
inside her she let out an almost animal-like roar. In fact, it was
a little too animal-like.

Suddenly, she felt a familiar but unwelcome
prickling along her arms and legs. All of her hairs were standing
on end and she could see her fingers elongating. She bit her bottom
lip. Al hadn’t noticed a thing but she could feel things shifting
in her body. It wasn’t the time of the month for this to happen.
Perhaps all the talk about going home had awakened something in
her. She didn’t know why it was happening, but she knew she
couldn’t let herself change right here and now in front of her
human boyfriend. He didn’t know about her and she had no intention
of telling him. She willed her fingers back into their normal shape
and willed the hairs on her arms to lay down. She focused on the
delightful rub of the cock inside her and stroked her own clit. She
was so close, just a few minutes more and she would be there.
Without warning, he shouted and shot his hot load into her. The
softening cock fell out of her moments later leaving her hot,
bothered and unfulfilled. “Thanks babe, that was magical.” He
didn’t even ask if she had come. He lay down in his place on the
bed and was asleep in minutes. She lay beside him and stroked
herself to completion, biting her bottom lip so the noise of her
orgasm wouldn’t disturb him. He barely woke the next morning when
she kissed him goodbye before jumping in the taxi to head for the
airport.

She got to the airport and picked up her
rental car then drove straight to the hospital to see the only
father she knew. He was laying on top of the bed covers dressed in
street clothes and reading a book. His form fitting T-shirt showed
the definition of his muscles underneath. He wore baggy sweatpants
with one leg cut completely off to accommodate the large bandaged
splint on his leg. It was elevated on a stack of pillows. He looked
up when he heard her enter the room and a large smile lit his face.
“Hey there Bug! Come over here and let me look at you!”

She moved quickly to the bed and threw her
arms around him causing him to grunt just a little. “Oh no, I’m
sorry Daddy. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“No, it’s alright. I am just happy to see
you.” He looked her up and down, still smiling. “You look
fantastic. You’re beautiful, just like your mother.”

She smiled back at him. Her mother did not
have many redeeming qualities, but she was indeed a beautiful
woman. “So when are they letting you out of here?”

“The doctor should be along with final
instructions soon and then we can get out of here. But right now, I
want to hear all about you. It’s been ages since we have been able
to catch up with each other.”

She did talk. She told him about her career
and about Al. She shared all of her accomplishments and he listened
attentively until she ran out of things to say. She finished,
embarrassed that she had dominated the conversation when he was the
one sitting in the hospital room ill.

“It sounds like you have the life you always
dreamed of having.”

“Yes, I guess I do now that I think about
it.”

“So tell me, why don’t you seem very
happy?”

She started to protest. Of course she was
happy wasn’t she? She thought about her job and how at least ten
times a day she wanted to run screaming from her own office. She
thought about her boyfriend who was gorgeous and successful, but
who probably wouldn’t even notice if she’d replaced herself with a
blow up doll and went off to have coffee while he had sex with his
reflection in the mirror. She said none of this to him, of course.
But no, she didn’t suppose she was very happy.

Her first glimpse of home almost made her
cry. She’d forgotten how much she missed the mountains and trees.
The air smelled so good and clean. Bram breathed it in too. Jena
parked as close as possible to the house so her dad wouldn’t have
to crutch it very far. She helped him up the stairs and into the
bed in the downstairs guest bedroom. “Will you check the animals
for me?”

Jena laughed. “Can I park the car and get my
luggage into the house first?”

“It’s just that, I know I have a great group
of volunteers, I just want to be sure that everything went
alright.”

“Alright Dad, I’ll check the animals first.”
She kissed his short, salt and pepper hair. “You’re just lucky
you’re cute and injured.”

He grinned and dimples appeared under his
dark beard stubble. “How else do you think I get the ladies to do
things for me?”

She headed out to the pens. Everything looked
fine to her but she wasn’t a wildlife expert. She took her phone
out and took short movies of each of the animals and their
enclosures, then took it back to him.

He looked at every one with interest and made
short notes on the notepad he insisted she bring him. When he was
done, his face looked drawn and pale. She gave him a pain pill then
reached behind him to adjust his pillows. She did not realize how
close she was until his warm breath against her breasts sent
shivers through her. It was wicked how much she enjoyed the
sensation and he needed to be comfortable, so she finished
adjusting the pillows before she sat back “There now, you get some
rest. We can talk more in the morning.”

He grabbed her hand as she stood. “I am
really glad you’re here Bug. I have missed you.”

“I missed you too.” She hadn’t realized just
how much she’d missed him until just that moment.

Jena went into her childhood bedroom. He
hadn’t kept it the same as when she left but he had left it a
bedroom just in case. She pulled back the curtains and threw the
sash open wide then just sat on the window bench breathing deeply.
She felt the familiar urge to shift yet again and suddenly realized
that here, she could. There was nothing to hide because she was
home. That little knowledge of freedom to be herself loosened
something inside her that she didn’t even know was tight. She
didn’t change, but she climbed into bed a few hours later and slept
the most dreamless and untroubled sleep of her life.

The next morning she carried a breakfast tray
into Bram’s room. “Good morning Daddy, how are you this
morning?”

He smiled and gazed at her with big soulful
eyes. “Good morning Bug. Did you sleep well? You look positively
radiant this morning.”

“There is nothing like mountain air to clear
the head and the lungs. I slept wonderfully.” She kissed him on his
forehead then, as an afterthought, she kissed his lips. A familiar
but unexpected tingle shot through her chest and she lingered
against his lips just a beat longer than she should have.

She pulled away and couldn’t meet his eyes.
How could she have those feelings for her own father?

His cheeks were flushed as he cleared his
throat. “I think maybe we both need to shift. It’s been a while
since either of us has been near another Sasquatch. You know how
emotions run high.”

She did know, but the mention of shifting
caused other concerns to spring to mind. “How can you shift with
that splint?”

“It can be undone I think. Maybe if we’re
careful, we can unwrap it and wrap it back when we’re done. If you
just make sure I don’t get up, we should be fine. We’re not
werewolves after all, I can be perfectly reasonable.”

She gave him a half smile. “I don’t know
about perfectly reasonable.”

He tapped her on the butt. “You know what I
mean.”

She carefully unwrapped his bandages and
removed the splint and set them aside, then helped him out of his
snap sided sweat pants and his T-shirt, taking the opportunity to
“accidentally” brush against him whenever possible, until he lay
naked on the covers. Al spent hours in the gym every day. He spent
thousands on supplements every year and yet, he would never have a
body nearly as perfect as her father’s. As far as she knew, her
Daddy never worked out, his physique came from years of hard,
physical labor, and the Sasquatch blood probably didn’t hurt
either. Her fingers were itching to really touch him and she was a
bit ashamed that she wasn’t more ashamed of her desire. She kept
her hands to herself but her eyes couldn’t help but notice his
rising erection.

“Thank you.” He put his head back on the
pillow and she watched as his limbs began to elongate. The energy
in the room surrounded her and the urge to shift was too strong to
ignore. So she took off her own clothes to protect them from
damage, sat in a chair and began her own change. For Sasquatch, the
change was not painful. It was a bit disorienting moving with limbs
and trunk suddenly completely differently shaped, but with
practice, most shifters got used to it pretty quickly. Jena felt
the odd, tickling feeling as pale golden hair that matched the hair
on her head began to sprout all over her body. She patted her own
soft pelt as it grew in. Back home, she locked herself in the
basement and changed about once a month so no one would see her.
Unlike werewolves, Sasquatch did not have a lunar imperative, but
they did need to switch at least once during the lunar cycle or
face illness, madness or death. Most switched much more often
because Sasquatch form was very freeing. You didn’t lose your sense
of self when you ran as the beast, but you did lose a lot of the
human hang-ups that caused so much stress and anxiety.

Jena stood and walked around the room,
enjoying her first shift out in the open in years. She heard the
low grunt behind her and turned to see her father gazing up at her
through rich, brown eyes. His salt and pepper hair had sprouted
into a grand silver back. Jena’s beast could not help but respond.
Bram tried to swing his long legs over the side of the bed in order
to stand but the movement made him screech in pain. Jena went to
him and ooked comfortingly. She stroked the soft, dark fur around
his nipples and the corners of his thin, mobile lips turned up into
a smile.

The moral code of non-human primates is very
different. As long as basic needs are met, most primates prefer to
spend their days doing what feels good. Jenna’s primate mind saw
the cock of the alpha male before her and she grabbed it at the
base and put her highly mobile and flexible lips around the long,
thin bright red head and kissed it. She slid the loose skin up and
down the hard shaft in her large golden paw. Bram’s brow knitted in
confusion for a few moments but the warm, sweet sensation smoothed
away all the worries. Bram’s long and mobile fingers reached
between Jena’s legs and found the fur covered hole there. He slowly
inserted one, then two then three fingers then he pumped her. She
looked into his eyes and, without a word he nodded and she took his
finger out and climbed on top of him, settling his long member into
her strong, muscled pussy. She squeezed him tight within her and he
groaned. Slowly her hips began to move. He lay flat on his back
gazing up at her through half closed eyes as she rode him. Her
breasts were smaller in Sasquatch form but the nipples were still
incredibly sensitive and hungry for his touch. He pinched her large
nipples and she let out a simian cry.

Her Sasquatch intelligence allowed her to be
very aware that she was fucking her father, but her primate mind
would not let her feel shame for giving pleasure to this man she
had loved nearly all of her life. She reveled in the feel of him
inside her as she pushed herself all the way down on him, squeezing
him tight within, then relaxing gently for a soft inner caress on
the upstroke. This was her first time having sex in this form and
she was glad to give it to the man who had meant so much to her.
This form was not gifted with speech, but she wondered what he
would say if he could speak.

She picked up the pace and rode him a bit
faster. His eyes were closed and all the muscles were bunching
under his fur. He felt so good inside her she wanted to close her
eyes and throw her head back just to feel the sensation, but more
than that, she wanted to look at the pleasure she was giving him.
She wanted to see his pleasure building. She wanted to look at his
handsome simian features as her own pleasure mounted.

She was getting close and she wanted to look
into his large, expressive eyes as she came. She wanted him to see
what making love to him meant to her. She made a couple soft
vocalizations and he opened his eyes and looked at her. She put his
hands to her breasts once again and picked up the pace in their
love making even more. In and out she pushed, squeezing his cock in
a tight, internal embrace. He bared his large, white square teeth
as he held her hips, guiding her as she thrust in and out, rubbing
the full length of him. At last, she cried out in climax, small
shivers of pleasure rocking her body as she continued to stroke him
as the muscle contractions rocked the walls of her pussy. He pushed
into her and out, then thrust once more and shot his load into her
with an almost human roar. They slept wrapped in each other’s
arms.

When Jena awoke, several hours later, they
were both in human form again. He was still sleeping. She knew she
should pull away. Her human brain knew this was wrong and yet it
felt so right. Their bodies fitted together just right. She longed
to caress and explore him but she didn’t dare, for fear of waking
him. She knew the moment would be over as soon as he awoke, but she
was determined to enjoy the contact as long as she could. She
closed her eyes and lay breathing in the grass and wood smoke scent
of him.

He woke a few moments later. “Oh God.” He
looked at her. “Oh Bug, what have I done?”

She raised up onto one elbow and put a
staying hand on his chest. “No, we are not going to beat ourselves
up over this. We both know what we are. We both know what we felt
and why it happened.” Her hand began to explore his chest as she
spoke. “It was my first time shifted and it was wonderful.” She
kissed him between his pecs. “Thank you for that.”

He lay with his eyes closed, enjoying her
touch for a few moments more before he picked up her small hand in
his and kissed it. “It was amazing for me too. Still, to be on the
safe side, maybe we better shift in separate rooms while you’re
here.”

She tried to hide the disappointment in her
face. “If you say so.”

He reached down and touched his injured leg.
“Actually, I think the shift might have helped this. It doesn’t
hurt as much.”

“We better get that splint back on you.” She
took her time replacing the bandages, lightly brushing his
sensitive inner thighs as she worked her way up to his groin. They
both knew what she was doing but neither said anything. She helped
him get his clothes on then felt his eyes on her as she dressed
herself. It wasn’t easy to add sexy dress-up moves to putting on
jeans and a T-shirt, but she did at least try to wiggle her ass a
little as she pulled them up around her hips.

She had barely gotten him settled in a
reclining position on the bed when they heard the frantic knock at
the door. “Mr. C, one of the big cats is loose in the compound. Sam
was feeding him and he just turned his back for a second.”

Bram swore silently under his breath and
reached for his crutches. “Is anyone hurt?”

The frightened volunteer shook her head.

“Okay, don’t worry, just stay in here. We
will get this sorted out. It probably hasn’t gone far.”

“Da... I mean Bram, you know you can’t go out
there like this.” Jena had a hand on either shoulder restraining
him.

Bram shook his head. “I can’t let volunteers
risk their lives chasing down an injured cougar Jena. I have to go
before someone gets hurt.”

“Just tell me where the tranquilizer gun is,
I will find him and bring him back.”

“But it’s been a long time since you’ve done
this. I don’t want you hurt either.”

“Bram, you know I’m the only one here who can
do it. I will take care of it. You sit back down. I will take a
walkie and let you know if I’m in any trouble.”

Jena took the tranquilizer gun and headed off
into the woods in the direction the cougar had taken. She
considered shifting because her Sasquatch senses were more keen,
but operating the gun would have been challenging. Her human form
still retained some of the gifts of her unique heritage so even
without the change, she was still an extremely gifted tracker. She
stopped, closed her eyes and listened, blocking out all the sounds
from the house and surrounding pens. Her focus narrowed on the
woods ahead of her as she scented the air. She walked forward
slowly, listening and sniffing until she finally caught his trail.
He was bleeding and she could smell his fear.

She spotted him up a tree but he’d seen her
first. He growled a warning and she kept her distance while she
loaded the rifle. She was anti-guns in general, but you didn’t grow
up in the woods without knowing how to shoot. But it had been
years. She turned on the laser site, aimed for the cat’s flank,
exhaled and pulled the trigger. The first dart missed and she
swore. But she quickly reloaded, and the second dart hit its
target. The cougar roared its displeasure and crouched to attack.
Then the drugs hit its system and it fell from the tree into a soft
pile of leaves below.

Jena pulled out her radio and called for a
stretcher. They arrived and carried the cat back to the enclosure
and Jena assisted the vet as he checked the animal over and then
woke it. She sat outside its cage for a while longer while it paced
with an uneven gait along the bars of the enclosure. She felt a
deep empathy towards the animal. Nobody liked being put back into a
cage and at the moment, that’s what the thought of going back to
New York felt like to her. “Don’t worry big guy,” she whispered,
“as soon as you’re well, I will release you back into the wild
myself. It’s where you belong. I think maybe it’s where I belong
too.”

Finally she stood and headed back into the
house where an anxious Bram was laying on the bed waiting for her
report.

“It’s like I told you on the radio,
everything is fine. Both cat and volunteer are shaken but healthy.
But right now I need a shower.”

He laughed with relief. “Can you take a
shower for me too while you’re in there. I’m getting a bit ripe
myself.”

She gently rubbed his shoulders. “Don’t worry
Dad, when I’m done I’ll bring a basin back here and get you all
cleaned up, okay?”

He smiled and nodded at her and she could
feel his eyes on her ass as she left the room. The shower felt
amazing and, true to her word, she carried a basin of warm water
and a bottle of manly smelling body wash back into the bedroom. She
put a towel behind him and wet the sponge and lathered it, then she
washed his back and rinsed it. He sighed with pleasure. She laid
him back on the towel and washed his neck and chest. He watched her
face as she worked, a half smile quirked his mouth. She lifted one
thick, well-muscled arm and washed down and under it. “You know,
there’s no reason I couldn’t be doing some of this myself.

She smiled at him. “I like taking care of you
for a change.”

He smiled back and whispered, “I like it
too.”

She washed his torso and flat stomach, then
skipped to his good leg. Finally she turned her attention to the
center of him. She set the sponge aside and dipped her hands into
the water and wet his cock. His legs parted slightly to give her
more space. She rubbed her water warmed hands over his balls, then
she squeezed a thin stream of soap down the erect length of it. Her
hand gripped the shaft and she began to rub the musky scented soap
over the smooth skin. He whimpered. “Why can’t we fight this
attraction Bug?”

“I don’t know Daddy, but something that feels
this right can’t be wrong.” She blew warm breath on his cool, moist
head and stroked in a twisting motion, and gave him a wicked smile.
“I want to make you come.”

He smiled at her. “Didn’t your old man teach
you anything? It’s always ladies first.” He pulled the pillows out
from behind his head and lay flat on the bed, then beckoned her to
climb up towards him.

She pulled off her pajama bottoms and obeyed,
straddling his face. His tongue gently parted her moist lips and
found the sensitive nub of her clit. “Oh Daddy, yes!” she
whispered. Her hips thrust as his tongue explored her. She loved
calling him Daddy like this. She felt cared for and loved and she
wanted her words to show it. She came with his tongue inside her,
screaming his name.

“Can you fuck me baby?”

“Yes Daddy.” She was eager to have him inside
of her.

She sat down on his cock, muscles still
pulsing from the mind shattering orgasm he’d just given her and
squeezed him tight. His eyes drifted shut. He reached up and played
with her breasts as she rode him. “You’re not a little girl anymore
are you?” She rode him quickly, craving the stroke of his wide head
against her walls. She was ready to come again in minutes and her
whole body shivered with the force of it. The muscles within her
pulsed even harder, driving him over the edge and he shot his warm
load into her.

She collapsed onto the bed next to him. “I
don’t think I’ll be going back to New York any time soon.”

He smiled and stroked her hair. “Just tell
them you need to take care of your ailing father.”






















THE AUDIENCE

ESCAPADES OF MY BISEXUAL BOYFRIEND
SERIES

 By Caelia Portier

 


I can’t believe it. I seriously can’t believe
it. After months of investing my time, my energy, my resources—and
my heart—into James, this evening I’ve learned something about him
that completely blew my mind. New relationships can suffer from a
wide range of issues…but I’m getting off track.

First of all, let’s start with the secret.
What James told me at dinner tonight cannot be shared with anyone.
I can’t go talk to my girlfriends about this particular
relationship issue. I think I’m more annoyed with the fact that I
can’t talk with anyone about it than I am about the revelation
itself! Is what James told me tonight normal for men? Only a
conversation with girlfriends could help me out here.

But James asked me not to talk to anyone
else. He was specific in his request.

“Katelyn, this is between us,” he’d
said, his expression somber.

We were sitting in the corner table at
Parkside Grill. It was getting super late, and the place was
clearing out. We were sitting there eating our late dinner. I was
about to stuff a plump scallop into my mouth, when James spoke.

“Katelyn, I need to talk with you about
something.”

Well, fuck. I dropped my fork, scallop still
clinging to the prongs. The clinking of silverware on my plate
resonated through the nearly empty restaurant. I’ve learned,
through years of dating, that it’s never a good sign when a
conversation starts out that way. Was James about to break up with
me?

Let’s see, we’d been together six months.
That can often be a turning point in young relationships. Was he
going to tell me he had a one-night stand? Fuck, there was that one
night where he went out with his guy friends, and he didn’t come
home until the next morning.

Was he going to tell me that he lost his job?
Although he hated his job, he would be beyond devastated if he lost
his fat paycheck. In fact, he wouldn’t be this calm. He would be
curled up in tears on the couch, so I ruled that scenario out.

The blood was drained from my face, and I
felt lightheaded.

“Katelyn, this is between us.”

I shuddered. What kind of bomb was this
relationship going to drop on me now? I found out three months into
the relationship that his divorce wasn’t quite finalized.
How many of us have heard those words before? Eye roll. Then, I
found out last month that his brother was moving to Paris, and that
he was thinking about going with him. What the hell? We had just
moved in together. Maybe that was it. He was going to drop the bomb
that he was moving out of the country.

“What, James? What?”

I was very short with him. I was exhausted. I
wasn’t sure how much more bomb-dropping I could handle from James.
Maybe I should be the one to end this relationship. A preemptive
strike, so to speak.

“Did you by any chance know Gray Landon in
college?” he asked.

I saw his Adam’s apple move in his throat as
he swallowed hard.

Where the fuck is this going? I
wondered.

I sat there, gazed up towards the ceiling,
and tried to recall Gray Landon. I had a slight recollection of
him. Soccer player. Sandy-colored hair. Gorgeous tan even in the
midst of winter. He looked like an Abercrombie & Fitch or Polo
model. Amazing body and pretty much gorgeous. I don’t ever recall
having struck up a conversation with him. He was several years
behind me in school.

“I sorta recall him. Is he okay? Gosh, I
haven’t thought about him in years,” I told James. I was clearly
confused. I looked at him and furrowed my brows.

“Well, how do I say this?” Long pause.
“Katelyn, did you know he was gay?”

“No idea. I probably wouldn’t recall anyway.
Why? What are we talking about here?”

James dropped his head and exhaled.

“I need to tell you about something that
happened…a very long time ago….” Another long pause. James
and I had graduated from the same very small college in a very
small southern town. We both moved to the big city for our careers,
albeit at different times. We reconnected last fall, when we bumped
in to each other at a small coffee shop in Tribeca.

It was serendipitous. We both remembered each
other, although we never hung out with the same crowds in college,
and pretty much fell in love over the autumn months. It’s easy to
fall in love in New York City during that time of the year. Having
gone to the same small college was one of several common bonds we
shared in a big city of millions of people.

“Go on,” I finally said. I crossed my arms,
leaned back away from the table, and lifted a brow. I really was
doing my best to be encouraging and supportive.

“Gray was several years behind us in school.
We were lab partners in one class, Kate,” he started. Then he
paused, and took another long breath. “After we graduated, Gray
called me up one night, and asked me to come see him. I drove the
two-hour drive back to the college. And we had sex in his dorm
room. I just wanted you to know, and hear it from me first, before
you heard any rumors.”

I started biting the inside of my jaw, my
first reaction to high-stress situations. I released a heavy
sigh.

How do you even respond to something like
that? What is the appropriate response when your boyfriend of
almost six months tells you he had sex with another man in the
past? Was I supposed to be angry, mad, upset? At something that
happened almost ten years ago? Why was he bringing this up now? Was
I supposed to throw my napkin on the table and run out of the
restaurant crying?

No. I was supposed to do what any cool
girlfriend would do. And guess what? I did it. I looked at James
straight in the eyes, leaned forward in my seat, and asked.

“Well, are you going to tell me about
it?”

 


* * *

 


James didn’t go into great detail about his
short-lived relationship with Gray. Truthfully, I didn’t ask a ton
of questions. Just like any of his other past relationships, I
preferred to not know major details. I really wanted to believe
that I was the only woman—or person, rather— James had ever had
feelings for. It was a form of ignorant bliss.

With that said, I was very curious about
James and Gray, about their sex life. I made a conscious choice to
refrain from asking lots questions, at least for the time being.
Besides, he struggled just to tell me that he and Gray had dated.
Perhaps this was a tidbit of his past that he desired to
forget.

James did confess to me that he’d enjoyed sex
with Gray, but that he “preferred” being with women. Admittedly,
thinking of James and Gray’s sexy and sweaty muscular bodies
rubbing around each other totally turned me on.

I’ll further admit that when I first started
seeing James, there were rumors. A mutual friend from college
straight up told me that James was gay. I didn’t believe her. I
told her she was silly to even think that! Besides, James had been
married. Since we’d first met, James had always been clearly
attracted to me. There was no doubt about that.

Honestly, sex with James has been some of the
hottest and most mind-blowing sex I have ever had. It has been
fucking amazing, and he can easily make me come multiple times. He
loves trying new things, like when I suggested having sex in the
big apartment window that overlooks the park.

He knows I love exhibitionism, and works hard
to cater to my fantasies. He is so good at foreplay, teasing my
nipples and biting them. It’s clear to me he loves nipples and
breasts. When he goes down on me, he eats my pussy like he’s diving
into the most delicious dessert he’s ever tasted. And then, when
his cock gets super hard, he can fuck me for what seems like hours.
As cheesy as it might sound, I’ve never had a man that passionate,
one who actually looks me in the eye and holds me close when
fucking me.

Truly, the sex has been amazing. I would've
never had an inkling that he was gay, or even bisexual. It was just
the rumors, until a few days ago. I’ve got to put this behind us,
and enjoy and appreciate our time together.

This morning at breakfast, James and I talked
about what planned to do for the weekend. I was so pumped for the
weekend. It had been the longest week ever.

In Manhattan, there's never a shortage of
things to do. I suggested getting over to Brooklyn for a while,
walking back across the bridge at sunset. It had been awhile since
we'd done that, and it was so romantic.

James said he had a special surprise in mind
for us on Friday night, and that we should plan on that instead of
the Brooklyn excursion. My heart dropped a little when he said it.
James rarely had surprises for me, so I was a bit taken aback. Was
he going to propose to me? Surely not. Not yet, anyway. I mean,
things were good. But are we ready for that? I don’t know.

Maybe he told me about Gray to see what my
reaction would be before he proposed. I have no idea why I over
analyze things.

“I’m sure we’ll have fun together no matter
what we get into,” I said. I winked at James, and kissed his cheek
as he left for work.

 


* * *

 


James returned from work around eight that
evening. Most people think eight is late, but it’s pretty typical
for James. Even for a Friday night. I’d worked from home that day,
and then I took our puppy Chance to the groomer. Later, I got a
bikini wax.

I loved the way my pussy felt after a wax.
Being bare exposed my clit, made it more prominent and sensitive. I
was hoping James and I would have a romantic evening, and then come
home and fuck like teenagers in our big window. I loved it when
people would look up and see us, and this little feature was one of
my favorite things about our tiny New York City apartment.

I made us martinis as we got ready to go out.
I was dancing in the bathroom to techno as I applied my makeup,
starting to feel a good buzz coming on.

“Let’s just snack around here,” James
said.

“What? Are we not going to dinner?” I stepped
out of the bathroom in a state of half-dress, half-drunk
confusion.

“Nope. It’s a surprise!” James said
excitedly. I huffed and went back to the mirror and my makeup.

“It will be fun. Relax,” I heard him yell. I
always immediately trusted him and relaxed when he said “relax”.
They were like magic words, and he knew it.

“Hey, what are you doing?” He popped his head
into the bathroom as I was putting my eye makeup on.

“Huh, you serious? What’s it look like I’m
doing, silly boy?” I leaned up close to the mirror and delicately
applied my eyeliner. He watched me intently and curiously. “Hey,
you want some eyeliner too?” I asked playfully.

“Sure,” he immediately responded. Well,
not the response I expected. He came up to me and I faced him.
He kissed me deeply for a few moments, and he push his cock hard
against me, pinning me between him and the bathroom counter. It
felt good, and I thought for a moment we were going to have a quick
fuck in the bathroom. I considered hopping up on the counter and
spreading my legs for him. I was getting turned on.

“Hmmm, more of this later,” he said, as he
squeezed my ass. “Now, the eyeliner.”

Strangely, I didn’t hesitate, but readily
complied with his demand. I very carefully applied the dark
eyeliner to each of his big blue eyes. It was a bizarre bonding
moment. It was almost like, I understood James in ways that perhaps
maybe many people did not, or could not, or chose not to. I was
glad that I could have that bonding moment with him.

“Looks good,” I said when I was finished. I
put the cap back on the eyeliner, turned around and continued my
makeup like nothing bizarre had happened.

 


* * *

 


An hour later, James and I were walking down
a dark alley, and he was visibly searching for a building
number.

“Babe, what the hell?” We had taken a cab to
lower Manhattan, and we were walking around on some narrow side
streets and alleys. These were some of the oldest streets in the
city. It was strangely desolate, and I was afraid he was lost.

“Babe, are we lost?” He ignored me, but
reassuringly squeezed my hand.

“Here it is,” he said. Next to a nondescript
door was a panel showing a listing of tenants, and a security
keypad. He wiggled his fingers in thought, and then finally hit
“2-3-9”. The door immediately unbolted with a thud. He opened the
door and led me through into a tiny lobby that looked like it had
not been painted since the ‘60s. This was definitely not turning
out to be the romantic evening that I had in mind.

“James, where the hell are we?”

I stared to feel slightly nervous. What was
he up to? He pushed the “up” button of the elevator, which was the
only option once in the lobby. Back out the door to the street, or
up in the elevator. Two choices. Interesting.

We stepped into a tiny wooden elevator that
reminded me of the ones in Europe that could only hold three or
four small people. He pushed the number for floor six. With a jerk,
the elevator slowly rumbled upwards. As the elevator ascended, I
heard the thumping of club music getting louder. It had been years
since I had been to a rave, so maybe James was trying to get me to
feel young again. He would totally do something like that.

“You’re taking me to a rave, or a hidden bar.
That’s a big thing here right now, I know,” I looked up at him and
smiled and hugged him. “Is it one of those hidden ‘prohibition-era’
bars?” I was interested, but not overwhelmingly excited.

“Well, it’s not exactly a rave, or a bar. But
it is hidden,” he said. James smiled and kissed my cheek.
Just then, the elevator doors rattled open, and we stepped off into
what appeared to be the lobby of an industrial-themed club.
Definitely not the secret and elusive prohibition era bars that
were all the rage. The music was thumping, but I couldn’t see
anyone, except for a large man standing behind a tall desk who
greeted us.

“Password, please,” said the man
authoritatively. He grew increasingly large in stature as we
approached him. I figured he was a bouncer.

James leaned into him and whispered
something, and then took out his wallet and gave the man a wad of
cash. At least several hundred dollar bills, although I couldn’t
tell.

Where the hell are we? The doorman
smiled at me and nodded, and James took my hand and led me through
a set of automatic sliding doors straight out of a sci-fi movie,
which was a bizarre juxtaposition from the old wooden elevator we
had just exited. We stepped through the sliding doors, and we were
suddenly the only two people still wearing clothes in a crowded
room of people in varying states of undress and copulation.

 


* * *

 


My heart started pounding fast. A sex
club. James has brought me to a secret sex club. I had heard
that these secret clubs were scattered throughout the city, and
here we were. My first one. James squeezed my hand tight, and
leaned over and whispered to me.

“Are you okay?”

“Yes,” I responded. “I think!”

I could barely hide my excitement. I had
always wanted to check out one of these places in the city with
James. James knew I loved “performing” in that window at our
apartment. The first time we fucked in front of it he tried to
close the blinds, but I wouldn’t allow it.

James and I decided we would just walk around
and check out the multitude of different rooms. There was a bar at
the entrance. But unlike most bars, there was really no one
standing around it. There were a couple of stripper poles that
girls were using, and there was a DJ spinning.

James and I entered the first room. There was
a blindfolded girl tied up to a large wooden X. Her ankles and
wrists were all bound with rope to the X, forcing her to be spread
open wide. We couldn’t see his cock, but we could clearly see a guy
standing in front of her, pounding away, his glutes contracting
over and over as his cock went to town.

“That’s fucking hot,” I remarked to James,
almost analytically. He nodded in agreement, but didn’t say a word,
as his eyes continued scanning the sex club.

We entered another room, and there were two
separate couples fucking on two separate beds. Each appeared to be
lost in their own world of fucking. I told myself that this would
be referred to as the “Vanilla Room”, going forward. In yet another
room, there was a full-on orgy with several bodies all intertwined
so tightly that I couldn’t tell whose appendages belonged to
whom.

We peeked into another room, and saw a
gorgeous completely naked girl sitting in a guy’s lap, his cock
buried deep inside of her from behind, her legs spread around him,
while a girl knelt before her and sucked on her clit. He was
bouncing her hips up and down on his cock, his thick muscles
rippling. The girl kneeling in front of them had long black hair,
and I couldn’t see her face. They had developed a sizable crowd of
onlookers. James and I were busy taking this all in. The truth was,
I was getting horny watching all of this go down, and I wanted to
be a part of it. If anything, I wanted James to fuck me in front of
the audience that was forming.

We decided to enter the room with the girl
sitting on the guy’s lap getting her clit sucked. I wanted to
watch. The girl had a perfect body and pretty puffy nipples. We
watched them all for a few minutes as they continued to fuck. I
pointed James to a chair near the group. I didn’t have to say a
word. James eagerly sat down in the chair, and I knelt in front of
him. I had a perfect view of the threesome going on next to us. I
unbuckled James’s pants, and pulled down his zipper. His thick cock
sprung out of his pants. It throbbed and was practically begging to
be sucked. I had no idea he had been getting so hard watching the
threesome. I was just excited to get to suck his cock and have an
audience.

I started sucking on James’s cock
aggressively, but I quickly realized we were the only ones still
dressed. I was nervous, but figured I would never see any of these
people again. I stood up, and removed all of my clothes. Having had
a few drinks before we left home definitely helped me have the
courage to do that. James stroked his cock while I got undressed,
and I caught him looking over at the threesome next to us a few
times. I got back down on my knees and started sucking James’s cock
again, arching my back in an attempt to expose my pussy to anyone
who wanted to see what a turned on woman looked like. I used my
tongue and hand and stroked James in front of the crowd, and I
pushed his balls down in an effort to make his cock look even
longer for the audience, which continued to grow.

Suddenly, a warm body was next to me, and I
looked over. The girl who had been getting fucked in the chair was
next me. She was petite and Italian, with dark hair and caramel
skin.

“Hey,” she said very sweetly and quietly.
“Looks like we’ve got an audience. Is it okay if I join in?”

I felt like this was not her first rodeo, and
that she knew the etiquette of what to do at a sex club.

“Okay,” I said nervously, feeling like a huge
dork as I continued stroking James’s cock. The truth was, James and
I had never done anything this extreme, other than fucking in the
window at home so passersby could see us.

“I’m Rachael, and that’s my husband Brian,”
she said, thumbing towards the huge guy she had been riding. Before
I could introduce myself and James, Rachael was on her back,
sliding up underneath me, so that I was practically sitting on her
face.

Oh, my god. I am going to come all
over this girl’s face in a few minutes, I thought.

I looked over to her husband Brian, who
looked like a professional football player. He had a thick neck and
was completely ripped, a complete man beast. He was stroking his
unusually thick cock, which matched his neck, and watching his wife
move towards my pussy.

As soon as Rachael’s feminine lips touched my
clit, I jumped at the pleasure. In fact, it felt so amazing, that I
started thrusting my hips, so that my slowly engorging clit was
almost like a cock thrusting into her mouth. I forgot about James’s
cock for a minute. I looked back up at Brian, and he was pulling
his pants down to the floor while he was stroking himself. I
glanced behind me, and the girl who had been sucking Rachael’s clit
a moment ago was now back at Rachel’s pussy again. Rachael was
moaning and writhing about, and her moans resonated through my
clit. It was almost like a vibrator coming out of her mouth.

I looked around the room. We had certainly
quickly gained quite an audience. There were at least ten other
people, either men sitting in chairs stroking their cocks while
watching us, or women with legs propped up on chair, rubbing their
clits. It made me want to put on an extra hot show for them. There
were a few people standing about as well, cocks pulled out of their
pants, stroking away.

When I looked back at James to get ready to
take his cock in my mouth. I gasped, and my heart dropped! I
noticed that he had reached over and was stroking Brian’s big thick
cock, and he wasn’t looking at me! He was looking at Brian’s
cock.

He wanted it. That’s all there was to it. He
finally looked over and caught me staring at him. I loved seeing
James stroking Brian’s cock, although I couldn’t explain why. I
smiled at James and gave him a head nod, basically signaling my
approval. James stood up, leaving his pants sitting in front of the
now-empty chair, and sat on Brian’s lap, facing me. His cock was
pointing straight up to his navel, and throbbing hard. I loved
seeing it like that. He and Brian, their muscular bodies working
together, were trying hard to insert Brian’s cock into James. As
soon as it finally slipped in, they both moaned in delight. Brian’s
hands were on James’s waist as he slid him up and down on his thick
shaft.

I leaned over and up so I could get my mouth
back around James’s cock while he was getting pumped from the back.
We had inserted a few dildos before in his ass in the past, and
that gave him his most intense orgasms ever. I knew he was going to
shoot a crazy big load when he finally came.

Rachael’s lips continued to make my pussy
quiver. I heard her let out a little moan, and I saw that the girl
who was licking her pussy was wiping her mouth and beginning to
stand up. Rachael must be satiated by now, I thought.
Regardless, she continued her hard work on my pussy. I really liked
this girl.

I continued sucking James while he had an ass
full of Brian’s cock. Brian’s ripped muscles moved with every
thrust. I kept sucking James’s cock, but sometimes he had to pull
my head away from it. I knew he was going to explode at any moment,
and he was trying to hold off his release.

Suddenly, James pulled my head towards him
again so that his cock was in the back of my throat. It jerked
several times, and he let out a moan that I had never heard before.
I had seen his ass tighten on a dildo before when he came in the
past, and figured Brian was getting that same sensation. Brian too
started grunting loudly, and I could tell he was coming as well by
the intensity of his thrusts. His whole body tightened up and every
muscle popped. They both loudly moaned in unison, and I eagerly
lapped up James’s load. I looked around and noticed some members
the audience were releasing their orgasms as well.

I knew it was my turn now. I wanted to give
the audience an amazing show. And so far, so good. The orgasm
swelled up in my clit as Rachael continued to suck. I started
rubbing and pinching my own nipples as I felt the intensity of the
strangers’ eyes on me. I spread my legs wide so that my pussy was
open on her face, and so that our audience could get a good look at
it when I came. Suddenly, the orgasm started at my clit where
Rachael’s tongue was.

Then, it resonated deep within my pelvis. I
arched my back hard, moaning probably louder than anyone had all
night. I pointed my toes hard to increase the intensity of my
orgasm, pushed my hips forward, and let my pussy contract and relax
around Rachael’s tongue as the orgasm completely overtook my
body.

I looked over, and noticed a few people had
gathered around the door and were peeking in to see what kind of
show we were putting on. My pussy throbbed, opening and closing,
and I continued grinding my hips and moving in such a way on
Rachael’s thick wet lips that it was almost as if my clit was
actually a cock thrusting deep inside of someone. The intensity of
my orgasm finally slowly subsided, and I looked down at my large
deliciously swollen clit.

Rachael finally maneuvered herself out from
underneath me. I had been in such a state of ecstasy that I didn’t
even notice James and Brian were still gently stroking their now
limp cocks after watching me come.

I think they wanted to try to go for another
round. Most of the people in the audience had by now stroked
themselves off, probably at about the same time I came all over
Rachael’s face. People slowly started meandering out of the room.
Rachael stood up and went over to her husband’s lap again,
straddling and facing him and rubbing her pussy on his still erect
cock. They appeared to be kissing and in deep conversation.

 


* * *

 


James’s cock was already getting hard again
too. I knew how he was. He would come once, and then minutes later,
he could be ready to go again. I’m not sure if it was a quirk he
had, or if he legitimately was able to limit the amount of cum on a
first orgasm. I decided I would mimic Rachael. I straddled James’s
lap, facing him. We kissed intimately, just as Rachael and Brian
were doing.

I wasn’t sure where this left us, or what
this meant for our relationship. It was becoming very apparent to
me that my boyfriend was bisexual.

Would I be enough to satisfy him and his needs?

I wasn’t sure, but I knew what my next
purchase was going to be at the sex store, and I intended to use it
on him as soon as I could. I leaned over to Rachael a few minutes
later.

“Hey, girl. That was fun. Thank you. I’m
Katelyn, by the way. And I’m sorry I didn’t introduce myself
properly earlier.”

Rachael giggled.

“Oh please. No apologies needed Katelyn! You
had a lot on your mind. Let me guess. This is your first time
here?”

“Haha! Could you tell?”

“Well, it’s okay. And you did fine. So, hey,
sometimes Brian and I come here to meet other couples who are,
well…like us, I guess you could say.” Rachael’s voice was
seductive, yet sweet. “Would you like for us to let you guys know
about some upcoming parties like this? I’m sure you had to do some
serious research to even find this place. It didn’t look like you
all came with guests. Some of these parties, or maybe I should just
call them events, are even way more exclusive than this place.
Invitation only.”

I watched as she stroked Brian’s cock again,
which rested on her pussy.

“That would be cool. Thank you.”

“Great. Let’s exchange contact info later,”
Rachael said. “But right now, I have some more business I need to
tend to.”

Rachael winked at me and started stroking
Brian more aggressively, and went back to kissing his neck. I took
the visual cue, wrapped my hand around James’s cock and started
delicately stroking him. I looked out of the corner of my eye, and
saw yet another new and not-yet-satiated audience forming around
the four of us.
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loves to arouse people in ways they could never imagine with each
story. With aims to captivate readers and show them a good time,
you’ll find yourself lost in lust with Trace’s stories. If reading
hot, rough, and kinky sex is your thing, Trace knows exactly which
buttons to push to satisfy your desires.

You can connect with Trace via Blogger, Twitter, Wordpress, Tumblr, and Facebook.

 


Ellen Dominick

 


Ellen Dominick has been writing
professionally since 2002. Even though she has written for many
newspapers and magazines, Ellen has always had a passion for
fiction. So now she is diving into the wild world of erotica.

Ellen has lived all over the world, but she
loves to visit Tokyo and buy hand braided bondage ropes whenever
she can.

Find Ellen At:

Her Website

Her
Blog

Twitter

Facebook

Contact Ellen at ellenjdominick@gmail.com

 


Catherine LaCroix

 


Catherine LaCroix is an up-and-coming author
who enjoys worlds filled with lush environments, deep characters
and sensual romance. Whether it's set ten years in the future, or a
thousand years in the past, Cat loves to take her readers on
fantastic journeys that will leave them begging for more.

For updates, sneak-peaks, and random musings
visit Catherine's Facebook: http://tinyurl.com/whispersfromcat

Or follow her on Twitter: https://twitter.com/whispersfromcat 

Questions or comments? E-mail
whispersfromcat@gmail.com

 


Jayden Lane

 


Jayden Lane is a new author
specializing in the BDSM, Degradation, and College/Teacher genres.
She is a huge fan of movies, and books, and obviously, sexuality.
She is very open to chatting with fans so if you would like to send
her a message or have a chat, her twitter handle is
@J_LaneStories.
She hopes you enjoyed this story and enjoys all of her future books
as well.

 


Antoinette M—

 


Antoinette M— had a grubby sunny childhood in
southern New Hampshire. She has always maintained that “cranky” and
“Yankee” rhyme for a reason. Today, Antoinette writes smut. She
lives in a crooked little house, with an awesome husband, and a
very large dog. She enjoys reversing gender roles, playing with old
stereotypes, and is currently working on a little bit of this and a
little bit of that. Visit Antoinette's blog for more
smut.

For this particular story, Stay on the
Shady Side, she’s like to thank the Esoteric Archives for
making public The Key of Solomon, and Heremetics.org for
The Grimoire of Honorius. Both books were consulted in order
to lend an authentic feel the ceremony in the story.

 


Roxie Noir

 


Roxie Noir is a nice girl who writes erotica
about mythology, history, and whatever else catches her fancy. She
tries not to let too much anachronism sneak in, but doesn’t want to
take it too seriously. You can find the other eleven parts of
The Erotic Adventures of Heraklea—about a female version of
the Greek hero Hercules—as well as her other writing at
roxienoir.tumblr.com. She’s also on Twitter at @RoxieNoir, and
loves to get emails (seriously) at Roxie.Noir@gmail.com.

 


Caelia Portier

 


Caelia is an erotica author (clearly) and
self-proclaimed geek. She was raised in a small and very religious
southern community. In her “regular” life, Caelia is an
entrepreneur and an attorney. After drafting boring contracts all
day, her writing is her creative—ahem—release. She hopes you’ve had
fun reading her book, and she invites you to stay in touch by
signing up for her (mostly) weekly newsletter, Caelia’s
Loves.

Visit My
Website for Two FREE eBooks

Let’s Be Friends on
Facebook

Follow me on
Twitter

Check out my
Pins on
Pinterest

 


Dulce Rolindeaux

 


“Among mankind,” says Beauty, “there are many
who deserve the name Beast more than you, and I prefer you, just as
you are, to those, who, under a human form, hide a treacherous,
corrupt, and ungrateful heart.”—Beauty And The Beast
Jeanne-Marie LePrince de Beaumont

“I think I was a writer before I even knew
how to hold a pen.” From the moment she picked up her first book of
fairy tales, Dulce has been in love with magical love. She has
always had a head full of stories and she has a passion for sharing
those stories with others. As an award winning author with over 30
titles and compilations on the market, Dulce has had the great
honor of fulfilling that dream.

Find more of Dulce's work at http://summereyesadultpublishing.tumblr.com/

 


C. V. Walter

 


C.V. Walter is a hopeless romantic who
believes that sex is best with an emotional connection…but it can
still be fun without one. She tweets occasionally at
@CVWalterAuthor and blogs at http://cvwalter.wordpress.com.
For information about new releases and upcoming
events, sign up for the mailing list.

 


Gwendolyn Wilde

 


The cursor throbs. I gnaw my lip. Thighs
warmed by my laptop, I stroke the keys, chasing indecent thoughts
across the page. Though I start shy, soon it's hard to stop: scenes
of skin and lips and gasping passion suck me in until I forget I'm
just sitting here, writing.

I hope my stories of sex and romance will
come alive for you as well. If you enjoy tales of dominance and
defiance, kidnapped maidens and alpha males, chains and
transformations and much more….then read on.

Join Gwendolyn Wilde’s mailing
list for New Releases, to receive a free story!

 


Gwendolyn Wilde on Goodreads

Website: www.gwendolynwilde.com

Email: wildegwendolyn@gmail.com

 


 


Vivian Wood

 


Ms. Vivian Wood lives in New Orleans,
Louisiana with her badly behaved dog. In her free time, Vivian
enjoys bounce shows, porch sitting, hot coffee at the local
library, and reading anything and everything she can get her hands
on. She has already begun the next book in this series, and is
quite excited to see what will happen to her beloved characters
next.

Visit her at viviankwood.com for more
information!

 


 



ABOUT SMUT
WRITERS




Smut Writers is a group of
erotica and romance authors who blog about writing,
self-publishing, and oh yeah, sex. Browse our articles, check out
our books, and say hello!
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