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Author’s Note:

Hello, Reader! I never thought I’d be a writer. I didn’t write a piece of fiction
until I was almost forty. Four a few years, I gave my stories away for free on
Literotica.com. I couldn’t believe anyone would read them, but they did. I got
feedback, good and bad, and from 2011 until early 2015, that was enough.

Literotica is a strange community though. Most visitors to the site read the
stories anonymously, with one hand scrolling the screen and the other
scrolling their privates, and they get out as soon as they get off. Some leave
comments. Some vote with the star rating.

The praise is thrilling, and it’s much more frequent than the positive reviews
authors see on Amazon, so I was content. My philosophy was, “Why sell the
cow when you can give the milk away for free?”

But like every large and anonymous online community, there are trolls, and
the Literotica Trolls are some of the vilest people I’ve come across. Literotica
turns many average readers into critics, ready to tear apart novice storytellers
for typos, grammatical errors, inconsistencies in storytelling, or implausible
scenarios, if only to feel better about their own existences.

Sometimes they preach, as though they have trophy cases of Pulitzers, tearing
down fellow authors for trying to write something different, out of the mold
of the usual wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am. These are the trolls who pushed
me out of my comfort zone, straight into the arms of Amazon.

Well, the trolls and Ron Mexico.

Ron Mexico stole my story, Collared in the Temple of Dendur, and a
Literotica user reported it to me. Ron Douche Bonnet Mexico took my story,
slapped a stupid cover on it, and renamed it, but he didn’t change a word of
the text. He charged $2.99 for what I chose to put on a free site. Suddenly,
giving the milk away for free left a sour taste in my mouth, and I made the
leap.

Since then, I’ve tried a million things to find the readers. I’ve said since the
beginning that most of the promotion indies do is fruitless because we mostly
market to other authors, and it’s true. I’ve done countless takeovers in which
the only guests are authors in the groups I’m in. It’s a waste of time. I’ve said



for almost three years now, “Readers don’t hang out in Facebook groups.
They read.”

In the last several weeks, I’ve been proven wrong. Finally, I’ve found the
readers. It was a quest rivaling the one for the Holy Grail, but I did it, and I’m
grateful. So grateful, I want to send free books to celebrate.

My husband is more cynical than I am. He often resents the time I spend in
my quest for readers. He grows frustrated with my writing “hobby” because I
put more money into my website, software, promotional paperbacks, etc. than
I take in.

The thing is, all I want is for people to read my books. Sure, it would be great
to be able to cover my expenses, but what my heart needs is readers who like
what I write. (For now anyway. If I ever get to retire from my day job, I’ll
need to make a little money anyway!)

That said, I hope you read at least one story and love it. I hope it leaves you
wanting more because, after all, it’s a short story. An amuse bouche, if you
will.

Thank you for reading.

Please share it with your friends, if you like, but please, please, please, don’t
be a douche bonnet and steal it. Please.

Thanks for reading, and keep in touch.

PL
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Marnie, the spa lady, centered the cucumber slices over my eyes, and I
sighed, hopeful that I was home-free. “We’ll let the seaweed mask dry for a
couple minutes, and then I’ll come back and start your massage, okay?” Her
whisper tickled my ear, but I held still.

When the door clicked behind her, I relaxed for the first time since I’d
entered the day spa. I’m cool as a cucumber. I wasn’t, of course, but the 
cucumber blindfold helped. The more coverage, the less I worried. While I 
was alone in the room, anyway. Taking advantage of the quiet, I focused on 
breathing and relaxing.  

I was nearly asleep when the door slammed, startling me three feet off the
massage table. The cucumbers teetered precariously, but I grabbed them in
the nick of time, placing them where they belonged. With the blood pounding
in my ears, I settled back on the table, trying not to blow my cover.

When I finally took a breath, I realized that a slammed door didn’t match
the serene whispering and new-age music, especially with no apology to
follow. Adrenaline surged through my body as anxiety took hold. I didn’t
belong here, and with the cucumbers masking my eyes, I had no idea if I was
alone in the room.

The scent of men’s aftershave hit me a moment later, and I heard
movement on the other side of the room. Marnie hadn’t smelled like a man a
moment ago, and she had said she would come back for the massage. It was
my first day-spa experience, and my fear of the unknown—both of spa
etiquette and who the hell had slammed the door—kept my body stiff in
anticipation. I wanted to rip the cucumbers from my eyes and peek, but the
fear of exposing my identity held me still.

The champagne I drank in the lounge was going to my head, allowing my
mind to race with outlandish possibilities: A male client had stumbled into
the wrong room and was ogling my scantily clad body. Or worse! He was
here for Mrs. H, maybe to kidnap her for ransom because Mr. H was so rich.
Oh, God. What if he was planning to rape her, too! I needed to look around.
Someone moved at the foot of the table. Stifling a scream, I forced myself to
breathe.

My nose itched under the seaweed mask, but I remained frozen with the
fear of attracting attention and causing the person in the room to take God-



knows-what action. The itch traveled up to my forehead, past the damn
cucumbers. It had to be a spider. Any reasonable person would kill it; why
wasn’t he killing it?   

I squeezed my eyes shut as visions of rape and kidnapping threatened to
steal my sanity. God damn you, champagne! I willed my face to stay covered
to conceal my identity, but at the same time, my head was screaming,
YOU'VE GOT THE WRONG WOMAN!

Fingers landed on the Velcro on my wrap, pulling gently at the closure.
The ripping sound set my teeth on edge as the stranger separated one layer
from the other and unwrapped me. Oh, my god. He was undressing me. He’s
gonna rape me! If only I could risk a peek! The fingertips came to the other 
side of the wrap, and I stiffened again. Despite my efforts to stifle it, a sob 
escaped my lips as the terry cloth raked across my chest, turning my nipples 
to hard points. My cheeks flushed under the seaweed mask.  

I was doomed. This faceless man was raping me, and my nipples were
hard. He must think I want it. Bolt! echoed through my head, but as I tensed,
two hands rested on my shoulders, and a woman spoke.

"Relax, Mrs. Harrison. It's Marnie. I'm back for your massage." The
massage therapist, not some strange man. Of course! It was my champagne-
guilt and the cucumber blindfold putting these stupid ideas in my head. "I'm
going to start with your front, okay?"

My mouth opened to speak, but I snapped it shut, remembering that I was
an impostor, and I couldn't risk getting caught. I nodded, feeling the dried
seaweed paste on my skin cracking with my movement. I wondered briefly
when she would remove the mask and expose my face, but before I could
worry, she said, “Are you ready?” Her hands rubbed together, and then she
leaned right against my body on the table and placed her oiled fingers on my
shoulders. "Deep breath, Mrs. Harrison." I took three deep breaths, aware
each time of the rise and fall of my nipples. The form I’d filled out when I
arrived said I'd be "covered for modesty" at all times. I certainly was NOT.

Marnie's hands started on my shoulders and traced down to my wrists,
sometimes rubbing her thumbs deep into the muscles of my arms. A
contented sigh escaped my lips, and I forgot about my nakedness. She moved
her hands to my collarbone, finding knots I hadn't realized existed. My
tension released, my sanity returned, and as I smiled, the seaweed crackled
again. My breathing evened, and I absorbed the calm.



And then she massaged my hands. I'd had a manicure before, but this was
different. Less utilitarian and more indulgent. She pulled all of the tension out
of my fingertips and headed back to my shoulders. She paused a moment
before running her palms down my torso to where the sheet she'd draped over
my lower half met my bare belly. With no explanation for what she was
doing, Marnie swept the sheet off the table, exposing every part of my body,
except my face, of course. Goosebumps erupted from my scalp to my ankles,
and I gripped the sheet beneath me to keep myself from springing off the
table and running to the safety of the locker room, where they served dry
champagne and fresh fruit and had privacy curtains in the changing area.
Naked, I lay there, listening as she rubbed fresh oil on her hands. I held my
breath, anticipating her touch, but when her hands came to rest over my
breasts, I choked.

The spa day sounded like a much better idea when Mrs. Harrison
suggested it last Tuesday. We'd been working in her office when Mr.
Harrison entered without knocking.

"Clear your calendar, Yvette," he said, knocking papers off the corner of
the desk. "I need you to go for a spa day next Saturday."

Mrs. H gave him an annoyed look, but his attention was on his phone.
"Why? Do I need Botox or something?" She pulled a mirror out of the

middle desk drawer and made faces in the glass. My boss wasn't much older
than I was, but she was always worried about Mr. H trading her in for a
younger model. She had reason to worry; she was his fourth wife.

He ignored her question. "Jack Rogers just bought a day spa for his wife,
Marnie. I told him you'd give them some good publicity." He wasn't looking
at her when she shot him a death stare. "Just go. Have fun and blog about it
later. Give 'em a quote for their website."

"But I have—”
"C'mon, Yvette. It's not like I'm asking you to march up and down the

street twirling a signboard. Go. You'll have a great day. You deserve it.
You've been working really hard."

"But, I—”
"Look. Jack Rogers is a good man and a great friend from the club. I'm

begging you. Please go. I need his help to swing the stockholders my way on
the Clovis project." He hesitated before actually begging. "Please?"

Mrs. H let him stew for a moment while she assessed the situation. "Fine,



but you owe me." He left without another word.
"Shit," she said as soon as his footsteps faded from earshot. I tried

unsuccessfully not to smile. Mrs. H never cursed. Not around her assistants
anyway. "That's the day of the Founder's Day Golf Tournament. I knew he
was meeting with Jack Rogers, so I got a foursome together. Dammit." She
turned to me. "Now what am I going to do?" She plopped into the leather
chair behind her desk and heaved a frustrated sigh.

"I don't know, Mrs. H. A spa day? You'd give that up? That sounds like
heaven to me. Better than golf, anyway." I chuckled.

"Leslie, I go to the spa all the time. I don't need another facial. I need to
play golf with my B-F-Fs. Why doesn't he ask me before he signs me up for
this crap?" She knew the answer to that one as well as I did; he owned her.

"I've never been," I said, but she was distracted. I didn't think she heard
me. I turned back to my laptop. A moment later, Mrs. H hopped out of her
chair and closed the lid on my computer.

"Leslie. You're gonna go to the spa. In my place."
My jaw dropped. "I can't do that!"
"Sure you can. Just pretend to be me. We look enough alike, and you'll be

all wrapped up in robes and towels and stuff. No one will know you."
"Won't Mr. Harrison be upset? What if he finds out? What if—”
"Don't be absurd! Even if someone at the spa does figure it out, you'll

report your experience, and the endorsement will come from me. That's all
that matters." She seemed convinced, but I was worried about more than
fooling Mr. H.

"I've never been to a spa. How would I even know if it's any good?"
"It'll be good. Even if it's bad, my review will be good. You'll just have to 

remember a couple of details so I'll have specifics." She turned back to her 
computer screen. The matter was settled.  

Settled, like Marnie's hands on my tits. I sucked in a loud breath which
turned into a moan without my permission. This was NOT okay. I did NOT
sign on to be touched there. She gave them a gentle squeeze and her fingers
moved slowly up from around the swell of my breasts until they circled just
my nipples. My breathing came fast and heavy as panic took hold.

Her warm breath tickled my skin before her lips reached my nipple, and
that's when I knew that I'd walked into something much more personal than a
spa review. There was no way I would escape this undetected, and Mrs. H



was going to be in a heap of trouble when Mr. H found out about the switch.
I tried to force my mind to come up with a plan to get out of there, but 

before I considered the first possibility, her tongue touched my nipple. It 
started with one slow lick, but a moment later, her lips were closed, and she 
was sucking it deep into her mouth. Her fingers remained on my other nipple, 
pinching lightly and then rolling it between her fingertips. I couldn't have 
stopped her if I tried. It had been nearly a year since I'd broken up with my 
last real boyfriend; my body craved the attention.   

That a woman was responsible for the arousal flooding my pussy didn't
ping my radar until it was too late. Her fingernails danced down my belly,
tickling me so pleasantly, distracting me from acknowledging that the
fingernails belonged to a woman. She reached my bare mons, tracing my
contours with her fingertips. I didn't mean to, but I spread my legs to give her
room to proceed.

"Good girl, Yvette," she said. Her lips went to my ear. "Your husband is
watching from a chair at the foot of the table. He wants you to have the time
of your life."

My eyes flew open under the cucumbers, and my hands gripped the sheet
under me. Mr. Harrison? Here? What the hell? I needed to escape. I'd have
been better off with a kidnapper. Mr. Harrison would not only kill me, but
he'd probably be looking for wife number five by tomorrow. What the hell
did she get me into? The only consolation was finally knowing who’d
slammed the door. It didn’t help.

"Relax." Her breath tickled my ear, sparking new goosebumps
everywhere. "He knows you want this. He set this fake appointment up
because he thought you'd chicken out."

"Ch-chicken out?" My voice was raspy.
"Shh. He also thought you'd be more comfortable somewhere other than

the club for your first time with a woman. He's giving you your fantasy. Just
relax and enjoy. I'm gonna make you feel so good." Her voice was a purr, and
to my surprise, it turned me on.

As her lips returned to working my nipple, her fingertips danced
downward, not stopping until they reached my open slit. My breathing
quickened in anticipation, and in my head, I willed her to go for it. Touch me.
Spread me open and touch my clit. She must have heard my silent scream; the
pad of her finger came to rest gently on the outside of my pussy. With a tiny



flick of her finger, she worked it in against my clit and traced the contours.
My hips rose from the table to meet her touch, and she went to work, rubbing
my aroused button.

Her fingers were skilled, as I imagined a massage therapist's would be. I
moaned out loud, forgetting to hide my secret. I heard Mr. H chuckle from
his chair. "Atta girl, Evvie."

Relieved that Mr. H hadn't recognized my voice, I vowed silence for the
remainder of the experience, but I began to fret about his view between my
legs. I was clean-shaven. What if Mrs. H didn't shave? What if her pussy lips
were full and fleshy? Mine were tight and exposed my clit when I spread my
legs. What if he could see that I wasn't his wife?

She increased the pressure and speed of the rubbing and my orgasm built
quickly. Tight circles on the side of my clit had my hips bucking in time with
her fingers. I tried to stifle my cry, so as I came, a series of ridiculous,
guttural grunts punctuated my orgasm.

"That sounded good," Mr. H said absently. I'd forgotten about him, and
panic put a damper on my post-orgasmic high. Marnie didn't give my
disappointment time to fester, though. Her hair brushed my cheek just before
her breath tickled my lips, and I braced myself for my first-ever kiss from a
woman.

I could pass off the rest of what she'd done to me as an unexpected part of
a sensual massage, but kissing a woman was definitely gay. I'd never had a
lesbian urge in my life, and now . . . Her lips met mine. I wailed in my head,
THIS CAN'T BE HAPPENING, but it was happening, and the heat in my
pussy revealed my true feelings. My lips parted on their own, wetness
flooded my pussy, and my tongue reached for hers. Her lips brushed mine as
her hand drifted over the peaks of my nipples and back down to my pussy.

Marnie moaned when she felt my arousal, and her fingers slipped inside,
fucking me. Then she pressed her thumb against my clit, drawing out a
second orgasm as she continued to kiss me. I whimpered pathetically when
she pulled her fingers out and gasped when she used the other hand to
remove the cucumber slices from my eyes. I closed them quickly, having no
idea if this Marnie and Mrs. H knew each other. What if she knew that Mrs.
H's eyes were green? Mine were clearly blue. I hoped the candlelight of the
spa treatment room would minimize their differences, but I wasn't taking any
chances.



Marnie changed my mind for me. "Open your eyes, sweetie." I complied
reluctantly. She was stunning—long, dark hair, dark eyes, full lips—and she
was naked. Without thinking of the consequences to the label of my
sexuality, I raised my hand to reach for her luscious breasts, but she stopped
me. "No," she whispered. "This is for your pleasure." She laughed softly.
"Touching you gives me the pleasure I need."

And then she changed the game completely; she traced my lip with the
fingers she had just pulled out of my pussy, and before I could protest, she
stuck her fingertip into my mouth. "Taste yourself, Yvette. You're so
delicious."

I balked. I tried to pull back. I shook my head and wrinkled my nose.
"No. Please."

She smiled, shook her head, and slid her fingers further into my mouth.
"Taste it."

Tears sprung to my eyes as I fought. I couldn't eat my own fucking pussy
juice. My gag reflex kicked in as I struggled.

"Don't you gag." Her voice was soft but firm. "Just taste it. You wanted
this, Yvette. Relax and let it happen. Your husband is watching."

Alarmed, I remembered where I was and who I was. More importantly, I
remembered who they thought I was. I did my best to submit, and I opened
my mouth to accept her fingers.

"Good girl." I opened my eyes to see her smiling down at me. "Clean
them off, and I'll really rock your world."

I nodded, knowing I couldn't fight, lest I give away my identity. I closed
my lips around her fingers and sucked them gently. The taste wasn't as nasty
as I expected, so I kept going. She wiggled them, and I forced my tongue
between the two, lapping at the skin at the nexus of her fingers. She thrust
them into my mouth again, and I sucked harder, as if I was sucking a dick.
She giggled as I traced the pads of her fingers, trying to feel her fingerprint.
After one last lick, she withdrew them.

"Now, I'm gonna make you lose your mind," she said with a warm smile.
She leaned and gave each of my nipples a gentle bite and then walked to the
end of the table. "You'll need to scoot down so I can reach you." Her hands
on my thighs helped guide me into position. "Put your legs over my
shoulders, okay?"

I shuddered at the intensely sexual sight of Marnie with my thighs



framing her face. I'd seen men from this position before, of course, but this
was straight out of a porno. Her smile was a happy one, engulfing her whole
face, as if she'd waited a lifetime to get between Mrs. H's legs. I smiled back,
but the cracking of the seaweed mask reminded me that she was smiling for
someone else.

Her hair tickled my thighs before her breath reached my skin. I took a
deep breath and closed my eyes.

"No, Yvette. You watch me eat your pussy." She held eye contact with
me as her tongue poked out between her lips and she lowered her head again.

Her soft face against my legs surprised me. Every man who'd ever gone
down on me had facial hair of some variety. The absence of scratchiness
drove it home. There is a woman's head between my legs. A woman is fucking
me. I was still unsure that this was okay, but when she nuzzled my thigh
again, I resolved to enjoy this gentle touch, even if I was uncomfortable.
"You are so soft," I whispered.

"Another reason I like to make love to a woman from time to time."
When her tongue touched my lower lips, electricity shot through me, and I
closed my legs with her head trapped between them. I felt her shaking her
head against my thighs, and then she pushed my knees apart again. "You're
okay. I did the same thing my first time," she said as she dipped down.

This time I relaxed and let her do it. She licked from my perineum to my
clit in a long, slow stroke. Her tongue on my clit, still sensitive from the last
two orgasms, sent a wave of pleasure through my midsection, and I silently
willed her to stay right there.

She did. Her mouth was open, and her warm breath spread across the skin
of my thighs, reaching into my folds, meeting the soft touch of her tongue.
She experimented, first with short licks along each side of my hood. Wet
from arousal and the saliva that dripped from her mouth, I squirmed, but she
dipped her tongue inside me as if she was lubing it, like a finger or a cock.
"My god, Yvette. You taste so good. I can't get enough of you."

Her tongue returned to my clit, and she licked in circles this time—
sometimes big ones, tickling my labia and my urethra, sometimes tight ones,
focusing right on my erect button.

"Holy fuck," I said, moaning. "You're so fucking good at this."
"You aren't my first woman, you know."
I heard the smile in her voice, and it relaxed me. It allowed me to forget



my discomfort at the idea of lesbian sex and enjoy the act of lesbian sex. My
hands gripped the sheet beneath me. "Just eat my pussy. Please. I need to
come." My hips bucked against her face, and she slid her finger into me
again. "That's it. Fuck me with your finger."

"How 'bout two fingers?"
She didn't wait for my answer. The pressure inside me increased,

especially the upward pressure on my G-spot. I couldn't stay still if I had to.
My whole body squirmed with the intensity from my pussy.

"Do you trust me?" She didn't stop licking when she spoke. "Do you?"
What else could I say? You don't say no to someone with her teeth in

your privates. I nodded, and it was a good thing I didn't ask for details.
Without another word (and without removing her fingers from their original
home), she put pressure from another finger against my anus. She pushed
gently yet insistently until that third finger was buried all the way in my ass.
Tears welled in my eyes. It was too much. I couldn't contain the emotion her
tongue on my clit and her fingers inside me aroused. A sob escaped my lips
as my third orgasm of the day crashed down on my body, taking my soul
with it.

Marnie stilled her fingers, leaving them in place inside me, and slowed
her tongue. She continued licking, cleaning up the pussy juice I'd spilled. I
sighed with contentment as she rested her cheek against my thigh.

"Another good one, Yvette?" asked Mr. H. The amusement and affection
in his voice made me grin.

"Mm-hmm." I didn't risk using words.
Marnie rose and eased me back on the table. She pulled the towel-turban

off my head. She traced the contour of my cheek with the back of her finger.
"Did you enjoy it?"

I nodded, frowning a bit. I didn't think it was over. I hadn't even gotten to
touch her, and I was having weird feelings. I wanted to put her nipples in my
mouth and finger her pussy.

As she leaned in to kiss me, I smelled my musk on her face. I expected
revulsion. Instead, the urge to taste it from her lips overtook me. I put my
hands on the back of her head, pulled her to me, and made out with her like I
did with my first boyfriend. The kiss was sloppy and urgent, but as I tasted
myself in her mouth, it happened. A switch flipped in my body, and the taste
of pussy, even my own, became something I craved.



I needed more, and I needed it now.
Mr. H's phone buzzed in persistent rhythm, startling all three of us.

"What?" he barked into the phone.
I heard the caller, but I couldn't make out what he said.
Mr. H tapped on his phone. "What the fuck?" My stomach churned. I

didn't know what he saw on the screen, but I knew he was about to find out
that he hadn't been watching his wife's first girl-on-girl experience this
afternoon. He whipped around with his finger pointing right at me. "Who the
fuck are you?"

Marnie gasped.
I took a deep breath. "Sir, let me explain—”
"Who the fuck are you?" His slow growl scared the crap out of me.
"Leslie, sir. Mrs. H's assistant." I sat up on the table.
"Will you please tell me why I'm watching a live stream of my wife on

the twelfth hole of the East Lake Founder's Day Golf Tournament?" The
pitch of his voice climbed. "While her assistant is naked on the massage
table?"

Marnie handed me a sheet and helped me cover up. "Sir." I swallowed
hard and went on. "Mrs. H had planned to play in the tournament for weeks.
When you told her about the spa, she thought you just needed her review. She
didn't think it mattered if she actually participated."

"Un-fucking-believable." He turned to Marnie, who hadn't bothered to put
on the bathrobe hanging from the hook on the door. "You didn't realize she
wasn't Yvette?"

"It's dark in here, and she has that green shit all over her face. I haven't
spent time gazing into your wife's eyes, you know."

"You've seen her naked, for Christ's sake!"
"Wait," I said. "What the hell kind of freaky shit is going on here?" I

remembered my place. "Sorry, Mr. H."
"Leslie, I'm sorry Yvette got you involved in this. We belong to a sex

club. She probably never told you that."
"No. She didn't mention it. I always thought the club was a golf thing."

This was getting weirder, and Marnie was still naked.
"I arranged this with Marnie and Jack Rogers to give Yvette a chance to

live out a fantasy. She's talked about doing it with a woman for years. I was
afraid she'd chicken out at the club, so I rented out the spa for the day. And



now she's off playing golf. This is ridiculous. I gotta figure out what to do."
A man's voice called from the hallway, "Marnie!"
"Oh, shit. It's Jack," Marnie said. "He sounds pissed."
Mr. H chuckled. "Yeah, Yvette isn't gonna be able to sit for a week after

we finish with her at the club."
My eyes must have looked like dinner plates as Mr. Rogers entered.
"C'mon, Marnie. Get dressed. We gotta get outta here."
"Jack," said Mr. H, "call the club. Reserve the dungeon for Yvette."
"Where are you going?" Jack said.
"To the golf tournament to get my wife."
I couldn't stop myself. Mrs. H was my boss, but she was my friend, too.

"Wait." I hopped off the table, not caring when the sheet fell to the floor.
"Please don't do that. This tournament is important to Mrs. H. Please don't go
down there yelling at her."

Mr. H. Cocked his head and looked at me. Not at my naked body, but at
me. I braced myself for an explosion of anger.

"What do you mean?" he said instead, shocking me.
"She loves golf more than anything. Let her finish the game. Don't wreck

it for her." He furrowed his brow. Marnie's husband balled his fists, but I
went on. "Please, sir, respect her feelings here. Let her have this day and yell
at her when it's done."

Rogers stepped closer to me with his finger in my face. He didn't
acknowledge my nudity, either. "Who the hell do you think you are, butting
into their business?”

I shrank back, crossing my arms over my chest.
Mr. H put a hand up, halting his friend's advance. "No, Jack. She's right.

I've been an ass. Yvette and I used to play golf together all the time." He
smiled. "Even before I divorced Colleen. Now I can't remember the last time
a round of golf didn't double as a business meeting." He looked at his phone.
"Look, she's teeing off here." We crowded around his cell phone, two fully
clothed men standing with two nude women. As the ball sailed through the
air on the tiny screen, we erupted in a loud cheer.

"C'mon," Mr. H said. "Let's go."
This time, Marnie spoke up. "Hang on. Don't you think Leslie could use

some debriefing? She had no idea her spa day was going to turn into a
lesbian-sex day. Give me a few minutes to talk to her and make sure she's



okay."
Her husband snorted. "Yeah. The last thing you need is her charging you

with rape." I expected amusement, but he shook his head in disgust. He went
on before I could argue. "You have fifteen minutes, and then we're out of
here." He stormed out of the room with Mr. H in tow. Mr. H paused and
looked back at me, this time scanning my body from head to toe. He nodded
and smiled and closed the door behind him.

With the loud click of the door, I slumped forward, not realizing how
rigid my body had been. Marnie rushed to me, hugging me tightly. "Are you
okay, sweetie?"

I nodded, trying to gather my thoughts. She led me to the sink, where she
used a hot towel to remove the seaweed mask from my face. "Let's talk about
this, okay?" Her touch was gentle, even on the stubborn spots. "Have you
ever been with a woman before?"

"Never."
"Ever thought about it?"
"Not until today." It was the truth. I'd never had a homosexual thought in

my life until I had a woman's tongue in my twat and her fingers in my mouth.
I chuckled at the thought.

She removed the last of the green goop and led me back to sit on the
massage table. "What did you think?" The apprehension on her face made me
smile.

"I'm not filing rape charges or anything, if that's what you're worried
about. I know this was just a screwed up misunderstanding. It bothers me
more to know my boss was watching."

She chuckled. "If it bothered you that much, you wouldn't have left the
sheet on the floor." She pointed to the spot where I'd dropped it.

I looked down at my naked self and shrugged. "I guess the modesty ship
had already sailed. This is the Twilight Zone."

"It doesn't make you a lesbian or anything, you know. Even if you liked
it. You didn't choose this today. It doesn't change anything for you."

Except that it did.
She continued to ramble. "Did you enjoy it at all? I hate to think you were

lying there the whole time feeling disgusted."
The craving reared up again. I couldn't deny it or push it away, and we

were running out of time. The need to taste her was the only thing on my



mind.
"I just hope you don't regret it. You're not going to go home and shower

for three hours, are you? I mean—”
I pressed my mouth to hers, quieting her effectively. After a moment of

savoring her mouth, I pulled back. "We don't have time to waste, and if I
walk out of here without tasting you, I will go insane. I need to get my mouth
on you, so please, lie down and spread your legs."

Stunned, she did it. I felt embarrassment at my boldness trying to creep
in, but there was no time for that. I hopped off the table, my tits bouncing
with the movement. She put herself in position, threw her legs over my
shoulders, and presented to me my new obsession—a beautiful, open, wet
pussy. I let myself enjoy the view for a moment, trying to burn the image into
my brain.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" she asked, probably thinking I was
having second thoughts.

"Just taking it in. This is not where I expected to be today, that's for sure."
I inhaled her heady aroma. "I love the way you smell."

"The clock is ticking though, sweetie," she said, prompting me to lean in
and take a tentative taste—just one before I dove in, lips parted, tongue out,
ready for a mouthful of woman. I buried my face so deeply between her
folds, I forgot to breathe. Her fingers laced in my hair and pulled me back a
bit. "Easy. Gentle stokes with your tongue work better."

"Sorry." I peered up over her naked body. "I have no idea what I'm
doing."

"You're fine. Just take a breath. I don't want you passing out down there."
She was right. I was already lightheaded. Pussy drunk, I guessed. My

tongue refocused on her clit, and I let it lead me. Another swirl around her
button drew out her orgasm, and when she came, she spilled her arousal all
over my face and neck as she yelled loudly enough for the men to hear and
come running.

Jack arrived first. "Marnie, are you okay?" I chuckled as I rose, catching
the amused smile on her face.

"I'm absolutely fantastic, hon!" Her arms flopped off the sides of the
table, and she made no effort to close her legs. "This girl is an amazing pussy
licker." Her words speared me with a mix of emotions: pride in my skills,
arousal, the terror of losing my job, and an even deeper fear—that I was gay.



"Jesus Christ, Marnie," her husband said. "I thought she was killing you
in here!"

"I'm sorry, sir." I bowed my head, hoping I'd still have a job on Monday.
Mr. H stepped in and waved off our conversation. He looked me in the

eye. "I've thought about what you said. You're right. I didn't listen when she
told me about the tournament. I'm not gonna go down there screaming at
her."

Mr. Rogers chuckled. "Yvette will do plenty of screaming in the club
dungeon. With an audience." He pointed at Marnie. "You, too, missy."

"For what?" She bolted upright on the massage table. "What the hell did I
do?" Her heavy breasts swayed with her movement as she slid off the table.

"For that last, little bit with her. I gave you permission to do Yvette, not
to let her secretary do you."

Worry clouded my face, but Marnie turned and shook her ass at us. Both
men gave her a hard smack, leaving a handprint on each cheek. Marnie
squealed and ran to the door, still naked. I hoped her clothes were in the
locker room. Her husband followed, leaving me naked and alone with Mr. H.
Self-conscious, I crossed my arms, trying to hide my body.

"Look, Leslie. I'm not gonna fire you or anything, but your discretion is
vital. You can't talk about this with anyone. Except Yvette, of course." The
corners of his mouth quirked, and he peered into my eyes. "But no hanky-
panky in the office with her."

My breath caught as the craving for pussy reared up again, and the
thought of Mrs. H spread out in front of me made my mouth water. “W-what
about out of the office?” I tried to sound like I was kidding, but Mr. H
reached out and smacked my ass hard. I gasped, and my hand went to cover
my stinging bum.

He wagged his finger in my face with a twinkle in his eye. “We’ll see
about that. Now go get dressed and we'll go watch the rest of the
tournament."

I nodded and grabbed the sheet, giddy with the prospect of fucking Mrs.
H. I was halfway out the door when I pushed my luck again. "We won't let
her see us though, right?"

He tilted his head to the right like a confused puppy. "What is it now?"
"If she sees us, she's gonna think you're there to confront her!"
He sighed and shook his head in resignation. "You're probably right, but



I'm beginning to think that your ass could use some attention at the club
tonight, too."

My jaw dropped, and before I could escape, Mr. H's hand smacked hard
on my right cheek. I squealed, but the fresh rush of heat to my privates made
me smile. “I hope that’s an invitation . . . Sir.”
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A Note from PL: The Facebook challenge was to post a one-word
story title and a brief synopsis. I looked up from my spot in the
passenger seat and saw the sign for Pittsburgh. Three minutes later,
this little story was sketched out in my head.
 
 



The warm blast of heat as I opened the door of Tommy’s, the sports
bar down the street from my office, hit me like a hug from my mother.
It was frickin’ freezing in Philadelphia this week, and it didn’t look like
it was gonna warm up any time soon. I was late getting out of work,
again, and I’d already missed the first quarter of the Sixers game. It
didn’t help that the bar was packed. I looked around for people I knew,
but I could hardly walk, never mind see. I pushed my way to the bar,
just as an older guy pulled his overcoat off the back of his chair and
yelled a thank you to the bartender.

“You leaving, man?” I asked as I put my hand on the stool before
somebody else grabbed it.

“Yeah,” he said. “Just stopped for a beer. Basketball ain’t my
thing.” He pushed his way through the crowd, and I bellied up to the
bar. I arranged my coat on my chair and loosened my tie, checking the
back on my Flyers tie tack to make sure it was secure.

“Stella Bella,” I called, flagging the bartender over. Her name was
Stella, but that didn’t stop me from adding on the Bella. I’d been
coming to this bar for four years, ever since I moved out of my parents’
house in King of Prussia to my townhouse in Rittenhouse Square.
Stella was gorgeous. Long, brown, wavy hair, and an ass that filled her
jeans to a level that most men would find delicious.

Most men. Not me. I came out in high school and took all the shit
that came along with it, but I graduated and went to Penn State Main
Campus. I got my degree in finance, and right after graduation, I got a
job at PNC bank in Philly. It was a good job, not my dream job or
anything, but I had a nice place to live and I was happy with my life.
All that was missing was a guy who filled his jeans like Stella did. A
nice package in the front wouldn’t hurt either.

Stella put the pitcher of Yuengling and a frosted glass in front of
me. “How ya doing, Clarke?”

“Better now that I’m in here,” I said. “It’s fucking cold out there.”
She filled my glass, clucking her tongue and smiling. “It’s

January in Philadelphia. What the hell did you expect?” The Geico
commercial on the giant TV in front of me ended, and the second
quarter of the game started.

I didn’t notice the guy next to me until I finished my burger. I



was so hungry, and so focused on the game, I wouldn’t have noticed if
a bomb went off. The Sixers were down by at least four for most of the
second quarter, and I didn’t want to have to depend on the replay
when they turned the tables on the Bulls.

The guy next to me hit me when the Sixers caught up. His arms
flew in the air when Robinson tied the game. His hand clipped my
head, and his head snapped toward me. The shocked look on his face
was hilarious.

“I am so sorry,” he said. His eyes were wide, and I could see that
he hadn’t even realized I was there.

“Quite a game, huh?”
“Yeah. Great game, now that we’re tied up.”
Stella leaned in between the two of us, looked at me, and said just

loudly enough to hear over the noise in the bar, “I know for a fact he
enjoys that.”

He blushed an adorable shade of red, but I did, too. I was already
a couple beers in, so I didn’t control my mouth. “How does she know
that for a fact, huh? Did Stella Bella tie you up?” I tried not to grin too
widely. I didn’t want him to think I was coming on to him. I was
coming on to him, but I’d been shot down in an embarrassing blaze of
dismay enough times to stay cool.

“NO!” He said it loud enough for our whole side of the bar to
hear. “I drank too much one night, and she—”

“She tied you up?” I laughed, mostly from discomfort. Bondage
wasn’t in my bag of tricks. Neither was hetero sex.

“No.” He snorted out loud. “She coaxed the story out of me. This
bachelorette party was discussing Fifty Shades of Grey. I made a
comment, and she didn’t let it go until I told the story.” He took a long
drink, draining his beer. “I am so freaking embarrassed right now.”

The game resumed, and I let it go for a few minutes. Stella
stepped over and poured him another glass from my pitcher. I raised
an eyebrow, but she said nothing, grinning with a mischievous glint in
her eye. Stepping around to the tap, she refilled the pitcher, and she
spoke to him. “Did you tell him all about it? I bet he’d love to know. I
think he’s your type.” She looked at me and gestured to him with her
head. “He’s gorgeous, isn’t he, Clarke?”



I tipped my head. Was she trying to fix us up?
“Clarke, this is Joe. Joe, this is Clarke. I can’t believe you guys

haven’t met here before.”
He had the same confused look as I did. “I usually work second

shift, so I’m not usually here until midnight,” he said. “They got me on
first shift this week.”

“What do you do?”
“Paramedic. I live around the corner, so I stop in a lot on the way

home. Tonight, I just came to watch the game with someone other
than my cat.”

“Ha! Same. I work during the day, but neither of my cats
appreciate my obnoxious cheering. I’m in banking. Less exciting, but
then again, so am I.”

The Sixers got a three-pointer, pushing them into the lead. Joe
and I jumped up and cheered, along with the rest of the bar. He turned
to me and gave me a deliberate high-five. Our eyes met for a moment,
and a shiver ran through me. I tried to shake it off, but he was hot. And
it had been a long time since I met someone. But was he gay? I wasn’t
sure enough to risk it. Yet.

We returned our attention to the game, and I was grateful for the
distraction. This guy was making me hard, and until I knew whether
he was gay or straight, I didn’t want him to. The momentum had
shifted to the Sixers, and they were up by eight points. Somebody
across the room shouted, “Nothin’ like Philly sports. Nothin’!” The
whole bar cheered, except Joe and me. We were busy feeling each
other out.

Stella came around with bowls of popcorn. She put them down
on the bar and stood there, looking from Joe to me and back to Joe.
“What’s the matter with you?”

“What are you talking about?” I asked. “We’re watching the
game.”

“I’ve done all the work for you two. If you blow this, it’s your own
fault.” She snorted. “I mean, blowing would indicate success, but . . .”

My heart was pounding. He had to be gay. She had to be setting
us up. He turned to me with raised eyebrows.

I grinned as the lump in my pants returned. “So then you . . .”



“Oh, thank goodness,” he said, grinning back.
The scoreboard buzzer on the TV echoed through the bar, and

everyone jumped up, cheering. Without thinking, I leapt from my
chair and hugged him. I was almost embarrassed, but before I had a
chance to blush, his erection poked my thigh. Thank goodness is right.

We pulled back and locked eyes. “Well, this is interesting,” I said,
grinning. All around us, bar patrons were putting on their Flyers hats
and Eagles scarves, paying their tabs, and letting in the freezing air as
they exited. In moments, the bar was quiet.

Stella stopped by one more time. “I left a pitcher and a piece of
cake over in the corner booth. Go share. Get to know each other.”

 
* * * *

 
When the pitcher was empty, I hiccupped, and grinned sheepishly. “I
think Stella Bella has gotten me tipsy, so you can take me home and
have your way with me.”

He nodded. “You obviously can’t drive home like this. You’ll have
to come crash at my place, I guess.” His smile made me wonder if the
situation in his pants was the same as mine. “Stella Bella! Check
please, sweetheart.”

We argued for a minute over who was paying the bill, but we
were too horny to give it much effort, and we both ended up tossing a
handful of cash on the table.

We stood up, and when he stood next to me to get his coat, he
put his lips next to my ear. “I’m pretty glad she mentioned the ‘tying
up’ now.” Panic shot through my stomach, but my dick disagreed. I
closed my eyes and moaned, just loud enough for Joe to hear. He
reached down and gave it a squeeze, leaving his hand there long
enough to evaluate my junk. “Oh, yeah. We are gonna enjoy this.” He
left a quick kiss on my ear as Stella collected the money, and we
rushed to the door.

The cold air did nothing to cool my ardor, but the snow had
picked up. I wrapped my Flyers scarf around my neck an extra time,
wishing I had worn a hat.

“I think the meteorological term is snowing like a son-of-a-



bitch!” He pulled his black and gold watch cap over his ears. We
stepped into the blowing snow, and I shivered hard. “It’s just down
there.” He gestured with his gloved fingers to the gift shop down the
block. “I live upstairs.”

Three steps later, my toes were frozen through my wingtips. Joe
was much better prepared for the cold than I. Better prepared for the
snow, too. I’d lived my entire life in the suburbs of Philadelphia, and I
still didn’t think to put my damn boots on in the winter. My heel slid
right through the snow, and I fell to the sidewalk, my skull hitting the
snow-cushioned pavement.

My rational mind knew it was Joe’s paramedic training which
pushed him to cradle my head with such care, but my rational mind
was on break. I gazed into his eyes, and serenity engulfed me. He
shifted his head, and the snow and the streetlight formed a perfect
halo around his heavenly face. I heard horns—the angels, I guessed,
but Joe’s head snapped up, his eyes went wide, and everything went
dark.

 
* * * *

 
The blackout affected a big chunk of the city, but the accident which
prompted the horns I heard happened right in front of Tommy’s, the
sports bar we’d just left. No one was injured, but it was freaking dark.
No streetlights, no neon, no LED signs flashing open, and now that the
accident blocked the one-way street, no headlights.

While I was still lying on the sidewalk, I encouraged Joe to go to
the accident. I could tell he was itching to help.

“I already have a patient. I can’t abandon one patient for another 
without transferring care,” he said, his voice all business. He helped 
me to my feet once he’d finished his assessment and determined I was 
okay. “Besides, I can’t show up on scene with a boner like this.” He 
held my arm after that, which was just dandy with me. We were close 
in height, and the traces of his aftershave drew me in.  

He fumbled with the key when we reached the dark entrance to
his apartment. “Jesus. It’s so dark, I won’t even need to blindfold you.”

“Blindfold?” I choked on spit as I said it.



He chuckled as he pushed the door open and flipped the switch
on the wall, which did nothing but make both of us snort. “What Stella
said in the bar? About being tied up? That’s how I like it. If you’re not
into it, that’s okay, too.” He opened the refrigerator. “God dammit. I
open the fridge for light when I’m too lazy to walk to the light switch.”

“Force of habit. I know. It won’t stop me from laughing at you,
though,” I said, finally recovered from my choking fit. “Let’s go back to
what Stella said. You like to be tied up? Or do you like tying people
up?” I didn’t know which answer I hoped for, but my dick didn’t care
either way. I was painfully hard.

Beer bottles clinked, and he stepped in close to me. “I’m a bit of a
switch, but mainly, I like to be the one calling the shots.” His dick was
as hard against my thigh as his beer bottle was against my arm.

I swallowed to stall for time. “I’ve never done anything like that
before.”

“What? Being tied up or tying somebody else up?” He laughed as
he twisted my words.

“Neither. I’m terrified.” I tried to sound casual, but it was the
truth.

He twisted the cap off the beer and took a swig before handing it
to me. I took a long pull, and then he took it back, placed it on the
counter, and his hands went to my face. He shoved me with his
shoulder against the closed door and kissed me. The kiss consumed
me. He moaned as his weight held me tightly against the door, his
hands stroking the stubble on my face. When he finally let up, he
released me, took my hand, and led me out of the kitchen through the
dark hallway.

“Careful. There’s stuff on the walls.”
“Stuff?” With all this talk of being tied up, I was afraid of what he

might say.
“Sports stuff. Posters, autographs, hockey pucks, baseball bats.

I’m a collector.” He led me around something larger. “That’s a
football.”

“I could use the flashlight on my phone,” I said. “Then I wouldn’t
knock over your stuff.”

Before he could answer, I yelped, nearly knocking an



unidentified artifact off the wall when something furry brushed my
ankle.

“Sid!” Joe shouted. I took another step, this time stomping right
on the cat’s tail. He yowled, I stumbled, and Joe laughed as we reached
his bedroom. The darkness stifled me at first when he closed the door,
as if the room lacked oxygen instead of light. I felt the bed against my
leg, and he kissed me again.

“This blackout is the sexiest thing I’ve experienced in a long time,
Clarke. Let’s ride it out. I have something special in mind.”

“Special makes me nervous.” I could hardly see his face when our
noses were touching. He kissed me, and his tongue probing my mouth
did little to ease my anxiety.

“I need you to trust me,” he said, wrapping his arms around my
waist. “Stella’s my reference. She wouldn’t have set us up like this if
she didn’t trust both of us.” The pleading tone in his voice made me
lean in and kiss him again.

I sighed. “I know this is crazy, but I’m so horny right now, if we
don’t do this, I’m gonna die of blue balls anyway. Just don’t chop me
into little pieces or make stew out of me after, okay?” I knew it was
dangerous. I couldn’t even look around his apartment to see if it
looked normal. His bedroom could have been a scene from Criminal
Minds, for all I knew, but the danger made it even hotter.

As if on cue, the door thumped, sending me a foot into the air.
“Jesus Christ, Sid. Damn cat,” he said, rising to let the cat in. He leapt
onto the bed, rubbed his face on me a couple times, and got down
again.

Joe laughed, breaking the tension. Leaning against my lips again,
he said, “I won’t hurt you. I promise.” He pulled back, and I could still
feel his breath on my skin. “Unless you want me to. I have an amazing
collection of floggers and paddles.”

The surge I felt in my groin was hard enough to make me moan.
My voice was husky when I finally spoke. “I can’t believe I’m saying
this, but if I walk out of here without doing whatever it is you want me
to do, I’ll regret it forever.”

I locked lips with him again, and we made out until his hand
snaked into the back of my hair and yanked, snapping my head back.



He was serious about this.
So was I.
His lips went to my throat, and I whimpered, desperate for what

was to come. “I trust you,” I said in a whisper. “Tell me what to do.”
“Sit.” We both plunked to the bed, and he took my hands. “I

promise you. I will not do anything you don’t want me to.”
My voice shook as I replied. “I’m scared as fuck and three times

as aroused, so do what you want, and I’ll let you know if it’s too much.”
“Good boy,” he said, sending another thrill to my privates.

“Here’s how it works. Green, yellow, red.”
“Okay.”
“I’m going to put a blindfold on you so if the lights come on, you

still won’t see.”
I laughed nervously. “And is that when you take out a circular

saw and cut me in half?”
He kissed me. “Clarke, honey, we both know power tools won’t

work in a blackout.” We cracked up, bringing down the anxiety in the
room, but not the tension between us.

“Clarke, I know this is crazy. I wish this blackout happened when
we were dating for a few months, after we already knew each other,
but I am so fucking turned on by the dark.” He put my hand over his
fly. His cock was huge and as hard as a baseball bat. “I know you are,
too.” His hand went to my hard-on. “If you can trust me, we will have
an incredible experience.”

After a few deep breaths, I knew. There was no turning back. The
thought of dating for a few months was as irresistible as being tied up
in a blackout. I was smitten. “Okay.”

The glee in his voice made me smile, despite my nerves. “This is
one of my favorite things to do with a sub.”

I cut him off right there. “Wait. I’m a sub?”
He kissed my nose. “It’s not a bad thing. It’s just a thing. Take a

deep breath and ignore the label.”
Sucking air in through my nose, I tried to force myself to relax.

“I’ve never felt submissive before. I’m usually the person telling other
people what to do, you know. Submissive is weak.”

“Not true at all. Putting your trust in me and letting go is



powerful. I’m not going to push you around or bully you. I’m going to
make you feel things. If you don’t like what you feel, you call it off. You
have the real power; I’m just making the decisions.” He gave me a
minute to let it sink in. “And that’s why you’ll love this. No decisions,
no plan to create. You don’t even need to think. Just feel.”

“Feel.” Another deep breath. “I got this. I think.”
Joe caressed my cheek as he went on. “We’re gonna do some

sensory play. The blackout has already taken your sight, and I’ll
restrain you so you can’t move. Without being able to see, you will feel
things more acutely. It might be torture, but I guarantee you will love
it.” He gave my cock a squeeze through my dress pants. “If we’d met
earlier than a couple hours ago, I would take it a step further and give
you earplugs, but you run more risk of tapping out before we’re, ahem,
finished.”

“Ha,” I chuffed. “Okay. Finishing is important.”
“I’ll ask you what color you are. Be honest. If you like it, say

green. I’ll keep going, and crank it up a bit. If you tell me yellow, I
won’t stop, but I won’t get any more intense. Red will stop me
immediately.”

“Green, yellow, red. I got it, but what if I just can’t go through
with this whole thing? What if I just completely freak the fuck out?”

He paused only a fraction of a second. “Stella Bella.”
“Stella Bella?”
“That’s your safeword. You say Stella Bella, and I take off the

blindfold and the restraints, and you’re free.”
“And then what? Just put my pants and go home?”
He chuckled. “Let’s cross that bridge when we come to it, okay?”
“Okay.” Deep breath. “I trust you.”
He put his forehead against mine for emphasis. “I trust you, Sir.”
“I trust you, Sir.”
Damn. Shit just got real.
“Good boy. Now take off your clothes. I’m leaving mine on for

now. Makes me feel powerful.” He gave an evil-sounding laugh that
tapered into a happy chuckle, and I stripped as quickly as possible.

“Now wh—”
He put his finger over my lips. “No. You don’t talk unless I ask



you a question. The only time you’re allowed to talk is to ask me if you
may come. And I might say no.” His voice smiled, but I knew he was
serious. I wondered what he’d do if I didn’t follow his directions.

He read my mind. “Will you allow me to spank you if you fail to
do what I ask?”

I nodded with no hesitation. “
“With my hand?”
I nodded again.
“With a flogger?”
Another nod.
“With a cane?”
I couldn’t shake my head hard enough. “No—”
His finger returned to my lips. “No, my hunky little sub. No

talking. Don’t worry, I won’t cane you, but once I have you strapped to
my bed with your ass in the air, I’ll spank you for this mistake. Nod if
you understand.” He continued to seal my lips as I nodded. He looked
me in the eyes and smiled, our noses brushing. “Good boy. You’re
gonna love this.”

With his hand on my arm, he laid me back on the bed. “Go
ahead. Get comfortable.” I adjusted myself on the pillow. His mattress
was divine. Memory foam or something. “All set?”

I hesitated, trying to remember if I was allowed answer him.
“Yes, Sir?”

“Say it like you mean it, tiger.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“There you go.” He moved to the side of the bed, took my right

hand in his, and kissed my palm before wrapping the Velcro cuff
around my wrist. After adjusting it so I had little room to move, he
hooked it to the strap he pulled from under the mattress, and he went
to my foot. “You are so sexy.” He kissed my ankle and cuffed me tightly
before moving to my left limbs. When he was done, I couldn’t budge.
My nose itched, prompting my arm to fight my restraints. I sighed
with exasperation, and he laughed at me. “I’ll be right back.”

He left me there in the dark.
I lay there, unable to move, hard-on pointing to the sky, trying to

grab a glimpse of something other than the inky blackness of Joe’s



room. I heard his footsteps down the hall with the pitter-patter of Sid’s
paws in tow, and he opened a door, drawers, and a sliding door,
perhaps a closet. I took a deep breath, and focused on what it would be
like to be in a relationship with Joe, gorgeous sports fan and amazing
kisser.

It was a sweet vision. By the time his footsteps approached, I’d
pictured it all—season tickets to the Flyers games, long evenings at
Tommy’s, watching the Sixers, hot dogs and beer during the Phillies
double-headers, bundling up in matching Eagles sweatshirts. It was
crazy, but it felt right.

My anxiety increased the closer he got to the room. My heart
pounded, and the door creaked open.

“I’m back, my pet,” Joe said. He put some stuff down on a piece
of furniture and sat down on the bed. “Good thing the lights didn’t
come back on while I was gone, huh?” He chuckled and touched my
hair. “I’m gonna slip this over your eyes now. Just relax.”

I tried to relax, I really did, but I thought my heart would jump
out of my ribcage and land on the bed. Once the soft blindfold was
over my eyes, Joe’s fingers smoothed it against my face, and he kissed
me again. “You okay?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir.” Saying it came with an ease I didn’t understand.
“Good. I’m going to touch you now, but neither of us will talk.

Just feel. You good?”
“Yes, Sir.” In, out. I concentrated on breathing, trying to

coordinate mine with his.
And then something tickled me, so gently, I wasn’t sure I really

felt anything. Just a slight touch on the inside of my knee, which could
have been the cat’s tail for all I knew. And then the other knee. I
jumped, tugging at my restraints. The helplessness of not being able to
move aroused me as much as whatever touched my skin. It traveled
down to my ankle, skimming my leg hair before reversing direction
and stopping just short of my balls. I groaned, eliciting a shush from
Joe. I resolved to control myself.

Joe moved to the other leg and repeated the same motion. This
time, the soft object outlined my sac, but I bit my lip to stifle my moan.
He pulled away for a moment and returned with something different.



This item was sharp, but it didn’t hurt as it traced the length of
my body, starting at my shoulder. Goosebumps erupted on every inch
of my skin when the object ran down my side, over my hip, and down
to my toes. I shuddered harder when he ran the point up one side of
my cock and down the other.

I heard the item returned to the dresser or desk, and then he
returned with the soft item. He started with my face this time. I
wondered it if was a feather as it tickled my neck and then moved to
my nipples. They hardened as the wispy ends circled each nub, and
then he pulled it away, leaving me suffering in silence for a moment.
My cock throbbed while I listened to my heart beating in my ears.

And then he hit me with a double attack—the soft thing and the
pointy one together. Probably in the same hand. They ran up from my
ankle to my crotch, and this time, he traced each testicle twice. He
didn’t touch my shaft this time, leaving me hard and horny for more.

Another moment of quiet passed before something rubbery and
nubby, maybe a sex toy, grazed each nipple. My nipples were so hard, I
thought they’d pop off and roll away like marbles, but he pulled the
nubs away with my nipples intact. Absolute silence followed for a
moment. He didn’t move, torturing me until, without warning, he
gripped my cock, wrapping the nubs all the way around, as if he wore a
crazy, sex-toy glove. I couldn’t help it. I moaned loudly.

“That’s your second noise infraction,” he said in a husky voice. “I
will enjoy punishing you for that when you’re on your belly.”

I clenched my buns together instinctively, even though they were
nestled into Joe’s memory-foam mattress. I didn’t know whether to
dread or anticipate his hand across my bottom. My dick was too hard
already to be any indication.

He jacked my cock three times, but before I could make a sound,
he spoke again. “Or I could just gag you.”

My head shook vigorously. A gag scared the crap out of me,
especially since I was at the mercy of a stranger.

“Don’t worry. I don’t want to do that tonight, either, pet.” He
moved his nubby hand to my balls and gave them a gentle squeeze. I
forced my breathing to even, and he moved the nubs back to my
nipples, dragging them down my side back to my hard-on.



He gripped me tighter with the nubby glove and jerked my cock
for a moment. My hips bucked into his hand, and he stopped. “No. You
lie still. Third infraction.” He chuckled. “I’m probably going to need
more than my hand at this rate. My tender palm can only take so much
spanking, you know.” Sarcasm dripped from his voice, and I knew he
could probably spank me for an hour before his hand hurt. He was just
planting the seed of what was to come.

His bare hand moved to my nuts and squeezed gently. “I’m going
to make you come until there’s nothing left in these big, heavy balls.”
He rubbed my cock for a minute, and then he stopped. It was silent for
a moment before he moved off the bed.

His footsteps didn’t leave the room this time, but after a moment,
I heard the striking of a match. “What are you—”

“Quiet, sub. Fourth infraction.” He sat on the bed once again.
“I’m not going to tell you what I’m doing right now, but if you don’t
like it, say red right away and I’ll stop.”

The fear stabbed me in the stomach as the heavy smell of the
match hit my nose, and I panted, trying to control it. He let me panic
for a moment, and then I felt the burning on my arm, dribbling toward
the sheet, but stopping before it left my skin. I tugged at the restraints
but remained quiet. Joe followed it with the other arm. I breathed so
heavily, I thought I’d have a heart attack, but he didn’t let up. The pain
hit my left thigh before my right, but it wasn’t until the heat hit my abs
and moved up to my nipple that I knew what Joe was doing to me.

He was pouring hot wax all over my skin. I opened my mouth to
argue, but before a sound came out, he coated both nipples with the
hot wax. I couldn’t hold back. The noise that spewed from my mouth
wasn’t quite a scream, but it was close. I stifled it as quickly as I could,
but he got the message.

“What color, pet?”
My mind raced as I breathed heavily, trying to calm myself. What

do I say? I don’t want to disappoint him, but FUCK, that hurt.
“Yellow. Almost orange, really.”
He laughed softly. “I’ll take it easier. Was it okay before I hit your

nipples?”
“Yeah. I mean, yes, Sir. Much closer to green. I can take more of



that, I think.” I’d hardly finished the last word before heat splashed
over my side.

“Your cock is raging hard. I think my sub likes a little bit of pain.”
He chuckled as more wax hit my hip. The bed shifted as he rose and
left the room again. I lay there as the wax hardened, and he returned
right away this time.

The ice cube grazed my balls before he sat down, and the
restraints were the only thing keeping me from leaping into the air.
His chuckle was barely audible as he placed it firmly on the top of my
sac, leaving it there until I squirmed. He removed it, but it was just a
tease. This time the ice remained until it melted, running in rivulets
down my skin. My balls throbbed, and so did my cock.

Then my poor, tortured left nut was surrounded by warmth and
comfort as his mouth descended on me. I sighed with relief and
pleasure, but before my lungs emptied, wax hit my inner thigh. My
senses were confused. I didn’t know whether to scream in pain or
ejaculate on the spot.

I did neither. I stayed still and breathed.
“Good pet,” Joe whispered. I smiled, happy to please him. “Good

sub.” My heart swelled with pride, and I wondered how much time had
passed since I’d balked at the label. Not much, I guessed, but enough
for me to understand how arousing it was to give control to another
man and let him use my body for his pleasure.

He moved away for a moment, leaving my head spinning. His
footsteps approached, and I tensed, bracing myself for the wax. This
time it was ice, directly on my cock, his hand trapping the small chips
tightly against my skin as he pumped up and down.

“What color, pet?”
I paused before answering, knowing I could take only another

minute of the exquisite torture.
“Sub?”
“Yellow. Yellow.”
He removed his hand right away, and didn’t hesitate before

hitting my thigh with the wax, dangerously close to my balls. My cock
pulsed with need, but I couldn’t take any more.

“Shit. Still yellow.”



He stepped away, but not before dropping one splash on each
nipple. I barely stifled my shriek when he changed it up again,
trapping a large ice cube against my asshole. In the first seconds, the
chill was exciting, but the chill turned to excruciating pain before I
could enjoy it.

“Red, Sir. Red. Please, Sir.”
“Okay, my pet.” He removed the ice. The wax had hardened, and

he flicked at it with his fingers, driving lightning bolts from my
sensitive nipples right to my still raging cock. He soothed me with his
soft hands, and I relaxed, certain this torture was over.

“But I think there’s one more thing I like that I think you will like
as well. Can we try just one more thing with the ice, pet? A little later?”

I was afraid to answer. I didn’t want more ice. I wanted him to
stick his cock up my ass and fuck me until—

“Pet?”
Afraid to disappoint, I made up my mind. This man, whom I just

met, could do anything to me at that moment. I was his. Inhaling
deeply, I agreed. “Yes, Sir. Please do what you want to me.”

His gasp was almost a sob, and it startled me. “Oh, Clarke. I
didn’t expect this kind of submission tonight. Are you sure?”

“Now you’re scaring me,” I said with a nervous chuckle.
“No. It’s nothing scary. Not as painful as what I just did with the

ice. But you know what, pet?”
“No, Sir.”
It was Joe’s turn to laugh. “Let’s wait. It will be better for me if

we do that part right before . . . .” He trailed off as he touched my
asshole with his finger for the first time. With a little pressure, he
slipped it inside, just a bit. “You like that, pet?”

“Oh, yes. Please! Fuck me.”
He removed his finger abruptly. “That’s not your choice, sub.

And it’s time for your spanking.” He chipped the rest of the wax off my
nipples and bit each one, making me stifle another shout. “I’m going to
unfasten you and turn you over in a minute.” Panic raced through me
as I wondered how much pain I could take. How hard would he hit
me? How many times? I was terrified, partly from the pain, but mostly
because I didn’t want Joe to be disappointed in me.



I felt him next to me, and I stiffened, waiting for the cuffs to pop
open, but instead, I felt his breath tickling the hair on my balls. I wish
I’d shaved them, but when I showered in the morning, I wasn’t
planning to end it tied to a stranger’s bed, naked, waiting to see what
he would torture me with next.

And then what could only be his tongue grazed my cock. I
groaned, surprised at the turn this was taking.

“Oh, my little sub, your ass will be on fire when I finish with it.”
He licked me again. “That’s five infractions so far.” He engulfed my
cock to the root and sucked for a moment. Just when I relaxed into his
rhythm, he stopped. “That’s enough for now.” He pulled off, eliciting
another groan. “Yep. It’s time.”

His feet hit the floor and he released my bonds, one at a time. My
heart pounded in my chest, but before he laid me back down for my
punishment, he sat down and tugged my arm to sit on the bed next to
him. “How are you doing, Clarke?”

His use of my name startled me. “Uh, okay, I guess.”
“No. I want to know if you like all of this. I could tell you didn’t

love the wax. How about the ice?” He didn’t wait for me to respond.
“No. We’ll talk about that later.” His lips crushed against mine, a
complete one-eighty from the man who’d been in such tight control
just a moment before. He wrapped his hand around my cock and gave
me a quick handjob while his tongue attacked my mouth. I searched
for his dick, but it was safely buckled away in his pants. I wondered
how he had the restraint to keep the iron bar locked up.

Finally, he broke the kiss. “I’m not going to be able to play much
longer without ramming my cock between your cheeks, Clarke. Would
you like to suck my cock before your spanking?”

“Oh, thank god. I thought you were gonna stay in your pants all
night.”

The Dom returned. “Sixth infraction, sub. You’ll have to wait
until after I redden your ass now.”

Shit. He had amazing control.
He led me back to the bed, this time laying me on my stomach

and clipping my cuffs to the straps in a hurry. Once I was restrained
even tighter than before, with my cock poking into the memory foam



as if it were fucking the mattress, he ran his soft palms up and down
my body, head to foot, giving extra attention to my butt. Every time he
grazed my cheeks, a new rush of fear and arousal coursed through my
body.

“I’m going to start gentle and warm you up.”
When the first easy drop of his hand to my flesh made contact,

my terror spiked. It wasn’t quite as gentle as I was expecting, and there
were more, all over my ass and onto my legs. I hoped desperately that
he wasn’t going to ask what color I was. I would disappoint him for
sure, and it didn’t even hurt yet.

Finally, he rubbed my buns and said, “Are you ready to take your
punishment, sub?”

Be brave and buck up. “Yes, Sir.”
“You had six infractions. That will be ten spanks for each.”
“Ten each?” My voice was the pitch of a little girl’s.
“Seven times ten, now,” he growled. “You keep making this

hotter and hotter, little sub.” His finger grazed between my cheeks, but
I stayed quiet this time. “The first forty will be with my hands. For
each of the last three sets of ten, I will try a different paddle or flogger.
When I finish, I will take a photo with your phone, so you can see how
pretty you are with my hand prints all over your sweet little ass. Okay,
pet?”

“Yes, Sir.”
“Say please.”
“Please, Sir. Spank me.” I couldn’t believe the words coming out

of my mouth.
“Good sub. You’ll count each swat. Remember your colors.”
Joe didn’t speak again through the first forty lashes of my

spanking except to remind me that silence was part of my punishment
and to ask my color after each set of ten.

The swats came slowly and deliberately, alternating cheeks for
the first set. I was surprised how hard he hit me, and I feared what was
to come. At the end of ten, he asked simply, “Color?”

“Green.”
The second set came harder and faster, and by the twentieth, I

was breathing hard. Joe was not. “Color?”



“Green.”
On the third set, he peppered one cheek at a time with hard

slaps, five on one, five on the other. I had trouble keeping up with the
counting he spanked so fast. My ass was hot, and I didn’t think I could
take another round of hand spanking, never mind a paddle.

“Color?” I hesitated, and he spanked both cheeks hard. “Do not
hesitate. Color?”

“G-green, Sir.”
The fourth set was torture. He used both hands, nailing both

cheeks at the same time, increasing in intensity until I thought his
hands would fall off. Tears streamed from my eyes, and it was hard to
keep my voice clear as I counted. I didn’t want him to know I was
crying. I was afraid he’d stop.

He didn’t ask my color right away this time, and I was grateful. It
gave me a minute to compose myself while he rubbed my stinging ass,
running his fingernails gently over my skin. The tears continued to
fall, even as the pain subsided, and I knew it was more than the pain
and humiliation of having a gorgeous man I’d just met treating me like
a bad child. He created feelings in me I’d never felt before, and in that
moment, I would have given anything to stay with him forever, even if
it meant I’d never sit comfortably again.

“What color, pet?” he asked in a husky voice.
“Green, Sir.”
“Are you sure?”
I knew I risked another ten lashes with god-knows-what, but I

couldn’t hold it in. “If it turns you on, you can spank me all night.” I
swallowed hard, almost wishing I could take it back. “Sir.”

He clicked his tongue. “My little sub is a masochist.”
“I’m a what now?”
This time his laughter was loud and happy. “Clarke, the pain is

turning you on, isn’t it?” He didn’t wait for me to answer before
burrowing his hand between my legs and grabbing my cock against the
mattress. “You wouldn’t be this hard if you didn’t like it.”

“But I don’t wanna be a masochist.” I wished I could hide under a
pillow, but I couldn’t move my arms or legs at all.

“Clarke, honey. We’re meant to be. I’ve got a little sadistic streak



in me that fits right with your masochism. We’re perfect for each
other. See?” I heard his belt buckle and zipper, and then he nestled his
cock into my hand. With a moan, I squeezed it and tried to rub it.
Another chuckle from Joe. “Sorry, pet. You can’t move.”

I supposed that he put his dick back into his pants, because when
he walked by my foot to go to his toy bag, he rubbed his crotch against
my foot. All I felt was fabric and the leather of his belt as it grazed my
toes. And then he returned to the foot of the bed and whipped
something scary through the air.

“It’s a flogger, sub. I’m going to warm up your back and your legs
first, and I’ll tell you when to count.”

I took a deep breath and waited. The flogger was quick and
rhythmic, starting on my shoulders and moving down. He skipped my
lower back and went right to my thighs and down to my feet. He
reversed direction, and when he reached my shoulders, he said,
“Count.”

Now the flogger landed slower and with more force behind it, but
it didn’t hurt like I thought it would. Each blow tingled, and even the
last two, which landed on my well-spanked buns, weren’t unpleasant. I
was disappointed as I said ten.

He was teasing when he asked, “You probably want ten more of
those before we get back to your punishment, don’t you?”

I was not teasing when I said, “Please, Sir. Twenty more.”
His belt buckle jangled when he laughed. “Pain slut.”
The term was new to me, but sent a shiver through me, and I

knew he was right. “Yes, Sir. I’m your pain slut.”
His Dominant armor cracked. He knelt on the bed and kissed my

neck. I turned to meet his mouth and we kissed deeply. Lovingly. My
heart melted, knowing this night was changing my life forever. After a
moment, he rose. “Let’s finish this punishment before my cock bursts
out of my boxers.”

The twenty lashes with the flogger went by just as quickly, even
though he turned up the speed and strength of the blows. All up and
down my body he struck, shoulders, my upper back, my ass, my legs.
The last several were almost hard enough to make me cry out, but I
kept quiet. My Dom wanted me silent; I wouldn’t disappoint.



“Almost done. Ten more with my paddle, and then you get to
choose the last ten.” He chuckled. “I’m guessing it will be the flogger.”

The paddle was short and slim, and it stung a bit more than the
flogger. I wondered what it looked like and what it was made of. The
ten blows passed quickly, but the moment of truth snuck up on me.
“Well, sub? What will it be? Hands? Paddle? We could try a heavier
flogger, if you like.”

I shook my head, knowing he probably couldn’t see me in the
dark. “No, Sir.” I paused, collecting my words. “I want you to use your
belt.”

“Jesus Christ. Are you serious?”
“Yes, Sir. I am. Please pull your belt from your pants and punish

me with it.” My cock throbbed as I spoke.
“Holy shit, Clarke. You are awesome.” Respect was evident in his

voice.
The buckle jangled and then stopped as his hand closed over it,

and the sound of the leather rubbing against the fabric of his pants
terrified me and thrilled me at the same time. He snapped the leather
together, causing me to jump.

“Ready for the last ten lashes of your punishment?”
Even as the words left my mouth, I couldn’t wrap my head

around how a day that started like any other led to this. Tied to a
man’s bed begging for him to hit me with his belt. I didn’t believe in
love at first sight, but as the belt came down over my upper back and
thighs, I wondered if that’s what was happening between us.

The last two lashes, straight across both buttocks were the
hardest of all, and the crack of the leather was as arousing as the pain
setting fire to my cheeks. Tears streamed down my face, falling to Joe’s
sheets. I thought it was the pain making me cry, but it was more than
that. My heart was about to burst with happiness, and I was on the
verge of ejaculation from the naughtiness, the pain, the joy, and the
love I felt for Joe and his sadistic streak.

“Good pet.” His hands soothed my skin, gently rubbing all over.
You did very well. How do you feel?

“I’m about to come all over your bed. That was incredible.”
“Have you ever fantasized about BDSM? Watched it in porn or



anything?”
“I guess I watched, but I never considered doing it.”
A flash of light permeated my blindfold and closed lids. “Are the

lights back on?” I hoped they weren’t, which surprised me.
“No, sweet sub. I just took a picture of your sore, red bottom. I

want you to see in the morning how much you liked the pain. So
beautiful.” He went across the room again and returned with some
lotion, which he warmed in his hands before smoothing it over the hot
spots on my skin.

“Do you think we can do that again sometime?” There was none
of his Dom voice present. He asked timidly, as if he was afraid I’d say
no.

“Sir, I will do anything you ask me to.” I was sincere. I was falling
for him fast and hard. And we hadn’t even made each other come yet.

The Dom returned, but only for a moment. “Be careful what you
wish for, sub.” He laughed as he rose to free me. He pulled the cuffs off
my wrists. “Next time we’ll do it with you tied up, but for now, let’s get
to know each other, okay?”

“Yes, Sir.” I heard the smile in my own voice.
“The blindfold stays though.” His voice had a wicked edge to it.
Reaching for him, I sat on the bed and we kissed deeply. Grateful

for the softness of his mattress, I still squirmed with discomfort. Joe
took pity on me and pulled me down on top of him, easing my pain
and making it easier for me to give my tongue one last turn around his
mouth and then break the kiss. I gave him a soft peck on his lips
before starting my journey down his body, planting kisses on his
stubbly face, his neck, and nipples. When I reached his six-pack, I
traced the contours of his muscles with my tongue.

He was in better shape than I was, which worried me a little, but
I continued toward my target. I couldn’t see it, but when my chin
grazed his cock, we both gasped. Running my hand up his leg, I
reached his balls and held them in my hand. “Mmm. I love me some
big balls,” I said, making us both laugh. I rolled them in my fingers for
a moment and then crawled lower to take them into my mouth, one at
a time. My hand wrapped around his huge shaft, and I stroked while I
sucked each testicle into my mouth, covering every surface with my



tongue.
His groan prompted me to turn my attention to the monster in 

my hand.  Slippery from his flow of pre-cum, I gave it two more pumps 
before opening my hand and licking the underside from root to sticky 
tip. I couldn’t remember the last time I tasted pre-cum (other than my 
own, of course), and the salty taste made my eyes roll back in my head 
with pleasure. “I haven’t sucked a cock in ages, Sir, and I don’t think 
I’ve ever sucked one this big.”

Placing his hand on my head, he guided me to the bulbous head
and pushed, forcing my head down onto his huge erection. I opened
wide and let him slide to the back of my mouth against my tongue.
“Oh, Clarke. You are making me a very happy man tonight. Every time
you call me Sir, it makes my heart soar.”

I couldn’t talk. His cock filled my mouth and tried to poke past
my tonsils, gagging me. He held me there until I ran out of breath
before releasing me. When I regained my ability to speak, I said, “I
have never been able to deep-throat, but I think your guidance will
make it happen.”

“Not tonight, pet, but I’d love to teach you. For now, just blow
me. Suck my cock and get it ready for your hot little ass.” He ruffled
my hair while I returned to my blowjob. I took as much of him in as I
could and I lashed my tongue up and down his length. He was long
enough to wrap two fingers around the base of his cock, and I jacked
my hand, slapping against my lips in a rhythm which made my hips
rock in time. He bucked against my face, so I nipped at him with my
teeth to test the waters. He pulled my hair at the same pace, pulling
harder, stinging my scalp as my cock raged untouched. The root of his
dick pulsed against my tongue and I braced myself for his load.

Instead, he yanked me by the hair, popping his cock out of my
mouth and knocking me off balance. He caught me before I tumbled
off the bed, and kissed me. “It’s time for me to take that ass of yours.
How about you get on your hands and knees and wait for me.”

“Wait. Are the lights still out?” I’d forgotten I was blindfolded.
“Yes. Leave the blindfold though. I’ll be right back.”
I groaned when I heard him getting more ice. I wasn’t crazy

about it, especially when it was pressed against my asshole all that



time. I didn’t have time to worry for long, though. He returned right
away.

“Just one more thing with the ice, pet. Do you think you can try?
This will feel as good for me as it will for you.” The hope in his voice
was adorable.

“Please don’t leave it like you did last time, okay?”
“This will feel different. I promise. I’ve done it myself, just for the

fun of it.” The foil condom wrapper crinkled, and he opened the lid on
the lube. Before I could hope it was a good one, he assured me. “It’s
Astroglide silicone, pet. No worries.”

“Good. It’s been awhile.” I laughed my nervousness away,
forgetting about the ice.

He positioned himself behind me. “Relax, pet. I’m going to put a
sliver of ice in your anus.” I tightened up before he could touch me. “It
will not feel like it did before. Stop clenching and let me insert it.”

“But—”
“Silence, sub. I want to feel the ice on my cock while I fuck your

ass. You won’t believe how good this is.”
I took a deep breath, and his cold fingers separated my cheeks.

Bracing myself, droplets of melted ice dripped onto my asshole.
Another breath, and his warm tongue touched my pucker. “Ooh!” I
laughed at how silly it sounded, but I stopped as his tongue slipped
inside, breaching my first ring. “I haven’t had a rimjob since I was
twenty.” It came out as a groan, but with his tongue pressing farther
into my anus, I couldn’t speak clearly.

His tongue reversed direction just as slowly as it had entered. In
and out with the ice water still falling in drops on my ass and legs. I
reached for my cock, and without pulling his tongue out of my butt,
Joe said, “Not yet, sub.” I returned my hand to the bed, needing
release, but following my Dom’s command. He knew what I needed;
he’d take care of me.

When he finished savoring my asshole, he planted gentle kisses
all around, a preemptive soother for the pain his monster cock would
inflict. I knew he wouldn’t be gentle, and I was grateful. His tongue
slipped from my hole, and I waited.

The ice against my asshole elicited a yelp like that of a Bichon



Frisé, but neither of us laughed. It was no mere sliver, but the chunk of
ice slipped inside with ease. After the initial panic passed, I realized he
was right. It was nothing like the agony I’d felt earlier. I felt the burn,
but instead of causing real pain, it sent pulses of arousal straight to my
already throbbing cock.

Joe didn’t leave me time to think. “I don’t want the ice to melt
before I get in there, pet.”

“It’s been a long time.” My warning was weak. I wanted him to
slam inside me and wake up the dormant nerve endings in my canal. I
wanted the stabs of white-hot pain to shoot through my underused
rectum as his cock searched for my prostate. I wanted it all. I wanted
him.

“Oh, pet. Hold on.” With no hesitation, he slid in to the hilt. I
opened for him, welcoming him to his new home inside me. “Oh,
Clarke. You are exquisitely tight. Like a virgin.”

“It’s been so long since anyone’s fucked me.” I gasped as pain
shot through my midsection. “You are fucking huge, Sir.”

“Am I hurting you?”
“Yes. Fuck me harder.”
“Oh, my pet. We are going to be so happy together. You are such

a pain slut. I love it.” I expected laughter, but he was serious. If he
continued fucking me like this, I would come without touching my
dick.

The pain passed into the part of anal when the fat dick in my ass
hit hot spot after hot spot, and the occasional painful twinge served to
balance the bliss surging through my body. My orgasm bubbled just
beneath the surface, still with no contact to my cock. It bobbed in front
of me, hitting my thighs and my stomach as Joe’s battering assault
continued.

“Don’t come, pet. Don’t come until I give you my permission.” He
grunted the words, unable to speak. “I’m gonna come in your sweet
little ass though. Here. I. Come.” The last words came in a guttural
growl which lasted as long as the jets of cum from his cock. Each
spasm jumped against my sensitive insides, driving my own orgasm
closer.

“Sir, I can’t wait. May I please touch my cock now?”



He didn’t answer, but I did not make the mistake of taking his
silence as permission. I gritted my teeth and fought to maintain
control. He rose from the bed, leaving me alone with my raging
erection, but he returned right away.

Pulling me from my hands up and leaving me on my knees, he
kissed me and said, “As soon as you clean up your mess, I will let you
come.” He stood on the bed, lining his cock up with my mouth. “Lick
up your mess like a good pet. Don’t leave a single drop of your cum to
mess my bed.”

Back into my mouth he went, his sour spunk spreading across
my tongue. I sucked it off his softening dick, licked it from his balls,
and wiped all around with my finger and then sucking my finger clean.
My hard-on still raged, but my urgent need to ejaculate had passed.
“Clean, Sir?” I leaned my head against his thigh, waiting quietly while
he checked my work.

“Excellent job, my pet.” He climbed down from the mattress
where he stood. “Lie back now. I’m going to suck you off, but you are
not allowed to come until I grant you permission.”

I nodded, knowing he couldn’t see me. He parted my thighs with
his hands and kissed my balls. When he finally took my cock into his
mouth, I feared shooting into his mouth with no warning, never mind
permission.

I needn’t have worried. Joe was an expert at the art of edging. He
lashed my cock with his tongue, biting gently, first with his lips
stretched over his teeth, and eventually with his teeth. No one had ever
bitten my cock before, and I had the sudden, crazy need to have my ass
stuffed and my cock bitten at the same time.

As if he heard my thoughts, Joe stuck what I thought was three
fingers into my ass as he bit harder than before, just under the head.

Returning to sucking, he coaxed the cum to the brink, and I knew
I couldn’t last.

“Ask me, sub. Ask permission.”
“Can I come?”
He pulled off my cock and pulled the slippery fingers from my

ass. “Not when you ask like that!” He slapped my thighs, doing
nothing to remedy the situation. I was too close to losing control.



“May I please come, Sir?”
“That’s better, sub. You may not, but soon.” He resumed sucking,

swirling his tongue around the head, poking his tongue into my slit.
Taking my entire cock in his mouth, he pulled at my balls. I fisted the
sheets, trying to keep from coming without his permission, which was
suddenly incredibly important to me. I couldn’t disappoint him.
“Please, Sir. May I come? Please. I have to come.”

“You may, my pet.” He hadn’t finished the sentence when the
spasms deep in my balls started. My cock twitched against his tongue
in a series of pulses. When the first gob splashed onto his tongue, I
babbled. “Thank you. Thank you, Sir, for letting me come. Thank you
for sucking my cock and eating my ass and fucking the living daylights
out of me. Thank you, Sir.”

My body relaxed, totally spent, and I dropped to the bed, my
limbs as limp as my dick. I had nothing left. Joe helped me get a pillow
under my head, kissed me, and spooned behind me with his arms
around me. “Go to sleep, pet. You’ve had a big night.”

I realized as I drifted off that I was still wearing the blindfold, but
I was too tired to take it off. “Were you pleased with me tonight, Sir?”

“Oh, my pet. We are going to be so happy together. You are
everything I need, and I think I fit the bill for you, too. Little pain slut.”
He gave a sleepy snort and kissed my head.

The last thing I remember before I fell asleep was mumbling,
“We’re gonna have to send Stella Bella a fruit basket in the morning.”

 
* * * *

 
An unfamiliar alarm woke me, and I panicked when I opened my eyes
and saw nothing but a light haze filtering through the covering on my
eyes. “What the—?”

“Hey, relax. I’ll get that blindfold.” It took a second for me to
identify the voice. “It’s me, Joe. You’re in my room.” He sat up next to
me, pausing before he took it off. “Keep your eyes closed though. The
snow out there is making it terribly bright out there.” He slipped it
over my head and then smoothed down my bed head.

“Okay,” I said, pulling the pillow over my eyes.



“How’s your backside feeling?” He ran a hand down my chest.
I wiggled against the sheets, instantly regretting it. “Sore. Very

sore.” I rolled onto my belly, allowing him to caress my achy skin. I
opened my eyes as he leaned in to kiss me. His face filled my vision; he
was even better looking with his morning scruff and crazy hair.

“So how do you feel about what happened last night?”
“I kind of thought it was a dream. A nice one.” I chuckled. “I

mean, it seems kind of unreal that I met a gorgeous guy who likes
sports, right?”

He put his lips around my earlobe and spoke in a low voice.
“Clarke, last night was better than any dream. I’ve never believed in
love at first sight, but—”

“Me, either! But seriously. While you had me tied up, I was
thinking how perfect it felt. I planned half our future!” He laughed and
tousled my hair. It felt more and more right every time he touched me.
“Seriously. At one point, I pictured the two of us trimming our
Christmas tree. Wait till you see my collection of sports ornaments.
Phillies, Sixers, Eagles, and of course, my Flyers.”

As I said it, I rolled onto my back and opened my eyes. My vision
was blurred, but I could clearly see that there was a man on the ceiling.
“What the fuck?” I blinked several times, trying to clear my eyes. As
the life-sized decal came into focus, I recognized him. “Sidney fucking
Crosby? Are you serious?”

Joe grinned sheepishly. “I’m sorry, man. I didn’t think to tell you.
I’m from Pittsburgh. I just moved here two years ago when I thought I
was in love with a guy who dumped me a month later.”

I sat up and looked around, feeling as though the world was
tilting out from under me. Not because he mentioned a previous
relationship, but because of Pittsburgh. Everything in the room was
black and gold. Steelers and Pirates crap lined the walls. Posters of the
Penguins passing around the Stanley Cup lined his closet door. The
disappointment settled into the lines on my face as I looked back up at
Sid the Kid, the friggin’ Pittsburgh Penguins superstar. As if to
punctuate my horror, Sid the cat leapt onto the bed and nuzzled my
hand.

“You know I’m named for Bobby Clarke, right?” I said. His eyes



flew open. Bobby Clarke, the most famous Flyer ever, was one of the
best hockey players of all time. The rivalry between the Flyers and the
Penguins was born during his reign. “I was born on his birthday. My
old man was thrilled.”

Joe snickered. “Well, I hope this isn’t a deal breaker for you, but
I’m named after Mean Joe Green.” He pointed to the shrine in the
corner featuring the legendary defensive tackle for the Steelers.

Our perfect night, destroyed by the fundamental difference
which has killed potential relationships since the dawn of sports
rivalry. We stared at each other, mirroring a look of dismay. We
cracked up at the same time, falling into each other’s arms.

“I think we just made a Geico commercial,” I said, referring to
the ad in which an LA Kings fan and a San José Sharks fan meet on a
blind date and upon spying the other’s jersey, walk away without
saying a word to each other. I kissed him, feeling his grin against my
lips.

“Wait.” I pulled back and cocked an eyebrow. “Did Stella know
about this Pittsburgh thing?”

“Of course! She puts on the Pittsburgh games for me.” My eyes
widened. It was an unwritten rule at Tommy’s. No Pittsburgh on the
TVs. “I tip her really well.”

“Jeez. So last night was a fluke. Any other night you’d be
cheering for the wrong team.” I shook my head at the serendipity of
meeting him, silently thanking Stella for omitting that nugget of
information.

“Last night was the Sixers on the TV in the bar. Pittsburgh
doesn’t have a basketball team.”

I sighed. “I guess we’re gonna have to watch a lot of basketball
then.” We kissed again, sealing the deal. We were gonna give this
relationship a try.

“Yeah. I guess the question is,” he said with a wicked twinkle in
his eye, “do we split the Christmas tree in half? Or do we have one for
Philadelphia, and a bigger one for Pittsburgh?

I laughed from the bottom of my belly and he smothered my
mouth with his, stifling my answer. “Fucking Pittsburgh.”

He laughed too. “Fucking Philly.”



 
The End

 

 



 
 

 

Watch Me
 

 

 

by Patient Lee
 

 



Connect with Me
Email: erotica@patientlee.com

Website: http://www.patientlee.com 

Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/Patient-Lee/e/B00XFU42WE/ 

Barnes & Noble:
https://www.barnesandnoble.com/s/%22Patient%20Lee%22?
Ntk=P_key_Contributor_List&Ns=P_Sales_Rank&Ntx=mode+matchall

Google Play: https://play.google.com/store/books/author?
id=Patient+Lee

Kobo: https://www.kobo.com/us/en/search?
query=Patient%20Lee&fcsearchfield=Author 

Smashwords: https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/patientlee

Audiobooks: https://www.audible.com/search?
searchAuthor=Patient+Lee&ref=a_a_search_c3_lAuthor_1_1_1

Paperbacks: https://www.createspace.com/pub/simplesitesearch.search.do?
sitesearch_query=patient+lee&sitesearch_type=STORE 

**Also available on the iBooks app.**

Campfire Fan Group:
http://www.facebook.com/roups/filthyrottendirty

eXcessica: http://www.excessica.com/books/index.php?
main_page=index&manufacturers_id=244 

Blog: http://www.patientleewriting.blogspot.com 

Twitter: @patient_lee

Facebook Page: https://www.facebook.com/patientleeerotica

Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/patientlee

YouTube Channel: https://www.youtube.com/channel/UC-
RG7oIRqJKwI2leetKfSqw (25 more subscribers, and I'll get a custom
link!)

mailto:erotica@patientlee.com
http://www.patientlee.com/
https://www.amazon.com/Patient-Lee/e/B00XFU42WE/
https://www.barnesandnoble.com/s/%22Patient%20Lee%22?Ntk=P_key_Contributor_List&Ns=P_Sales_Rank&Ntx=mode+matchall
https://play.google.com/store/books/author?id=Patient+Lee
https://www.kobo.com/us/en/search?query=Patient%20Lee&fcsearchfield=Author
https://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/patientlee
https://www.audible.com/search?searchAuthor=Patient+Lee&ref=a_a_search_c3_lAuthor_1_1_1
https://www.createspace.com/pub/simplesitesearch.search.do?sitesearch_query=patient+lee&sitesearch_type=STORE
http://www.facebook.com/roups/filthyrottendirty
http://www.excessica.com/books/index.php?main_page=index&manufacturers_id=244
http://www.patientleewriting.blogspot.com/
https://twitter.com/patient_lee
https://www.facebook.com/patientleeerotica
https://www.goodreads.com/patientlee
http://www.youtube.com/c/PatientLeeWriting


Patient Lee Erotica
304 S. Jones Blvd Suite 611
Las Vegas, NV 89107



My Books
 

For excerpts and purchase links, please visit patientlee.com.
Angel’s Lips, Snips and Tips (straight May-December romance)

Bare Naked: A Nude Skater’s Waltz (straight, casual sex becomes
love story)

Black Friday/Cyber Monday (straight, casual sex and romance)

Blowjob from your Stalker (graphic blowjob description)

Erotica After Midnight (sexy supernatural stories by the authors
of The Cabin)

Hot Summer Reads (an anthology of hot stories by the authors of
The Cabin)

Hurricane Season (a group sex romp)

I Won a Basket of Porn (a non-erotic satire)

Mrs. Maitland’s SAD Valentine (straight, May-December
romance)

OUT: Five Erotic Stories of Gay Self-Discovery (five gay tales)

Seasons of Lesbian Erotica (four erotic tales of lesbian romance)

Sharing Her Heart (The Prequel to Mrs. Maitland’s SAD
Valentine)

Watch Me (straight exhibitionist tale)

Wicked Cold (lesbian voyeurism- prequel to Wicked Hot)

Wicked Hot (first time group sex)

 

http://www.patientlee.net/books


"How did you get your parents to agree to take all three kids in their
room?" Frank asked me as he put the suitcase on the rack in the
corner. "We all know Payton is going to wake up during the night and
climb into bed with them. That'll drive your dad nuts."

"I told them that we might go down to the bar for a drink. It was
my mother's idea to babysit." I pulled the drapes open and looked at
the city below us. We were on the seventh floor, and we had a nice
view of the Statue of Liberty in the twilight.

Frank stood behind me and wrapped his arms around my torso.
He put his lips on my neck and kissed me. His goatee tickled, and I
squirmed, trying to get out of his grip. My parents' room adjoined
ours. Our side of the door wasn't closed all the way, and I expected a
four-year-old to burst into the room at any second. "I wonder if the
people down there can even see us up here."

"I don't know, but close the drapes. I need to change," Frank
said.

 
* * * *

 
We sat at the bar in the lobby, sipping martinis. It had been a

long time since we had a night out, and it felt good to be adults. This
trip to New York was one we'd planned for about six months, and most
of what we planned centered around the kids—Toys R Us in Times
Square, the Central Park Zoo, the Christmas Show at Radio City Music
Hall. Tonight was the only night we thought we might be able to enjoy
a couple of drinks and some nookie upstairs.

"The beds in my parents' room are against the same wall as our
bed. We'll have to be quiet tonight," I said, feeling the effects of the
second martini. "All I need is my parents or our children to hear us
fucking through the wall." I stage-whispered the word "fucking,"
thinking that the people at the table next to us wouldn't hear.

I was wrong. The couple at the next table caught my eye and
giggled, letting me know that they'd heard every word. I probably
would have blushed, but my cheeks were already red from the
martinis. To cover my embarrassment, I drained the rest of my glass,
and said, "C'mon. Let's get the check and go for a little walk."



The sidewalk was crowded even though it was dark out. Frank
took my hand in his and gave me a quick kiss on the lips before we
started to walk. We only went a few blocks, but he'd collected four
fliers from strip clubs. He put them in his pocket. I figured he'd pull
them out back up in the room, and we'd talk about our crazy fantasy of
going to a strip club together someday. We always said that someday
we'd go to Vegas and do it. It wasn't gonna happen here in New York
with the kids though.

We turned back to walk back for the night. When we were
standing on the corner, waiting to cross the side street that ran next to
the hotel, I looked up and counted eleven sets of windows. "You can
definitely see into the rooms from here," I said. "Even through the
gauzy curtains."

"Yeah? Maybe we'll give everybody on the street a show." Frank's
grin earned him an elbow in his ribs.

 
* * * *

 
"Shh!" I said with a giggle as we entered the hotel room. I could

hear the TV in my parents' room through the thin wall. Frank had his
arm around me, and he spun me and pushed me back against the wall
separating the bathroom from the rest of the room. He kissed me, and
he thrust his tongue along mine filling my mouth. His hands were on
my jaw, pulling my head toward him. I put my hands on his butt and
pulled him into me. We kissed hard and fast, like we used to when we
were teenagers, making out on the couch with my parents in their
room down the hall.

I moaned into Frank's mouth, and felt the heat burning between
my legs. It had been weeks since our kids let us have a night alone, and
I needed a good, hard fucking. Frank's hands went to my blouse, and
he ripped it open, popping buttons onto the floor.

"Oh my god, that's hot," I murmured with my mouth still
working against his lips. His head dipped to my neck, and he kissed
along my collarbone before moving toward my cleavage. He grabbed
my breasts over my bra and groped them roughly, almost hurting me,
but not quite.



"Does that turn you on, baby?" he asked. I managed to nod just
before his fingers slipped inside the top of both cups and he gave a tug,
separating them. Nothing happened on the first tug. My head went
back against the wall, and I arched my back, pressing my breasts
toward him.

He tried again, and this time, the fabric separated with a loud
ripping noise. The sound of the satin giving way sent a fresh wave of
heat through my pussy. I was getting wet, but I couldn't help but bitch
about having to replace it. "Frank! That was my favorite bra!" I stuck
my bottom lip out in what I hoped would be a very persuasive pout.

"I'll buy you two tomorrow," he said, his voice rough with lust. I
put my hand on Frank's groin. He was as aroused as I was. He put his
hands on my tits. They were just large enough fill his calloused palms.
He rubbed my nipples with his thumbs, and I rewarded him by pulling
my skirt up over my hips. He gave the hard nubs one more flick before
he grabbed my panties and shoved them down to my knees. I stepped
out of them while he unbuttoned his jeans and pulled out his cock.

He grabbed my legs under my thighs and hoisted me up, pressing
me against the wall. I wrapped my feet around his ass and pulled him
into me. I was so wet, the head of his cock slipped right into my hole,
and he slammed into my pussy. "Oh, that's how you want to play it," I
said with a sexy smile. "You want to fuck me up against the wall, huh?"

He pulled my head to him again and kissed me hard, causing our
teeth to crash together. We both laughed, but only for a split second
before he pulled out and pumped into me again. Over and over, he
drilled me against the wall while I held on for dear life. After a
moment, I lost my grip, and slid toward the floor.

Frank supported my bottom until my feet were on the floor, and
then he pushed his pants down around his thighs and pushed me to
my knees. "Suck my cock," he said in a gravelly whisper. I looked up
and smiled, and then I opened my mouth and put my hand on his
shaft. It was sticky with the juices from my pussy, and I giggled at the
naughtiness of licking it clean. I guided him into my mouth and
started to lick from base to tip. The wetness on his pubic hair tickled
my face. My own scent, thick and heady, sent a fresh wave of arousal
between my legs.



"Can you taste your pussy, slut?" he said as he tousled my hair. I
nodded and smiled around his cock. I started jacking back and forth
with my hand, my fingers hitting my lips. Being a slut made me even
hotter.

"Mm-hmm," I said, running my tongue along the underside of
his erection. I put my other hand around his balls and caressed them.
They were sticky from my pussy too.

"Oh, baby. I'm not gonna last long."
I pulled my mouth off and jacked with my hand. "Come on my

tits, Frank. Make me your slut." He reached down to play with my
nipples as I moved my hand faster and faster. "C'mon, baby. Come for
me."

His whole body stiffened, and he stifled his shout the best he
could. I was glad he remembered that everybody else was next door. I
didn't want to have to remind him that my parents and children could
hear us in the middle of his orgasm. His cock shot spurt after spurt of
cum on my body. The first landed on my lower lip, another one on my
chin. The rest covered my tits with splashes of warm, thick cum.

He relaxed and sighed and helped me to my feet. I looked to the
side and saw our reflection in the mirror over the sink. We looked
ridiculous, half-dressed and messy. I watched a drop of cum drip off
my nipple and fall to the carpet. He smiled and reached for a
washcloth. He turned on the hot water, and when the steam rose from
the sink, he wet the cloth and wrung it out.

"Let's get you cleaned up," he said as he pushed my torn clothes
down my arms. "You're all dirty." He wiped my lip and chin before
moving the steaming hot cloth to my breasts. I moaned as the rough
terrycloth grazed my nipples. "Get undressed, and lie on the bed. I'll be
right there," he said.

I did as I was told, and I closed my eyes while I waited. The
martinis made me sleepy. I heard the water running again, and a
moment later Frank appeared on the bed next to my leg. "Spread your
legs, baby," he said. I smiled with my eyes closed as I moved my legs to
allow him access.

Frank put the warm washcloth over my mound. The heat from
the cloth felt wonderful, like a warm blanket over my most intimate



parts. He pressed finger against the cloth, and it slipped between my
pussy lips onto my clit. I jumped when the heat of the cloth reached
my own. When Frank rubbed in small, slow circles. I couldn't stifle my
moan.

The cloth cooled, and Frank placed it on the nightstand. I smiled,
hoping that his tongue was next. He didn't disappoint. He used his
first two fingers to spread my lips, and he grazed my clit ever so
slightly. My hips twitched at his contact, inviting him to do more. He
placed his lips over my clit and sucked gently.

"Oh my god," I murmured. "That feels so fucking good." I put my
hands in his hair and gave it a tug, directing his tongue to where I
needed it. "Lick it. Please."

He licked as if he were a cat at a saucer of milk, each stroke of his
tongue bringing me closer and closer to coming. My body flushed all
over. I put my hands over my tits and pinched my nipples. "I'm so
close. Oh god." I rocked my hips against his face, fucking his mouth
with my dripping pussy. My toes curled, and I lost control of my body.

"C'mon baby. Come for me. Come on my face, baby," he said,
somehow getting his tongue to continue moving as he spoke.

As if a slingshot had been released, the blood in my pussy
rocketed back into my body, bringing wave after wave of pleasure
through my whole pelvis. My orgasm seemed to go on forever, but I
finally relaxed, and Frank rested his stubbly cheek on my thigh.

I sighed, content and sleepy. I tousled Frank's hair and faded
into a doze.

I thought it was a dream when Frank's finger poked inside me.
He moved slowly at first, swirling inside, slipping easily in and out
through my juices. I opened my eyes, and he smiled at me. "I'm still
hard," he said. He was adorable.

He got to his knees and crawled toward me, grinning like a horny
fool. I bent my knees and spread them wider, inviting him in. He slid
inside and fucked me with a slow, steady rhythm. I wrapped my long
legs around him and pulled his head to me so I could kiss him. Our
tongues rubbed against each other, and I stroked his goatee with my
hand. Finally, I broke the kiss. "From behind," I said.

"Ooh. Dirty girl," he said.



I stood and walked toward the window. The drapes were parted a
crack, but I threw them open, exposing my naked torso to anyone on
the sidewalk that looked up.

"What are you doing?" he asked. He sounded nervous.
"Fuck me."
"In front of the window? What if someone looks up?"
"Then they’ll see me. Are you chicken?" I teased. "I'm the one

that's exposed here."
"Is there anybody out there?" He was so fucking cute when he

thought I was crazy.
"Yeah, the sidewalk is still pretty busy," I said. "And look. There

are people in the windows of that hotel across the street. Do you
suppose they can tell I'm naked?"

A man in a window directly across from us pointed in our
direction, and I got my answer. A fresh rush of heat flooded my pussy,
and I moaned out loud. "Holy fuck."

"This is turning you on, isn't it?" he murmured in my ear.
"Yes it is.” I saw a man on the sidewalk below, pointing at us. "Oh

my god. He sees us too. You need to fuck me." I bent over the
windowsill and rested my forehead on the glass. I spread my legs
wider, and Frank liked his cock against my pussy. He wasn't lying. He
was still hard. “Watch me,” I said, talking to the men that couldn’t
hear me, but could definitely see me.

As Frank rocked into me from behind, I turned my head a bit so
that my cheek was pressed against the pane. The more he pumped, the
higher my torso rose against the window until my tits were smushed 
against the cold glass. I could see the man below and across the way 
watching. The man on the sidewalk moved to lean against the 
building, out of the way of the other pedestrians.  

I flattened my palms against the glass as well, and I reveled in
the cold spreading from the window to my body. It was a sharp
contrast to the rising heat of my pussy as Frank fucked me harder. He
grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, but not far enough to take
my tits off the window. He growled in my ear, "You're lucky your
mother is in the room next door, 'cause I would spank your ass so
hard, right in front of those men that are watching you."



"Do you see them looking at me? Are they still watching me? Oh
my god. We're gonna get kicked out of here."

"The guy in the window over there is holding up his phone. I bet
he's taking a video of your slutty tits while I fuck you from behind."

I couldn't see while he kept my head pulled back.
"Oh, baby. Now there's a girl there with him. She's watching you

too."
"Really?" I was so hot, so turned on. I knew I was gonna come

again, but I wanted to make it last. I'd never wanted anyone to watch
me before, and I needed this. All of it, as long as I could hold out. I
tried to move my head to see the woman watching me, but Frank
pulled my hair harder, restricting my movement.

"Really. Now it looks like he's jerking off. She's holding the
phone, and his hand is in his pants."

I didn't know if he was lying or telling the truth, but the thought
of a man jerking off while I got fucked and his girlfriend took video
made me come so hard, I thought for sure the man on the side walk
would hear.

"Oh shit. I'm coming again. Oh fuck." I tried to stay quiet, but it
wasn't easy.

"Shh. I'm pretty close too," Frank said. "I didn't know you were
into being watched. We gotta make this happen more often. But
tomorrow . . . " I could tell he was about to come. He was breathing
hard and fast, and he was having trouble speaking clearly. "Tomorrow
. . . I'm gonna come up here when the kids are out with your parents
and . . . "

He couldn't finish his sentence. As he pumped his second load of
cum deep in my pussy, I waved. I hoped the men watching me would
see and know I was waving to them. He grunted with each thrust, and
he finally relaxed his grip on my hair.

When I looked down, I saw that the man on the sidewalk had left,
and that there was a woman in the window with the other man. Both
appeared to be clothed. She was talking on the phone, not taking
video.

Frank relaxed, and his cock slid out of my pussy. I eased into bed
as Frank turned out the lights.



"What is it that you're going to do to me tomorrow?" I asked.
He'd left me hanging. I figured I'd be getting an epic spanking. The
thought sent one last lightning bolt to my clit.

Just as he was about to answer, there was a knock at the door.
"Management!"
 

The End
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creek in the mountains. In the summer, I spend many hours at a
folding table under a canopy, writing and sipping chardonnay or a
super-hoppy IPA.

 

 

 


	Table of Contents
	Three Tiny Bites
	Under the Seaweed Mask (lesbian)
	Pittsburgh: M/M Sensory Deprivation (gay)
	Watch Me (straight)
	About Patient Lee

