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The stuffiness knocks me off my feet today. Polluted air settles in my lungs, sweat trickling down the inside of my thighs rubbing against each other. In the pockets of my jacket, there are old, validated bus and tram tickets and a student ID that guarantees a discount on beer in my favorite pub. I can feel my phone vibrating. A blue light illuminates the pocket of my black jeans. My heart trembles at the thought that it could be a message from you. A few short words that you are looking forward to my return. I speed up, deftly avoiding the bothersome dogs squirming at my feet, little beagles sticking their noses into my biodegradable bags. They spend a few seconds sniffing the strawberries I bought at the market from an old lady who offered to read the future from my lotion-covered palm. I can feel sweat even running down my calf as I run across the pedestrian crossing, trying to make it to the other side before the light turns red. I hide in the shade of the trees, slowing down my pace.

Annoying bits of pollen from flowers coming back to life settle on my body, disturbing my peaceful existence. The upcoming summer irritates me even more. I plan on spending the vacation hiding away from the sun, lying naked in the darkness of our living room or bedroom, watching Harry Potter once again, occasionally feeling your hands yearning for touch or your mouth hungry for kisses. I can’t wait for it to finally start raining. The stuffiness will become a thing of the past, the air will cool down again, and I will no longer feel sticky from this awful heat.

I jump into the old but pleasantly cool tenement house. I skip over a few steps, trying not to accidentally get out of my breath. I pass by a withered plant that the neighbors upstairs stopped watering a few weeks ago. I wonder, if you had been out with me, would we start kissing in the stairwell, unable to hold back, unable to tear our hands away from each other, longing for the familiar touch… Entering the apartment, I toss my keys on the table by the door, take off my sneakers, and leave my groceries on the kitchen counter: a large container of soothingly cool vanilla ice cream, a heavy carton of orange juice, a few ripe bananas, strawberries, blueberries, which are more expensive now than last year, and the cream cheese brioches that I love, still warm. I drop everything right there as soon as I spot you out of the corner of my eye.

I hug the body so familiar to me, absorbing your cotton candy-scented warmth. I can see you smiling fondly at me. You are happy to see me, even though I was only away from this safe space for a few hours. After a moment of short good morning kisses, I drag you towards the bedroom, bumping into the table in the corridor along the way. I can only think of your body, which I will be touching with impunity in a moment. You increasingly want to cut your thick, long, auburn hair, which I love to tousle when we lie together on the couch. And those bangs that are starting to get in your eyes while you read your mysteries and watch episodes of your favorite series with me. I can’t wait to touch your soft skin, which smells of peach body lotion, reminding me of summer. The familiar moles and birthmarks that make up the constellations on your skin, covered with tiny black hairs, amaze me every time. Your soft breasts that I snuggle into when I need to feel safe. The hands that stroke my back as I press against your breasts, inhaling the scent of your body, the coffee you drank this morning, the smell of home, security, happiness. Tiny hands that are incredibly bossy, rough, and yet so tender when I touch them. Hands that calm me down or drive me crazy.

When we enter our bedroom, most of which is occupied by a large double bed, I immediately feel you close to me. You slip your hand under my black T-shirt. I hear a muffled grunt as you realize my bra is gone, and there’s nothing to protect my breasts from your fingers. Up until a few weeks ago, I would have been embarrassed by this fact. Going out into the city without a frilly black bra. Now I just look questioningly when someone focuses too long on the faintly visible hard nipples, no longer caring about people I will never meet again. You help me take off my T-shirt, tossing it aside, almost making it into the laundry basket.

You run your fingers over my slightly sweaty body. You start massaging, kneading my breasts. You push your nails into the areola of my nipple, squeezing it tightly from time to time. At the same time, you kiss my chapped lips, thirsty for your kisses. You make me moan softly. I throw my arms around your neck, bringing my body closer to yours while still leaving a little space. You quickly leave one kiss on my chin and then kiss my neck long and passionately. I tilt my head so that you have better access to it. I close my eyes, focusing on the sensations flowing through me. You lick and suck on my skin, occasionally nibbling it hard and leaving red marks behind. You mark me with yourself. I’m not going to complain or hide it later from the intrusive world. Let them look, let them be jealous, let them wonder who you are.

You pinch one of my nipples violently, and I gasp with surprise. The world left behind the closed door tries to sneak into our space through an open window. Somewhere in the distance, a dog barks. You can hear neighbors arguing with each other, a car honking several times. Suddenly, someone rings the doorbell, and all my muscles clench in an instant, even though you continue to touch me so tenderly. You pinch my nipple lightly. I have no idea if it’s the postman or somebody else. I want them to go away. I feel slight fear and shame of being caught in this position flare up in me. At the same time, an even greater wave of excitement grows within me. I panic and freeze in place, almost throwing you off me while you seem to be having a great time, grinning ravenously. I try not to make a sound, biting my lip hard, tensing my muscles. Wishing so hard that the world would not notice us right now. The bell rings out for the last time in the stuffy apartment, mixing with my groan, which, surprisingly and somewhat embarrassingly, you manage to extract from me quite easily by pressing and then pulling hard on my nipple.

I undo the buttons in my pants and slide them off along with my underwear. I’m naked. You push me onto the bed, onto the fresh, recently changed sheets. You lean over me, almost lying on top of me. I am intoxicated with the sight of your naked body. I kiss your shoulders, leaving wet, messy marks with my thin, hungry lips. I feel so aroused that all I want to do is touch myself. Run my fingers over my belly, thighs, and then slowly over the poorly shaved pussy that hasn’t been groomed in several days. But you don’t let me. You pin me to the bed with your weight, clasping your hands around my wrists, having nothing else to use instead. You tell me to stay where I am. So I stay, feeling the excitement rise within me. I like your domination, firmness, and ferocity. I want to follow your commands. I feel warmth overwhelming me simply from surrendering to your words. I feel attached when you say I’m yours. I dream of being completely fulfilled as I give you control of my body as I wait for you to tell me how to touch myself. I want to feel your all-encompassing astral firepower on me.

Like an obedient dog, I am waiting for permission. I am waiting for you to agree, take control, and I will comply. I will surrender because I know it is not just about the pain. It is also about small gestures. About the fact that you know what I really need. About the fact that you never get enough of me. About the fact that you like watching movies with me on the couch and pinching my nipples. About the fact that you love me even though we are both too scared to say it out loud. About the fact that you are there when I need you the most. With your control over me, you soothe my intrusive, all too often destructive thoughts. You are not the answer to all my problems. I am still afraid of starting to rely on you too much.

On the other hand, this is what my dedication is all about – fully trusting that you know what’s best for me. Showing all of myself, throwing away each of my layers, feeling, knowing that you are doing the same, I allow you to control my body as well as my emotions. In return, I accept whatever you want to entrust to me, giving me a safe space, offering a relaxing place where I can be myself, trusting you fully because I know that even if we jump off a cliff together, you will make sure I’m safe.

After a while, I hear you open the door and come back into the bedroom. My eyes are fixed on the patterns of the recently changed bedding. I don’t know what you brought with you. I hear your short praise, feeling myself blush and become even more aroused. I feel like a bitch in heat, so when you reappear within my reach, I sit on your lap and start kissing you hard, even sticking my intrusive tongue into your mouth. It becomes challenging for me to curb my cravings and not start rubbing my wet pussy on the nearest pillow or anything else to release the tension and extreme arousal. You push me away from you so that I land my back on the soft mattress again. You’re laughing under your breath. That’s when you bring the black ropes into my line of vision. I swallow loudly at the mere sight, remembering that you haven’t used them in a long time. You calmly use the soft ropes to tie my hands to the rails of the bed so that I can’t satisfy myself so that I am forced to beg for every touch. Even if I don’t feel the rope tightening too tightly around my wrists, the sheer helplessness alone excites me terribly. My pussy is getting wetter and wetter, my thighs are shaking, they are open as wide as possible so that you can see how wet and beautiful I am. I can’t wait for you to finally touch me. Unfortunately, you’re in no hurry. You force me to focus for a moment longer on your words, which slowly lose their meaning. You force me to keep my mind clear for a moment longer. You ask twice if everything is alright, and after getting an affirmative answer, you finally let me feel your cold hands on my burning thighs. You calmly lean over me and kiss me gently when you see my helplessness. I feel my clitoris swell. I want you to separate my juicy labia and finally insert your fingers inside me.

The sun slowly licks my excited body from behind the blue curtains. Its hot fingers slide over my pale skin covered with tiny hairs, over my protruding nipples, the soft but chapped lips that are good for kissing aroused naked skin, for sucking your clitoris, for screaming in excitement. I am easily excited and scared creature at the same time. You kiss me greedily. It’s another sign of your domination. You kiss me hard on the lips while squeezing my breast, giving me no chance to answer. I’m helpless with tied wrists. You sit on my stomach, bring your mouth to my ear. You say you’re gonna fuck me long and hard, but you don’t know if you’ll let me come. You will wait for the moment when I ask sweetly for it, whine like the good bitch I am, when I beg you, saying that I will do whatever you want. You love teasing me so much, driving me crazy. I know it turns you on, makes you incredibly wet yourself. You nibble on my earlobe, feeling the effect just your words have on me. You smile savagely. You relish how easily you can make me scream unless you gag my slutty mouth. You walk away, and for a few seconds, you just watch me nearly writhing under your gaze, groaning involuntarily. I really need you to finally do something with my increasing arousal and growing tension. I realize that I will start begging for even the slightest touch very quickly.

You put your warm hand on my neck, and I gasp loudly as if your next touch might completely deprive me of air. You hear my rapid breathing; you may be able to hear my heart racing. At the same time, we both know our safe words. A thrill of pleasure runs through me. You know the signs when there is too much of you in me and with me. We have talked about safety and trust many times. I would not let you do this if I were not one hundred percent sure that you would not do me any unwanted harm if you were not entirely sure of your pressure, touch, yourself. A sense of bondage, helplessness flows through me. Feeling immersed in your touch.

I can’t hide anything from you, even if at times I can’t quite say what I need and want from you. I know that after these few months of having regular sex, you know my body, my reactions to your touch, even if at first you felt irritated when I didn’t know how to speak up during consensual spanking or heavy petting. But that was during the uncertain beginnings, now it’s very different. Again, I want to say out loud that I want you, even if you can clearly see me melting every time you put your hands or lips on any part of my body. You see that I want more of you every time. After several hours of being with you in one space, I have learned to talk about my needs in moments when I do not feel your hands on my body for too long when I need your domination because I have no idea what to do with myself. Sometimes I just overtake the space we share. I sit on your lap and rub against you, purring right in your ear, whispering how much I need you to tell me how to touch myself. I need you to control me, for example, the way you are doing it right now.

I let you mark me. Spill the scent of your body wash onto me, your frustrations, and your hopes. A few days ago, I allowed myself to take a black marker from my cupboard and write on my body that I am your bitch. To leave a mark of not only a hot pussy and red butt from spanking, not just sweet kisses, but a physical sign of attachment. A sign that I am, in fact, solely yours. Today it is barely visible, washed off by the powerful shower stream and you rubbing against my body. Occasionally, the thought of something more permanent crosses my mind.

You comment on how wet I am. You look into my eyes while I just squint and groan and tremble as you brush your fingers over my throbbing clitoris. You only touch me a few times without trying to get me to orgasm. Suddenly you take your sweet, wet fingers away, waiting for me to start asking for more. I actually do, and I quietly whine for more, even if my words get confused and my voice breaks quite a bit. I’m not sure what I managed to say or what you made of those messy sentences tearing out of my throat. All I know is that I’m filled with utter helplessness, and I just want you. I want to feel your intense energy bursting through me from within.

You rapidly insert two fingers into my extremely hot, wet vagina. You take them out for a moment, put them to my mouth, smear my own juices over my lips, my chin. I lick your fingers greedily, suck them. Soon, you take them from my mouth. With your fingertips, you slowly, quite gently touch the inside of my thighs, so close and yet so far away from my pussy. You slide your fingernails over my hungry skin. I sigh out loud, annoyed that you’re playing with me again. You put your fingers back where I need them most. You massage the inside of my vagina. At times you pull out your wet fingers to slowly stroke the vulva, move your fingers from the clitoris to the opening and back again. Wet fingers press against my skin, slip over the clitoris, but you do not pay much attention to it. You slide them out, and after a while, you force them back into my hot vagina, now and then kissing and gently biting my hard nipple. I groan and gasp with pleasure as your fingers move rhythmically inside me. I move uncontrollably over the squeaky mattress as much as I can. I mumble your name, screaming with closed eyes that it feels good, that you are amazing. You drive me crazy.

I raise and lower my hips to the rhythm of your fingers pumping in and out. Everything inside me is pulsating. My whole body is trembling. I groan and squirm on the bed, wanting more. I have no control over myself, over my movements. I am becoming even more like an animal. I’m screaming, please, fuck me harder, harder. Like a bitch in heat whose thoughts are only about orgasms and fulfillment. You lean in, and you let me kiss you, you let me bite your lower lip. Push my rough tongue loudly into your mouth, crushing you with my need for strong passion. We kiss greedily, uncontrollably, I’m desperate, and I want more and more. You finally speed up your movements after my subsequent pleas, pleas to come. You know that I really can’t wait any longer. I feel relieved when you stop toying with me, finally giving me what I need so badly.

I moan and scream. My neighbor hits the radiator pipes while hearing my loud orgasm as I feel utter ecstasy. A thrill of excitement shakes me as I clench my thighs tightly, no longer controlling my own body reflexes and just surrendering to a moment of glorious climax. I feel you gently press your wet and sticky fingers against my chapped lips. I open them immediately so I can taste them. I don’t wonder if what I’m doing is okay. I lick and drink my own nectar from them. I suck and almost choke on your fingers. My own juices are running down my chin. It’s a bit tart, it’s different, but it’s mine, and you love it. You love it as much as any other part of my body. You love that it has become your property. We remain in this embrace until you finally take your fingers away and wipe them on the already damp, soiled sheet.

You leave me in the wet sheets. Wet with sweat and juices, dripping involuntarily down my thighs onto the fabric that still smells like you. I could wrap myself in it and never get up again. I could get drunk on you, feed off you, live off you. You fall onto my breasts, lie still for a few seconds, listening to the ever-steadying rhythm of my heart. I cannot think rationally. My mind is sticky pink cotton candy now. I bite my lower lip, struggling in this overwhelming silence. I’m shivering a little. I don’t know if it’s from cold or so many emotions. I try to relax my aching body. I lose track of time; I don’t know how long we just lie there. Just when I feel that I need assurance that everything was fine, you tell me that I was wonderful and accepted everything you gave me so beautifully. You say you can’t wait to use me again, that I look so beautiful when I come hard, screaming your name. I close my eyes and melt at your tender words. I can’t bring myself to say how much you mean to me. It’s not just a sore throat or the fact that I don’t trust my voice at this point. I believe that words cannot express the admiration, tenderness, and love I feel for you flowing through me right now.

Suddenly, you stand up and place a short, impossibly affectionate kiss on my lips. You untie the knots that held me in place and throw the rope to the floor. I clench and relax my hands, making circles with my wrists, which have become quite stiff and sore from staying in one position for a long time, even though the rope wasn’t pulling too tightly on them. You leave me alone, lying on my back. My skin can’t take another orgasm, another look. I feel how hot and sticky I still am as I move my thighs. I should get up to wash off a little, empty my bladder, pull myself together, but I can’t. My body is idle, almost out of order. If I had to get up, it would only be to find you in this little apartment because every second without you by my side starts to bother me, making me feel more or less uncomfortable.

I smile when I hear you open the door again. Luckily, you head back into the room with a tray containing a bowl of melted ice cream, a bottle of sparkling water, and a wet towel. I close my eyes, knowing that you are back with me, and you gently move my legs apart. You press a damp, cold towel over my aching thighs and vagina. You start to wash me gently, trying not to cause additional pain by kissing the cleaned areas, making me purr like a happy kitten. I am curious if you are also affected by this incredible fatigue, laziness, balancing on the verge of waking and sleeping. You grab my hand, pull me firmly toward you, and my limp body falls over your slender, sweaty body. I rest my head on your shoulder, though that probably wasn’t what you had intended. You call me sweet words asking me to open my eyes. I take a few sips of cool sparkling water, letting you stroke my hair. I want to repay you, give you physical pleasure as well, but at the moment, I am incapable of it. I wonder if we remembered to hang up the laundry or still in the washing machine. I wonder if I was a good girl. Before I can ask you this question, however, you say that you enjoyed being with me. You say that I was a good girl, and my cheeks turn a little pink.
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