
   [image: Cover: Strap-On And Other Erotic Short Stories for An Adventurous Reader by LUST authors]

   
      
         
            LUST Authors
   

            Strap-On And Other Erotic Short Stories for An Adventurous Reader
   

         

         
            LUST
   

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Strap-On And Other Erotic Short Stories for An Adventurous Reader

             
   

            Translated by LUST Translators

             
   

            Original title: Strap-On And Other Erotic Short Stories for An Adventurous Reader

             
   

            Original language: Polish

             
   

            Cover image: Shutterstock

Copyright © 2022, 2022 LUST, an imprint of SAGA Egmont, Copenhagen

             
   

            All rights reserved

             
   

            ISBN: 9788728467251

             
   

            1st ebook edition

Format: EPUB 3.0

             
   

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

         

      
   


   
      
         
            Evening Walk
   

            

         

      
   


   
      
         I sat in the car and carefully watched the entrance to her building. I knew she was going to leave soon; I knew her daily schedule by heart. I lit a cigarette and pushed the seat back a little to sit more comfortably, inhaling deeply. I took a worn-out pocket knife from the leather jacket on the passenger seat and placed it on the dashboard. We waited together for the right time. The Arctic Monkeys’ “I wanna be yours” came over the radio, and I smiled. It was exceptionally fitting to the situation. I involuntarily ran my hand over my penis and felt it harden quickly under my touch. He hadn’t been entirely relaxed anyway. He’d been stiffening all day.

         Whenever I thought about her and what I was going to do to her. I could see her naked body before my eyes, collapsing under my weight. I pictured the goosebumps on her arms, the pale hairs standing on the back of her neck, and her nipples hardening against the touch of my hands. With each successive element of the image, I inhaled deeper, touched myself harder, awakening my appetite to the maximum. I wanted my erection against her buttocks to be one of the first things she would feel when I grasped her fearful body in a few moments. I tossed the cigarette butt into the empty can of an energy drink that was supposed to give me strength tonight. Now, however, it seemed to me that it was completely unnecessary – my thoughts were exciting me so much that there wasn’t any chance for fatigue to prevent me from carrying out my plan, even though it required as much concentration as possible to avoid encountering any problems. Or pepper spray, who knows. However, I was hoping that she would quickly realize who I was. I just wondered how long it would take? Will she think of the person she trusts most? In fact, I hoped so.

          
   

         We lay in each other’s arms on my bed and marveled at each other in blissful weariness. Our sweaty, sticky bodies clung to each other, so I could easily place tender kisses on Celina’s forehead.

         “Well, you really nailed me hard,” she laughed, her directness taking me by surprise as she nestled tighter under my arm.

         I gazed at her girly face with pleasure because her straight little nose, curtains of long black eyelashes, and bright blue eyes were the most aesthetic sight I had ever seen. Brown hair framed the regular features of her face, its first, very shallow, wrinkle running across her forehead. Despite the four years difference between us, she did not make me feel younger. On the contrary, sometimes I felt that I was looking after her. Smaller than me, she could hide behind me, lean on me literally and figuratively. I would give her pizza when she was in a bad mood, unfasten her sandals when she came back from work tired and sore, throwing herself on the couch, exhausted. Then I drove her home and waited in the car until she entered the building. I also took charge in bed, although she didn’t need it at all. Even though she knew exactly what she was doing and what she wanted from the beginning, she let me take control, which I then used for the pleasure of both of us.

         “I did my best,” I admitted proudly and pushed back the strand of hair that had fallen over her face.

         “Well, maybe you can do one more thing sometime,” she began hesitantly and bit her lip.

         “So, there’s another fantasy in my perverted girl’s head. Spit it out.”

         “But it’s a little silly.” She was embarrassed. “Just don’t think that I’m crazy. It’s supposed to be normal.” I nodded intently. She wasn’t one of those shy, modest girls. She usually expressed her intentions directly, so there had to be something more to it.

         “Come on, don’t be shy. It can’t be stupid unless you want to shit on me, then I’ll have some objections.” I winced a little theatrically, but she – instead of laughing – was still serious, and it crossed my mind that maybe she did have this type of fantasy, which would surprise me a bit and rather disgust me, but I would still argue that it is not at all stupid. Mainly problematic.

         “Because… I wish you would seduce me someday…” She pressed her lips tightly together, wondering if she should stop there, but the desire turned out to be stronger. “But you know, seduce… through direct coercion. You know what I mean?”

         I breathed a sigh of relief because it was not as extreme as could be expected from her unprecedented restraint in expressing her needs. And I could already feel what was in her head while it was barely sprouting in mine. So I nodded, encouraging her to continue.

         “Take me by force. Fuck me the way you like it, don’t worry about what I want, just take me,” she almost whispered, but there was no more uncertainty in this whisper, just excitement and flirting, and Celi’s flirting never left anyone to doubt her faked innocence.

         I pulled her tighter against me and clamped my hand on her hip. I kissed her parted lips.

         “By force?”

         “And brutality. You know how I like it.” She raised the corners of her lips provocatively.

         “But I’m the one who’s supposed to like it, you said so yourself.”

         She stopped smiling, but I knew she was happy that I played into the fantasy.

         “I’ll think about it. We’ll see. Now I’m going to smoke” I ended the topic and freed myself from her embrace to sneak out onto the balcony, pulling my boxers up on the way out. When she joined me a moment later and cuddled tenderly against my back, I already had the whole script in my head. But, despite the passion and sometimes brutality of our relations, I never had to use, as she put it, means of direct coercion. Instead, she gave me everything I wanted, with unbridled joy and almost gratitude. Not that I was building up my ego by suggesting she was grateful for sex, but only for those loving acts of violence between us. This could be an exciting change of scenery. I didn’t have to think twice. It really suited me and awakened my senses. But I didn’t want to try it now that she might expect it. If it was to be my way, we had to wait.

          
   

         So now I was here. In a car that smelled of cigarettes as I lit another one, with an erection pressing against my tight pants, waiting like a creep until my unaware girlfriend leaves the house for an evening walk with her dog. A matter of minutes.

         The phone vibrated in my pocket. She sent a message.“I’m going out with Meatball. I’ll call you if anything.”

         I sent her a thumb’s up to let her know I was available. She wandered around at night every day, and her only protection against a possible attack was to call me whenever she felt threatened. She had no idea that today it wouldn’t help, and I wouldn’t be her knight in shining armor. So when I saw the light in the stairwell, I pulled the hood of my black sweatshirt over my head and felt oddly nervous, as if I was preparing to perform on stage – and it was a bit like that. I had a script, I had an audience in her, I had a set that would follow the rhythm of her day, which I knew by heart, so it was finally time for the premiere.

         Celina walked out the door. She held a leash and a cigarette in one hand and a garbage bag in the other. She had headphones on – perfect, she wouldn’t hear my footsteps. But first, I waited until she was far enough so that the dog would ignore me. Happy wagging would definitely ruin the atmosphere of horror I was trying to get into as if I were the hero of a noir crime story, some psychopathic stalker. It’s not like I wanted to hurt her. I was just doing what she wanted me to. There were so many requests to do what I wanted, but I knew it was just a game. Putting her fantasies in my hands. But I didn’t mind because we rarely disagreed on what happened in bed. We also wanted the same thing, but it was good that she brought it up because a guy suggesting a sexual assault role-play might not be taken well.

         I watched vigilantly and was already turned on enough to want to leave the car immediately. I pictured myself walking up and grabbing her from behind, the bag falling out of her hand, the garbage scattering on the sidewalk, and left as clear evidence that something terrible had happened here. But the fantasy was just a fantasy. Putting it in action required precisely sticking to the plan I had worked out in my head. Every move mattered, and the obsessive planning made me feel a little uncomfortable – as if I was actually plotting a crime rather than pleasing the woman I love.

         After she dumped the garbage in the bin, I nervously stuffed my knife into my pocket and got out of the car to follow her. She walked with a cheerful step into the park, probably listening to some upbeat music, relaxed before the weekend we would spend together, and I was supposed to be gathering strength for tonight.

         I watched with delight as she swayed her hips from side to side and bent down to let the dog off the leash at the entrance to the park. The sight of her plump buttocks, barely covered by the edge of her plaid dress, stimulated my imagination, and I thought with concern that she should definitely be more careful on her nightly walks. Unless she was waiting for me.

         After a moment, Meatball ran up to me. I petted his head in greeting so that he would run off, satisfied to circle around his mistress, who luckily did not turn around. She was entirely in her own world, and it was a pity to interrupt her in this state. But the conditions were favorable. I was already here, the dog had lost interest in my presence, and the windless, warm June evening was perfect – I did not want to put it off now. I had planned it so meticulously and for such a long time that I couldn’t wait any longer. I quickened my pace.

         Every step bringing me closer to her made my heart beat faster. When I was just behind her, I thought it would tear out of my chest and hit her back, which her fat ponytail bounced against. Great, there will be something to grab onto.

         The final step was more of a leap towards her. In an instant, I pulled her to me, holding my hand over her mouth, tearing off her headphones, and wrapping her terrified face in the scent of cheap cigarettes as I said: “Hand over your phone.”

         I said it mostly so she would recognize my voice as she froze and dropped her cigarette on the pavement in fear. Fortunately, everything went according to plan because instead of screaming and biting my hand, she took a deep breath and relaxed. Her fear instantly turned into excitement, and I felt relieved that the most difficult and emotional moment was behind us.“No”

         I did not expect this turn of events. I expected resistance, but not to that point. Still, without hesitation, I reached towards her hair. I pulled on her ponytail and tilted her head slightly to look at her face. She didn’t look scared or stressed.

         On the contrary, she was looking at me with feisty satisfaction.“I don’t think you understand,” I muttered into her ear and saw the long-awaited goosebumps on her neck. I pulled her tighter towards me with my hand wrapped around her waist. I pressed my hips into her to make her feel the erection against her buttocks, just as I had imagined. She involuntarily leaned back to feel me better.“Hand over your phone, or I’ll fuck you.”

         She moved away to hand me the phone she had been clutching. I muted it and stuffed it into the large pocket of my sweatshirt.“So, you can be a good girl after all. We’ll see what else we can do with that,” I said in a low, contented voice, twisting her hair around my hand and leading her through the trees behind the thick hydrangea bushes.

         She walked obediently but somehow hesitantly. I tugged harder to make her speed up, but instead, she tried pulling away, although, in reality, it would have cost her a fair amount of hair. Regardless, I took the knife from my pocket and pressed the cold blade to her neck. She surrendered, although she was familiar with this blunt, harmless, and not very useful tool, which I always kept in the car.“If you do what I say and don’t try anything stupid, I’ll let you return home to tell your boyfriend what a relaxing and enjoyable walk you had”

         She let me lead her to our destination, where I fastened her wrists with a zip tie. Then I pushed her to her knees and, threatening her with the pocket knife, ordered her to unzip my fly. She hesitated for a moment, but in the end, she did so, despite her restricted mobility.

         I put the knife in the back pocket of my jeans, grasped my penis with my hand, and slowly ran it over her cheek, hitting her lightly with it at the end. Even though she winced theatrically and tried to pull away, I could see the hunger in her eyes.“Put it in your mouth,” I ordered in a low voice, and when she didn’t react, I tugged her hair.“Now. The sooner you start, the sooner I finish”“Mn-mm,” she murmured through her tightly closed lips, so I grabbed her face and forced her lips apart. I stuck my thumb in her mouth, but she bit it – gently but enough to make me feel pain. I pulled my hand out of her mouth and slapped her across the face with enough force to compensate the offense.“Now then… A big girl like you should know we don’t use teeth for that,” I scoffed. I parted her lips again and stuck my penis deep enough into her mouth that she had no way of stopping it. I slowly played with her mouth, moving her head back and forth, sometimes pushing deeper, sometimes shallower, so that every now and then, I could smear the saliva that seeped down her chin over her cheek or into her hair. It was a beautiful sight – her glazed eyes, choking mouth; I imagined her knees dirty from the ground, and it excited me even more.

         After a while, I put an end to these pleasures and turned to her instead. I pushed her onto the lawn and, out of the corner of my eye, saw her dog. He was lying under the tree and, as though nothing had happened, watching us with boredom. After all, these activities weren’t new to him. I hoped he wouldn’t be so calm if his mistress had actually been assaulted by a stranger in a dark alley, but at the same time, I was glad he didn’t bother us.

         I pulled up her short dress and relished the sight of her pink cotton panties with a darkening patch of moisture between her parted thighs. I quickly assessed if they were an expensive, high-end brand, then decided I would not be admonished for any damage, so I tore the fabric to reveal her soft pubic mound. I ran my hand over the dark, delicate hair, stroking it tenderly, but she squeezed her thighs shut, blocking my way.“You were supposed to be good. Don’t you want to go home” I asked with false concern, forcing her legs apart, which was not an easy task at all.“Please don’t,” she said, and I looked at her carefully. She cowered in front of me, but she didn’t look scared at all. She was trembling, but it was definitely shivers of excitement. I felt them on my shoulders too, peeling off my sweatshirt all the more willingly.“Are you sure you want me to leave you here now” I asked seriously, almost threateningly, but in reality, driven by concern? She didn’t look as if she really wanted to stop, but I was not about to leave any room for doubt.

         She shook her head.“Then be a good girl and tell me that you want me to fuck you now” I crouched down in front of her and ran my hands down her thighs with insidious tenderness and delicacy, and as she repeated these words, I pushed her thighs apart with the force of my body, which pressed her to the ground. I tore her panties even further, making room to slip into her wetness, which wasn’t much of a problem despite her attempts to break out from under me. I ran my dick between the slippery slopes of her labia to slide it into her vagina. She was so wet that I could start thrusting hard right away, intensifying as she made another attempt to escape from under my hips. Her pussy, however, did not resist. She welcomed me deeply and graciously, and I relished the warmth that covered my penis.

         My pretty victim finally stopped fighting, breaking away, and protesting. I was a bit disappointed by that. Now that I had assumed the role of a ruthless stalker, I didn’t want to give it up yet.“Why are you submitting so quickly? Are you really such an easy slut?” I let out a wheezing laugh, grabbed her face, squeezing her cheeks. I spat on her and gripped her hair tightly.“What are you gonna tell your boyfriend? That you let some random guy fuck you because your wet cunt couldn’t wait for a hard dick.” “Fuck off,” she growled and jerked her body up as if it would change anything, although I must admit that it impressed me. She was brave and fierce again, trying to break free from my grip, but I relentlessly pressed her tighter to the ground and continued to act.

         It wasn’t that easy, though. I had apparently provoked her into remembering her own expectations of herself, wakening the fighting lioness in her. There was little she could do, trapped beneath me, but she kicked her legs as she tried to knock me off her, her thighs clenched every now and then as if she wanted to push me out, her tied hands weren’t idle either – they were pounding on my chest, and for a moment I wondered if I shouldn’t let go. I stopped, grabbed her hands, and just watched her react. I sure as hell wasn’t ready to give up this role, spoil the fun, but I preferred to play it safe and not turn my partner’s erotic fantasy into real trauma. I waited for her to say “meatball,” our safe word, which humorously always allowed us to come back to reality and take care of each other, but instead, she triumphantly shot back, “You think you’re so fucking tough? Three thrusts and you’re bust, pussy,” And she spat in my face very precisely. I mean, it was good. Better than good because that cheeky and vulgar tone always meant one thing – green light. I wiped my face with the back of my hand, and moved very close to her face to kiss the reddened lips, now open in surprise.“Oh, don’t you worry about that. I’m not finished with you,” I whispered into her mouth and placed my hand on her slender neck. It shifted me slightly out of my rhythm, but I figured that a change of plans could only help at this stage of the game.

         I pulled out of her and zipped up my fly, which wasn’t easy – not only because of the physical limitations of my jeans but also because of the urge to finish inside her. But that could wait a while longer. I took the leash out of her bag and fastened it on Meatball, who began to wag his tail cheerfully.“Get up,” I said and watched him clumsily scramble up from the grass. Her ponytail was barely holding together now, her face wet and dirty. I hung my sweatshirt over her hands to hide the fact that she was tied up and commanded, “Let’s go somewhere more private. If you stay quiet and obedient, no one will get hurt.”

         I improvised. I had one hand around her waist, and with the other, I held the dog. We walked back to the path through the park. It was completely empty, but even if we did meet someone, I hoped that we looked decent enough. The only thing that could be faulted was that we had just made love in the bushes, of course by mutual consent – which was basically true, though we pretended it wasn’t.“You’re already dripping down your legs, aren’t you?” I asked in front of her building, but she didn’t answer. She didn’t have to; I knew she was.

         I took her to the basement and strapped her to one of the pipes that ran along the wall. I tore her panties all the way off and then, despite her helpless protests, stuffed them in her mouth. I knew she wouldn’t scream, but I wanted to enjoy not only the view but also knowing that she could taste the sweetness of her juices in her mouth. And then, without a word, I left. I wondered what was on her mind now. Except for excitement, visible on her face, even though she tried hard to hide it. I wonder if she was afraid that I would leave her here for long?

         Of course, I couldn’t. I already had to restrain myself from finishing when we were back in the park. I leaped up the stairs two at a time to put the dog back in her apartment, then ran downstairs to her. She was leaning her forehead against the cool wall, but she didn’t look scared. Rather tired of waiting. She visibly perked up when she saw me.

         “Good girl,” I whispered into her ear, pinning her against the wall from behind, gripping every curve, savoring her body under my hands. I squeezed her breasts tight enough that she gasped in pain – so I squeezed even tighter.

         I rolled up the checkered dress, revealing her bare buttocks and long, tanned legs that broke out in goosebumps as I ran my fingernails down her thighs. I let her hair down too.

         “Relax,” I ordered. “You’re at my mercy now, so you might as well just let go and have some fun too.”

         She tried to throw an insult at me, but it didn’t quite work with her mouth stuffed.

         I took my time undoing the buttons on her dress and pushed it off her shoulders as far as her restrained hands would allow. I also freed her breasts from the lace bra, which I only needed to pull down a bit. My fingers caressed the swollen nipples, stroking and pinching painfully. Despite trying to keep her face straight, she closed her eyes with delight and clenched her thighs tightly. I unzipped my fly and began to slide my penis between her buttocks. I immersed myself in her vagina for a moment to spread the copious wetness over her. She sighed.

         “You like it after all,” I said, though the statement was muffled by a groan as I plunged into her once again. It left no room for doubt.

         I took the saliva-soaked underwear out of her mouth and threw it to the ground – evidence of the delightful crime I had supposedly committed. Even though I had never felt the urge to do so, at that moment, the thought of doing something so forbidden excited me tremendously. As nervous and anxious as I was back in the park, I could fully relax and focus on pleasure in the quiet of her basement. I grasped handfuls of it, figuratively and literally – I clenched my hands over her breasts, buttocks, face, hair. I squeezed her cheeks, stuck my fingers in her mouth, choked her, all to the accompaniment of rhythmic bumping against her juicy pussy.

         She must have sensed that I was getting close because she started rebelling again. Even though she was tied up and weak, she made another pointless attempt to break free. She jerked her hands as if to tear off the plastic on her wrists, rocked her hips furiously, trying to break free from the pressure of my loins, until I finally pulled out of her. I took a deep breath, then slapped her in the face. And then again.

         “Don’t finish inside me, please,” she breathed. I paused for a moment in awe of her. She looked extraordinarily innocent and sweet, given the circumstances. Her face was flushed, wet with sweat, and her bangs were tousled and sticking to her forehead. She seemed so helpless half-naked, utterly dependent on me.

         “What, wouldn’t you like a souvenir from tonight?” I asked, smiling far too cheerfully for the seriousness of the situation. I took the pocket knife out and cut the zip ties open – although it was more like tearing them apart, irritating the inflamed skin of her wrists, because while the uselessness of the blunt blade had previously been an advantage, now it made my task difficult. But when it finally worked, I turned her to face me and kissed her wet lips tenderly. She didn’t protest as I grabbed her buttocks and propped her up so that she could plunge onto me, now resting her back against the bricks covered with thin threads of dusty cobwebs.

         After a moment of tenderness, I sped up again, pushing myself deeply and confidently into her. I grabbed her neck and rasped out:

         “Sorry, today I decided I was going to come inside you.”

         She groaned out a “no,” but I allowed myself to accept it as another element of the game. It neither sounded convincing nor did she mention that she was off the pill, even if our evening yesterday ended very similarly, despite it being in the privacy of her bedroom a few floors above.

         I fucked her, tightening my grip on her throat while she clamped harder on my cock. I felt the warmth spread over my body and the convulsions provoking even faster and more chaotic movements until finally I actually came inside her. I let her legs slide to the ground as I plunged my face into her light brown hair, savoring its sweet scent and evening my breath. But I knew it wasn’t over yet. After all, it wasn’t about me from the start; it was her special day, and it had to be crowned with her pleasure.

         I dropped to the concrete floor, running my hands along her body, then parted her thighs. I thought she would tighten her muscles, put on an act, but she gave into my fingers pushing inside her. She no longer had the strength or motivation to deny herself anything any longer; we both knew that she was moments away from orgasm.

         I stuck two more fingers into her, pressed against the sides of her vagina, sinking into her juices and my own sperm, slowly running down my hand and her legs. She tilted her head back and put her hand to her mouth, trying to stifle the groans that were now echoing in the empty corridors. As her muscles tightened steadily on my hand, I pulled her dress up and plunged my face into her wet pubic hair. I took a breath of the scent filled with pheromones and dipped my tongue between her labia, tasting her sweetness. A moment later, she came on my face, and all the neighbors on the next two floors probably heard it.

         She fell to the floor beside me and curled up in my arms. Her shoulders were shaking, her skin was covered in goosebumps, and for a moment, I wondered if she was alright. But when she looked up to kiss me, I knew that this blissful look only meant one thing.

         “Thank you, honey,” she murmured and kissed my neck.
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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.

         I am trembling from the excess of stimuli. I look down at my red wrists. You hold a small metal spoon to my mouth. I let you feed me with the vanilla ice cream that runs down my chin. You lick the sweet white drops before they run down my neck and onto my chest. After a while, you take a few spoonfuls of the sweetness into your mouth, replenishing the sugar in your body. You feed me ice cream while stroking my hair. I’m saturated with your scent. You place short, sweet kisses on my shoulders. After licking the leftovers from the navy-blue bowl you bought on sale in a nearby shopping mall, you put it back on the nightstand. You lie down next to me, just as naked, but maybe not as sore. You let me lie on top of you, cuddle up to your burning, naked body. With your fingers, you draw mysterious patterns on my back. You fill the space with assurances that I can just fall asleep, rest, stop thinking, not worry about anything. I focus on your steady breathing and the tender strokes on my back. I slowly fall asleep, feeling completely safe in your arms, filled with happiness.
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         Ula was tired of repeated, fruitless job interviews. Always the same: hundreds of CVs sent out, humiliating conversations, an occasional trial day, after which the last thing she heard was “we'll call you.” Like swimming through the sea of shit on tinder just to arrange a few terrible first dates, and even if some ended in bed, you would sometimes hear the same thing – “I’ll call you.” Although she had an advantage over men since she would usually dump them. She promised to be in touch, just to have the peace of mind. Anyway, when it came to dating, she had no interest in making any commitments. Yes, she wanted to find company for frequent and intense intercourse, but the last thing she wanted was a relationship. The previous one had left her with a bad taste in her mouth, and besides, it was in itself the indirect cause of such ineffective job searches. Her ex-husband had liked to have her at home. Develop your passions, take care of the house, let's try for a child, don't be afraid, I will provide for us. Sure, that’s what he said. But not only to her – and as it turned out, the other one got pregnant much faster, which led to Ula packing her bags and deciding that she was better off relying on herself. But the last few years of unemployment and little experience did not look good on her résumé, and she couldn't make up for it with pretty eyes.

         She was sitting now in the spacious hall of an insurance company, despite the fact that she knew nothing of insurance, and considered trying to get a position in some supermarket after all. The cash register job was the opposite of what she felt she was made to do, but her savings were shrinking at an alarming rate, and she had no intention of returning to her parents with her tail between her legs at the age of thirty.

         “Mrs. Ursula Paczkowska?” she heard her name from behind her back. Her name? Her husband’s? She didn't really know anymore. She shook herself and rose from the leather couch.

         She headed for the office they pointed out, clutching a briefcase full of certificates and CVs that no one ever wanted to see anyway. Except that one time she hadn’t taken it.

         The man who had called her came in behind her and sat down with two other people, a woman and a middle-aged man. The sharp, unshaved jaw of the young man made a stunning impression along with his perfect figure, although he wasn’t the one to catch her attention – instead it was his older counterpart, looking at her with kindness, but also boredom.

         “Aneta Krawczyk, Human Resources Department,” the woman introduced herself, shaking the candidate's hand, and right behind her, the man introduced himself and his son:

         “Kaminski.” But she knew perfectly well. Ever since she crossed the threshold.

         He hadn't changed a bit – age had given him more wrinkles, but he was still handsome and elegant. He was looking at her politely, but rather impassively, from behind the lenses of thick, black-rimmed glasses. The handsome face was clean shaven and focused. Ula instinctively glanced at his hand, which held a pen above her CV. He still had a wedding ring.

         She sat down in the indicated seat and tried with all her might to focus on the conversation. She listened to working conditions, duties, and other very important things that she could not comprehend for anything in the world now. As if they were communicating in Chinese, to which she nodded with a smile. Not only that, but she answered them in the same language, which seemed completely foreign, and yet her messages reached where they needed to, although her thoughts wandered around the mouth of the older Kaminski, bringing back memories of the times when those lips warmed her skin with kisses, encircling nipples and fingers, shielding teeth which bit into her neck. And now they were saying something about “responsibilities” and “challenges”, as if he didn't remember her at all, and she couldn't understand how it was possible, because he must have been etched into her memory forever.

         But why was she surprised? He was one of her first, and she owed him many of her preferences and skills. And for him, she was probably just another fling passing through his life. Another trophy that would eventually go away, making room for someone younger and more inexperienced.

         The end of the interview pulled her out of her thoughts. “We’ll call you?” It was over, and she had no idea how it had gone, though she easily thought it was the most tragic conversation of her life. She had no idea what they were talking about, she answered automatically, without any deeper reflection, because her head was busy reliving her memories. She said goodbye and left the office feeling dejected, mentally rebuking herself for being stupid. It would even be better if she didn't get the job. Who would want to work for a former lover? In addition, one who could be overbearing, possessive, and brutal – although the latter, fortunately only in bed. In any case, it sounded like a recipe for a despotic boss, mobbing, and possibly sexual harassment. On the other hand, the last part probably wouldn't bother her, not with him.

         She crossed the street to enter the cosy diner in front of the building in which she had just made a fool of herself. Maybe running away from stress like this would be frowned upon by a potential employer (okay, let's assume that is almost certain), but this time she didn't really care. She didn't want this job. Or rather, she wanted it if only he wasn't the one to be her boss. Still, she wondered what the worst-case scenario would have been if he had hired her: if he still didn’t recognise her and treated her as something completely new, or if he remembered how she allowed herself to do whatever he wanted.

         She ordered a drink and sat down with it at a table at the back of the bar. She took her phone out of her purse and started looking for Kaminski on Facebook. It was easy, but even easier to swipe far into his photos. She found those from ten years ago and admired them. Not that he was a dreamboat – at least compared to his son. He was a rather average guy in his fifties, perhaps neater and more elegant than others. Stocky, with muscular arms and thighs, dressed in a shirt with gold cufflinks and tight trousers the colour of perfectly ripe berries.

         She stared at the face frozen in the photo, at the narrow pink lips that could spew the foulest and most exciting promises she had ever heard. She mentally undressed him further, remembered the salty taste of his skin, always smelling of expensive perfume. She squeezed her thighs and shifted forward in the chair so that her panties pressed pleasurably against her.

         She looked up from her phone and took a long sip of the cocktail prepared by the young bartender. She looked at him. He could be her age. When he caught her eye, he smiled. She bit her lip, letting her fantasy take over, this time about dragging the boy to the toilet and tapping him in a matter of minutes. A quick release of tension would do a much better job than a weak drink sipped through a paper straw. It would be simpler than deluding herself that he’d call back – whether to invite her to sign a contract or for a date. She smiled back and rose from her chair, but instead of going to the bar or to the restroom right away, she went outside.

         The September sun was flooding the street with gold and reflected off the glass walls of modern townhouses. Squinting against the glare, she stared at his office window. She lit a cigarette and was becoming less surprised that he hadn't recognised her. In ten years, would she remember the young bartender, if anything happened between them? Maybe just the fact that he existed – but even now she couldn't remember whether he had stubble or not. She did not make an electrifying impression back then either. An inexperienced brat who had yet to learn how to operate a man. She may have been pretty, but she wouldn’t be the first or the last.

         She turned towards the diner and looked at the bartender again. His tattooed forearms suggested a bit of an attitude, but that didn’t mean anything yet. She didn't want someone like herself back then. She wanted a strong, dominant man. One like him… She glanced again at his window. It would not happen. Nothing happens the same way, he was probably a different person already. Or exactly the same, but she had changed. Going on thirty might be too much for someone who liked to seduce high school girls.

         She stubbed out her cigarette and went straight to the restroom. In front of the mirror, she touched up her makeup, readjusted her breasts a little in her bra, and let her hair down. Thirty didn't have to be so bad at all. She may be an unemployed divorcee, but she looked fantastic. And self-confidence suited her well.

         After leaving the bathroom, she went straight to the bar and sat on a high stool. She propped herself up on her elbows, accentuating her breasts even more, and smiled invitingly at the boy. She was ready to flirt, but first she needed a confidence booster.

         “I'll have another drink.”

         “No problem, although the drink has already been ordered for you by the gentleman over there,” he said in a low voice and with a slight movement of his head indicated her table.

         She looked that way and was dumbfounded.

         “Thank you,” she said, and slipped off the stool. She slowly made her way over, studying the man intently as if to make sure it was not a mistake. But she would have to be blind to mistake him for anyone else. “Jan?” she said hesitantly and stupidly, sitting down across from him. “You recognised me after all?”

         “Do you think I would be able to forget?” he asked with a slight smile and offered her the drink he had ordered. “I just didn't know you had changed your name. You surprised me.”

         “I didn't expect you there either. Even less so here.”

         “You know, if it doesn't suit you here or there, we can go elsewhere,” he suggested and put his hand on hers. He ran his hand over Ula's ring finger. “A different name, but no wedding band. Did you lose it or get rid of it?”

         “I can see that you don't beat around the bush, as usual,” she admitted with amusement. She did not hide her satisfaction with this turn of events, but she lost a bit of her self-confidence. Few men could make that happen. And he was a master of making things happen.

         “You know that I like to get straight to the point.”

         She knew, sure. When he wanted something, he did not wait. He clawed at her the way he ripped off clothes – quickly, violently, wildly. But it didn't bother her then or now. While she usually liked longer foreplay and the gradual build-up of tension, it was irrelevant with him. Just his hungry gaze was an aphrodisiac.

         “Isn't that unethical?” she asked innocently and took her hand away. She didn't want to discourage him – on the contrary – but she wasn't going to make it easy for him either.

         She took the glass and closed her lips around the straw. She looked him straight in the eye and took a few sips, licking her lips at the end. It was a nice change. He always guided her, from the first sentence to the last groan. Today she wanted to play with him, and any ethics were just an excellent excuse.

         “You can’t say that you expected ethical offers from me, even professional ones.” He leaned over the table and pushed her drink aside. When she tried to take it again, he gripped her wrist tightly, almost painfully. “If you want, we can forget about it, no problem. But it doesn't look like you want me to.”

         He was right. A brief show of strength was enough to make her remember how much she missed it. The boy behind the bar didn't exist for her anymore, she had forgotten that she had plans for him at all.

         “Okay, take me home,” she agreed, his grip loosening. It had been easier than she expected.

         In the car, he behaved very normally. He talked about work, about his dogs, even about his family – as he used to. She told him about the divorce, the move, and the fruitless job search. In fact, she went over her résumé in more detail than she had an hour ago during the interview. And through all of this, he did not let her feel that he was bored by these topics.

         She liked that about him. Despite being horny and prone to making advances when they were just supposed to talk, he was still good at it. And not only now, when he was curious about her, but always – even when she complained to him about problems at school, exam stress, or overprotective parents. What could an eighteen-year-old girl have to offer, besides her body? Even if it wasn't much, he didn't make her feel so. They also talked about books, music, and art. Thanks to him, she believed that she was interesting.

         He parked in front of her apartment building and immediately moved his hand from the gear stick to her thigh. He ran his hand up her leg, under her skirt, and stopped there.

         “Can you start next week?”

         “What?”

         “I guess it's ethical. I'm offering you a job, just like that, not because I want to fuck you. When the time comes, I'll do whatever I want with you anyway.”

         As he said that, she felt a knot tightening in her abdomen, and it had absolutely nothing to do with the excitement at the chance to escape unemployment. It was one thing to know it, another to hear it outright.

         “I can start today.”

          
   

         Astonishingly, it ended there. He didn't follow her home, call, or write – only the Human Resources Department contacted her. When she started working, she did not know what direction their acquaintance was taking, because at times she was met with indifference again, and from time to time, when no one saw, he practiced what any other employee would call – as she had predicted – sexual harassment, with the only difference that Ula didn't mind. Work continued with its daily rhythm – brewing coffee, running around with papers to sign, making appointments – and he only occasionally hinted that when he saw her in such tight skirts, he wanted to fuck her from behind so hard that she would howl in pain. With other people he was remarkably professional, maybe even curt, and she had the impression that his son was more open to her and interested in how she felt in her new job. But his son didn’t ask her to plug something directly under his desk just to use Ula's back as a footstool, and then send her off with nothing, because in the end it never led to anything further – no offers were even made.

         She began to wonder if maybe she was too old, that maybe she was suitable for work, but not necessarily to be his lover. As she brewed his morning coffee, she wondered if he'd spent the night with his wife or his twenty-year-old mistress, and she was furious with herself for being obsessed. She was really attractive, she knew how to interest a man and how to please him, she felt much more confident with her sexuality than when they were dating, but he was blind to it, as if he was afraid to cross a certain line, even though he crossed all the others with a bang.

         Several months passed in this strange suspension, in which she learned to function in the office hustle and bustle and use every opportunity to be alone with her boss. However, when plans to organise a corporate event materialised before Christmas, so many new responsibilities fell on her shoulders that she did not even have much time to devote to an office romance. There was a lot to deal with, and December in itself was a busy month anyway. Although all settlements – from monthly to yearly ones – were not her business, crowds of people who needed something right away passed through her office – everything from a stupid envelope to the CEO’s signature, without which work would come to a standstill. Buying Christmas trees for the office seemed like a trivial task, but she wasn’t really complaining – she liked the duties.

         They organised the office party the day before Christmas Eve. After a week of taking care of every last detail, she was quite pleased with the result. The office was plunged into the warm glow of golden Christmas lights, a large table was nearly buckling under the weight of Christmas snacks, and a DJ dressed in a cheap snowman suit was playing Christmas and winter songs. Ula personally told him not to play “Last Christmas.” Everything was supposed to be elegant and soothing after the stressful and rushed previous weeks.

         She bought a special outfit for the occasion – a red, satin dress with a sweetheart neckline, tightly hugging her generous breasts and innocently flared at the bottom. She felt like a million dollars with loose curls and expensive nylon stockings. She was put in a good mood by the male glances following her around the room, although she was a bit disappointed that Kaminski was so good at concealing his interest.

         After 8p.m. she went to his office, where there were gift packages prepared for the employees. She counted them again and started tossing them into a velvet Santa sack. After a while, he entered the room too, holding a red coat and a fake beard in his hand, already wearing a hat with a pompom. He still looked sexy.

         “I'm already packing them,” she said, pointing to the half-filled sack. However, Santa turned the key in the lock.

         “I also have something for you, but I guess you'd better unpack it here.”

         Jan took an oblong box from the desk drawer. She raised an eyebrow, but took the package and delicately tore open the red, shimmering paper. She lifted the lid and saw a beautiful leather flogger. The handle was wrapped in woven leather, and the strings coming out of it were an intricate braid of red and black stripes. She ran her fingers over them, then plunged her nose into the braids to inhale the pleasant scent of leather.

         “What am I to make of this?” she asked, turning the gift over in her hands.

         “Are you so surprised by it? You're not gonna tell me you've been good this year?”

         “I tried…”

         “Good girls do not provoke like that. They do not parade in front of my wife with their tits out and they do not do everything in their power to get a dick to suck under the Christmas tree,” he spoke very softly, but these words had enough strength to pierce through her. He approached very slowly, cautiously, like a predator that would eventually catch her once it had completely cut off her escape route. “I said, when the time comes, I'll fuck you,” he panted in her ear, grabbing her hair to pull her face against his.

         Her fingers tightened on the tabletop. How was it possible that with him she was barely twenty again, completely losing control of the situation?

         The fake beard and red coat landed on the floor beside her feet. Jan kissed her on the lips and cornered her with his body with such force that the edge of the desk dug into her from behind, and from the front she felt the pressure of his erection.

         He turned her back to him and pushed her onto the desk. He lifted her skirt, revealing her round buttocks and slapped them violently.

         “Nice,” he murmured, running his finger up the red nylon seam, then fingering the clasps of her garter belt, which had disappeared under the satin fabric of her red panties. “I see you wrapped a gift for me too.”

         She didn't answer, just waited intently to see what he would do next. From behind the door, she could hear the buzz of conversation and loud music playing. There were a lot of people and here he was just taking her panties off, stroking her buttocks, until finally he grabbed the beautiful, brand-new flogger from the desk and swung it.

         The braided strands hissed down towards her bottom and she felt a pleasant burning sensation. He swung again and struck, a little harder this time. Then again and again. On the fifth hit, a soft squeal escaped her lips.

         “You don't want someone to find us, do you?” he asked in a low voice and, leaning over her back, plunged his fingers into her.

         “No,” she admitted, remembering that his wife and son were also playing outside the door. So she clenched her jaw, though she wanted to moan in pleasure as he pleased her with his fingers. When his open palm hit her flushed buttock, she managed to suppress a squeal this time.

         She stared at their reflection in the large window, wondering if from the outside you could see what she saw – how her boss was leaning over her with a frenzied expression, fiercely penetrating her with his fingers. When he added another finger and began to move his hand even faster, the expression on her face changed as well. Jan smiled – he was admiring the reflection himself, following the changes in her expressions whenever he caused her pleasure and pain in various ways. And when she lost control of her groan again, he served another, even stronger slap.

         “Hush,” he instructed, and sped up his movements. Ula bit her lip hard and clenched her fists. It was hard to come silently, but finally she felt the warm trickle of her ejaculation run down her thighs.

         Satisfied, Jan stepped back and, as if nothing had happened, began to put on the Santa suit. He wiped his wet hand in her panties, which he put in his pocket.

         “It's time to go, everyone is waiting for their gifts.”

         He stuffed the rest of the packages into the sack and left before she could get up from the desk. She lay on it for a moment longer with her naked buttocks exposed, trying to recover, control her shakiness, and slow her breathing. She would prefer not to get up at all and wait for him to come back and use her again, but the risk of someone else entering the office this time effectively choked her enthusiasm.

         The rest of the party went as planned: gifts, snacks, dancing, and champagne. She was a regular employee again – she got a package with natural cosmetics and a cinnamon candle, she was invisible to Jan, and she was not interested in the attention of other men at all. She couldn't see their looks anymore, or at least she didn't care. But the evening seemed to be over for her, just as quickly as her glass ran out of champagne every time someone filled it.

         Shortly after ten, she decided that there was nothing left for her to do. She had taken care of everything that needed to be done, and she was not a particularly good coordinator of an event when drunk. She ordered a taxi and went home, hitting a shop on the way, where she bought a bottle of wine and a bag of cheese puffs.

         After midnight she was somewhere halfway through the bottle and the next episode of a series. She was lying on the couch in her favourite pyjamas and she wasn’t expecting the evening to take a different turn. She was just about to go to bed when the episode's most important piece of dialogue was drowned out by the sound of the doorbell. She jumped up like she had been bitten. Of course, she told herself that it must be a drunk neighbour, or that a pizza delivery man had mistaken the floors, but she hoped to see Jan behind the door. And when she peered through the peephole, she wasn't even particularly surprised.

         She glanced in the mirror and quickly rubbed the cheese crumb and wine moustache off with the back of her hand. Plus, she still looked pretty good for bedtime – mostly because she had been too lazy to wash off her makeup. He could imagine that she had planned to wait up for him looking this beautiful even all night.

         “You didn't even say goodbye,” he said, cramming himself into the apartment as soon as she opened the door for him. There was a white layer of snow on the shoulders of his black coat, and his ears were slightly red. She closed the door behind him.

         “Why should I say goodbye, if we were planning to see each other again?” she asked provocatively. She watched as he easily pulled off his clothes and entered the depths of her apartment without invitation. He looked around at the studio, immersed in the blue glow emanating from the TV and the contrasting warmth of the candles.

         “I didn't plan to, but you made me. I don't like toys slipping out of my hands.”

         As if nothing had happened, he began to unbutton his shirt. His casual attitude and ease with which he took control of the situation both embarrassed and excited her. She liked the fact that even within her four walls he had an advantage over her, and he planned to use it delightfully.

         When he took off his shirt, he walked over to Ula and grabbed her by the hair.

         “On your knees,” he said, and pulled her down. He rubbed his crotch against her cheek, showing her how tightly the material stretched over his member. It was practically growing against her face, and she wanted to get rid of those trousers as soon as possible and taste it to see if anything had changed even a little bit over the years. But before he allowed it, he unzipped his fly and rubbed himself against her face, hair, and finally her mouth. She stared at him ravenously until he finally let her taste him – but only for a moment before he pulled away from her, pleased to see the disappointment on her face.

         “Come on, take your clothes off,” he muttered, lifting her up and helping her remove the red lace-trimmed T-shirt and shorts. Then, with her assistance, he pulled off his maroon tweed trousers and reached to find her lips. Kissing her furiously, he pushed her down onto the couch and focused his kisses on her body. He worshiped her neck, chest, and breasts with kisses. He bit her nipples, sucked and pinched and pulled, but this time he didn't silence her moans anymore, letting her vocalise the pleasure as loudly as she wanted. Anyway, it gave him great satisfaction.

         He parted her thighs and, in a moment, he was in her.

         “I missed that,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around her lover's hips, but he didn't answer, just pushed deeper into her, listening with satisfaction to her sudden groan.

         He fucked her, holding onto her luscious curls for stability, spouting single grunts and kisses. Sometimes, when he leaned in to kiss her, he bit her lips, once almost tenderly, and then painfully hard.

         He suddenly slowed down, and a smile spread across his face. Now he looked like a boy unwrapping his Christmas present, because under the blanket they had thrown from the couch, he saw a familiar object. He pulled himself off her and bent over to reach for the gift he had given her a few hours ago and which she had been admiring before he arrived.

         “Actually, I bought it for a purpose,” he admitted, twirling the shapely handle in his fingers, then slipping the flogger loop around his wrist.

         “Will you show me how a good bitch behaves?” he asked, and Ula knew immediately what to do. She stuck out her bottom, arching her back like a kitten. She exposed herself completely to him and allowed him to admire her. He knelt beside her and plunged his tongue into her wetness. He licked greedily, sliding the leather toy over her shapely buttocks, although he only struck them with his open hand. And when he felt her muscles tighten involuntarily, he pulled away from the honey jar, not letting her come too quickly. Not this time.

         He got to his feet, swung, and a rain of leather braids splashed across both the woman’s buttocks like stinging needles. In the comfort of a private apartment, he did not care about the noise, so he also allowed himself to hit harder, which very quickly left behind lush pink stripes.

         “Maybe this will finally teach you some patience,” he whispered in her ear, and then he lashed her bottom again, to follow it with soothing kisses on the bruising marks.

         Ula did not protest at all. When she reflexively winced after each hit, she would momentarily arch her back even more, wanting to expose her buttocks as best she could, hoping that the next blow would also accidentally fall on her swollen pussy. She loved the pain he was causing her – it sobered her and reminded her that although she had finally got him, he was the master of her pleasure. She celebrated every hit and every kiss, letting him guide her through the spectrum of sensation.

         When she clenched her thighs instinctively with another lash of the whip, he spread them open and slapped his hand between them. She squeaked, apparently enjoying it, because soon he was inside her again. He grabbed her waist with one hand, and whipped her with the other, but now it was lighter and more chaotic. It was difficult for him to coordinate the movements of his hand with the already instinctive, wildly rhythmic movements, but at the last moment he pulled his penis out and ejaculated on her exposed, sore buttocks, leaving behind a picturesque work of destruction. He threw the flogger on the couch, and then began to dress, slowly but without any obvious intention of spending the rest of the night with her, as if to complete the image of using and treating her like an ordinary toy. And surprisingly, she liked it. That was what she wanted – him to please himself with her body, increasing her appetite for more.

         “After the New Year I'm going to Berlin on a business trip,” he said as he put on his shoes in the hall. As if he just happened to remember that she was his secretary. She was about to cut him off, but he added, “I remember that you agreed to business trips, so I understand there won't be a problem? Book two rooms, next to each other.”

         He took a Santa hat out of his coat pocket and placed it on her dishevelled hair, then kissed her on the lips, no longer brutal or forceful – calmly, perhaps even with some tenderness.

         She laughed, finally realising what she had agreed to during the interview. So that's what it was about then!

         “Thank you, Santa,” she murmured into his mouth and closed the door behind him, hoping he would come back to her sooner than in a year.
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         She entered the apartment, took off her shoes, ran barefoot into the bathroom, and took a quick shower. It took maybe a quarter of an hour to do her hair and make-up, but she didn't know what to wear. Finally, she decided on a corset – it was lace, black, fastened at the front with small buttons. She liked it, it lifted her breasts, so they looked bigger than they really were. She glanced anxiously at her watch; she had to hurry. She hooked her stockings to the garter belt that was sensibly built into the top of her thong and put on her high heels. She looked in the mirror and ran her fingers through her hair, adjusting its tousled appearance. She went through the house, turning off the lights, and here and there she lit candles to give a pleasant glow. She was excited – the mere preparation made her wetter with every moment. Stress mixed with excitement, and when a quarter of an hour was left, she looked around the room. Fortunately, everything was ready. She was too. She tied a blindfold over her eyes and knelt down. Time changes as we wait, it lengthens, blurs – and since she couldn't see, she heard everything more clearly: every car that passed, every creak of the house, the ticking of the kitchen clock. She was uncomfortable, the rug digging into her knees, the corset slightly constricting, the blindfold irritating. Finally, she heard a car stop. She put her hands up, behind her head, straightened up more, and waited. He opened the door. She knew he was hanging up his jacket, taking off his shoes, placing his keys on the white cabinet by the door. She also knew that he was not alone – the two of them entered, talking. Her breath quickened as they opened the living room door. She didn't know which one of them entered. Maybe both? They were silent, abruptly ending the conversation they had still been having in the kitchen. She knew someone was there, standing at the entrance and watching her. She dreamed of tearing the blindfold off her eyes, but didn't even flinch. He walked softly – if she hadn't been sensitive to sounds, she wouldn't have heard. He was standing behind her, she could hear his breathing, the smell the scent of men's cologne, and she already knew it was not her husband. It was the other one. The stranger.

         “Get up.” He had a deep voice, firm. She wondered what he looked like, was he young or old or handsome… But was that important? He was so close behind her that she could feel his breath. The couch creaked familiarly – her husband sat there, watching them.

         “Spread your legs.”

         She obeyed. She felt his fingers, barely stopping herself from screaming, biting her lip. He put his fingers in her, then something heavy followed, slapping her hard on her exposed pussy, which tightened around the object. It began to vibrate, once quickly and twice slowly, again and again, with a pause that interrupted its rhythm, disorienting.

         “If you come, I'll spank you,” he informed her dryly, and she nodded slightly. He slowly took off her corset. She had been afraid of him doing it; after the pregnancies her body wasn't that of a twenty-year-old, and yet now, in that moment, she knew she was beautiful. He ran his hand over her exposed breasts, over her stomach, and she felt perfect. He ran a rope under her breasts, then tied them up, squeezed them, making them swell, and looped them in a harness. At one point, he put the rope in her mouth with a short “hold,” and she clamped her teeth on it. The ball vibrated, distracting her, driving her crazy. He also tied her arms so that when she moved them, the rope squeezed her breasts tighter, on the verge of pain. Knowing that her husband was there drove her crazy, she was lost in the sensation. On the one hand, she was ashamed of what was being done to her, on the other hand, it was fascinatingly pleasurable. She wondered if he was watching or if he liked what he was seeing. She adored him, sex with him, and now she wanted him like never before. She was breathing faster and faster, standing tied up in front of the two men, with the vibrating egg that had just changed speed, evening out its rhythm, driving her to the edge. She moved her hips, but as soon as she did so, she felt the lash of a whip against her thighs.

         “Do not move.” He struck again, not painfully, more to accentuate the command. She was feeling hotter, the ball and the vibration becoming more maddening with each passing second, until she could not stand it – she felt the orgasm roll through her body, beyond her control. He didn't give her any time – as if he were just waiting for it, he pulled the ball out, leaving her eerily empty, and pulled off her blindfold. Light struck her eyes. She felt confused. The man grabbed her shoulders and held her in place. Her husband was naked, he was sitting on the couch with his penis in his hand. The stranger was behind her, and now he pushed her to kneel in front of her husband.

         “You weren't supposed to come,” he remarked calmly, with a tone of rebuke, chiding her. “On all fours. Until he comes, you will be punished.”

         She felt the first blow when she took his cock in her mouth. It was so sharp that she pulled her head back and yelped, but another one fell, and she realised the stranger would not stop until she could taste sperm in her mouth. She had gone down on him many times, but never like this, never with such enthusiasm and greed. She heard him groan with pleasure, and she groaned herself. She felt his orgasm the moment it burst into her mouth. She was shocked, not knowing it was possible, but the pleasure was so great that she took him deeper, trying to suck it all out, tasting it all over again. The man put down his whip and walked up to her. She knew what he wanted to do and found that she wanted it too. His penis was large, he entered her slowly, teasing. Her husband grabbed her hair and watched the stranger fuck her from behind. She licked his penis, there was something crazy about it – it was growing again.

          
   

         He left, closing the door quietly behind him. She had fallen asleep, cuddled up to her husband, and he envied them for a moment. And their courage, because courage is what they had, how much they must have loved each other to decide that they needed something more. He spoke to him first, then she called, and he wasn’t surprised when it turned out that it was her fantasy. He respected the fact that her husband agreed to carry it out, just as he respected how he had it all arranged. From their first meeting to the last moment, her husband aspired to be the perfect dom – his confidence, defensiveness, and maturity fit together, but… well, there was always a but. He didn't feel it, he didn't completely feel the need to dominate in the way she dreamed of. You had to have it in you, and he himself had it. He had always felt it, especially towards women. He adored them, loved them, respected them, and desired them, and when they did what he told them to do, when they played the role which he had built for them, it was good for him, the world felt right. The only thing that surprised him was that the husband agreed to sex, him having sex with the woman. During their initial conversation it didn't seem like an option, but with following meetings that barrier was broken, as if he had discovered that there was no danger. Because in this arrangement, ideally one-off, almost business-like, there wasn’t any risk – he led them into this world, fulfilled their fantasy, and disappeared. An unwritten contract, which paid him three thousand. Did he feel like a whore? He used to think about it, taking money for sex, for domination, to fulfil his fantasies. Wasn't that part of the definition? It was possible. Only he offered something more than sex – a conversation, checking whether the fantasy was really feasible, whether it would be better to remain a fantasy, the certainty that what they do will really be what they want to do. A safe introduction to a world that can be fucked up sometimes. Occasionally there were clients who wanted a long-term cooperation, but he avoided it like fire. One session, maximum two. He was afraid of his or their involvement. He was walking along the river, the night was warm and pleasant, and he felt no weariness, adrenaline still coursing through his veins.

          
   

         The girl bumped into him, almost knocking him off his feet. He caught her before she toppled over, and continued to hold her, looking at her in surprise. She had teary eyes and a red cheek, he suspected it would turn purple tomorrow. She jerked away, but he didn't let go.

         “Relax, what's going on?” He used the tone he sometimes used in bed, a quick message, a hard question. She looked at him more soberly, as if only realising where she was, and glanced around nervously.

         “He's going to kill me,” she groaned softly, calming down. She was petite, with blond hair, and only now did he realise that she was barefoot, in a sleeveless nightgown. He looked around. She hadn’t come far, having run out of a house – one of the townhouses on his right. The door was open, and its light illuminated a small flower-filled garden. He must have been deep in thought since he hadn't noticed her as she ran across the road.

         “Who?” he asked, but she didn't have to answer. A man stepped out onto the porch and looked around, then started walking towards them briskly. As they stood there, he pulled the girl to stand behind him. She was paralysed, completely passive.

         “Go home,” the man barked out aggressively before he reached them. Alexander looked calmly at the man. He was big, but also clumsy. He must have had something to drink because he staggered slightly. Fear has a scent – although maybe it is more an energy emanating around a person? He didn't know, but he could sense it – she was so afraid that she was exposed like a deer in headlights. She stood motionless, waiting for her tormentor, as if she had used all her energy to escape, and when that was interrupted, it left her bewildered.

         “I plan to,” he replied calmly, and the stranger stopped a few steps in front of him.

         “I don’t give a shit about you; I'm talking to her. Go home!”

         He felt disgusted, and as the woman stepped out from behind him and took a step, he grabbed her wrist and pulled her back. She was depressingly obedient.

         “I'm sorry, but she's not a dog.” He didn't take his eyes off the man, wondering what he was going to do. The chance of him attacking diminished with each passing moment. This type attacked immediately or not at all. He would probably try to force her to obey or threaten him instead. The latter being the most likely.

         “Fuck off, it's none of your business.” The guy took a step forward, but stopped – an aggressor does this when the object of aggression doesn’t respond.

         “Now it is,” he replied calmly, but was caught off guard when the man tried to strike. He was even a little surprised, just a bit. He didn't like fighting drunks – they were uncoordinated, chaotic, and annoyingly stubborn. He hoped there weren’t any patrol cars in the area, because he had just broken the man’s nose and sprained his wrist, and he couldn’t afford to get in trouble. The night, however, was as silent as it had been before, only that now the bastard groaned softly. He left him curled up, grabbed the girl's hand, and walked briskly towards the park. He pulled out his phone and called a cab, turned around and saw that the other man had picked himself up and was just throwing up in the street. He cursed to himself, and when a few minutes later he and the girl got into the cab, he cursed again, louder this time.

         “I’m sorry,” she whispered, and he realised that he had absolutely no idea what to do with her.

          
   

         They were riding in the elevator, she was standing next to him, barefoot, with his sweatshirt on, her head bowed. He realised he should take her to the police, but he also knew it would end with her going back to the guy who hit her. Or rather beat her regularly, because when he looked at her in the taxi, he noticed more bruises on her arms – they were two weeks old, he knew it, sometimes he inflicted them himself. It seemed that she clung to his presence like a lifeboat, because after her I’m sorry in the taxi, she said nothing more, but she went with him, or rather followed him, as if he were to save her from all evil. There was more obedience in her than in most of the women he had been “raising” for years, and yet that obedience irritated him. It stemmed from fear, from trampled self-esteem. Once he had told a friend about what he did, and when the latter said these women – bitches –must be intimidated to go along with it all, he was dumbstruck. The truth was, in BDSM women were strong, independent, with high self-esteem, otherwise none of it made sense. The stronger the woman, the better she succumbed. Submission itself was a form of strength. He opened the door and waited for her to enter. She stood uncertainly in the corridor.

         “What's your name?” he asked, still wondering what to do.

         “Gabriella.” She finally looked at him, straight in the eye, as if something was beginning to dawn on her.

         “Go to the bathroom. Take a shower, there’s a towel on the hanger.” He calmly gave orders without taking his eyes off her. “I'll be waiting for you in the kitchen.” She nodded imperceptibly. He grabbed her wrist lightly, pulled her in, and gestured to the door. “Over there.”

         She started walking, then stopped suddenly and turned around.

         “I don't know your name,” she said. He could see that she was trembling; the stress and fear were passing, soon to appear again, considering she was in a strange place.

         “Paul,” he dropped the first name he could think of and turned to boil some water for tea.

         “You're lying,” she surprised him. He turned around, puzzled.

         “Why do you think so?”

         Her cheek was slowly changing colour, her feet were small, dirty as the street, and his sweatshirt was long enough to look like a dress on her.

         “I can always tell when someone is lying.”

         He walked over to her and looked down at her.

         “Alexander,” he said. He wanted to check something, he needed to. “Are you afraid of me?”

         She shook her head. Her eyes were pretty, hazel.

         “Why, Gabriella?” He didn't move, and neither did she.

         “I do not know,” she shrugged.

         “I can help you answer that.” He did not take his eyes off her, he found himself hypnotised by her, curious. He wanted to check what her limits were, what was inside her, whether she was actually as weak as he initially thought. He was silent for a moment, wondering if he was succumbing to a kind of saviour syndrome, thinking himself a hero who must save the woman from peril at all costs. He looked into those hazel eyes and cursed himself mentally. He had fallen. The thought was unexpected, strange and menacing. He didn't know where it came from, but he felt he wanted her like no woman before, irrationally, strangely. “Because whatever I do, you'll be safe,” he finished, and she nodded and locked herself in the bathroom.

          
   

         She fell asleep two hours later on his bed, in his T-shirt and boxers. She had told him her story in a voice devoid of emotions, as if it was story like any other. She was twenty when she fell in love, quit her studies, and moved in with the man. The fairy tale lasted two years, during which he began to move her away from her friends, followed by a year-long nightmare, two break-ups, two make-ups when he apologised and promised that it would be okay again. Then there were the pills that he found, the fury at the fact that she did not want to have a child with him. A fight, rape, beating, an escape that would end in a return. Loneliness – it was the worst; she was alone in it all. Her abuser moved her away from everyone and everything slowly, in stages. He also introduced violence in stages, step by step, from verbal to physical. He trained her like an animal so that she would not be able to escape and returned to the hand that was feeding and punishing her. And all of this in the twenty-first fucking century. He leaned against the bedroom door and watched her sleep. He had hit women many times, often hard, always for their pleasure. He couldn't imagine how you could hit such a creature to hurt it, how you could chase it into a corner and make it cower, frightened.

          
   

         He understood why she did it, but he was not going to agree to it, so when he felt her small body against him and her hands under his shirt, he gently pulled her away and stood up. She was naked, too skinny, he saw small scars in several places, a few bruises on her thighs. She was trying to regain control, repay him or do something else, but he couldn't see one thing on her face – there was no desire, but rather resignation, weariness, and now surprise.

         “Get up.”

         She hesitated, suddenly ashamed of her nakedness. She stood up, covering herself with the blanket under which he slept.

         “Put it down.”

         He saw her lick her lips nervously and look away, her hand gripping the blanket tighter.

         “Gabriella. You came to me; I didn’t come to you,” he said in a warm voice, then did what he knew best. There is something to the tone that orders are given in that makes the submissive want to obey them.

         “Look at me,” he ordered sternly, and when he caught her eye, he added, “Put the blanket down. Now.”

         It worked. She let go of it and stood naked in front of him.

         “What are you here for?” he asked without taking his eyes off her. He looked into her eyes; only they interested him at the moment.

         “To thank you,” she muttered under her breath. He cursed inwardly.

         “If I ever decide to sleep with you, you’ll thank me.” He walked over and wrapped the blanket around her, trying not to touch her body. “Now go to sleep. In the morning you will tell me if you want to stay, and I will tell you on what terms.”

         He watched her leave and wondered what she was doing, how big of a problem was bothering her, and whether he had the right to interfere with her life. Then he decided that none of it mattered, because for the first time in his life he felt that he wanted to do something. Until now, he had lived alone, occasionally seeing a woman for longer periods of time, always in an arrangement, never in a relationship. This time he wanted to take care of her, to find what he saw in her eye – a spark that gave him hope that she would be able to break out of the role of a victim. He did not believe in love at first sight. To this day he did not believe in it, and now he shook his head in disbelief, realising that he had “butterflies in his stomach.”

          
   

         Three weeks seemed to pass without him noticing. She began to live with him in such a natural way that within the first week he had a key made for her. He learned to leave money on the table, and she slowly replenished her wardrobe and began to cook, placing orders online and in the neighbourhood corner store. It worried and irritated him, but she refused to be persuaded to go downtown. She was afraid. He went to work, the regular one where he spent eight hours. He also went to a private session twice, but he didn't feel like having sex. He was professional, but in his mind, he was back with her. The second time he also went to a bar and drank too much, wondering what was going on with his life. He thought about what to do and came up with nothing. Gabriella locked herself in his apartment like in a cocoon, and there was no way out. She came to his bed once more, and he sent her away again. She called her parents at his request and reassured them that she was alive. They did this in case she was reported as missing to the police, but nobody reported anything. She had no identity documents, but she had access to her registered profile online. She reported her ID as lost, and had a new one made. Everything seemed simple, at times he thought it was too simple, but maybe it wasn't just his imagination? Two months passed before he knew it. Out of curiosity, he drove by her old house several times, the flowers had dried up. He wasn't surprised when she said she had nothing she wanted to take from there. What troubled him most was that she was so closed, as if she couldn't come out of her own body, scream out the anger, the fear – all the things that must have been inside her. It frightened him, as if he lived with the shadow of a woman.

          
   

         He entered the bedroom. She was lying on the bed reading one of his books. Now she looked up at him in surprise. He was wearing only trousers, barefoot, and he had a rope in his hands.

         “Get up.” He watched her rise uncertainly. “And undress.”

         He didn't take his eyes off her, she looked up at him in surprise.

         “Alex…” she began, but he cut her off.

         “Shut up,” he growled, but calmed down quickly. “Shut up, Gabriella. And undress.” He felt calm. There was calmness and confidence in his voice. It worked. He watched as she pulled off her sweater and T-shirt, then hesitantly pulled down her trousers and stood cross-legged. He walked over and pushed her onto the bed. He followed her onto it and began to restrain her, first her wrists, then her ankles. It was relaxing, her small body stretched out on the bed looking beautiful. He took a gag out of his pocket and put it in her mouth. He brought the bedroom temperature down to eighteen degrees, turned on the overhead light, and left. She was going to be uncomfortable, she was going to be confused, and finally she was going to be angry. He poured himself a beer and turned on the music, retrieved the book she had been reading from the room, and sat down in the armchair. Two hours later he put it down on the table and entered the bedroom. He leaned against the doorframe and watched. She was trying to free herself. She knew he had already heard it, but he could tell she had been trying anyway. She struggled. He had tied her up in such a way as to give her the illusion that maybe she could free herself. She was staring at him, her eyes red, drooling over the gag. He sat on the bed and stroked her cheek as she struggled.

         “Are you feeling uncomfortable?” he asked. She muttered something under the gag. “Then why are you doing this to yourself? You must sit here as though you were tied up.” He touched her nipple. “I'll take the gag off, but if I hear a single word, I'll put it on again.”

         He unhooked it, and she gasped, staring at him in amazement but not scared.

         “You're beautiful. Smart. And stupid at the same time.” He kissed her forehead, drew the duvet over her, and turned on the heat.

         “Please,” she moaned, but fell silent as he shook his head. He turned off the light and left. He untied her at four. She sobbed and snuggled against him, and he fell asleep with her in his arms. He repeated this every evening, adding more elements. Once he tied her up and left her in the armchair, she followed him with her eyes, but she didn't say a word. She didn't like the gag. After a week, he saw that there were flowers on the windowsill, a currant bush, rose bush, and hibiscus appeared on the balcony. It crossed his mind that she missed the garden and he wondered that if he sold the apartment and took out a loan, they might be able to buy a house with a garden. Maybe outside of town? He knew some nice places, he would have liked to take her somewhere and ask, but this was not the time. This was absolutely not the time.

          
   

         He entered the house and stopped. Usually the lights were on and the music was playing, but this time it was dark. The living room was lit by candles. She was kneeling on the carpet, naked, with a rope at her feet. She didn't look up, didn't flinch as he entered. He went into the bathroom, ignoring her, and when he left with his hair still wet from the shower and a towel wrapped around his hips, she was still on her knees in the same position. Until now, he had only tied her up to limit her movements, to imprison her and enslave her, to help her visualise what she was doing to herself. Now he wanted to show her something else.

         “Get up, Gabriella.”

         She obeyed and he picked up the rope. He wrapped it around her body, putting all his artistry into it. The rope caressed her body, stroked it, decorated it, pulled her femininity out of her. He pulled the rope across her pubic mound, caressing, making her straighten, then bend proudly. She was gorgeous, her body was responsive, her breathing quickened, her eyes shone. He left her and went to the bathroom. He pulled down the mirror that hung on the brick wall and brought it into the room, then placed it so she could look at herself.

         And then he started to untie her. He did it slowly, occasionally kissing a part of her body. She was trembling, he knew she was close, her body smelled of desire, he imagined what it might taste like. He wanted to kneel in front of her and try, taste her pussy. The rope left a mark on her extremely pale body.

         He left her staring at her reflection and went into the bedroom. He looked out the window, the city living its life, lit up, too bright. Her hands were gentle, she touched his back, running over the scar he had there.

         “Thank you,” she said, and he nodded. He turned and took her hand, pulled her against him, and kissed her. Her lips were warm and eager and sweet. The kiss grew predatory, feverishly wild. He grabbed her wrists and shook his head. She froze, then growled softly and broke free. He laughed happily, and when they were in bed, he made love to her – or rather she to him? Her little body rode him, regained control, fought for power, set the pace. She was gorgeous, and as he pulled her off and dipped his mouth into her pussy, he found it tasted exactly like what he had imagined. She tugged at his hair as if she couldn't decide whether to pull him back or push him in, and the first time she came, he felt her nails digging deep into his shoulders. He pushed himself into her, fucked her brutally, and she kept up with him. The uncertain girl had disappeared, incinerated in the fire. He played with her, relishing it, and when she started screaming, he sighed and allowed himself to do what he had dreamed of since he first saw her. He came, pressing her against the sheets, kissing her hard. He could feel that they were both soaked, sweating. They fucked all night in a frenzy, as if insatiable. She took him in her mouth, licking and biting lightly, and he went crazy. If she tied him up and did just that, he would lose his mind.

         The sun was rising slowly when she fell asleep exhausted by his side. He stroked her hair, looked at the faint freckles on her nose, at the little scar by her collarbone.

         “I love you,” he whispered, glad she couldn't hear it. It was too soon; it could scare her. He fell asleep, cuddled up to this woman, smelling of her.

          
   

         He came home with a bouquet of roses. She was not there. There was a card on the table stating that she had left the keys in the mailbox. He felt his heart skip a beat. He found dinner in the kitchen, still warm. Her toiletries were gone from the bathroom, and so was the book she had been reading. He sat on the bed, his heart gripped with regret. The phone rang but he did not answer. He had no strength and rejected the call. If you love someone, let them go. He had heard it somewhere before. The phone beeped and he looked at it annoyed. Unknown number. He frowned.

         I went to live with my parents. I’m inviting you on a date. Let's do it properly. She had added an address.

         He lay down on the bed and laughed, the happiest he had ever been.
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Role Play: Cops & Robbers



 

The Preparations

 

Angelika and Ludvig have done their utmost not to cum this morning. They've been incredibly horny with desire pumping through their bodies and genitalia since the early morning, which is generally the case for this young, randy couple. But today, they have been abstaining. They haven't made use of each other's hands or bodies to release this sexual tension in a spray, a racing pulse, a quivering orgasm. Nope, today, they have decided to wait. They wait and wait with bated breath. Glance over at the clock on the wall, again and again. Are the shops open yet? Are there enough people in town at this hour? No, they need to wait a bit longer. The clock is ticking. Slowly, very slowly, their eyes follow the hands around the dial.

Ludvig picks out his clothes and takes them out of the wardrobe, where they hang washed and neatly ironed since they were last used. He's incredibly tidy and organised. When was the last time they did this? Three, four weeks ago? This demanded both time and patience, and lately, a load of other stuff had come up and taken priority. But now, the time had come. An opportunity had arisen and he cannot wait. Just the thought of what's about to happen makes his cock stiffen in his underpants; he can feel it happening.

Angelika thinks about the reaction that will come from people in the street, from all the people who aren't in on this, who are entirely clueless as to this being a game happening right in front of their noses — having the upper hand and tricking them. Giving, but also receiving. She likes that. She likes that a lot. Angelika casts her mind back to the last time when someone decided to join in. A man came rushing over to Ludvig and then helped him chase her. She's never felt that much adrenalin and lactic acid in her body before. She ran and ran and ran. Eventually, the other man gave up, thank goodness. Wonder what would've happened if he hadn't.

Angelika sends a text message to her friend and asks if she's on her way over. It doesn't take long for her phone to beep. Julia's already in town doing some errands. Angelika glances down at her watch. The minutes are slowly, slowly ticking by. Definitely not fast, but at least they're making progress. Not that long to go now. She can feel in her pussy how the skin and flesh are contracting, almost as if they were yearning for something. Soon, soon. It goes without saying that what she would love to do right now is to slip her fingers inside her trousers, stroke and caress to satisfy herself, but not now, not today. Today there will be no such thing. That's strictly forbidden.

When Ludvig enters the room, he's wearing the whole outfit. Dressed from top to bottom in a strict uniform and he really does look like a police officer. No, right now, he is a police officer. A pair of dark blue, near enough black trousers and a matching shirt made of reasonably thick fabric and tucked inside the top of his pants. Beneath the shirt, he's wearing a black t-shirt, which poking through a little bit by the shirt collar. Both his forearms are decorated with badges depicting the yellow, almost iridescent emblem of the police force. A similar, smaller badge on top of each shoulder and in gold letters, the word Police is embroidered on the left side of his chest. By the right-hand breast pocket, there is a little black box to which headphones are attached and how hanging loosely around his neck. These are his communication kit. Around his waist, he wears a belt with both a truncheon and handcuffs, not to mention a big walkie-talkie and a set of keys hanging down towards his trousers. A holster is tied to his right thigh, a close fit to follow his every move. The pistol is not actually dangerous at all, just a more expensive version of a Soft Air Gun, but for the inexperienced or unsuspecting eye, it looks like the real deal. Police cap in hand and when he puts it on, the outfit is complete and he can step into his role good and proper.

Just seeing him dressed like this makes Angelika horny. The shirt, the trousers, the belt around his waist and the truncheon resting against his legs. The police officer. The uniform. He's got the power. He maintains law and order and his wish is her command. A superior that she has to obey. She has to stick to the right side of the law. Or else…

Nothing would make her happier than to throw herself in his arms right here and right now, to press her lips hard against his, to kiss him passionately and rip his clothes off. Well, not all of them, of course. She'd leave some of them on, just to keep the excitement and illusion while she's caressing and stroking. Fast. All over his body. Make him say yes. To then be fucked mercilessly and rampantly by him. But no matter how much she wants him, she mustn't succumb to temptation. Can't. Not now, not yet. Later, later. Even if she knows that waiting and abstaining for longer intensifies sexual pleasure and heightens the orgasm, it is still challenging. A tingling, pulsating desire is building up between her legs.

Ludvig's cock is starting to protrude beneath the blue trousers. Having to wait is clearly a struggle for him too, but he's well aware of the fact that impatience is an integral part of all this, in the game.

Angelika puts her black hoodie on, a pair of neutral, quite ordinary jeans and a pair of shoes that are perfect for running. There is obviously a need for her to be able to run really fast. The faster she runs and the longer the distance she can put between them, the longer the exhilaration will work its magic and the desire will build up. That's good. The reward will make everything worthwhile.

Ludvig asks if they've been given the all-clear from their friend. Julia is a friend to them both. Angelika nods, says that Julia is in town waiting for them. A quick glance at the clock on the wall. Almost time. It takes a few minutes to get to the town centre too. Ludvig looks at her and, as if he can read her mind, he nods.

It's time.

 

The Crime

 

Julia strolls along the pavement. The shops have only just opened. People are milling around, browsing the shop windows. Some on their own, some couples and a few families too. It's a lovely day, the summer sun is shining brightly and the balmy weather has returned.

When Julia is busy looking at a couple of strappy sandals, she fancies in the Andersson shop window, it all kicks off. She's not ready, even if this is the moment she's been waiting for. This is her cue to act. Someone, she can't actually make out whether it's a man or a woman, yanks her handbag right out of her hand. It all happens so fast and she has hardly got time to react before she realises it's gone and someone is running away from her. Julia is both surprised, amazed and excited; she should've been ready. At the same time, she's impressed. Once again.

“Police! Police!”

Julia is screaming with sheer fright. Acting to make it all seem as believable as possible. It doesn't take long, no more than a few seconds, before she can see a police officer rushing over.

“What's happened?” The policeman asks slightly out of breath, yet oozing calm and confidence.

“I've been robbed,” Julia replies. “Someone snatched my handbag. I… I didn't have a chance to hold tight and resist.”

“What did this person look like?”

“Dark clothes. Hoodie, I think, and black trousers.”

“Man or woman?”

“I… I don't know.”

“Where did he head off to? In which direction?”

“That way!”

Julia points in a westerly direction, to one of the side streets that lead towards the park.

 

The Capture

 

He runs. Runs. Runs. People turn around as he passes. They immediately get what's going on. A manhunt. A cop is chasing a robber. What's happened? Who's the perpetrator and what have they stolen or what crime have they committed? Ludvig approaches the park and meets the eye of one curious onlooker after the other. So far, he's not spotted anyone that matches the victim's description of the perpetrator. He stops an older couple to ask:

“Have you seen anyone running past?”

“Yes, probably about two minutes ago.”

They point towards the park and he carries on running. He's obviously on the right track. Just as Ludvig enters the park, he spots a woman about one-hundred metres ahead of him. Dressed from top to toe in black and clutching a bag in her hand, striding quickly along the path. She turns around, makes eye contact and starts to run. Without a moment's hesitation, he realises that this is the person he's been looking for.

Ludvig focuses his strength and energy and sets off in hot pursuit. He's fast, he's always been fast, but so is she. Every now and then he comes close to catching her, but then she kicks it up a notch and runs even faster so that he can't quite muster the speed to reach her. He decides to take a shortcut between the trees and veer off on a trail he knows will eventually cross her path if she stays on the gravel path.  He takes a gamble and when he comes out of the thicket, he stops to wait for her. Glances at his watch, shouldn't she be here by now? Something's wrong. Has she tricked him? He registers the lactic acid in his legs, the thrill of it all and his competitive streak. He wants to win. He wants to catch her. He will catch her.

But where has she got to?

He doesn't know that Angelica is hiding just a few metres behind him. She spotted Ludvig's police badge gleaming in the sunlight between the trees when he came running along the other trail and she just had time to drop to the ground, scramble down into a ditch and this is where she's now lying in wait. Will he leave? Will he come looking for her here?

The horniness is flooding her system. So close. So dangerous. Any moment now, he might spot her. Any moment now, her life as a criminal could be squashed. Any moment now, he could capture her and just as she's thinking this, there is a slight creak underneath her right palm. A dry branch has given her away. Her hiding place has been blown, and Ludvig responds immediately. He runs towards her and she doesn’t manage many steps before he's all over her.  Wrestles her to the ground.

“Police! Lie still! You're under arrest!”

“Let me go, copper. Let me go, you bastard!”

“Still, I said!”

“I haven't done anything!”

He straddles her back, takes the handcuffs from his belt and ties her wrists tightly on her back. A mighty erection appears in no time. With his groin against her bum and his legs hugging her soft hips, there's nothing he would want more than to kiss the back of her neck, kiss her ears and let his lips meet hers. But not now. Not now. She's the criminal.

Ludvig picks up the handbag she's chucked on the ground next to her. With the bag in one hand and the criminal in the other, he leads her back to the apartment.

Interrogation time.

 

The Interrogation

 

Angelika takes her place in the line-up in the living room. To her right, there are two more individuals lined up, friends of hers, but right now, they are also potential suspects just like she is. The interrogation is to be carried out to eliminate any doubt of the perpetrator operating alone and that the person who stole the handbag is also the person found holding onto it in the park. Ludvig has removed Angelika's handcuffs and Julia is called into the room.

“Julia, would you please point out who out of these three people stole your handbag?” Ludvig says in a calm but authoritative voice. “Please take your time. There's no rush.”

“I know who did it. I don't need any more time. It was number three.”

“Can suspect number three, please step forward?” Ludvig instructs.

Angelika does as she's told.

“Are you absolutely sure, Julia?” he asks.

“I'm absolutely sure.”

“Thank you. Then I have to ask Julia and the others to leave the apartment.”

“And what about me?”

“The criminal has to stay. You will have to be punished.”

 

The Punishment

 

“Could the convict please take her clothes off?”

“All of them?”

“All of them.”

Angelika strips off one garment at a time. First of all, she pulls the dark sweater over her head. Then the black trousers fall to the floor. Beneath this layer, she's wearing a black bra and a pair of white knickers. She makes eye contact with Ludvig and can see how his desire is building up. Sparks are flying. His gaze is totally focused and if she would let her hand graze the front of his trousers, she would no doubt register a stiff member beneath the blue fabric. She turns hornier and hornier and can feel how there is a distinct tingle building up between her legs. To be in this situation, this predicament with him in front of her, the uniform, the police… it fills her with the incredible thrill and exhilaration. She is still in her role and so is Ludvig.

He follows her every move as she is baring her skin to him. She's beautiful. She's wild and highly sexed. When their bodies meet, it's as if everything escalates; all the sensations, all the moves, everything is new, exciting and eccentric. It just bubbles up inside them. She can feel his cock throbbing and he can feel his hard-on growing harder and harder inside his underpants. He can't think of anything more enticing than the thought of Angelika's pussy encasing his cock. To fuck her. To satisfy her every need. To make her cum in the most amazing orgasm. All the orgasms in the world, that's what she deserves. It's his job to give her the very best. He is well aware of this and he wants nothing more than to fulfil his duty, his passion, his calling in life.
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