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The Rapturous Release




Ever since Sir and I had played together for the first time, I’d gotten into the habit of douching and showering before ten at night since I knew he wouldn’t call before then. Even though he wouldn’t call every night, it was more convenient to be showered and ready to go when he called.

It was Wednesday night, and I’d just taken a shower. I hung my damp towel on the rack behind my bedroom door, and I turned on the Nintendo and grabbed one of the controllers to play. I’d been on a Mario phase for the past week, especially since buying the latest game.

I sat cross-legged on my bed and started the game, wearing my wireless earbuds with my phone right next to me. I wasn’t sure when Sir would call me. That was the thing about not being able to have his number. I had to wait for him to call when he was ready for another playdate. Since he hadn’t called yesterday, I’d figured he’d been busy. If only I could get my Nintendo T-shirt back, but I held onto hope that he’d give it back the next time I saw him.

After more than an hour into the game at around eleven o’clock, I didn’t hear from Sir, and after another hour, still no call from him. It looked like it’d be another night without seeing him. What was it like to lose my virginity? Would it hurt a lot, a little? The more I thought about it, the more I wondered if I should start practicing. But with what? Then again, Sir wanted to be the first to claim my hole. Yeah, okay, so, he hadn’t specified whether inanimate objects counted. But I figured I’d wait until he told me.

Tuxxy repeatedly meowed in a soft tone from the other side of my room door, making me smile with a lifted heart. I paused the game, rushed to open the door, and let him in. He made his way inside and wandered around in calm movements. I remembered to shut the lid of my plastic storage box full of Legos to avoid another cat invasion. I hunched over toward him to wiggle my fingers for his attention. I pet him and stroked his mostly black fur with some white underneath, and he purred and flipped on his back with his legs and tail flailing a bit.
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