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To you,  dear reader,  for you are the reason I write.

Preface

This story is told by Sadhbh, a sexual masochist who can't help but be obsessed by her previous traumatic relationship, her enforced state of chastity, and her degrading tattoo. It should come as no surprise that her narration will reflect these obsessions. Please be tolerant of her preoccupations. They loom large in her mind.


CHAPTER ONE

[image: A black and white image of two people  AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

As soon as I walked through the door of the coffee shop next to the campus, The Good Mugger, Ruby, one of my best friends, jumped from the table by the window to hug me. “Sadhbh! I’m so happy to see you. How are you doing?”

That was not a casual question. When someone who knows me asks how I’m doing, they’re not making small talk; they’re expressing genuine concern for my wellbeing. And they’re afraid of my answer because I’m known for doing rather unpleasant things to myself and because I’m bluntly honest. I never tell even a small white lie to soften the truth.

Gail, my other best friend, remained seated but watched me intently. By the expressions on both their faces, it was clear they were hoping I’d have nothing more than minor, harmless complaints.

My affection for them put me in a bind. If I told them I was doing poorly, they would be upset. On the other hand, if I said I was doing great, that would be worse because I am open about being a sexual masochist and my friends know that my idea of doing great is suffering as much shame, humiliation, and degradation as possible. On an intellectual level, my friends understand that I enjoy suffering most when I’ve made my life as wretched as possible. On an emotional level, as much as my suffering thrills me, it horrifies them.

I don’t know why they remain faithful friends when I so often horrify them, but I’m not good at understanding other people. I can only take on faith that they wanted to be my friends despite having to experience my trials and tribulations vicariously. I am deeply grateful to them for their loyalty. I don’t have many friends and would be crushed to lose even a single one.

“I’m okay. But I had a boring year last year, and I’m tired of it. I have to step up my game.”

Ruby’s expression of concern deepened, but she didn’t reply. It was Gail’s turn to stand and give me a tight hug. “How about your summer? It must have been good to hang with your family.”

“Boredom piled on top of boredom.” I worked in my father’s gas station in Temecula, an hour’s drive from downtown San Diego, every summer. Long days working the cash was about as far from sexual stimulation as one could get. “I really have to figure out some way to make this year interesting.”

Ruby rolled her eyes at Gail. Anything that interested me would appall her. “Let’s grab a coffee and celebrate our senior year.”

That sounded good to me.

When we were all seated back at the table, Gail raised her paper cup. “Here’s to our last year in university. Let’s make it a good one.”

I brushed my cup against theirs. “To a good year.”

My black Americano tasted great. Hot and strong. “I missed this place. We’ve got some decent coffee shops in Temecula, but The Good Mugger is still my all-time favorite.”

Gail nodded. “I can say the same about Valentine. For a little burg off in the ass end of Nebraska, it’s got a couple of surprisingly good coffee shops, but somehow the coffee always tastes better here. It must be the California sunshine.”

Ruby laughed. “If you want California sunshine, come on up to Death Valley. I’ll show you sunshine that’ll grill you alive, but it doesn’t make the coffee any better. I’ll take this coffee over our tourist swill any day of the week.”

I sipped my Americano. “It’s not the sunshine. It’s the company.”

Gail raised her cup again. “Here’s to great company”

We brushed our cups against hers a second time and took another sip. I miss these girls every summer when they go back home for three months.

“So, what have you two been up to?”

Gail grinned. “I’ve been naughty. Not up to your standards, but naughty enough for Nebraska. I was dating two boys at the same time for most of the summer. They didn’t know about each other until one of them caught me on a date with the other. Valentine doesn’t have a movie theater, so we went over the state line to the drive-in up in Winner, South Dakota. It’s more than an hour’s drive and it’s in a different state, so I figured the chances of Morris finding me with Quinn up there had to be pretty small, right? Well, it turned out the chances were higher than I thought. Morris didn’t know Quinn. Well, he knew him a little bit—in Valentine, everyone knows everyone a little bit—but Quinn and Morris were only barely acquainted, Morris was a senior in high school when Morris was just a freshman, so I figured they wouldn’t be talking to each other about girls, you know? But I didn’t reckon on Morris driving all the way to the Winner drive-in with a couple of buddies and one of them having played football with Quinn and wanting to say, ‘Hi.’ He spotted Quinn’s pickup when he drove past the back row where we were parked. When he hiked back to chat a bit, he saw me and Quinn going at it hot and heavy. We were warming up before the main feature, so to speak. He didn’t want to cockblock Quinn, so he went back and told Morris and his buddies what he saw. Specifically, that Quinn was already rounding second base with me, who he recognized from my days as head cheerleader. When he mentioned me by name Morris wasn’t shy about interrupting us in the throes of passion. He came storming back and pounded on Quinn’s window, yelling about him making time with his girl. Quinn hopped out of the pickup and yelled that I wasn’t his girl, and that put them square into it right there in the back row of the drive-in, screaming and grabbing at each other and taking wild swings. They weren’t landing too hard, but they were serious enough because Quinn got a bloody nose, and Morris got a black eye, and both boy’s shirts got ripped. We were drawing a crowd because a real live fight was better than the action movie they were showing up on the screen, even if both boys were inept. Morris’s buddies pulled the two guys apart, and the theater staff ran over and told us to get in our cars and drive back to Nebraska if we wanted to fight because they weren’t going to tolerate that behavior in South Dakota. The upshot was that I wasn’t going out with either boy after that, and the whole town was yammering on about the scandal. I was happy to fly back to San Diego and get away from the drama.”

Ruby laughed. “Lucky girl. I’m hard pressed to find even one boy to make out with in Death Valley. I mean, we’ve got no end of horny teenage tourists hanging around, but I’m not desperate enough to make myself available to any of them for the two hours they spend looking around the desert before the heat drives them away. I’m thrilled to get back here where real boys are hanging around like ripe fruit ready to be plucked.”

Hearing Gail and Ruby talking about going at it, hot and heavy, made my crotch wet. God, I had to get some action again. It had been way too long.

Before I could comment on Gail’s story, a boy walked up to our table. “Hey, you’re that girl, right? The one who’s done all that stuff? You want to go out sometime?”

He was staring at me like I was a medium rare ribeye, and he was starving to death.

Ruby and Gail sat back and waited to see how I was going to handle this one. They could never predict if I was going to invite a boy to fuck me in the ass or tell him to fuck off.

I already knew I wasn’t going to give him any sexual favors, but I was in the mood to toy with him for a bit. “Where do you want to take me?”

“Anywhere you like.”

I grinned. “You want to take me anywhere I like? Like take me in your dorm room or take me in a motel room or maybe take me the backseat of your car?”

He rocked back on his heels. “Hey, if you’re going to be like that—”

“No. I’m not going to be like anything. I’m going to be like me. That’s all. Just me.”

He looked at me. “So, what are you like?”

At least he was showing some curiosity about me. Most of these self-styled pickup artists never thought about a thing beyond their own dick. I knew how to throw these horn dogs a bone to chew on. “Well, for one thing, I’m a virgin.”

He reddened slightly. “That’s not what everyone says about you.”

“Are you going to believe the gossip everyone spreads behind my back, or are you going to believe what I’m telling you directly?”

He licked his lips. “I…” He paused. I waited for an answer. “Okay. I believe you. But why does everyone say you’re… You know.”

“I know. Everyone says I’m a slut.”

He reddened more. “I guess they’re wrong then. All of them.”


“Oh, no. They’re not wrong. By their definition of the word, I am the biggest slut on campus. But by my definition of the word, virgin, I am that, too. I’m both. I’m the virgin slut. I’m two women in one.”


He cocked his head. “I don’t get it. You’ve got to be one or the other.”

“You tell me which I am. I’ve given blowjobs to a lot of boys.” I licked my lips, not ostentatiously, just enough to draw his attention to my mouth. “That’s maybe fifty or sixty blowjobs. I gave quite a few of them in front of large audiences. And I’ve let a handful of boys fuck my asshole. Each one of them fucked me a lot that way. On the other hand, my cunt is sacrosanct. No man has ever penetrated it and no man but my husband ever will. I’m saving my virginity for when I get married. So, there you go. Am I a slut or a virgin? You tell me.”

He stared at me for a minute, shaking his head in confusion. “Are you going to let your husband use your mouth and ass as well as your pussy?”

“As much as he wants. I’m going to be a full-service wife and he’s going to be the most sexually satisfied man you’ll ever meet.”

He didn’t hesitate even an instant. “Will you marry me?”

“No.”

“Do you have a fiancé?”

“No.”

“Boyfriend?”

“No.”

“Then marry me. We can elope to Las Vegas on Saturday and start our honeymoon on Sunday.”

“No.”

“But I love you.”

All three of us laughed. After a moment, he joined our merriment.

When the laugher stopped, he sighed. “I think I mean it. I think I’ve actually fallen in love with you.”

“Sorry. I don’t believe in love at first sight.”

“Well, if you ever change your mind, let me know. I’ll be around.”


“Sure.” The dry tone in my voice conveyed the message: Not a chance in hell.


He walked away.

Ruby smiled. “You attract men like flies to honey.”

“Only the ones who are interested in my honey pot.” I pursed my lips. “You know, he got one thing right. I am in need of a husband. All summer, I’ve been thinking it’s about time I got married. That’s going to be one of my projects for this year. Find a husband.”

Gail raised an eyebrow. “You get marriage proposals every week.” She nodded in the direction of the door where my latest two-minute suitor had made his exit.

I glanced through the window at the boy I’d just rejected. I could only see his back, but he didn’t look dejected. He was walking tall and proud. “I need a serious man, not just any random horny boy. The man who interests me will have to be a special person.” I smiled slightly. “It may sound corny, but I’m going to marry for love. I’m an old-fashioned romantic at heart.”

Gail and Ruby looked at each other in consternation, but they silently agreed that they didn’t want to know what I would consider a person I could love, being that I was clearly a special woman with special tastes. Tastes that had put me in the company of some men who were eminently unsuitable husband material.

I was happy to let the subject drop because I didn’t have any answers for them. All I knew was that I would recognize the man I needed when I found him. I changed the topic of conversation by asking them about the classes they were going to take this year.


CHAPTER TWO
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At the end of the first week of classes, I received a text from Emma, a friend and fellow sexual masochist. “Lunch?”

I replied affirmatively, and we made a date for Saturday at our favorite diner.

We hadn’t seen each other for a while—in fact, it had been more than a year—so I was surprised when she pulled me into a hug. “It’s so good to see you. I’m so sorry I didn’t stay in touch.”

I hugged her back. “No. It’s okay. I understand. When we last spoke, were just getting through a terrible time. I wasn’t sure if you ever wanted to see me again, being that it was me that got you into that mess.”

We released each other and she looked at me shyly. “I… Well, let’s just say it took me a long time to get over it, and I’m sure it was the same for you. I don’t blame you for anything. You didn’t know any more than I did about what was going to happen.”

“Yeah, but I should have known better than to get you involved. It took me a while to heal, too. The summer before last, I barely left the house except to go to work at my father’s gas station.”

She sighed. “I had to force myself to come back to the university at the start of our junior year and I spent months getting back on track, but I’m doing better now.”

The waitress standing at the counter gestured to an empty table and we took seats. She brought menus for us.

I perused the selections. “The chicken Caesar looks good.”

Emma cocked her head. “Are you eating lunches again?”

“Yeah.” For almost a year, I’d eaten only a single meal at six in the evening and given myself two enemas every morning to flush my colon so it would be clean for the rest of the day. I had been ordered to give a half dozen men unlimited use of my asshole at any time of the day or night. I’d been a busy little slut. “After we ditched Chris, I continued to service my stable of cocks for a few months, but one by one, they lost interest. Mostly they got girlfriends who could give them what I could not.”

Emma smiled. “Pussy.”

I smiled back. “Yeah. I’ve still got the chastity device installed, so normal sex wasn’t possible. Also, I lost access to our master’s apartment, so it wasn’t so easy for them to bugger me. I wouldn’t let the cocks come to my room, so they had to find a place where they could do me. That was a constant problem. After a few months, their summons for ass fuckings petered out, so I threw away my burner phone, put my enema kit away, and got back to eating breakfast and lunch. It was a relief to be done with that phase of my life.”

She frowned. “I’m surprised. I would have thought that horny young men would never stop wanting all the back door sex they could get.”

“I was a bit surprised, too, but the reality of free sodomy isn’t as exciting as the fantasy. I think they were getting a bit bored of the same old same old. I never let any of them form a personal relationship with me. I enforced a strictly rail-my-asshole-all-you-want-and-leave policy. They didn’t like a strictly physical relationship as much as you’d think. It turns out men have emotions after all. They need love just as much as women.”

She looked like she was about to say something else, but the waitress returned to take our orders. We both went for the chicken Caesar.

After the waitress left, Emma broached another topic. One even less comfortable. “Do you know what happened to Chris?” We still referred to our former master by that name because his actual name was too hard to pronounce.

“As nearly as I know, he’s still in prison in the Hague. He had his trial over the summer and was convicted for crimes against humanity. He got a life sentence. He’s never going to be a free man again.”

Emma’s smile was grim. “Good.”

“Did you hear from him after he got arrested?”

Emma’s eyes widened. “No. Why? Did you hear from him?”

I nodded. “Yeah. He sent me a letter. He blamed me for all his problems. He said I lured him back into being a sadist after he’d reformed himself, so everything that happened after that was my fault, not his.”

“Asshole.”

“Yeah. He ended his letter with one last order for me.”

She looked confused. “What order?”


“He ordered me to get a tattoo. A tramp stamp on my back. Big black letters that said, anal slut.”


“Jesus. Thank God he was in jail and couldn’t make you do it.”

“He couldn’t make me do it, but I did it anyway.”

Her mouth gaped. “You didn’t!”

“I did. I got it done the same day I got the letter from him.”

“Why?”

“Because it was the most shameful thing I could imagine. I can never resist doing something shameful. I can never wear a bikini or a crop top in public again.”

She just stared at me.

I felt myself blush. “I can show it to you sometime if you want. It looks even worse than you might imagine. I had to try three different tattoo studios before I found someone who would do it to me.” I smiled. “I think the only place that was willing to do it was an outlaw biker studio. The guy had a gray beard halfway down to his fat beer belly and a dirty red bandana wrapped around his head. He looked like he enjoyed inking my shame onto my back. He probably thought I was someone’s outlaw biker chick.”

“Afterward, did you… You know. Let him… Uh. Did you give him what you… What your tattoo offered?”

“No. He asked but I declined his request. You could practically smell the STDs on him. I’m not into getting infected by anyone.”

She looked relieved to hear that I made at least that small concession to common sense.

The waitress brought us our salads. I don’t know if she heard much of our conversation, but she gave me a side eye when she put our bowls on the table.

Emma waited until she was far away before resuming our conversation. “So, I’ve got a boyfriend now. I met him at a Christmas party last winter. We’ve been going out pretty steady since then. His name is Dietrich, but he goes by Dieter.”

“Congratulations.”

“Thanks. Umm. He knows about my special interests and he’s happy to accommodate me. It gets him off big time.”

“That’s great.”

She leaned across the table and lowered her voice. “He likes to tie me up and sometimes he spanks me. Actually, he spanks me quite a bit. But he’s good about it. He’s not like you know who. He considers my feelings and he tries to do it right. You know what I mean? He’s hard enough on me but never too hard.”

I nodded. “You’re a lucky girl. I wish I could find someone like that. The men I’ve played with are mostly pretty self-centered. Except for Chris who was a total psychopath. I’m glad he’s in prison where he belongs. A long way from here.”

“Yeah, me too. The right guy for you is out there somewhere, I’m sure.”

“I hope so. I haven’t been looking all that hard, but it’s about time I got serious about finding a long-term partner.” I smiled. “By that, I mean a husband. I won’t move in with a man until he puts a ring on my finger.”

“I don’t know if Dieter and I are going to get that serious. Maybe. We both like playing our BDSM games, but I’m not sure I want to spend the rest of my life with him.”

“As long as you’re having fun, you’ve got plenty of time to find someone permanent later. I’ve put myself under a bit more pressure to get married than you have.”

She nodded. “Because of the device.”

“Yeah. I’m ready to find a man who will marry me and let me get rid of it. Really, really ready.” My device wouldn’t even let me get myself off, and two years of relentless sexual frustration was almost killing me.

“I hope you don’t feel like you have to rush into anything. A husband is a big commitment. You know if you want to take the pressure off and give yourself time to find the best man for you, you could have the device removed.”

I shook my head. “I vowed I would give my husband the power to remove it when he wants to, and I won’t break my vow. Ever.”

“I understand.” I’m not sure she did. Emma and I were both sexual masochists, but we were entirely different kinds of masochist, and I’m not sure she understood me as well as she thought.

She fiddled with her food for a minute. I could feel her discomfort, but I wasn’t sure why she suddenly couldn’t look me in the face.

After a bit, she started speaking again, low, not looking up from her salad. “The thing is. Well, Dieter gives me orders, and I obey them if I can. They’re not terrible things like Chris tried to do to us, but they can be hard. Dieter likes to challenge me a bit.” She looked up at me. “I told him about you. Only things you’ve told everyone else. Nothing I think you might want kept secret. Except, I did tell him about the time you and I played some games. You remember.”

I sure did. We’d spent a full afternoon in her parents’ house while they were away. I tied her up in some stress positions and gave her a couple of spankings and used nipple clips on her. The highlight had been forcing her to give herself multiple orgasms with a vibrator. But we hadn’t done anything seriously gay. It had been lighthearted fun. “That’s fine. I never expected you to keep that a secret. You can tell whoever you want.” Emma was not into shame. She would never make our sexual play public. And if she did, I could handle it. I would even enjoy the humiliation.

She looked back down at her plate. “So, the thing is, Dieter gave me an order about you. He wants to meet you. I mean… That’s not quite true. It’s more than that. He told me I have to ask you to join us in a threesome. He didn’t say what he meant by a threesome, but I’m pretty sure he wants to have sex with you when I’m there watching.”

“Okay.”

Her head snapped up and she stared at me in shock. “What?”

“I said, ‘okay.’ If you want me to have sex with your boyfriend, I will. No problem. Just tell me when and where, and I’ll be there.”

“You’re serious?”

“Sure, I’m serious. I’ll do pretty much anything you want. But you told him about my device, right? He knows he can’t fuck me the normal way, right?”

She nodded. Her face had turned bright red. “He knows that.”

“But if he wants a blowjob, I’m down with it. Or he can fuck my asshole if he’d like to do that. I’ll need a couple of hours to get myself cleaned out, but I can do it this evening if you’re in a rush.”

She shook her head. “I’m not in a rush.”

“Okay. Just let me know when you and he are ready. So there. You’ve done what he wanted. You asked me to join you and him in a threesome, and I gave you my answer. Now I have a question.”

“What?”


“Is this what you want? Really want? You were ordered to ask me, and you did. Great. But did you want me to agree? To say yes? Because if you want me to refuse your offer I will. I’d be happy to say, no. You can report back that you asked and I declined. I’ll go either way. Just tell me what you want to hear.”


She swallowed. “I don’t know.”

I let her ponder in silence for a while.


Finally, she came to a decision. “I don’t want to do it. But I do want to be forced to do it. It was horrible being forced to ask you, and it will be horrible having to watch you give my boyfriend pleasure, so that’s why I want you to say, yes. I want it because I don’t want it.”


I understood completely. “Then I’m at your service. Tell Dieter he can fuck my ass and my mouth in front of you if he wants. He can tie me up if that’s the way he wants me. I’ll even bring along Mr. Slappy if he wants to warm up my ass with a paddle.”

Emma closed her eyes. “My God. I’m going to hate this.”

“Just promise me you won’t hate me for doing it.”

She looked at me. “Never. I’ll never be anything but grateful.”

“Do you mind one question? You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to, but it might be best if I know if he’s ever fucked you in the ass.”

She shook her head slowly. “No. I never offered, and he never asked me to let him do that. Not even when I told him how often you’d been fucked in the ass. Not even when I told him about the times I’d watched you get it done to you.”

Maybe he wasn’t interested in fucking an asshole. Maybe I would only have to suck him off. I could do that for sure. I’m the most accomplished cocksucker on the City University of San Diego campus. But if Emma did invite me to a threesome with Dieter, I’d prepare my asshole anyway, just in case.  Even if he didn’t plan on buggery, he might change his mind when he saw my tattoo. It isn’t false advertising. When I had myself inked, I included a vow to myself to follow through. I am an anal slut whether I like it or not, and I will prove it to any man who sees my tattoo. Even Emma’s boyfriend.


CHAPTER THREE
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My therapist, Ophelia, looked happy to see me. “It’s been a while. More than a year.”

I closed the office door and sat in my usual chair. “I haven’t had much to talk about.”

“The last time we met, you told me a man was abusing you, so you had him deported.”

“Yeah. Immigration sent him back to where he came from, but they also notified the International Criminal Court about his flight. They had him arrested at the airport and sent to The Hague. He was convicted of crimes against humanity, and now he’s serving a life sentence.”

“How do you feel about that?”

How did she think I would feel? “Relieved.”

“Just relieved?”

“What else should I feel?”

“You exerted power over him. You could feel empowered.”

That stopped me. I never wanted to overpower my master. “I just wanted to stop him from hurting Emma and me. He would have destroyed both of us. It wasn’t a matter of taking back power; it was a matter of survival.”

She nodded. “Yes. I was relieved when you told me you’d stopped him. But to do that, you had to move against him. You drew on your own power instead of letting him hold you down.”

“I’m not sure it’s as simple as that. He had the last laugh.”

She looked concerned. “What does that mean?”

“After he was sent to jail in The Hague, he wrote me a letter. He said it was my fault he’d behaved badly. He accused me of seducing him and forcing him back into his old habits. And he gave me one final command.”

“Which was?”

“He ordered me to get a tattoo.”

Ophelia’s face paled. “What kind of tattoo?”

I stood up, turned my back to her, and raised my shirt to show her.

“Why did you do that?” Her voice quavered.

I lowered my shirt and sat back down. “Because he told me to.”

“But he was in jail in Europe. He couldn’t force you to do anything.”

“I know. But I let him turn me into an anal slut. No. I didn’t just let him; I wanted him to do it. The tattoo was the final step in the process. After all I went through, my shame wouldn’t have been complete until I’d been marked. Labeled. Stamped, signed, sealed, and delivered.”

“What does your family think about it?”

“They’ll never see it. I bought a one-piece bathing suit, and I make sure all my blouses and shirts cover it.”

“And boys?”

I had to smile. “Any boy who sees me naked will know my asshole is available. This tattoo means I can never stop being an anal slut.”


“Your body is still your body. No matter what you tattoo says, you always have the power to say no. Always.”


“Nice in theory. Pretty hard to put into practice when I’ve made a vow to give anyone who sees my back permission to bend me over and bugger me. In practice, if I don’t want a boy to fuck me in the ass, I won’t let him see me naked. If I get naked for a boy, I’m giving him my consent.”

“Not under the law.”

“My body, my life, my rules. Letting any boy who sees my tattoo fuck my asshole isn’t breaking any laws. It’s how I’m going to live my life.”

“Someday, you may change your mind.”

“Someday, I may have the tattoo covered over or removed. But you’d be wise not to hold your breath waiting for that day. I’m not known for changing my mind once I’ve made a decision.” Especially a decision to shame myself in some way. My tattoo is big and bold. It can be read from a fair distance. It would be awful hard to cover over it. I’d have to tattoo a big black rectangle over my lower back to redact it.

She sighed. “The future is hard to predict.”

“We can predict the future when we’re make our own future. What we decide today shapes our tomorrow.”

She was quiet for a moment, waiting to see if I had anything more to say. I didn’t. “What do you see in your future, besides what your tattoo says?”

“I’m not even doing what my tattoo says. No boy has seen me naked since I eighty-sixed my master. That’s more than a year ago.”

She cocked her head. “You aren’t dating?”

“Not all last year. Boys ask me out all the time because of my reputation, but they don’t care about me. They hear stories about me and think I’m easy, and I’ll let anyone fuck me, even losers.”

She pursed her lips. “What do you think about that?”

I had to smile. “It’s what I asked for, isn’t it? I worked hard to build a reputation as the campus slut, especially in my freshman year. I can hardly blame the boys for thinking I’ll put out for anyone who asks.”

Ophelia didn’t respond to that. After a slight pause, she returned to her previous question, which I hadn’t answered. “What do you plan to do now?”

“Two things. First, I want to get married, and second, I want to go to graduate school.”

That stopped her for a moment. “You want to get married before you go to graduate school?”

“Yeah. You know about my chastity device. I really want to get that removed, and I vowed that only my husband would have the power to make that decision. It’s kind of the ultimate wedding present. So, I’m awfully desperate to find a man who wants to fuck my cunt and is willing to marry me. I can’t wait another five years to lose my virginity.”

“Is that your main requirement in a husband?”


“Of course not. He has to be someone I want to live with for the rest of my life. Wedding vows say, till death do us part, right? And you know I never break a promise.”


“So, you don’t want to rush into marriage?”

“I want to get this thing removed from my vulva as soon as possible.”

“Before you go to graduate school?” She seemed fixed on the timing of my intended nuptials to a man I hadn’t even met yet. I would have expected her to focus on the more obvious problem.

“If possible.”

“But you don’t know where you’re going to go after you graduate, do you? You haven’t been accepted anywhere.”

“I haven’t applied yet—that’s near the top of my to-do list—but I’ve got great grades, and I did well on my GRE, and I’ve got second or third authorship on a handful of academic publications. A couple of graduate students and a couple of professors wrote papers about some of the things I did and pretty much had to include me as a co-author. Not many undergraduates can list as many peer-reviewed publications in as many different disciplines on their application. Trying to get into Harvard might be a crap shoot, but I’m sure I’ll get accepted into a decent school.”

Ophelia looked surprised. “I didn’t realize that you were published. I don’t think you ever mentioned it.”

“Probably not. It’s no big deal. I described my public exhibitions as performance art, so they got written up for articles in some art journals. And an anthropology professor wrote a couple of papers about my chastity implant as an example of modern urban primitivism. I’m a coauthor on five papers so far and there’s a couple more out for review.” I had to smile. “Professors know how to milk every opportunity to get as many publications as possible.”

She smiled. “You seem to have a good grasp of the academic rat race. But those articles aren’t related to your major, right? You’re majoring in biology as I recall.”

“Yeah, but even so, they should carry some weight with admissions committees. The papers do indicate my ability and general interest in engaging in academic research.” I smiled. “If any men on the committees read those papers, they might admit me just because they hope to benefit from my sexual promiscuity.”

“Do you intend to seduce your way through graduate school?”

“Hell, no. I intend to be married before I get there, so I’ll have taken a vow to be monogamous. The men in any graduate school I attend will learn quickly enough how rigidly I adhere to my vows.”

“You’re a tough woman. Tougher than you realize.”

I laughed. “I realize how tough I am. I’m a sexual masochist, and I’m not hiding it. That means I’ve got to be tough. Other women on campus know that. My friends tell me that a lot of the co-eds are afraid of me.”

She gave me a twisted smile. “They should be.”

“I can tell you what worries me the most.”

That caught Ophelia’s attention. She sat up straight. “What worries you?”

“Dating.”

“You said you haven’t been dating.”

“Yeah. But I have to start. Dating someone is the first step in the courtship dance that leads to matrimony and a lovely honeymoon.”

“So, what scares you about dating?”

“I don’t know how to meet the right man.”

“That’s a problem every woman faces. And every man faces the problem of finding the right woman. It’s a two-way street.” She smiled. “When I was younger, we used to say you have to kiss a lot of frogs before you find your prince.”

I winced. “That’s pretty corny.”

“That’s probably why you don’t hear it anymore.”

“I’ve not kissed many frogs, but I’ve sucked off a whole lot of them and let a number of them fuck my asshole. So far, not one of them turned out to be a prince.”

“Are you surprised?”

The question made me smile. “No. I wasn’t looking for a prince. And I didn’t kiss any of them. At least not in the lips. I assume kissing a strange man’s cock doesn’t count as courtship.”

“Not if it’s the first thing you do after you introduce yourself.”

“I don’t always bother with introducing myself first.” I shook my head in wonder at what I’d become. “I think I can manage the kissing part. It’s the meeting the right man part that I find problematic. Where does a good girl find a decent guy? And don’t tell me in church, I’ve already had experience with a Bible study group, and I was not impressed. They were more interested in having a sexual slave than a wife.”

“A lot of women try online dating sites. You must have heard about that.” She held up her hand. “I’m not saying you should try it, I’m just curious to know what you think of it.”

I shrugged. “I don’t think it’s for me. I know some people who’ve had some success, but I get the impression that the ratio of frogs to princes on some of the sites is pretty high. And that’s for normal people. One of the problems I’d have is that I would feel obligated to tell the blunt truth in my profile. I am firmly against lying in principle, but I’m also aware that lying would be impractical. If I pretended to be a normal woman, I’d end up dating a lot of men who would be appalled when the learned about my chastity device, my tattoo, and my reputation. I’d want to weed out men who consider those things to be deal breakers by telling about all that in my profile. But then, even if I’m circumspect and only allude to them, I’d be overwhelmed with men who would want to fuck me but have no interest in marrying me.”

“That sounds about right.” Ophelia didn’t wear a wedding ring. I wondered if she had experience with online dating sites. “You might be better off with an old-fashioned approach.”

“Which is?”

“Let your friends know you’re looking for a good man. Go to parties and talk to men. Learn to make small talk.” She smiled. “Learn to flirt without offering to let every man you meet sodomize you right away.”

Any other woman might take offense at that comment, but I considered it valuable advice. I made a mental note to remember to restrain myself when I met a likely stranger.

Ophelia consulted her watch. “Our time is up. You shouldn’t wait so long to come back. If you’d like, you can set up regular appointments with the receptionist. Maybe every second week would work well.”

I shook my head. “Let’s not set up a schedule yet. I’ll make appointments when I need some advice.”

“Please don’t wait a year like last time.”

“Don’t worry. Last year was special because I didn’t do much except study. I expect I’ll run into problems more often this year. Like I said, I’m going to be looking for a husband.”


CHAPTER FOUR

[image: ]

My crotch was throbbing so insistently, I could barely force myself to remain sitting in the auditorium, listening to the lecture about the role of hormones in epigenetic processes. My libido rose and fell over the course of my monthly cycle, and right now, it was at a peak. I had to get this device removed from my vulva before sexual frustration drove me insane, and that meant finding a man I would want to marry. I didn’t worry about whether the man I chose would want to marry me or not. What man could possibly resist unlimited access to my full menu of sexual services? He would never find a woman more proficient in pleasuring him orally and anally, and I would eagerly add vaginal intercourse to my repertoire as soon as I was physically able.

Looking around the lecture hall with my new perspective, I saw a smorgasbord of potential mates. There were at least forty male students here. Surely, at least one of them would be suitable. But they were all about my own age. If I wanted a man who was a bit more mature, I could roam the halls of the university, looking for graduate students. There must be hundreds of male masters and Ph.D. candidates on campus. Or I could aim higher and have my pick of professors.

Dr. Henley standing down there, talking at us right now, was a possibility. He wasn’t too old to consider. Maybe in his thirties. It’s not unheard of for a woman to marry a man fifteen or twenty years her senior. I wouldn’t want to go any older than that. I had no desire to nurse an octogenarian when I hadn’t yet reached middle age. But a thirty-five-year-old was worth considering. It would be nice to be intimate with a man who had seen the world and developed a sophisticated appreciation for arts and literature. And who would likely have real-world experience with sexual kink. My ideal man would know how to gratify a sexual masochist without me having to train him.

My mind wandered back to various professors I’d met over the past three years. They were a mixed bag of old and young, handsome and homely, outgoing and shy, but they all had one characteristic in common. They were nerds, every last one of them. I mean that in the kindest way. They were not merely highly intelligent; they were obsessed with their chosen subject. It didn’t matter if they were poets, philosophers, or physicists. Whatever their discipline, they were devoted to it. Of course, I had a biased perspective. I’d seen professors only when they were standing in front of a class lecturing or when they were in their offices, tutoring students.  Surely, even the nerdiest had a social life off campus. But if they did, they never let it intrude on their academic obsessions when they were at work.

I was fascinated by my courses. Not at the moment, when I was caught in a maelstrom of sexual frustration and hadn’t heard a word the professor was saying for the last quarter hour, but most of the time. However, as deeply enthralled as I was by the science of biology, it was not the whole of my life. I couldn’t be the wife of a man for only a few hours a day. I needed a husband who would put me at the center of his life in the same way that I would put him at the center of mine.

For the time being, I mentally crossed university professors off my list of suitable husband material and turned my attention to graduate students.

How does an undergraduate woman who is obsessed with kinky sex and desperately wants to be used in the most shameful ways imaginable for the rest of her life get a date with a graduate student?

Surely it couldn’t be that difficult. Not if I set my mind to it.

I assumed the first step would be to start a conversation with a likely candidate.

The teaching assistant for this course was an awkward fellow, maybe three years older than me, named Quinton Clark. He didn’t wear a wedding ring, and he was about average in looks, so he might be my soul mate. If not, at least he would be a good place to start my hunt for a husband.

He had attended only the first lecture so we could get a look at him. He hadn’t reappeared since, but the course overview said he held office hours in Room 1416 immediately after every Wednesday lecture, of which this was one. When the class was dismissed, I went directly there.

His door was closed and no one answered my knock. I thought teaching assistants had to be available during office hours. That was a rule, wasn’t it? What good are office hours if the TA isn’t in the office?

“Are you looking for Quint?”

A woman slightly older than me poking her head out of the office across the hall. “Yes. I’m in his class on epigenetics. I thought this was his office hours.”

“Do you have an appointment?”

“No. I didn’t think I had to make one. I don’t know how I could have. He doesn’t come to the lectures, so the only way I could ask him for an appointment is if I can find him here during his office hours. It’s a Catch 22.”

She laughed at me. People often did, but unlike most, her laugh wasn’t motivated by disdain. “I see your point. No one ever comes to his office hours, so he stays down in the lab. It’s just down the hall. I can take you there.” She stepped out of her office and closed the door. “This way.”

A minute later, she carded the lab door to unlock it. If I were alone, I’d have had to hope someone would answer a knock.

The room looked like a lab in a low budget sci-fi movie. Stained tables were covered with glassware, Bunsen burners, jars of mysterious liquids and powders, and odd machinery that looked like it had been cobbled together by a maniacal monkey in the dark.

A bigger surprise was that the room had only the faintest odor of unfamiliar chemicals. I would have expected the place to reek of burning sulfur or eye-watering ammonia. The lack of odors indicted a level of professionalism seldom found in academia.

It gave me high hopes for the fellow in the lab coat who was hunched over a laptop in the middle of the room.

My escort announced my arrival. “Quint! A student wants to meet you.”

He waved without turning around. “Later. I’m busy. I got a paper to review.”

“We don’t care. This is your office hours, and a student has come to see you.”

The man turned around and peered at me over his glasses. “Really? You’re a student in Bio 402?”

I waved. “In the flesh. I want to talk to you about epigenetics and hormones.” I didn’t. Well, not the epigenetics part but the hormones interested me. The truth was I wanted to talk about getting married, but I couldn’t spring that on him right away. We had to get to know each other first. I was socially clueless, but even I could figure out that much.  First things, first, as they say. And epigenetics was the necessary first step in courtship with this man. We were going to have to talk biology in the abstract before we got down to exploring our personal biology in the flesh. If we ever got that far. The pace of our courtship would be up to this guy because, when the circumstances are favorable, I’m always ready to skip the niceties and get to the down and dirty. And more often that I should admit, I get down and dirty even if the circumstances are wrong.

Looking at him now, I estimated the odds of him getting a blowjob before day’s end to be about fifty-fifty. And if all went his way, he could be happily buggering me as well.

There’s a reason why I’m known campus-wide for being a quick, easy lay. I’d worked hard to be exactly that.

My escort’s job was done. “I’ll leave you alone, now.” When she left, the door behind her clicked shut.

The TA gestured to a stool near where he was sitting. “Have a seat and tell me what’s on your mind.”

I sat. Sex was on my mind, but that wasn’t the place to start. “I’m fascinated by the role of hormones in genetic transcription. Dr. Henley said that a gene can consist of more than one sequence of DNA located at different places on the chromosome. If say, it’s two sequences, hormones can determine if only the first half is transcribed, only the second half, or both halves. If it’s both halves, I was wondering if they are always transcribed in the same order or if sometimes the second half is transcribed first. That would mean a single gene could produce four different proteins.”

That was enough to set him off. The simple answer was yes, but there were complexities. There are always complexities. I kept asking him more questions—highly intelligent and insightful questions, in my opinion—to keep him engaged. And it worked. An hour passed in an eye blink. This young man was as obsessed with epigenetic processes as any man could be.
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