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Run, Little Fox, Run
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I wasn’t quite sure what he meant, and I wasn’t sure that I even wanted to know. My mind was still reeling from what had just happened, and my cheeks still wore the sting of his hands. I looked up at him then, trying to get the words forming in my head to come out of my mouth. He kissed my forehead and nuzzled me into his chest, stroking my hair lightly. It was meant to bring comfort, but I still felt ready to run. I didn’t feel safe with him anymore, not after that.

“I promise you, Little Fox, you’re still safe with me,” he said, his voice a hushed whisper in my ear. I don’t know how this man knew my thoughts, but I didn’t care anymore. The attraction I felt to him was just a fading memory now. I sniffled and then pushed away from him, determined to put some space between us. He let me go, didn’t protest, and didn’t say another word. I walked into the bathroom to splash my face with cold water. When I met my reflection in the mirror, I was shocked by the lack of evidence on my cheeks. It looked like I might have been wearing a light blush, but nothing more. I couldn’t understand it, because it had felt like his hands had embedded themselves into my face permanently. I dried off and went to the bedroom. I got dressed quickly, and then returned to the living room. He was on the couch now, holding his head in his hands. Probably wanting me to feel bad for him. Fuck that, I couldn’t and didn’t. Once again, I had made the mistake of following my curiosity, and it had cost me my optimistic spirit. My weekend wouldn’t be a respite anymore, and I needed to find something else to distract myself. Without a word, I pushed the elevator call button and when it arrived, I left the penthouse.

I stopped in the lobby, which had since been transformed into the Kinktown Festival information and vendor area. There were the various placards, and also a brochure stand with cards that included the night’s events. I took one and skimmed the lineup.

WELCOME TO KINKTOWN!

We are so happy to have you here!

Please remember that this weekend

will be full of SAFE, SANE, AND

CONSENSUAL fun!

If you have ANY problems, find and report

to a Dungeon Monitor. They are here for

YOUR SAFETY!

Here is a list of SATURDAY’S scheduled activities:

9:00 PM – 10:00 PM

Main Floor Lobby – Information and Vendor Center

Main Floor Conference Room – BDSM Beginner’s Workshop, Day 2

Main Floor Dining Room – Munch with Friends

Rooms G2-G10 – Fetish Rooms

First Floor Reception – Meet and Greet with Demonstrators

Rooms 101-109 – Private Play (see DM for registration – first come, first served)

Basement – Coming at 10:00 PM!

*Don’t forget to leave your inhibitions at the door!*

10:00 PM - ??

First Floor Dining Area – ‘Wet’ Bar and Bubble Party

Basement – The Dungeon: The Path to Your Pleasure

Come join our Very Special Guest Host, MAVERICK!

So, he’d be busy tonight, good. I’d have to wait all day, but I was full of energy and could keep myself busy for that long. I made my way to Katrina’s room. I needed to talk to her. I knocked lightly, but there was no answer. I returned to the lobby and found a map of this new town I was in. I browsed the highlighted areas and shop listings, making mental notes of places I wanted to check out. Shit. I had to return to the penthouse to get my keys.

When the elevator doors opened, the room was empty. I entered cautiously, waiting to be attacked again for walking out. Nothing. I made my way through the suite to the bedroom, and there was no sign of him. I heaved a sigh of relief. This is going to be easier than I thought. I quickly threw all of my things into my bags and grabbed them all. I went to the living room and collected my keys then headed back down to the lobby. I met a different clerk this time, and she seemed friendly.

“There’s been a mistake with my room assignment. I was put into Penthouse One instead of the regular room that I paid for. Can you help me with that?”

She looked at me like I had two heads, but while smiling uncomfortably. She started typing frantically on her keyboard.

“I see. I apologize for the mix-up, and don’t get me wrong, I appreciate your honesty, but why do you want switched? The Willowmere will absorb the cost difference due to it being our mistake. You can keep the suite until Monday.”

“I appreciate that, I really do, but I’d rather have a regular room. It seems I was double-booked in the suite with someone else, and we don’t know each other. It’s a rather uncomfortable situation.”

“Oh, my! I do very much apologize for the inconvenience!”, she said, typing even more fervently now, “Let me see what I can do for you!”

After several seconds of her typing and taking more information from me, I was finally placed in Room 316. There weren’t many available options since a lot of people had transferred from the Stratton. I took my key card, thanked her, and went to get settled in. The room was still nicer than any I’d been in, barring the Penthouse, of course, and I was quite pleased. The bed was a queen, and there was a small kitchenette. The bathroom held a standard shower, and it would suffice. Who needed all the bells and whistles that the Penthouse boasted? Not me, that’s for sure. I sorted and unpacked my things that had been haphazardly thrown into my bags and checked my watch. 10:15AM.

‘Only twelve hours to go, this should be fun,’ I thought sarcastically. I decided I would go explore the town for as long as possible to avoid running into him. I grabbed my keys and headed down to the parking lot. I avoided any possible conflict and got in my car. I scanned the map once more to see where the first stop was. I punched the address into my GPS and was pleasantly surprised that it was only a ten-minute drive. I put the windows down and the music up, then headed to my first stop. When I arrived, I found a place to park and headed for the door. The sign read simply, “The Boot-ique”, and was advertised as ‘a place for all of your sensual clothing needs’. This ‘boutique’ was arranged beautifully, with all sorts of leather and lace. Scantily-clad mannequins were arranged in various sexy positions in the large front windows. The lighting inside wasn’t too harsh, but not so low that you felt like you were in a dungeon, either.

The Dungeon, the path to your pleasure...What the fuck? Stop it. He’s an abusive asshole.

I forced the intrusive thought from my head and started looking at all of the gorgeously crafted attire. I fell in love with a leather corset trimmed in lace and satin. It was a deep blue color, with the lace inlaid with a rose pattern. I checked the tag. “Lovingly hand-crafted by Jewel. Visit my online shop!” I’d have to remember to check that out later. I grabbed the corset and made my way through the store. There were walls studded with various masks and accessories, which I didn’t pay much mind to. I came to the main section, which boasted all sorts of boots. Hence the name. I wasn’t aware that boots came in so many different forms and materials. My eyes landed on a pair of thigh-high suede stockings. They had 3-inch heels and were close enough to the blue of the corset to add to my purchases. I walked around some more, weaving in and out of the countless aisles and peeking into the display cases. There were more masks, some tools, and some ball gags. One case housed collars, and I scoffed.

‘I’d never degrade myself enough to put one of those things around my neck.’

I was glad that no one could hear my thoughts, because while I played it cool, I was extremely judgmental when it came to certain things. I couldn’t understand those women who allowed a man to take complete and total control of them. I would never even consider it, as men to me were just a side note, an afterthought, simply there for my amusement and entertainment. I mean, more often than not, my curiosity got the best of me, but I always came out mostly unscathed and more aware of yet another toxic trait that seemed ingrained in their nature. I touched my cheek, remembering this morning. Curiosity had definitely gotten the better of that cat, and now I was going to be much more discerning in my choice of playmates. All of a sudden, a scene flashed through my head like a movie.

“Stand still, Little Fox, I want to see. Fuck, you’re so gorgeous. Come here and let me please you.”

I walked over to where he was sitting on the couch, my heels clicking on the marble floor. I stood over him, looking down into those eyes, wearing a sly grin and desire in my own.

“I want to taste you, feel your juices running down my throat. Please, Little Fox, give me what I need.”

I slid my panties off and let them fall to the floor. I put one heeled foot on the table and pulled his head into me. His tongue quickly found my clit, which was pulsating in response. He traced circles of ecstasy around that little button, filling my body with a tingling sensation from head to toe. I gripped his hair and moaned, deep and low. He inserted two fingers and worked them slowly against my G-spot, then began sucking on my clit. The waves of pleasure intensified, and I could feel my climax becoming almost uncontrollable.  My legs were trembling with desire now, and I was afraid I’d lose my balance. His strong, masculine hand grabbed my ass and pulled me even closer to his eager mouth. I was writhing with pleasure now, and producing loud, guttural sounds from the back of my throat.

“I’m going to cum,” I gasped breathlessly, “Don’t stop!”

He thrusted his fingers harder and sucked more fervently, until my juices exploded out onto his chin and down his open, willing throat. He lapped up what he could, not wanting to miss a drop. I stood there, brimming with post-orgasmic bliss, while he finished his clean up.

“Fuck, Little Fox. You taste amazing. Sit down on me, I want to be inside you.”

I obliged, lowering myself down onto his throbbing cock. I slowly inched my way down, being sure he could feel every ripple of my walls. He growled, making me drip again. When I had reached the base, I began moving up and down rhythmically, to the sound of his increasing gasps and ‘fuck’. He gripped my ass again, thrusting into me harder and deeper. I could feel his fingertips digging in, and it made me want to keep going this way forever. His cock felt so damned good, and it filled me fully. As the sounds we both made married into a cacophony of primal and guttural sounds, I felt him getting close. I bit down on his neck, pulling his head back with a handful of hair. We both climaxed together, him filling me up with his hot cum and me gushing mine all over his thighs.
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