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The Game is the story of Ellie’s bid to change from sexy, biddable housewife to sexy dominant goddess.
Ellie and Jake are a happily married couple who play a bedroom game. Having lost the last Game Ellie must start the new one where she left off – bound and gagged on the bed. As she figures out how to tie herself up before Jake’s return from work, Ellie remembers the last Game and has ideas for the new one. Jake is immensely strong and loving and has seemingly endless sexual stamina so the chances of Ellie truly gaining control look slim. Although she has won the Game on occasions, she suspects he lets her win just so he can overwhelm her in the next. She has to find a way to break this pattern.
But does she succeed?
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Successful artist Natalie Crane is midway through a summer exhibition with friend and agent Anton when Will Falcon strolls tantalisingly into her life. After a messy divorce, a relationship is not Natalie’s priority. Anton takes an immediate dislike to the shaven-headed composer, but Natalie is captivated. He is everything she is not: free, impulsive and seemingly with no thought for the future. He introduces her to Dorset’s beautiful coves and stunning countryside and their time together is magical.
Things get complicated when her most famous painting, a nude self-portrait, is stolen and there are no signs of a break-in. When it’s time for her return to London, Will doesn’t turn up to say goodbye, and she cannot trace him. Anton tells her to forget him, but she cannot. Then she discovers the stakes are much higher than they first appeared.
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Jill and Cole are competing for the title of Best Chef. The spicy, sizzling and heated televised contest fuels a lust in Jill she’d rather keep buried. She can’t be staring at the man’s muscles ... he’s her competition! During a quick cooking throwdown things start to simmer and it becomes harder and harder for Jill to ignore that she’s smitten in the kitchen. Cole’s suggestive glances and sly smiles aren’t helping her any. When fate puts her in his shower and then his chivalrous nature puts her in his borrowed clothes, there’s no way to deny the natural heat between them.
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The Game
by Jeff Cott









Part One
Chapter One


ELLIE WAS FIRST HOME from work. Jake wouldn’t be in until late so she had the early evening roughly planned, shower, snack, a movie she’d saved. It was Monday. Jake had been in sexual overdrive all weekend so she had no expectations. When he got home, a glass of wine together perhaps and then drift off into Tuesday.


But in the lounge, the picture on the wall told her immediately that the evening was going to take an entirely different course. Jake had changed their wedding photo to one of just him.


This was the signal for the start of the Game.


He smiled at her from the photo, wet blond hair curled by the ocean, the ocean itself roaring behind him and the smile on his face a subtle blend of triumph and achievement.


She sat on the edge of the sofa. It had begun. A sticky note on the TV said, Home at eight. She had a couple of hours. There were few rules. Whoever controlled the Game got to choose when to call Game Over. The next Game they’d agreed would always begin where the last one had ended.


Ellie’s heart was pounding. She’d ended up bound and gagged on the bed.


She had been yearning for the picture to change ever since – not that there was anything wrong with “wedding photo” Jake but the salt of the man who could tame the ocean was a missing guest and though she loved both the man she’d married and the man who dominated her – she also wanted to dominate him. But she had to win the Game first.


Ellie went to the bedroom. On the bed, the same black bra and pants she’d “worn” at the end of the last Game, a pair of handcuffs, the scarf he’d gagged her with, a blindfold and a snake’s nest of luggage straps and old ties. He must have set all this up after she left for work.


It dawned that she not only had to tie herself up before he got home she had to work out how to do it.


His timing irritated her. This was Monday and there would be only limited time to play. It was work for them both tomorrow.


She gathered her thoughts. Declining was an option simply by changing the photo back. This would be accepted without discussion but it would still remain his turn to swap it and call the next Game some other time. She dismissed the idea.


Toast and orange juice would do for a meal. A bath would be better than a shower giving time to relax and remember exactly how she’d been tied at the end.


In the bath she encouraged flashbacks from the previous Game.


All the sex over the weekend had been because he wanted her to start sexually exhausted, a condition seemingly unknown to him. She rarely got a glimpse of his penis unless it was erect. If he thought she was sexually exhausted he’d got it wrong. This time, if she could get the upper hand, he’d discover what the word sated meant.


Relaxed, ready and naked, confronted by the array on the bed, she quickly went to work. It all had to be done in the right order so that she could finally handcuff her hands behind her.









Chapter Two


THAT PARTICULAR FRIDAY JAKE had got home to find the wedding picture had changed to the one of her in the “bedroom bikini”. A pair of handcuffs dangled from the corner of the photo frame.


Ellie was standing behind him when he saw the photo. She’d undone her bath robe pushing it either side of her breasts. He turned, saw her and was probably about to sweep her up and carry her upstairs but she yelled, ‘Strip right there. NOW.’


The looks on his face passed like clouds in the sky. Jake stripped proudly. His erection could not be more complete.


Against her better judgement they kissed. The confidence of his lips and the encircling power of his arms alone would have been enough but awareness of his erection broke her resistance. Ellie felt herself subsiding like sand in the tide and she’d hoped not to be “Ellie” in this Game.


Jake’s passionate kiss guided her until she felt the wall against her back and then the bikini pants being caressed to one side. His knee suggested her legs should part and then he was inside her all at once. The enormity of his strength still shocked even after five years of marriage, a strength scarcely imagined when seeing him working in the garden or on the car but now overwhelming and enveloping her.


The silken welcome between her legs made everything easy for him as the Game slid out of her control. He caught hold of her wrists, stretched her arms above her head with an implacable, Jake grip and now released her legs allowing them to come together. Involuntarily she gripped his erection even as the sudden weakness in her legs took her deeper onto it. His straddling thighs held her legs tight together. It felt as if she was dangling by his grip, impaled on his cock, utterly helpless, engulfed. Her slightest movement against him blushed pleasure, releasing random goose-bumps.


Jake’s lips brought the next tide, crushing her mouth at first with sheer victorious brutality but then came the yearned-for beauty of his tenderness, whispering kiss-talk between them, echoing the lovely, almost unmoving presence of his cock inside her.


The goose-bumps reached her brain and the resulting shudder made her wriggle weakly against him. The forlorn hope that he might come with her was her last thought before ecstasy as she left on the champagne tide without him. She’d lost initiative in the Game but the climax fizzed fast-slow, slow fast tingle-tangling all through her mind.


Jake let go of her wrists. Her arms flopped to her sides and now, only now did his lips move inappropriately to her nipples, long since free of the bikini top. In the sparkling aftermath, even the slightest touch would’ve been exquisitely painful but his lusty kiss was torture. She sagged groaning hoping for a cuddle but he merely guided her safely to the floor.


She sat on the floor looking up at his erection, confirmation that her Game plans were in tatters. In fantasy, she’d wanted to tease him, tie him to the bed, see how many times she could make him come, find out how hard she could smack his arse and how many times before he begged her to stop. But most of all she wanted to tame that prick of his, know it, control it, use it and exhaust it.


‘You have half an hour,’ Jake said looking down at her, ‘and then I’ll see you in the bedroom.’


Ellie wondered if this was Jake talking to her or his prick. She watched as he walked off to the kitchen so wanting to smack that perfect arse but actually so weakened she wondered if she could stand.


She pulled the bikini top back over her breasts, the tenderness of her nipples sparked a yearning for bed and a cuddle to celebrate the after-burn inside her and to welcome him back but instead she arranged the wet bikini bottom to cover her.


He came back, still naked, still erect and handed a glass of chilled white wine down to her.


She took it.


‘When you go to the bedroom,’ he said quietly, ‘put on the clothes you find there and wait for me.’


Ellie nodded, and sipped on the chill of the wine.


This wasn’t “everyday Jake” so why did she have to be “everyday Ellie?” If these were his wildest dreams – how could she make them become hers?


She had no idea what awaited her in the bedroom and it thrilled her.


After the wine, and a shower she walked to the bedroom naked, her pulse thumping. Less than an hour ago she’d thought she would never climax again.


Her black bra and pants lay on the bed. An ounce of disappointment might just as well have been a tonne because these were her work clothes.


She saw herself naked in the mirror, her eyes doped with his love yet with just the smallest glint of anger.


‘Put them on, and shut up.’


Startled, Ellie saw him in the mirror as he walked to the bed, wearing tight sky-blue pants and a smile. He lay down, waiting for her “performance”.


Feeling awkward she dressed awkwardly.


‘No not like that, I want you just like you are when you get ready for work.’


Trying to relax, she thought – Monday. She thought – Grey. She thought – Work. Making her breasts comfortable in the bra Ellie caught his adoring eyes. She slid her fingers around the waist of the pants and then down along the curve of the legs, made a tiny wriggle to make sure they settled right against her and caught his eye in the mirror again and confirmed that these were incredibly powerful erotic moments for him.


There was a rasp to his voice when he said, ‘You’re going to be tied up. I’m going to make you so helpless all you can do is concentrate on pleasure.’


His lovely smile alone held her captive. She’d never been tied up before but to be completely at the mercy of Jake’s pleasure rippled through her and burned her cheeks.


He pulled her arms behind firmly and with purpose. The click of the handcuffs was definite. The unexpected jerk of a strap pulling her elbows together made her gasp in outrage. ‘Hey!’


‘If you don’t shut your mouth I can shut it for you.’ But he loosened the strap slightly.


In the outrage of the moment she couldn’t understand why the handcuffs were not enough but even as she got her breath back and her thoughts back she knew as her nipples were now pressing hard against the suddenly very tight “everyday” bra.


Ellie thought – just stop right here, bend me over, fuck me but please touch my breasts with your softest hands while you do me from behind and we will sail on the same tide ...


He didn’t. She watched desperately in the mirror as he girdled her waist with one of the luggage straps threading one end through the one way clasp. ‘Breathe in,’ he said and when she did he cinched the strap tight.









Chapter Three


BUT NOW, TONIGHT, IT was different.


Now the prospect of tying herself up felt weird. Why couldn’t she just arrange herself on the bed dressed in gorgeous lingerie with hands clad in fluffy handcuffs tastefully arranged above her head?


She knew why. Because that wasn’t being tied up.


If only she’d kept her mouth shut during the last Game she wouldn’t be trying to gag herself now. ‘You could just bend me over and fuck me now if you want,’ she’d said and the gag had been the penalty.


Her first attempt at the gag had been too easy – she’d merely found the middle of the scarf bitten on it and tied it behind. But it didn’t feel right. He must have knotted it first, so she tied a knot in the middle and tried it ... another knot was needed before it felt “right”. She remembered biting hard once he’d finally got her tied up and started to pleasure her all over again. This memory took the weird feeling away and turned her on again.


The next strap had to go between her legs ensuring that it pressed against her clitoris. He called it her “clit” but she thought of it as her tsb, touch sensitive button. The first time she’d seen a computer touch sensitive screen work – her clit had responded. One finger tip touch and the screen of your universe changes, all the colours, all the choices ...


Jake could play her like an instrument just with his love finger, making her thoughts dance lead role in a cosmic light show.


Ellie anchored the strap to the one round her waist pulled it between her legs then fastened it at the front, the gentle but firm pressure against her arousal was pleasing. The fact that it also pulled her pants into her would please Jake.


He’d bound her legs with three straps, ankles, knees and thighs. It had all seemed a little excessive, how much more helpless could she be, she’d thought at the time? But now she followed everything to the letter, to the experience, wanting it to be exactly the same.


But his firm, rough completely un-Jake-like handling of her had been so arousing, even when he’d gagged her she felt safe. This loss of control was instantly frightening but gradually satisfying. She was his, utterly. She trusted him with her body and the unguarded lust in his eyes was raw and male but Jake.


She felt her wrists and ankles being drawn together. Her muffled protest from under the gag seemed to amuse him.


Ellie had forgotten that last strap. How on earth was she going to do that on her own? She couldn’t think of a way and anyway there wasn’t enough time, a glance at the clock told her it was time for the handcuffs. She put one bracelet on then lying on her side on the bed put her hands behind and then fumbled for the other. It took a little patience but then when the click came she relaxed. Relaxed or not, her heart was racing. She pretended he was tying her wrists to ankles again and waited.


When he had sat on the edge of the bed and began to stroke her nipples through the taut thin cotton a huge expectant moan escaped her gag, closing her eyes, riding the roller waves of pleasure he was inducing. Each wriggling response interacted with the bonds and added to the upward spiral.


So when he unexpectedly released the strap between her legs she almost felt disappointed but then the rush of feelings in the absence of the strap charged through her from pussy to tsb which now ached for him to touch it almost independently of her brain.


But instead he yanked the bra up off her breasts. His roughness inspired a pepper of fear. She knew Jake adored her breasts but he’d never had them helpless at his mercy before.


But he had behaved like a gentleman, sometimes a bit rough, sometimes unbelievably erotic.


She remembered him taking one of her nipples prisoner holding it with his teeth at the base whilst his tongue explored. She’d become gradually aware that he was sucking her, a little harder, a little harder. When he let go her nipple was throbbing delightfully. She realised she was drooling in the gag but didn’t care. He did the other one exactly the same but this was even better because the expectation was incredible and because he had taken so much longer over it.


When done Jake had pulled the bra back down roughly yet making her comfortable and playing again briefly with her now arrogantly protruding nipples under the cotton.


She’d thought at the time, if I hadn’t been tied up I could never have got to that place.


Just as he’d taken her nipples prisoner and let them go – he let her go, in two different ways.


First he slid his hand down her knickers, found her tsb and almost instantly she was shivering, writhing against her bonds. ‘Game Over,’ he’d said.


Second, he untied her, leaving the gag until last but then with her mouth untied, raw and wet he kissed her so tenderly whilst fucking her hard and quick.


Jake went off to the bathroom and she lay still, everything inside her sparkling colour.









Chapter Four


THE SOUND OF THE front door opening and closing tensed her. She tracked his movements to the kitchen, heard the fridge door open and close. The clink of glasses. A frozen, straining pause. She realised she was biting on the gag, tried to relax but couldn’t as his footsteps approached.


Jake stood in the doorway a glass in each hand. The touch of his eyes on her nipples made them even prouder. He’d been at work all day but still looked devastating, dark suit, tie loosened, that smile and she so wanted those hands to take away the gag and those lips to kiss a ‘hello I’m home ...’


But he said, ‘Looks like there’s a bit of work to do here.’ He put the glasses on the bedside table and started tightening the straps on her legs. ‘This is your best effort, is it?’ There was anger in his voice as he pulled on her bonds.


The crotch strap was dismissed with derision, ‘call this tight?’ He was pulling it against her but then without warning released it, pulling it from between her legs.


‘OK, here’s what going to happen.’ He forced her to lie face down. ‘I’m gonna smack your arse.’ He slid the handcuffs off her wrists and for a surreal moment she thought he was going to release her, despite what he was saying. He cinched the strap around her wrists and she realised she was about to be spanked.


The quick release, safe, handcuffs had been taken away. Now she had no choice.


Jake was the first person ever to tie her up but he could never be the first person ever to spank her. The Game was forcing her into waters deeper and darker than she felt confident in.


The tightening of her bonds had made her realise the difference between him tying her up and tying herself up.


‘OK.’ Jake’s Game voice boomed down into Ellie’s thoughts. ‘I’ve got the call in this Game, yes?’


She nodded. Ellie didn’t want to be spanked yet if she refused his call she’d lose the chance to win it back and she wanted more than anything to find out how he liked to be tied up.


He rolled her over on to her back, she saw he had a scarf in his hands. He was going to blindfold her. ‘Lift up,’ he said and she lifted her head so he could knot the scarf behind.


His hand slid into her pants his finger gliding into her momentarily and then withdrew seeking and finding her tsb which, to her, felt the size of a grape. Jake started rubbing, gently at first and then firmer, slowly at first and then faster until all control was stripped from her. She was inundated, gasping, protesting and straining against every strap until suddenly she was flying through a dark sky spangled with stars and each constellation a peppery sensation between her legs. She came without warning and he stopped instantly and even the gag could not stop the groan which escaped her.


She sagged breathless on the bed, panting and aware that her breasts were jiggling up and down with every breath and guessed he was probably watching them with that half smile of his. Her entire body felt like a livid red, unset jelly. His hands were pulling at the bra cups arranging them so that she was half in and half out, pushing her breasts up higher.


She expected his fingers or lips on her nipples but nothing came. He must be just sitting there on the edge of the bed looking at her.


‘One of these days,’ he said quietly ‘I’m gonna tie up your tits so your nipples stick out even more than now and I’m gonna work on them until you beg me to stop. But that’s what happens to good girls. Naughty girls have to be spanked. So just lie there and think about what’s going to happen to you and I’ll go and get everything ready.’


He kissed each nipple with such unexpected tenderness that she wanted to cry. And then he was gone.


She heard him go downstairs. What did he mean, “go and get everything ready”? Thoughts were swept away in a deluge of feelings. Ellie wanted to be spanked, she decided. In fact, she’d wanted this for years it seemed – but the thought of Jake doing it had never crossed her mind.


She bit on the gag in frustration. There was no way she could wriggle free of the strap on her wrists. She heard him downstairs in the kitchen and realised he was preparing a snack. Probably after that he’d take a shower and change. This must be part of her “punishment” for failing to tie herself up properly. He’d brought wine for them both so he’d obviously planned to release her or at least take the gag away quite quickly.


What troubled Ellie was that none of this helped her to get the upper hand in the Game. But she would: she felt more determined than ever. He could spank her all he liked but she would find a way. Thoughts slowed and the devastating aftermath effects of his love-finger returned on a new softer tide, sleep drifting in with it.









Chapter Five


ELLIE WOKE TO THE sound of Jake entering the bedroom.


Blindfolded, she heard him set something down on the floor, then the opening of the wardrobe door. The flip of coat hangers as he went through her clothes. He selected something, whatever it was she heard it land on the bed. Next came the slide of a drawer – she bet it was either her knickers or her bras he had his hands in.


Suddenly he was untying her legs, then her hands. He took off the blindfold but the gag remained. She saw the kitchen stool and he noticed her looking and said, ‘Always knew that thing would come in useful one day.’


The last time she’d been spanked was over that stool, by a woman, her best friend but that was another story.


That stool had always travelled with her through life. It had never looked right in their kitchen, was a bit tatty now and way out of date – but she’d insisted it was a family heirloom and had to stay.


She rubbed her now-free wrists. He’d selected her tight jeans for her to wear for the spanking and there was a leather belt next to it. She wondered if she should stop this – they had a rule – if gagged, three short definite grunts would stop the Game. If not gagged the word BLUE – would stop it.


But that would mean she didn’t have a chance and if he overwhelmed her again she might as well not play the Game. He went to the wine bottle to refill his glass.


An idea occurred to her. Without permission she took the gag off and threw it on the bed. ‘I need the loo,’ she said pulling the bra cups back up onto her breasts with quiet defiance.


There was a glint of anger in his eyes but he had to let her go, as, unnoticed, she gathered up a few ties and straps from the bed and left for the bathroom.


Alone, she stripped, stood in front of the mirror trying to work out how best to tie up her breasts. He’d said he wanted to “tie up your tits so your nipples stick out even more than now.”


She experimented, aware that the clock was ticking. The captive “bra” she ended up with did nothing for her shape but thrust her willing nipples out at the world with an insolence which gave her the confidence to walk naked into the bedroom dressed in heels and bound breasts.


She stood hands on hips, met his eyes and said, ‘Spank me.’


His greedy eyes scanned her. He put down his glass in haste, got off the bed and moved towards her with an eagerness which told her she had wrested a moment of control. His hands and lips both seemed to want to touch her breasts at once but she took a half step back. He stumbled and from a kneeling position was about to get up when she said, ‘Oh no. You can spank me but you can’t touch my breasts – or instead – you can do what you like with them until you come ...’


And they both knew the Game was passing to her. A look of resignation lasted no more than a moment as his eyes took in the criss-cross straps crushing her breasts, the rude arrogance of her nipples. He knelt before her. Instinctively, she bent forwards so her nipples hung just above his lips then withdrew them just a little out of reach. His gorgeously tough, all conquering, ravaging masculine lips pouted momentary disappointment.


‘I think,’ she said thrilled by the husk in her own voice, ‘you ought to tie me up pretty quick and do just what you want because if you don’t, I’m going to dominate the hell out of you, right here, right now.’


His agreeing nod was as close to obedience as Jake was ever going to get. Then in a flurry of force which made her gasp he had her hands and arms bound behind causing her own breast bondage to tighten in response. He stuffed the gag in her mouth spun her round, knotted the scarf behind and then scooped her up and chucked her on the bed. He thrust her on to her back but she loved the adoring look in his eyes as he ogled her nipples.


The moment invigorated and frightened her. Breathless, she was aware that each gasping breath fed the hardness of her nipples. Independently of her, they were screaming for a touch, a breath, a fantasy kiss from his lips, even a play bite.


But he left. She tracked him downstairs, heard the fridge door and the chuckle of ice cubes.


The OMG! of the thought of what he was going to do to her flexed her arms against the bonds. Anticipation consumed her. She loathed, she loved what was about to happen. Ecstasy was just one short step away. If he did this right ... If he didn’t it would mean pain and disappointment but if he just did this right ...


Returning, Jake blindfolded her knotting the scarf over her eyes with a casual masculine strength which made her groan. But then she sagged into the darkness aware vaguely that he was putting something in her ears and it became music, her music, their music. There was nothing else in the entire world except the quiet relentless throbbing of her nipples, the wet expectancy of her pussy. There were vague dreams in some other world where Jake’s dick thrust its way home. It didn’t fuck her but stayed home deep inside while she, a bird with brilliant feathers, flew higher and higher. The higher she flew the icier it got until there was nothing, nothing, nothing until, the art of flying deserted her.


Plummeting home, she felt his thighs gripping her onto his dick. The tender thaw of her nipples began with the slow glide back to earth. The explosion of colour, searing, vivid and so violently quick. The colours were brilliantly painful and yet laced with pleasure. Slow down she wanted to say even while wanting to rush on, wanting his lips to find and warm her.


He was releasing the straps. The gag was torn away and his lips were smooching all over her now extravagantly sensual lips but then, at last, his lips left her gasping wet mouth and found her half frozen nipples engorging them with passion and gentleness in turn. And his dick started fucking her oh so slowly to the bass line of the music.


They flew off together. They arrived together.


Ellie was the first to wake. Last night scanned back through her. Dreams flaked away to reveal the reality of last night. There was still an hour to go before the alarm went off. She lay on her back. Jake was lying on his front. An idea came to her. If she did this right ...


Easing out of bed she found what she wanted in the gloom; the handcuffs to secure his wrists behind and her own sodden gag from the night before. His wrists were captured before he knew it, only the final click of the cuffs alerting him to captivity. And his gasp of outrage was enough to accommodate the waiting gag.


She knotted it behind with Tuesday morning aggression. And then, with Jake now on his back, she waited at the bottom of the bed, clear of his thrashing legs and gag noises holding a tie, waiting patiently for his ankles to stop, for him to submit. And when they calmed she bound this ankles together without mercy.


‘Game over,’ she said, ignoring his eyes, speaking only to his magnificently erect dick. Her lips closed softly over its tip and spoke. It wasn’t a long conversation. ‘We will speak some other time,’ she said, leaving Jake tied up.


She would release him in time for work. Breakfast was the first priority. And she had all the rest of the week to ponder on when to change the picture.









Part Two
Chapter One


THINKING ABOUT THE NEXT Game, Ellie realised the bedroom bikini wasn’t going to be enough. She needed something which would not only make Jake take a deep breath but also make her feel ... well, not like Ellie. Being Ellie the sexy, biddable wife wasn’t going to work.


Jake knew he’d be starting the next Game tied up on the bed and, captive or not, he’d have a plan for sure. She had to be ready.


The image of him bound naked on the bed, gagged, helpless, vulnerable had lived with her in flashback porn throughout the ultra normal work days, the work-tired evenings and the Game-less pleasure of their ordinary sex.


The words Shar’s Bizarre Bra Bar on a poorly printed flier taped to a traffic light caught her eye. Those four words kick-started a whole canopy of thoughts. On green she gunned the car off down the road working out a route to this place.


It couldn’t be the Shar she had once known.


Bizarre might be what she was looking for in an outfit. The idea of a bra bar made her smile, and it would’ve made her Shar smile too. The ache in her heart was like a stitch. What if it was her? The thought melted away all the ice that had been guarding precious memories for all these years with searing ease. They were childhood friends – that was all. They played games – that was all.


The shop was at the back end of town. Disappointingly, it seemed just like any other fancy-dress shop in any other seedy part of town. In one window there were the usual tired costumes of cowboys and Cleopatras but in the other there were pictures of bras – of every variety – just bras and the enticing caption said, but if you want to see the bizarre ...


Ellie wasn’t shopping for a bra – she knew exactly what to do with her breasts thanks to Jake. But ...


The shop door closed behind her. The woman at the counter looked up. It was Shar. And the look on the woman’s face told her she was thinking, “It’s Ellie.”


Shar had become a woman. The same high cheek bones and beautiful dark eyes, of course, but a certain maturity that had nothing to do with age. She wore jeans and a black T-shirt. They did not wear her. Ellie envied her figure.


It was a freeze-frame moment. They both smiled and they both looked away and they both knew what they both knew. But they had chosen not to acknowledge that they knew each other, for a while at least. And it was just as if a Game had begun.


It had been 10 years since they last met. Jake might have thought he was the first person to spank her but Shar was the only person who could make that claim. As children they had always been friends and had played dressing up and role playing games. At 14 they got caught. Ellie had been naked except for her pants and Shar, dressed as a man, had been about to spank her.


The furore which followed had split the two families and kept Ellie and Shar apart even though they were next door neighbours. They had secretly agreed to meet when they were both 18.


Ellie browsed around the shop, aware that she was being watched.


The costumes on one side were glamorous but provided no inspiration at all. And on the other side the bras were everything you’d expect from glamorous to just plain rude but none were actually bizarre.


‘May I help you?’ Shar was at her side. The smile in Shar’s eyes kissed Ellie’s lips and heated her reply, ‘Yes, I think you might be able to. I’m looking for something a bit more ...’


‘Bizarre?’


They laughed.


‘Well, mademoiselle, I would need to know a little more of your requirements.’ And now they giggled as friends. ‘But,’ she continued half seriously, ‘you must tell me honestly because it is now I will be able to help you most. Will you tell me his name?’


‘Jake.’


‘And Jake is – what? Very, very bad or –?’


‘Very, very good,’ Ellie breathed, ‘especially when he’s ...’


‘… very, very bad.’ Shar’s smiling eyes melted uncertainty. ‘I am pleased to hear all the luck I wished you when we parted fell on fertile ground. And so where are you now in the very good, very bad cycle?’


‘We play a game, a bedroom game, and I need a special outfit ...’


Shar took a step away and appraised her from head to toe. The experience warmed Ellie.


‘You are now woman.’ Their little game collapsed and they both gave out a sound of joy as they hugged and then in each other’s arms Shar kissed her on the lips and Ellie relaxed into the moment without hesitation.


They broke apart, Ellie a little awkwardly but Shar confident as ever as she returned to her appraisal of Ellie’s body. ‘You have grown nicely. You were lovely when we were schoolgirls, beautiful when you were 18 and we met again that one time – and now – your Jake is a lucky man. However, I can help you with your dress sense – and your costume.’


Ellie laughed. ‘My dress sense? Go on tell me.’


‘You’re wearing a floral skirt yet you have a nice waist and a flat belly and you should be in jeans or a tight skirt. And your top is so tight it shows off only how bad your bra is. Take off your top at once please while I declare the shop closed.’


Shar went to the shop door and flipped the open sign to closed. The sound of the door locking was reassuring. The swish of blinds softened the light. Ellie peeled off her top. Shar returned, taking her hand and leading her to a mirror. She stood behind her.


‘You see how this thing cuts and squashes?’ Shar’s long fingers traced the tightness of the bra. Ellie goose-bumped with pleasure and it felt as if she was drinking, a swim of feelings. This couldn’t be happening. ‘May I take off your bra?’ But there was little or no chance to even nod because the bra was off her and her breasts were already bare in the mirror. Ellie tried to avoid looking at her own face because she knew she was on the verge of blushing but noticed instead the bright red marks left by the bra.


Then Shar’s cool fingers luxuriously and exquisitely massaging each irritating line let the blush go free and even without looking Ellie knew her face was scarlet not least because she wanted those fingers to forget the bra and remember her breasts.


‘Your bra size is all wrong. I need measurements.’


Disappointed and expecting a cold tape-measure Ellie relaxed as Shar’s hands found her breasts and “measured” her. It was as if the gentle tips of her fingers were laser measuring both her breasts simultaneously producing a mind map. The Shar lasers travelled around her, slid under her breasts and above them weighed them and took lingering readings from her nipples. Ellie, free falling, leaning back, caught sight of Shar’s closed, appreciative eyes before submitting into the velvet thrall of her own pleasure. It was short lived.


‘You can drop that skirt now.’


Ellie undid the fastening, coaxed the skirt over her hips without embarrassment and it fell. Naked now except for a thong yet she didn’t feel naked.


Shar’s fingers soothed the red marks around her waist and in defence Ellie said, ‘Jake likes me to wear tight clothes.’


‘Of course he does. Clothes are for his eyes, all clothes are for men’s eyes. They reveal, they suggest, or they hide things from them. He wants you to hide something he already knows and yet still wants to search for. Will you remove your thong or shall I?’


Ellie felt the string leave her and now she felt naked.


Through the mirror the inviting and sumptuous depths of Shar’s un-limiting eyes as her fingers traced the line left by the cord just below her belly and just above the raging unreasoning heat of her desire.


Shar’s finger tip slid between her legs from behind and found her, exactly. ‘I sense you need massage down here too but I refrain. I think Jake lives here and that is his work.


But now I have your measurements. You may get dressed now, Ellie. I will be back shortly. Then you must tell me about this Game of yours.’ She went through a door at the back of the shop.


Ellie watched her go. She didn’t want to get dressed. She wanted to stand there naked and for Shar to return and find her and for Shar to know what that meant. Her heart was thumping although when she looked in the mirror her chest seemed calm, perhaps her breathing a little excited but when she ventured to look in her own reflected eyes she saw what she felt – excitement sparkling for a long enough second for her to catch sight of it.
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