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  INTRODUCTION: SO MANY WAYS TO BE SUBMISSIVE


  When I approached the process of editing sixty-nine more BDSM erotica stories for The Big Book of Submission, Volume 2, a small part of me wondered: How many ways are there to be submissive?


  I knew from personal experience and reading and editing lots of kinky sex stories that there were numerous approaches to submission, but still, this question lingered in my mind: Could this volume hold up to the hotness of the first?


  Well, I’m here to tell you that I learned a lot about the thrill subs get from taking orders, absorbing pain, giving service, playing with power, getting spanked, being bound, and so much more by editing this book. These authors, who hail from around the world, have unlocked the beauty of submission in so many of its forms.


  With an anthology of very short fiction (each story that follows is 1,200 words or less), writers have to do many things at once: take us into the minds of the characters, give context for the BDSM relationship, and turn readers on.


  You should know before you start reading that this book puts a premium on variety—there’s not one type of Dominant or one type of submissive in these pages. There are men, women, and nonbinary characters. There are 24/7 lifestyle couples and newcomers to kink. There are those who get off on being stuffed with two cocks at once, those who enjoy being given orders—some easy, some close to impossible—and those who simply want a respite from decision making. Some live for bondage, for being bound and “helpless,” while others put a premium on the rush of pain delivered by the person they trust the most to deliver it.


  Others like to live on the edge of public humiliation, of being “found out,” such as the protagonist of “Grocery Run,” in which Rose P. Lethe writes, “Jess did hide her face this time, covering it with her free hand while humiliation and—god help her—the stirrings of arousal poured over her like hot wax. Squeezing her thighs was how she liked to come.”


  In a more private but no less delicious form of being humiliated, the narrator of “Way of Life,” by Selena Kitt, experiences a “surge of shame,” the kind that for some submissives provides the ultimate arousal. They may protest that they don’t want the shame, but deep inside they know they do, know it turns them on like nothing else. Kitt writes, “I didn’t stop sucking as he reached into his shirt pocket but I did cry out when he attached a clamp to my throbbing nipples, first one, then the other. They bit into my flesh, a sharp sting that built to a slow, steady burn. He watched me writhe on the machine.” It’s the physical acts, the body’s reactions to that throb and sting, expertly combined with the reason she’s submitting in the first place. In other words, the mental aspect of submission and all it symbolizes is just as meaningful to her as the “punishments” he provides.


  Other stories take ritual acts and turn them into sexual wonderlands. In “ Twelve,” R. A. Buckley takes the act of counting and turns it into one that’s undeniably erotic as the narrator recounts a hard spanking. “He makes my body sing and react in ways that I never thought would be possible. I’ve orgasmed from His bare-handed spankings many times in the past, and other ways as well. It’s part of our dynamic and why I love Him so.”


  While there are numerous committed kinky couples here, there are also strangers who meet and instantly connect, finding their counterpart who will say those words that are music to their ears, that put them into a mind-set that makes them want to obey (or deliberately disobey, brat style). I welcome readers who’ve known for a long time about their kinks, as well as those who, like some of these characters, are exploring them for the first time.


  From rope to role-playing, exhibitionism and multiple partners, sex toys and spankings, and so much more, these characters meet their naughtiest fantasies head on, with some help from the Dominants who give them a push (or in some cases, a not-so-gentle shove) in the right direction. They highlight the symbiotic relationship between top and bottom, where one needs to control and the other thrives on surrendering.
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  Jo Henny Wolf


  Words are enough to start a fire between her pelvic bones.


  She never dares to speak them out loud, but she thinks them over and over, and sometimes mouths them to herself. They lie on her tongue, soft as rosebuds, and fill her skull with their taste. Gerard has to know this. He smiles as if he does when he whispers into her ear before he leaves that morning.


  “I want you to write down exactly how you want me to fuck you tonight, darling.”


  For the rest of her day off, Audrey’s veins surge with heat. A constant flutter tugs at her loins. She presses her thighs together and rolls her hips when she sits down to write, after a morning spent doing chores while her thoughts circled around this task. It’s the most important one, the one she dreaded and thirsted for at the same time. Her writing slants more than usual on the page, the words an almost unintelligible scribble. She isn’t forbidden to touch herself, and she longs to take the edge off, longs to quell the dread and want. She doesn’t. Audrey tasks herself to stay chaste and let the words do their wicked magic inside her.


  Her palms are damp, and the page crumples with the humidity of her skin. Maybe it’s cringing from the crudeness of her words. Her fingertips prickle as she takes a wooden ruler to underline the title: How I want you to fuck me.


  Audrey slides her fingertips along the edge of the ruler, feeling the little incisions that mark the distance. Centimeters, millimeters. A throb between her legs answers her imagination as she thinks of the ruler in use against her skin.


  She cannot look at her words once she’s done writing. The thought of reading them to her husband has her short of breath.


  Gerard kisses her temple when she opens the door for him that night. A fleeting touch of his lips against her skin, hardly a touch at all, and yet it sows anticipation inside her. Will he ask her to undo his shoes for him? Audrey waits with bated breath and pounding heart, longing to sink to her knees to pull at the laces of his smooth Oxfords.


  “Want to help me with the shoes?”


  Audrey wishes he wouldn’t ask. She wishes he would order and demand. As she kneels, pink tints her cheeks and her heart swells. She longs for more. When she pulls at the bow that ties his Oxfords, she wishes he would order her to bend low and pull the laces open with her mouth. She wishes he would let her kiss the tip of his shoe. Her mouth floods with saliva and her tongue turns heavy. She doesn’t dare to voice this longing that dwells between her ribs and chokes her.


  “Hungry?” she asks. Gerard takes her hand and helps her to her feet again.


  “For you, yes. Did you do what I asked of you?”


  Her cheeks grow even warmer. “Yes,” she whispers. For a word so little, it feels big in her mouth, like a cotton ball that tickles her palate and slips fuzzy tendrils down her throat.


  “Then read it to me.”


  Audrey’s hands tremble and she chokes on her shyness. Gerard leans against his desk and watches her, his gaze hot and heavy on her, caressing her inside and out as she sits before him, her back straight and not touching her chair. She wets her lips. Clears her throat.


  “How I want you to fuck me.” Her voice breaks around the last two words. They roll around in her mouth like pebbles.


  “Go on,” Gerard rasps when the pause stretches on. His own voice is hoarse. Its promise ripples through her and pools between her hips.


  “I want you to ask a list of me. ‘Write down what you want to be for me; write what you want me to make of you.’ I besmirch the page for you with the filthiest words I know.” Audrey has to lick her lips again. They’re parched. And how short of breath she is!


  “More. Read on.” There’s urgency in his voice now. He waits for her words like a starved beast in a cage. Audrey longs to open the door and let it out to devour her.


  “You make me bend over the desk; you order me to spread my legs apart; you lift my skirt and bare my panties. And you make me read my list. You wait, your wooden ruler in your hand. For every word I say, you slap my…crotch.”


  He notices the pause. “Is that what you wrote there? Be honest.”


  Audrey lowers her head, cheeks aflame. Her scribbles could say crotch, with a mighty portion of goodwill. “Cunt,” she whispers.


  “Ah.” Gerard curls his hands around the edge of his desk for a moment. The wooden ruler lies close to his hand, and he picks it up, turning it between his fingers.


  “Go on.”


  “For every crude word I say, you give me another slap, until all I feel is my cunt. My panties are soaked through, and I keep reading until I can take no more. I want to be your…”


  Oh, it’s hard. Her voice cracks.


  “My what?” Gerard asks, and Audrey groans in shame.


  “Your bitch. Your pussy. Slut. Come slut.” Her heart beats like a drum.


  Gerard doesn’t laugh. His gaze turns heavy lidded, lewd in a way that makes it hard to look at yet at the same time breathtaking and exciting. Her skin tingles.


  “Read on.”


  “At last, when I can’t keep going, you stop, and you pull down my panties and make me step out of them. I’m still bent over the desk, now exposed to you, and you drag your fingers through my dripping cunt. Then you pull at my shirt and expose my tits. You squeeze them, and pinch my nipples, and when I squirm and moan, you stuff my panties into my mouth and gag me.”


  She has to close her eyes for a long moment when she imagines this. She presses her thighs together and swallows heavily. Gerard’s knuckles are white, so hard is his grip around the ruler, and his pants bulge at the front. Audrey forces herself to look away and read on.


  “You grab my hair and fuck me from behind, bent over your desk, hard and merciless, until we both scream. And after you’ve come, you take my panties out of my mouth, make me kneel, then make me clean you with my mouth.”


  Audrey lets the page sink down and forces herself to look up. Her blood sings with want. Gerard bites his lip, extends his hand for her to take. Audrey’s knees are weak as he pulls her to her feet.


  “Thank you, sweetheart,” he says, and his tone sends a shiver down her spine. “And now, bend over the desk.”


  With a needy groan swelling up in her throat, Audrey obeys.


  THE ASSISTANT


  Malin James


  You have ten minutes. Make me come.”


  Her tone is flat. Matter-of-fact. The man inclines his head.


  “Of course, Ms. Page. This way.”


  She sets the timer on her phone and puts it away as her assistant precedes her through the lobby. She is due to meet a client at the bistro next door, and it is, quite frankly, the last thing she wants to do. She is suffocating beneath good fortune and success, not that anyone can tell. Nor will she let it show. Only Sterling knows. Discreet, intelligent Sterling. She trusts Sterling to know.


  They move through the lobby to a set of adjacent halls. As they walk, he drops back to escort her. His deference is quiet but as real as the ground beneath her feet. She feels his hand at her back—close but not touching. Never touching. He never would. Not until she says.


  “Turn left here, Ms. Page.”


  Sterling rarely comes to the courts, but he moves them through the halls as if there’s a map in his head. She smiles, enjoying his competence. Competence is an intensely attractive trait.


  “Will this do, Ms. Page?”


  They’ve stopped at an alcove deep within the maze of halls. It’s quiet. Private. As private as one can expect.


  “Yes. This will do.”


  “May I, Ms. Page?”


  She nods, impassive.


  “Yes, Sterling. You may.”


  She turns and presses the tips of her fingers into the pale blue wall as he comes up behind her, shielding her from view. She checks her watch.


  “Now you have eight minutes.”


  He nods, but does not rush as he draws her skirt up over her hips with his lovely, long-fingered hands. She loves his hands, loves the way they look when he grasps his cock and when he makes her tea. They’re the distillation of him—sensitive, competent, and intensely discreet. She knows his hands will do precisely what she needs.


  He rests one on the swell of her hip as she leans back, pressing the length of her spine into the wall of his chest. His other hand reaches into the hollow of her thighs. Then he allows the fabric to drape back down over his wrist. She sighs, soothed by the hard-on pressed against her ass, while he strokes her through the panties she knew she shouldn’t have worn.


  “More.”


  He knows his role. He knows it well enough to know that this moment isn’t precious. She doesn’t want emotion and she doesn’t need romance. Those are for other times. Right now, his function is to make her come.


  He nods and pushes the lace aside.


  Her hips rise to meet his fingers as they slip past the damp fabric and into the folds of her cunt. She’s plump and ready. Not in the mood for games.


  “Sterling, there’s no time.”


  “Yes, Ms. Page.”


  His hand withdraws but she doesn’t notice. She hears his belt and a zipper and then his cock is in her hard. Sterling is often hard. He knows she wants him that way.


  She moans, low and soft, as her body opens up, coating his cock with a well of arousal. His breathing hitches but he fills her. He hasn’t come in over a week. He struggles but he does it. He sinks himself into her, slow and deep, so she can feel every inch.


  “Don’t fucking come.”


  She knows she doesn’t have to say it. She knows what he’ll say.


  Of course, Ms. Page.


  “Of course, Ms. Page.”


  He reaches around again and touches her clit as she pushes back. Then he holds himself still so she can fuck herself on him.


  His touch is light. Just enough. He moves with her, as she rolls her hips. The orgasm swallows her, hard and gritty, as his knuckles turn white against the wall.


  “Feel better, Ms. Page?”


  His voice is husky in her ear. Her entire body feels clean as she slowly opens her eyes.


  “Yes. Much better, thanks.”


  Mindful of the time, he withdraws though she knows how hard it is for him. Then he gently replaces her panties and straightens out her skirt. After a moment’s hesitation, he presses his cheek to hers.


  Mallory knows that he wants to kiss her. The hard-on that he sports says he wants much, much more. But she knows he won’t ask. He would never ask. He is a very disciplined man. She strokes his cheek. An acknowledgment. Then she straightens and turns around.


  “Go home and wait for me, Sterling. I’m going to make this meeting short,” she says, allowing her lips to drift past his mouth, just a whisper from his skin. “And Sterling. I’m going to want your cock. Don’t come until I return.”


  “Yes, Ms. Page. Of course.”


  He smiles. She can practically taste the curve of his mouth as she slips her hand between them and squeezes his rigid shaft. “Excellent,” she murmurs. “Then I’ll see you very soon.”


  Dismissed, Sterling nods. Then he straightens his cuffs and leaves the way they’d come. Mallory follows a moment later, emerging into the lobby just as Sterling passes through the old-fashioned revolving door.


  For the first time that day, Mallory smiles, a fully unguarded smile, as she watches him hail a cab. She feels rested and calm and refreshed. Only Sterling can manage that. He is something more than merely her assistant. He is pure, fucking gold.


  SWITCHING STRUGGLES


  Leandra vane


  Charlotte held Nate’s wrists together, his warm pulse thumping against the pads of her thumbs. The hum of conversation and snapping of whips across the dungeon faded away as he kneeled before her. She had topped Nate in the past, but now they were waiting on James, who had been Nate’s Dominant over the past year. It was going to be a mindfuck scene—no restraints, just Charlotte holding Nate’s wrists, and she was more than willing to fill the role.


  Charlotte noticed Nate was trembling, and she sensed it wasn’t from anticipation. She was about to ask him what was wrong when Nate forced his hands apart and pushed her back. A second pair of hands clasped around Charlotte’s wrists, capturing them above her head.


  James’s voice sounded above her, his words crisp and defined. “Nathan, please inform Charlotte what is taking place.”


  Nate’s gaze sharpened in attention and his body shrank into his submissive demeanor.


  “So…sticking to the parameters of the struggle scene you negotiated last month, Ian considered the names on the list and has appointed James and me to help him. I’ll be acting on behalf of my Master who will be giving me commands in order to complete the scene Sir Ian has requested. Since we’re in the dungeon your safewords are red, yellow, and green. Sir Ian informed us that, knowing you, the F word will also suffice as green. Is there anything you need before the scene begins?”


  “Fuck off you fucking traitor,” Charlotte spat.


  Nate nodded. “Good to go, then.”


  “Thank you, Nathan,” James said. “Now get out of the way. I will let you know when I need you.”


  Nate backed away and kneeled. “Yes, Sir.”


  Charlotte’s nostrils flared as heat, excitement, and arousal seized her all at once. A primal fight-or-flight urged her muscles to tighten and made her fingers tingle.


  Warmth flourished on Charlotte’s ear as James whispered to her, “You get a five-second head start. I suggest you make the most of it.”


  James dropped her and Charlotte caught herself with her palms flat on the carpet. Charlotte launched back up but she only managed four or five steps before James crashed behind her, seized her arms, and immobilized her flight.


  “Nathan. Shoes.”


  As her flats were pulled off and tossed aside, Charlotte caught a glimpse of her rose-red-painted toenails.


  “Shirt.”


  Nate carefully began to unfasten Charlotte’s shirt. His breath was shaky, along with his fingers. James quickly grew impatient.


  “If you can’t be faster, my pet, I’m not going to let you help anymore.”


  Nate grimaced, but clutched the fabric in his hands and tugged, the snaps flying open, and he forced the shirt down around her shoulders.


  Nate then reached around and unclasped her bra with an ease that was admirable considering how much Charlotte was writhing and reminding him what things she could do to him in revenge for his treachery.


  James had to rearrange his hold on her to get the rest of her clothes off. His warm hands cupped her plumped muscles, holding her firm against her best efforts to get away. Nate unbuttoned her jeans and peeled them off along with her panties. With James’s arms wrapped around her and Nate’s hands on her bare skin, Charlotte began the blissful descent into subspace.


  The two men dragged her naked through the maze of players to a massage table near the back of the dungeon. Her tits bounced ferociously as she made the most of her permission to struggle. Despite her screaming and thrashing, she was lifted onto the table and held in place.


  A single glance stopped Charlotte’s hopeless protests with a gasp.


  Ian strolled over to them, his long hair pulled back, a sharp suit transforming him from the peaceful, laid-back guy that everyone else knew. But as he towered over her, she knew Sir Ian was vexed by her show of being the loudest person in the dungeon that night.


  Charlotte prepared herself for a lecture, but he remained resolutely silent.


  Ian ran a hand over her jawline and his thumb slipped over her bottom lip. She nipped at it and for a moment he let his guard down. Charlotte sucked his thumb into her mouth. She rolled her hot tongue over his thumb and pushed out her lips, brazenly locking eyes with him, knowing how much it turned him on and how he knew she was still defiantly testing his authority.


  When he pulled his hand away, she expected a swift retaliation, but none came. Instead, he placed the tips of two fingers firmly on her sternum and slowly brought them down her abdomen, around her navel, and through the coarse coils of her pubic hair. He nudged her legs apart and directed the other men around her where to hold her. His voice was far away now, and he made it a point to show he wasn’t talking to her. About her, yes, but not to her.


  Ian wasn’t going to use restraints, or blindfolds, or even commands. The three of them were going to hold her down and he was going to do to her what he saw fit.


  Charlotte’s mind danced in a jagged waltz. Had she seen any toys stored under the massage table? Did James or Nate have room on them to hide floggers? Was Ian going to take off his own belt to use on her?


  The possibilities dissolved in her mind as she gave in to the sensations of hands on her body, the divine pressure on her wrists, her ankles. Her legs were pried apart and a strong hold braced her thighs, opening her for all to see.


  Ian’s two fingertips returned, plunging deep into her wet cunt. He began to thrust and caress and unravel her with his simple touch.


  With every move or spasm of her muscles, the men’s strong hands held her in place. As she gasped and whimpered, tears pricked the corners of her eyes. She surrendered and allowed herself to be turned inside out by her love for them, the complete trust she held toward these men to let them do this to her.


  With that, she found the molten center of subspace and vulnerability. It wasn’t orgasm, but it was a release she’d been needing for a long time. When she resurfaced, her body was limp and the hands were holding her up rather than holding her down, supporting her, helping her sit up.


  Charlotte was trembling all over, drunk on subspace and adrenaline. A blanket was wrapped around her shoulders. She saw Nate was sitting on the edge of the bench with her. She blinked, realizing the scene had been for him, too.


  As their tops went to fetch some water, Charlotte drew Nate close to her, nuzzling her face to his.


  “I fucking love you; don’t forget it,” she said, and felt him smile against her cheek. After a moment, she nudged him away. “But don’t think I won’t give you a punishment for your betrayal.”


  Nate’s smile only widened.


  “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “I did my best to earn a good one.”


  FLAGGED FOR REVISION


  Elna Holst


  It was pelting down. From what she could make out through the dizzying web of droplets that had turned her reading specs into a blindfold of sorts, the overcast sky showed no sign of letting up. Yes, she was wearing her glasses. Nothing but her glasses, in fact.


  Edith shifted her weight to her left, in an attempt to give her right leg a rest. Pins and needles were all the thanks she got for this. She sighed and put her foot down in the mud again, rivulets of rain streaming down her sides, down her thighs, as if she were the centerpiece of an overflowing fountain. It was a nice image. Pity it was freaking freezing.


  The slick flagpole to which she was strung up, arms hoisted high above her head, creaked in the wind. The cold was eating into the very core of her, her skin mottled with goose pimples, her short, usually spiky hair saturated, flattened to her skull. And then there was the other kind of exposure, though Edith doubted anyone else would be barmy enough to climb the steep path up the hill in this weather.


  And that, right enough, was the reason she was standing out here in the first place. Turning her head, she tried to squint over the rim of her frames to where she had last seen her companion on this miserable quest, marked in their respective diaries as a “leisure activity.” In other words: their much-anticipated summer vacation, which Edith had energetically lobbied they should spend not on some tedious, everybody’s-doing-it Mediterranean cruise (who were these “everybody” anyway? There wasn’t a single soul among their acquaintance who was going on a cruise this year), but rather on a walking tour of their native soil, getting in touch with nature, roughing it, free as larks, lonely as clouds, setting up camp beneath the stars.


  She ticked off her list of inane arguments to the steadfast rhythm of the driving rain. The rain. Of course it would bloody rain. This country was fucking famous for it.


  As they locked up and left their car in the long-term parking lot this morning, some ten miles south of their current position, her wife’s face had been a blank slate of silent quiescence—a sure harbinger of a storm to come.


  The weather gods had taken the hint. They’d been going for no more than an hour before the first drops fell, and Edith’s chest had tightened with foreboding. Selma had stopped to look up at the sky, her right eyelid twitching. Then she’d shrugged and asked Edith to take their waterproofs out of her rucksack.


  Sel always came prepared. Even when Edith knew she’d much rather have brought a pile of light reading, and some even lighter swimwear.


  A crack of lightning blotted her already blurry field of vision, followed by the rattling of thunder. She swayed with the surprise, slipped in the mud, but didn’t—couldn’t—fall. Selma knew how to tie a knot.


  Oh, didn’t she just.


  Heat flashed through her, momentarily, as she remembered how—after she herself had pitched their tent, and Selma had prepared their meal in the relative dryness of the campsite’s permanent shelter—Sel had asked her, very quietly, to get undressed after supper.


  Edith never disobeyed a direct command. Once she had swallowed down the last of her broth and bread, she stood, rinsed and put their things away, and proceeded to zip off her rainwear and remove her jumper, jeans, socks, tank top, and underpants. The chill of the damp air made her nipples pucker, and it took all of her mental strength not to wrap her arms around herself.


  Selma smiled faintly. Edith felt a trickle of moisture responding between her legs. She sat up straighter.


  “I’m not happy with you, Ed.”


  Edith’s head fell forward. There was a lump in her throat, tears burning at the corners of her eyes.


  “Do you know why I’m not happy with you?”


  “You wanted to go on a cruise.”


  Selma shook her head. “Try again, Ed.”


  “You said it would rain.”


  “You’re getting closer. I had my suspicions. But more to the point: what did you say?”


  “I said it wouldn’t rain.”


  “Almost. What exactly did you say?”


  “I promised. I swore to god it wouldn’t rain. I…” Edith’s voice broke off as she remembered precisely what she had said. “I said you could strip me down and put me out for the night if it did.”


  Selma’s smile widened.


  There was a glint of yellow on the outskirts of her impaired vision. Edith’s head was spinning; her considerable muscular stamina—always a source of pride and pleasure with her life partner—had turned to putty in the downpour. She made an effort to stand tall, but failed ignominiously.


  The bright marigold raincoat drew closer. Warm hands touched her numb skin and pulled her slippery body into a tight embrace.


  Edith made a sound somewhere between a moan and a sob.


  “Hush, baby, there’s a good girl. You’re on your last leg, aren’t you?”


  Ed nodded. Her teeth chattered too much for intelligible speech.


  “I’ve decided to revise your plans for the night. It is my prerogative, after all, even if you are the most adorable ornament this old pole ever had the honor of being bedecked with.”


  Selma slid her hand up Edith’s flagging arms and released her bonds. Her arms fell free; her whole body would have fallen, except Selma was there, holding her, half-carrying, half-dragging her toward their tent. There was the unmistakable sound of the zipper opening the canvas door, and Edith tumbled onto soft, dry, slightly rough material. Towels. Terry-cloth towels spread over their joint sleeping bags. She heard the rustling of Selma removing her waterproofs and boots under the flysheet, then the zipping of the door closing up again.


  “There we go,” Selma said softly. “Now we’d better get you dried off, or I’ll have no use for you tonight.”


  Edith managed to roll over on her back, making a feeble gesture with her bloodless arm. Selma tutted her tongue and set to.


  The hard, insistent rubbing of terry cloth against her flesh made sensation flood back into Edith’s hands and feet, arms and legs, in turn. She tingled all over, her toes and fingers curling with the sweet, minute ache of it.


  As her tormentor worked over her torso, the material grating her swollen tits, a new kind of storm was brewing in Edith.


  She wet her lips. The rubbing abruptly stopped. She groaned.


  “You know, I think I know what will make us both hot enough.”


  Selma finally removed Edith’s spectacles. Her adored face was prettily flushed as her finger trailed down to Ed’s half-open lips.


  “You want me?”


  “Yes.” Edith struggled to shape her mouth around the key phrase. “P…please.”


  She was amply rewarded.


  GROCERY RUN


  Rose P. Lethe


  With only two items on the list—cumin and dish soap—it should have been a quick trip, especially at this time of day. At just past eight on a Tuesday night, even the crowds at the big-box store Jess frequented would be thinning. She would pop inside, grab the two items that hadn’t made it onto her weekly grocery list the first time, and then pop back out. It would be easy—ten minutes at most if she hurried.


  And Jess would hurry. Valerie had certainly seen to that.


  “You tend to get distracted,” she had said, with Jess bare-bottomed and bent over her lap, ponytail swaying as she wiggled. “Let’s see if we can’t do something about that.”


  A pair of Ben Wa balls in her cunt and a metal plug in her ass—“The sooner you get home, the sooner they come out.” So yes, Jess would hurry.


  The plug in particular was a bully. It was small but heavy, with a curve so sharp that she felt it in her pussy as well as her ass. Even through two walls of skin, the thick bulb at the end could put a pressure against her stupidly sensitive G-spot that was heavenly, usually.


  With the added Ben Wa balls, it was hellish. Both holes felt overly full, and every step seemed to rock the toys’ weight into her sweet spot, producing a sensation that was almost like a cramp. It made her want to stay in her parked car, just curl up in the driver’s seat and not move for hours.


  But she had the shopping to finish.


  So she got out, trudged across the asphalt, and passed through the automatic doors into the harsh fluorescent lighting of the store. She was waddling a bit, walking like she had a massive pole between her legs. It seemed unreal that something so small—each toy could fit in one palm—made her throb like this, not just in her cunt or ass but throughout her whole abdomen. A pulse of discomfort, dull but insistent, moved through her like ripples in a pond until she was walking with one arm curled protectively around her lower belly, her handbag threatening to slide off her drooping shoulder.


  Cumin, she reminded herself, and dish soap.


  The baking aisle was deserted, so Jess paused in front of the spices for a brief respite.


  Valerie had used a veritable flood of lube earlier, inserting the balls and then the plug. It was beginning to leak out of her now. She could feel her panties clinging to her vulva as she tilted her hips, her labia slipping along her clit as she squeezed her thighs together, a growing wet sensation between her asscheeks even as she stood still.


  It was filthy and embarrassing, but the bad sort. Why was she doing this?


  Her handbag buzzed once, then twice. She shrugged it off her shoulder and fished her phone from its depths. Sure enough, there was an incoming call. Valerie mobile, said the screen.


  Jess answered with a tense “Hello?”


  “Hey.” There was a melodic quality to Valerie’s soft, chipper voice, the way she drew out the vowel like a musical note. Just hearing it drained some of the tension in Jess’s body. “How’s it going?”


  “It’s…” Jess considered. It would be so easy to say, I don’t like this. So easy to say, Red, and be allowed to make the discomfort stop. “Intense,” she decided.


  There was a pause. Jess pictured Valerie on the couch, twirling her glossy brown hair around one finger as she analyzed Jess’s tone. “Are you alone?”


  Jess glanced around. The aisle was still empty, but she could hear the shuffle of footsteps nearby and the distant squeak of cart wheels. “Yes.”


  “Yes, what? What do you call me?”


  And just like that, Jess remembered herself. The discomfort didn’t matter, nor did the filthiness and embarrassment of standing in the middle of a store with both her cunt and asshole slick and full. She wasn’t here because she needed to finish the shopping; she was here because Valerie had told her to come. Valerie had wanted her to do this.


  Jess swallowed, ducked her head, and answered in a barely audible whisper: “Daddy.”


  She burned from her cheeks to her ears and all the way to her nape. Another glance reassured her that no one was around, no one could hear her, but even the possibility that someone could walk by, see her standing here calling her girlfriend Daddy over the phone…


  “Is it uncomfortable?” Valerie asked. There was a smile in her voice that made Jess want to hide her face in shame—the good sort—knowing she was about to be toyed with.


  “Yes, Daddy.” Jess shifted her weight, jostling the toys and making them press into her G-spot anew. Her breath caught, and there was a quaver in her voice. “It’s too much. I’m too full.”


  “I know.” Valerie’s voice dripped with mocking sympathy. “You’re so sensitive, aren’t you? Hmm. How about this? Give me a little squeeze of those thighs.”


  Jess did hide her face this time, covering it with her free hand while humiliation and—god help her—the stirrings of arousal poured over her like hot wax. Squeezing her thighs was how she liked to come. She breathed into the receiver, “Daddy, I’m in public.”


  “Alone in public. Or did you lie to Daddy?”


  Lowering her hand, Jess scanned the aisle. Still deserted but for her, no one even passing by on the ends.


  “Of course you didn’t,” Valerie said warmly. “Because you’re a good girl. So be good and squeeze for me.”


  For you.


  Jess crossed one foot over the other and squeezed her thighs together. The balls slipped a little deeper into her cunt, and the plug gave a little wobbling thrust into her ass. It felt like she was being jabbed in her G-spot, but fuck if her clit didn’t throb at the motion.


  “That’s it,” Valerie crooned into her ear. “Another.”


  Jess obeyed, squeezing again and again while her gaze darted from one end of the aisle to the other, watching for passersby. When she came, it was a pitiful thing, nothing more than a weak ripple through her clit, accompanied by a huff into the receiver, but it didn’t matter. It wasn’t her orgasm. It was Daddy’s.


  “That’s it. Perfect,” said Valerie, sounding so pleased, so proud, that something in Jess pitched upward and soared. “You did so well.”


  Feeling light and giddy, she snatched the cumin from the shelf. It wasn’t quite the floaty nothingness of subspace, but it was as near as she wanted to come to it in public. Her cunt was looser and wetter now, the pressure and the fullness less uncomfortable than before.


  Heading for the dish soap, she whispered into the phone, “Thank you, Daddy.”


  “Don’t forget to get yourself a candy bar,” Valerie said. “You’ve earned it.”


  CONFERENCE CALL


  Elizabeth Coldwell


  It’s close to six, and I’m still waiting for the call. Lifting a slat of the blind with my finger, I gaze wistfully into the parking lot. Patti and Linda are heading for Linda’s car, laughing at something as they teeter on their heels. They’ll be going for drinks at Muldoon’s, our usual Friday evening haunt, and I wish I could join them. But I can’t. Once, bored and frustrated, I skipped out on a conference call. I haven’t made that mistake since.


  “Juliana.” At the sound of that oh-so-familiar voice, I swivel in my chair, back to face the monitor. He’s watching me from his seat in the office down the hall, his brow raised.


  “Sir.” The response is automatic.


  “Max, are you with us?” he enquires. Another,


  smaller window opens on the screen, as our colleague in the London office joins us.


  “As always. Good to see you, Iain.” Based on the time difference, it must be almost midnight where Max is, but he looks bright-eyed and alert, handsome in his sober black business suit. “Miss Winston.” He acknowledges me with a nod.


  “If we’re all here, then we can begin. Juliana, remove your jacket.”


  “Yes, Sir.” There are no niceties, but I didn’t expect them. We’ve been sharing these calls long enough for me to know that, with him, it’s always straight down to business. It’s why he makes such a good Master; he knows how to read the mood in a room, and give me what I need, sometimes even before I know I need it myself.


  Aware of Max watching from his vantage point across the Atlantic, I shrug off my jacket, and hang it over the back of my chair. The white blouse I wear is sheer enough to reveal the pink-and-black underwired bra beneath. A bra too tarty for office wear, but my Master likes it. As does Max.


  “Undo your blouse.” Another curt order, and one that sets a pulse beating heavily between my legs.


  I fumble with the buttons, unfastening four before I’m told to stop.


  “What do you think, Max?” My Master’s voice holds a note of disinterest. He’s aware, of course, how much the idea that he’s not in the least bothered by my display turns me on.


  “Very nice.”


  “She has gorgeous breasts, doesn’t she?” Master comments.


  Max seems to be fidgeting in his seat, as though he needs to readjust himself. “Mmm. Two perfect hand-fuls, I’d say. But I don’t feel as though I’m getting the best view of them here.”


  “Well, I’m sure we can do something about that.”


  I’m expecting to be told to take my bra off, and my hands are almost halfway to the catch at the back when Master says, “Lift your tits out of the cups, Juliana.”


  Hurriedly, I obey, thrown a bit off guard by the request. In moments, my breasts rest on the silk fabric, pushed up a little way by the wiring. It’s a sight that’s somehow much ruder than if I’d been asked to take it off entirely.


  Max lets out a small groan. He has so much less composure than my Master, and I know it won’t be long before he’s freed his cock from his suit trousers so he can jerk himself off to the sight of my willing humiliation.


  “Pinch your nipples, Juliana,” comes the command.


  I do as I’m told, wishing it were Master squeezing the tight nubs between his fingers. Or Max. I’ve never felt his touch. I wonder if he’d be rough, or whether he’d prefer to use his teeth to bite them. Juice trickles from my pussy as I imagine Max taking my breast in his mouth and sucking greedily on it.


  “She has a surprise for you, Max.” Master’s voice cuts into my reverie. “Stand up and show him, Juliana.”


  It’s obvious what he’s really asking me to do. Without hesitation, I get to my feet. Aware of Max’s gaze on me through the video link, I slowly ease my tight skirt up my legs. I know he’s a stocking man, so he’ll adore the sight of the black hold-ups I’m wearing, and the soft flesh above them, revealed as I lift the hem all the way up, to show that I have no panties on. Max bites back a moan, and I swear I hear the sound of his zipper coming down.


  “Fuck—she’s shaved,” he murmurs. “Oh, that is exquisite.”


  “I got her to do it especially for you. Don’t you wish you could reach out and touch that pussy? Feel how soft those juicy lips are?”


  “Yes, I do.” Max fights to spit out the words, and I’m sure he’s uttering them between strokes up and down his dick. “You’re a fucking lucky bastard, you know that, Iain?”


  Master chuckles. “Well, right now, neither of us is able to have the pleasure of feeling that wet cunt of hers, so I guess she’ll have to do it for us. Touch yourself, Juliana.”


  I shouldn’t be so eager to do this, but I put my hand to my pussy without hesitation. When I skim a finger over my clit, tremors shudder through me, so strong that I know it’ll take all my willpower not to orgasm without permission.


  “She’s such an eager little slut,” Master comments, “but it’s a beautiful sight, isn’t it?”


  “Absolutely gorgeous.” A stranger’s voice. A woman’s voice. I don’t look at the monitor to see who’s joined the conference call. I can’t. Just the thought that a third party is watching me play with myself has me coming all over my fingers, sobbing and gasping as my legs threaten to give way from under me.


  I’ll be in so much trouble when Master gets me home, but I don’t care. As my breathing slows and I gather my scattered wits, I risk a glance at the screen, but the woman has gone. So has Max. Only Master smiles at me, love and fond indulgence mixing in his expression. There are so many things I want to say, chief among them, “Who was she?” and “Please tell me that wasn’t a one-off,” but Master doesn’t give me the chance to ask.


  “See you in the parking lot in five, boss,” he says. “We’ve got a table at Muldoon’s and the drinks are on you.”


  And with that, our roles revert to normal and Iain, the best PA I’ve ever employed, shuts down the call.


  LISTENING TO HER


  Eve Pendle


  I listen to her every night. Whatever time she gets back, whoever she’s with, I’m there, eager cock in my hand, desperate to hear her doing unspeakable things to someone who I wish were me.


  I hear them laughing in the corridor, my housemate and the man she’s brought back. He’s got a deep voice that complements her husky drawl. I’ve been lying on my back in bed, waiting for her. As I always do.


  She goes out every Friday and Saturday night. She must go to clubs, though she doesn’t frequent the usual student places. Every time she goes out, wearing tight leather trousers or a short red dress, she comes back with someone. Usually a man, but sometimes a woman.
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