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   KELLI. I don’t think anyone should judge people for what they have done in the past. It’s easy to say that a person, based on their past, is a certain type of person that will be more apt to do certain types of things. I don’t believe that is always the case, I guess it would depend on the circumstances and the person. With Erik, I didn’t care what his past included.
 
   What I cared about was now. Erik Ead is the first man that I have ever loved. I want him to be my last. The thought of not having Erik in my life is crushing. 
 
   The bottom of a box had opened and everything inside spilled onto the floor. Heather, when picking everything up, noticed a diary that Erik had kept. She said we should look inside to see what he had done in his past.
 
   “Just put it down, Heather. It’s Erik’s life. It’s his secrets. Put it down,” I demanded.
 
   “I just want to look at it,” she said as she started to open the cover.
 
   I pulled the diary from her hand.
 
   “It’s not yours. Would you want Erik to know everything about you? Are there things you and Teddy do that you don’t want him to know?” I asked, angry.
 
   “Sure, there’s things that aren’t anyone’s business…”
 
   I didn’t let her finish, “Your childhood? Anything from your childhood you’d like to keep a secret?” I asked.
 
   She raised her eyebrows.
 
   “Okay. This isn’t for you to look at. I’m going to put it up,” I said as I turned to walk upstairs.
 
   “You’re going to look at it, aren’t you?” she asked.
 
   I would no more look in Erik’s diary than I would stab him in the back with a knife. Not from fear of him finding out, or from concern of what I may or may not find, but out of respect. We all have a past – every one of us. Our past allows us to be the person we are today, naturally.
 
   Without our past, happening the way it happened, including all of the events - good and bad - we would be different people. I don’t necessarily like all of the events in my past, but I don’t know that I’d change them.
 
   “No, I would never look inside of his things. I respect him, you know that about me,” I said as I turned to go up the stairs.
 
   When I walked back into the kitchen, Heather was playing the drums with silverware on the island.
 
   “Sorry, I got shitty,” I said as I walked in the kitchen.
 
   “No problem,” she said as she looked up from her drum solo.
 
   “What are you doing?’ I asked, laughing.
 
   “I’m ready for them to get back here, I miss Teddy,” she said.
 
   I smiled.
 
   “You’ve never been happier, have you?” I asked.
 
   She shook her head, “Nope. God I love him.”
 
   “Not to just keep on it, but would you look in Teddy’s diary?” I asked.
 
    “Not only hell no, but fuck no. I thought about that while you were walking upstairs,” she answered.
 
    “Why not,” I asked, her immediate hell no surprised me.
 
   “Because I love him,” she said.
 
   “Well, I love Erik,” I said as I made a silly face, bobbing my head from side to side.
 
   “I get it sis,” she said in a mocking tone.
 
   “I hope Erik will have a house warming party, it’d be great to have everyone over. Erik says this is ours, not his. He said we got it together. This is just crazy,” I said as I looked around the kitchen. 
 
   I was excited at the thought the home, in Erik’s eyes, being ours. 
 
   “You didn’t hear?” she said, looking up from the box of silverware.
 
   “Hear what?” I said.
 
   “About the party?” she asked.
 
   I shook my head.
 
   “Oh, maybe it was supposed to be a surprise,” she said.
 
   I raised my eyebrows in wonder.
 
   “Tell me,” I said, barely able to contain my excitement.
 
   She held her arms outstretched as far as she could, and mouthed the word ‘huge’.
 
   Huge. With Erik Ead, I would expect nothing less. 
 
   Nothing less.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ERIK. We all have a past. Denying it would be to deny our existence. True acceptance of our past allows us to stand, as we are today, with whatever pride we are able to muster. However, everyone has a portion of their past that will scare the hell out of the most fearless of men.
 
   To what degree the fear is felt or even understood depends on the events of the past, and one’s ability to comprehend or understand the events as being just that – something in the past.
 
   My past has been an eventful one, sexually speaking. I have always known that I used women as a tool, or a means of satisfaction of sorts. To me, a woman has always been no different than a car - something that I used as I needed to, and discarded when I was done.  As bad as that might sound, I have never misled a woman into thinking she would receive something from me that she wasn’t going to get. Most women eventually want so much more, or secretly hope that they’ll be the one. 
 
   Knowing these things never prevented me from proceeding along the same path each time. Using a woman, telling her that she was going to receive sex and nothing else – then, after whatever time was required for her to develop some form of expectation or feelings, I would leave her. 
 
   I would leave her before I felt pain, never considering what she may feel.
 
   My desires sexually changed over the years, and I used women to develop a means of understanding potential future women. To me, if one hundred percent of codependent women reacted a certain way, I knew that I could expect a certain reaction to a prescribed action. Using a woman was a way for me to compile data. Useful data. This useful data allowed me to proceed with other women more successfully.
 
   Sex, in itself, was a release. It was, to me, the same as being in a relationship or being married, without the commitment. A commitment requires one to open up, and that exposes the person who is opening to potential pain. 
 
   Feeling a desire or necessity for another person, and not having that person meet that desire or expectation always crushed me. Based on this reason and this reason alone, I never let myself feel a desire or have an expectation toward another woman.
 
   Kelli finding the diary did not trouble me. She stated that she didn’t read it, and I believe her. The fact that I had kept it, forgotten about it, and eventually exposed her to it did. 
 
   I love that woman, and I do not want to hurt her. Ever.
 
   Love is a powerful thing. 
 
   But.
 
   I have not always loved. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ERIK. Sitting at the fireplace, I opened the cover. The early entries were short and without much detail. As I flipped through the pages, I considered keeping it for recollection of memories - similar to Kelli keeping her treasures in the mason jar. Something to remind me of the past. Something to ignite the fire of what could become a vivid recollection of past experiences. A reminder of what got me to where I am today.
 
   Thumbing through the pages, I saw a familiar name.
 
   Danta.
 
   The entry was 2005, immediately after my 28th birthday.
 
   I closed my eyes and thought of the day we finally spent time together alone.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   NAME: DANTA N.L.N.
 
   AGE: 24
 
   STATS: 5’-5” thin
 
   ACCOMPLISHMENTS: Anal, A2M, cum play
 
    
 
    
 
   We had met for the first time at my 28th birthday party, which was a very small gathering. It included primarily some college friends that were aware of my birthday, and had thrown a party – to my initial displeasure. 
 
   Meeting her at the party made an immediate impact, but she was accompanied by a friend, which prevented me from making any meaningful advancements. She was medium height, very petite, and blonde. She was, on a scale of 1-10, certainly a 9 plus. She was the typical adorable girl that we all dream of. This alone is what attracted me to her. I wanted to fuck her in the ass. Primarily because she looked like she wouldn’t stand for it.
 
   A week or so after the party, we had agreed to meet at my apartment in Manhattan, close to the campus.
 
   “So, this place is really nice,” she said as she looked around the room.
 
   “It suits me – want something to drink?” I asked.
 
   “No, no, I think I’m fine. Well, maybe a bottle of water. Do you have bottles?”
 
   “Sure,” I said as I stepped into the kitchen to get a bottle from the refrigerator. 
 
   “I just can’t stand the water in this town, it smells funny,” she said as she followed me in the kitchen.
 
   “You mean it tastes funny?” I asked.
 
   “No, smells. It smells funny,” she reiterated. 
 
   “Oh, never smelled it, I don’t guess,” I said as I handed her the water.
 
   She took a sip of the water and screwed the lid back on. For a short moment, she turned and looked into the living room. Turning back into the small kitchen to face me, she placed the water on the counter. 
 
   “So, explain what you were saying in the BBM you sent me,” she said.
 
   “It was pretty self-explanatory, was it not?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, I dunno, try me,” she answered.
 
   “Take off your top,” I smirked when I spoke.
 
   “Excuse me?” she asked.
 
   “You heard what I said, and I’m not going to reiterate the entire message. We can go back into the living room and look at our damned phones if you really want to. Take off your top,” I demanded.
 
   “I’m not going to take off my top, we haven’t even talked yet,” she said with her hands on her hips.
 
   Oh you’ll take your top off. Either that or you’ll leave. 
 
   “Take it off, Danta. Do it,” I said, pointing to her top.
 
   “No. I’m not taking it off.”
 
   She had made no effort to pick up the bottle of water, or to walk into the other room. If she truly didn’t want to take her top off, she would attempt to change the pace of what was going on. Clearly she wanted to play a game. I wasn’t in the mood.
 
   “Listen. I’m not going to play games. I told you what I wanted. You read the messages. We’ve been texting for a week. You know what I want. Get undressed. Or, I suppose you can take the water and leave. You pick,” I said as I walked toward the living room.
 
   Over my shoulder, I saw her grab the water and follow me, several steps behind. As I sat on the sofa, she came into the small apartment sized living room. I had a small sofa, and two chairs to sit on. The small kitchen, living room, and one bedroom were the extent of the space I leased.
 
   “Take your pick,” I said as she walked into the living room, pointing to the chairs.
 
   She looked around the room and took a second look at the sofa. She then chose the chair on my left.
 
   “I wasn’t joking,” I said as she sat down.
 
   “But we haven’t even talked,” she said.
 
   “So, let me ask you something. If we talked for an hour and relaxed, you’d be okay with what we talked about?” I asked.
 
   “She nodded, yeah. Yeah, I would. So, what do you wanna talk about?” she asked.
 
   “I don’t,” I said as I unzipped my pants.
 
   She focused on my hands without speaking. I pulled my cock from my pants and started stroking it.
 
   “Come here,” I said.
 
   She slowly stood up and walked toward the sofa.
 
   “Stop, get down on your knees,” I said as she approached.
 
   She set her water on the floor and kicked her shoes off. As she began to kneel, she reached out and grasped my cock in her right hand. 
 
   “Oh my God, it’s so soft,” she said.
 
   “Soft and hard at the same time. Put it in your mouth,” I said as I started unbuttoning my jeans.
 
   She picked up her water and took a drink, then looked me in the eyes as she licked the tip of my cock with her cold tongue. 
 
   “Gag on it,” I said.
 
   “I probably will,” she laughed.
 
   At about half way down the shaft, my cock hit the back of her throat. She opened her mouth reflexively, and pulled away from my cock.
 
   “Oh my god, it’s making my eyes water,” she said as she wiped her eyes and nose on the back of her hand.
 
   “All of it,” I demanded, smiling.
 
   “I doubt that will happen,” she said.
 
   I raised an eyebrow and looked down at her.
 
   “You know what I told you. All of it down your throat, then sex. Not before,” I reminded her.
 
   She attempted unsuccessfully to swallow my cock again. Same distance down the shaft, she would stop – as soon as it hit the entrance to her throat.
 
   I leaned back and crossed my arms in an exaggerated gesture. I raised one eyebrow and looked down.
 
   “Are you going to give up,” I asked.
 
   She pulled her mouth from my cock. “Look at this thing,” she complained.
 
   I did.
 
   “Well?” I asked.
 
   “No, but I don’t think I should have to choke myself on your cock to get you to fuck me. This is weird. You’re a power control freak, aren’t you? Karen said you were,” she said the part about Karen in a snide voice.
 
   Well, Karen would know, she’s had my cock down her throat. 
 
   I started to sit up on the sofa as if I were going to stand, although I had no intent of doing so.
 
   “No,” she said, pushing on my hips.
 
   She began slowly, pressing further each time, her eyes and nose both running. She continued to force herself further and further down the shaft until she had reached a mental stopping point. She was three fourths of the way down the shaft. She took another attempt.
 
   “Oh my God, you make me feel so good. That’s it. Oh God. Fuck. Holy shit that feels good, Danta. Keep going,” I encouraged her.
 
   She looked up as she gagged.
 
   “Yes, oh God yes,” I moaned, one eye closed, watching intently with the other.
 
   “Suck that cock. Fuck yes, you sexy little bitch,” I said. The bitch comment was a coin toss, women either loved or hated it.
 
   She started being more aggressive.
 
   Heads, I win…
 
   I lightly placed my hands on the back of her head, and forced her further down the shaft. She began to moan as I pressed.
 
   “Suck it, suck that cock, baby,” I moaned as I pushed her head down on the shaft.
 
   Through the gagging sounds, coughing, and her throat convulsing, she pressed on eagerly as I encouraged her.
 
   I slowly stood.
 
   She gripped my ass as my jeans fell to the floor.
 
   “Oh yeah, baby, suck that big cock. Suck that big cock for me. God you look good with my big cock in your mouth. You are making me so damned proud of you. Look at you suck that cock. God you are so fucking sexy,” I said as I looked down at her, my hands now resting at the sides of her head.
 
   And, as I encouraged her, she forced herself down onto the shaft like she was in a contest, and this was the finish line. I felt a ‘pop’ as my cock disappeared into her throat. She looked up at me. Her eyes, if it were even possible, were smiling.
 
   Technically, she could stop now. She did not. She was as proud of herself as I was of her.
 
   She proceeded to force herself down onto the shaft until swallowing it became second nature. I encouraged her at each attempt.
 
   “You’re such a good girl, God, you make me proud,” I said as she forced it down her throat again. 
 
   I reached down and pulled her head off of my cock. She was out of breath. As she wiped her mouth and nose on her arm, I helped her to her feet. I reached down and unbuttoned her shorts. I pressed them past her hips and let them fall to the floor. 
 
   “Turn around,” I said.
 
   I pulled her panties down and dropped them to the floor.
 
   She lightly kicked them aside. 
 
   I walked around in front of her. “Turn around again,” I instructed her.
 
   “Bend over and grab the back of the sofa,” I said.
 
   “The back?” 
 
   “Back.”
 
   As she started to bend over. I pressed the head of my cock against her soaking pussy. It slid in without effort whatsoever. 
 
   “Oh my God, you’re huge,” she shrieked.
 
   “Fuck me. Please fuck me. Oh God,” she exhaled as she grabbed the back of the sofa.
 
   As I looked down, I watched with interest as my cock slowly and methodically disappeared into her pussy.
 
   I reached down and spread her butt cheeks apart with my hands as I worked my hips back and forth.
 
   She began to moan. I could feel her contract, and she began to squirm.
 
   “Oh God, oh God, I’m going to cum,” she wailed.
 
   I lowered my thumb down the crack of her ass to her pussy. I wet my thumb with the juices from her pussy as I fucked her a little harder with each stroke.
 
   Raising my hand back up, I slowly pressed my thumb into her ass as I was starting to slide back into her pussy.
 
   “Oh God yes. Yes. Yes, oh God. Please, I’m going to cum. I’m going to cum,” she exclaimed.
 
   I slid my cock in and out with force, my thumb making the same strokes into her ass.
 
   “Oh fuck, oh fuck. Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes. Oh – My – God,” she screamed as her pussy contracted over and over.
 
   When I was certain her orgasm had ended, I slowly slid my cock from her pussy. After it was out, I slowly pulled my thumb from her ass, and as I did, I pressed the head of my cock against her ass.
 
   “Oh…uhhmm, no, I don’t think there’s…”
 
   Before she could finish, I pressed about a third of it inside of her ass.
 
   “Oh God. Oh God. Oh. Oh. Okay, go slow. Go really slow. Oh god. Slow, okay?” she asked.
 
   Without answer, I slowly slid my cock in and out. I reached down and slid my index and middle fingers into her pussy. 
 
   “Holy fuck. Yes. Oh God, not again,” she squealed.
 
   I fingered her pussy furiously as I fucked her ass slowly. The longer I fucked her ass, the more willing and wet it became. I reached down and spread her ass cheeks as wide as I could with my one free hand.
 
   “Holy fuck, Erik, I’m going to cum….again. Oh God, fuck me with….oh God. I’m…”
 
   “Gonna…”
 
   “I’m…”
 
   “Ahhhhh faaaaahhhhk,” she half screamed half exhaled into the sofa cushions as she fell forward.
 
   I slowly slid my cock free of her ass and pulled my fingers from her pussy.
 
   She collapsed onto the sofa, face first. Slowly, she rolled to her back and sat up.
 
   “Oh my God, you’re an animal,” she said as she made eye contact.
 
   I sat beside her without speaking.
 
    “Did you go?” she asked.
 
   “Excuse me?” I responded.
 
   “Cum. Did you cum?” she asked.
 
   I shook my head.
 
   “Why?’ she asked.
 
   “I never do. Not really,” I responded.
 
   “Oh,” she looked down.
 
   After a considerable wait, she looked back up, “Ever?”
 
   “No, not really,” I said.
 
   We both sat and stared straight ahead as we caught our breath. She turned to face me.
 
   “Ever?”
 
   “Nope,” I said softly as I shook my head.
 
   “Again. Am I ever going to see you again? Best anal I ever had by the way,” she stated.
 
   “Thanks, first time,” I responded.
 
   “Seriously?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Wow, it was awesome,” she said, facing ahead 
 
   “So, again?” she asked, turning to face me.
 
   “Sure, but all we’re doing is fucking. That’s it. Just fucking, agreed?”
 
   We sat for a long time. She never responded. I reached down, pulled up my jeans and buttoned them. She got dressed. We hugged. 
 
   She left.
 
   After a month long wait, she came over once a week until the end of the school year.
 
   For good anal.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ERIK. Danta never became attached. She never had time to. Before anything emotional actually developed, she completed her college and had left to go back home.
 
   Prior to Kelli, I have never committed to be in a relationship. In the past, I had merely used women for sex and entertainment. There had been a few women that I had spent considerable time with, a mere few. When feelings or the hint of emotion was exposed or expressed, I would immediately move on.
 
   I thumbed through the pages.
 
   Grace. Oh God. Now that was one fun night. Just one. The night we met, she had stated in the bar that she could out-freak me.
 
   I don’t know who won that argument.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   NAME: GRACE (KACE’S FRIEND)
 
   AGE: 26
 
   STATS: 5’-7” curvaceous
 
   ACCOMPLISHMENTS: A night of entertainment
 
    
 
    
 
   “Not talking that mad line of shit now, are you?” I asked jokingly.
 
   A muffled grunt was her response.
 
   I pressed my cock deeper into her ass, and pulled up on her arms. She grunted more aggressively.
 
   “Tough to understand you with that ball in your mouth,” I chuckled.
 
   We had met in a bar. Grace was a friend of a friend. She had approached me in the bar and the discussion immediately went to sex. She had learned through her friend that I was what she called a freak. Personally, I never really cared for that term, but it was fitting, I suppose.
 
   She expressed her desire to have a night of sex with a man that was as big of a freak as she was. We discussed almost every potential scenario that could happen between us. She was eager for trying anything and everything that was discussed. According to her, these types of things would be necessary for her to climax.
 
   I looked at it as a true win-win for us both. It was a way for me to experiment, and a way for her to reach a point of her much desired climax. 
 
   We eventually ended up in the position we were now in after a considerable amount of spanking with a wooden paddle and the tightening of adjustable nipple clamps. The clamps remained on her nipples. Additionally, she wore a leather belt with a steel ring on each side, and her hands were restrained to the sides via leather restraints.
 
   Lastly, she had a ball gag in her mouth. Prior to placement of the gag, she had bragged that there was nothing that I could do to her that would be too much. Pain, for her, was pleasure.
 
   Her face buried into the comforter, I stood behind her, my cock deep in her ass. I reached for the lube. 
 
   “I want this to stay as slippery as possible, Grace. I’m not going to stop fucking this tight little ass of yours until I collapse or the sun comes up,” I said as I squirted an unnecessarily large amount of goop onto my cock.
 
   I dropped the lube on the comforter and pulled up on her elbows. Her back arched until her nipples cleared the comforter. 
 
   “Oh shit, Grace. Those nipple clamps look tight as hell,” I said as I tilted my head down to look at the dangling clamps.
 
   I forced my cock in and out of her ass without an ounce of mercy. She didn’t make a sound. I pulled on her arms harder, forcing her shoulders to naturally roll forward.
 
   She moaned loudly.
 
   “Hell, you have to be close to an orgasm, huh Grace? You’ve got to be in considerable pain,” I muttered as I watched my cock disappear into her ass.
 
   She grunted what seemed to be an unt-uhh. The equivalent of a muffled “no”.
 
   “Really? More? You want more?” I questioned.
 
   I let go of her arms, dropping her onto her face on the bed. I turned to the dresser, and grabbed the vibrator. I turned it on, and placed the vibrating tip against her ear. She grunted repeatedly.
 
   “You might think you want it now. Just wait, you’ll change your mind,” I said in an assuring tone.
 
   I squirted lube onto the tip of the vibrator. It was massive, and considerably larger than my well above average cock. I stepped behind her and spread her ass cheeks with my clenched fists. I pressed the vibrating shaft into her ass, and let go of her cheeks.
 
   As I pressed the vibrator in as deep as it would go, she attempted to scream. The sound was muffled by the gag. She continued to scream as I pressed my cock into her soaking wet pussy. I grabbed the vibrator in my right hand.
 
   “Ready?” I asked.
 
   She grunted.
 
   “Okay,” I chuckled.
 
   I began to fuck her wet pussy as hard as I could as I forced the vibrator in and out of her ass.
 
   She grunted for ten minutes steady.
 
   The excitement finally mounted, and her breathing changed. Her pussy began to contract.
 
   I stopped moving and stood still. I switched the vibrator off.
 
   “Mmmm…….mmmm……mmmm…..mmmmm,” she begged.
 
   “No, we’ll wait a minute. It isn’t time yet,” I said as I turned to get a sip of water from the bottle on the nightstand.
 
   “Want a drink?” I asked, holding the bottle beside her head.
 
   She grunted and rolled her eyes.
 
   “Fuck, my bad. I forgot,” I laughed.
 
   I dropped the bottle on the bed beside her and shoved my cock deep into her pussy. I turned on the vibrator and pushed it deep into her ass and held it there. With the vibrator still, I fucked her wet pussy hard. I reached back and slapped her ass as hard as I could. Her eyes closed and she grunted and whimpered.
 
   As a hand print produced itself on her ass, I slapped it again. I worked the vibrator in and out of her ass.
 
   Whack! I slapped her ass again. She moaned into the ball gag.
 
   As I fucked her as hard as I could, I continued to work the vibrator in and out of her ass. Whack! My hand slapped the other side of her ass.
 
   Her breathing changed again, and she began to contract. I continued to fuck her as hard and as fast as I could. As I worked the vibrator in and out of her ass, I reached onto the comforter for the lube. I held the lube over her ass crack and squirted out a generous amount. 
 
   I leaned back and watched as the lube worked its way to the vibrator. I pressed harder and harder, shoving myself into her as I worked the vibrator.
 
   She mumbled into the ball gag.
 
   Whack! My right hand slapped her ass again. Alternately, she stomped her feet. I slapped her ass again. She stomped one foot. I slapped it again, hard. She remained still, whimpering into the gag.
 
   Forcefully, I fucked her wet pussy as she contracted. As her pussy contracted, and she relaxed, she nestled into the bed. I slowly fucked her ass with the vibrator.
 
   And she came. And moaned. And moaned. And came. And moaned. As she did, I slowed my pace of fucking until I stopped.
 
   I slowly pulled my cock from her wet pussy, and leaned down beside her face.
 
   “You have you an orgasm?” I asked.
 
   She batted her eyes.
 
   “Done, are we?” I asked.
 
   She closed her eyes.
 
   “I’m going to guess that the multiples were a ‘yes’, that one means ‘no’,” I said as I grabbed her elbow and flipped her over.
 
   She opened her eyes wide and looked at me with surprise.
 
   Using my shoulders, I pressed her knees into her shoulders and reached for the vibrator. With her ass pointing in the air, her wrists secured to her sides by the restraints, I began to fuck her in the ass. 
 
   Harder and harder I pounded, my hips smacking against her ass. Reaching in from her stomach, I took the vibrator and began slapping her clit with it. She began to grunt as I slapped it.
 
   After a few minutes, her grunts became rhythmic. I continued to fuck her ass and lightly slap her clit with the vibrator.
 
   She closed her eyes.
 
   I dropped the vibrator.
 
   I placed both hands on her throat and began to squeeze. As I increased pressure, I paid attention to her breathing. When she relaxed, I began to fuck her ass steadily.
 
   She began to moan into the gag, eyes closed and relaxed. As she did, I continued to fuck her ass. Her eyes opened. 
 
   Lightly she moaned.
 
   And she released.
 
   That was the first time I have encountered a woman squirting. Initially, I suspected she was urinating. She continued to moan. I slowed my pace, maintaining the pressure on her neck.
 
    As she went limp, moaning lightly into the gag, it was apparent she had an orgasm to end all orgasms. 
 
   As I pulled out, I looked down at her lifeless body. She opened her eyes. I walked to the bathroom and ran warm water over a washcloth. I added some soap to the wet cloth and more hot water. 
 
   I carried it into the bedroom, and unbuckled her hands. I handed her the washcloth, and unsecured the ball gag, removing it from her head.
 
   She rubbed her jaw and made a few strange noises.
 
   “Awwww. God. That was hot. Holy crap. Erik, is it? Was it Erik?” she asked.
 
   I nodded. 
 
   “Erik, that was…” she smiled. 
 
   “Fantastic,” she finished.
 
   I nodded.
 
   “You don’t talk much when you’re not fucking or hitting on girls, do you?” she asked.
 
   I shook my head from side to side.
 
   She wiped her inner thighs and picked up the water bottle. Holding it in the air, she raised her eyebrows.
 
   I nodded.
 
   She laughed and took a drink.
 
   She stayed quite a while, watching television on the sofa, relaxing.
 
   As she left, she gave me a hug.
 
   “You’re one weird mother-fucker, Erik. I had a good time, thanks,” and she walked through the door.
 
   After I watched her walk down the hallway, I stepped into the apartment and closed the door.
 
   You have no idea.
 
    
 
   ERIK. Grace was somewhat of a pivotal point for me in my sexual adventures. She filled a void – a feeling of necessity to attempt a little more of a violent side, an aggressive side. I learned after our encounter that I was not as attracted to that type of sexual behavior as I had anticipated I would be.
 
   I recall that immediately following our session I felt somewhat guilty. Not as much for what I had done, but for how I had acted. Some of the things I had said. 
 
   We all enjoy different things in life, and in sex. I was slowly finding that I was dominant sexually, but not as heavy into the sadistic or masochistic arenas.
 
    I sat, holding the diary, and tried unsuccessfully to recall some of the other pivotal events in finding my sexual self.
 
   I opened the diary, intending to flip through the last remaining pages. Another name caught my eye. I backed up to the page after I passed it.
 
   Lisa Spartan. Oh lord. I met her after the recent deluge of Dominance/submission novels. Women’s eyes and spirits had been opened by the reading of those books. For men like me, the novels make an excellent conversation topic. Our conversation had quickly gone to submissive behaviors, and she assured me that she belonged in a submissive role.
 
   When a woman ended up with some form of expectation from me, it always bothered me. Never for very long, but it did. Sometimes I would go a considerable amount of time before I would get involved in another sexual situation.
 
   That was one woman that truly terrified me. To see a woman develop expectations so quickly was unsettling. She was….well, she was different.
 
   We met in a coffee shop, and she seemed to be so normal. The attraction was immediate. I found tremendous interest in her based almost solely on her looks. Well that and what later appeared to be an eager submissive attitude.
 
   The attraction didn’t last long.
 
    
 
   NAME: LISA SPARTAN
 
   AGE: 25
 
   STATS: 5’-11” thin, large breasts
 
   ACCOMPLISHMENTS: irritating
 
    
 
   As I stood in line, I watched the woman ahead of me attempt to shuffle her laptop, purse, and retrieve cash from her wallet. As she tried unsuccessfully to hold her wallet in her armpit and open it with her hands, eventually she dropped her wallet from her grasp. As her wallet fell from her armpit, I caught it before it hit the floor.
 
   “Wow, thank you,” she said when I handed it back to her.
 
   “Certainly. You have your arms full, can I help you?” I asked.
 
   “Well, to tell you the truth, can you hold my wallet?” she asked.
 
   “Get me five dollars out of there, if you would,” she said as she attempted to hand me the wallet.
 
   “Here, just let me pay for the coffee,” I said as I stepped in front of her in line.
 
   And that was the beginning of what ended up being a two hour meeting at the coffee shop. We discussed everything from school, the importance of an education, the unpredictable Wichita weather, and manicures. 
 
   “I find you fascinating. A tough guy that gets his nails done. Let me see them again,” she asked as she reached out to inspect my nails.
 
   I held my hand out for her to grasp it again.
 
   “Amazing. And your skin is so soft,” she said.
 
   I smiled.
 
   “So, tell me again about this rule or rules you have about non-relationships,” she said, laughing.
 
   I smiled, “Well, I just have issues about being in a committed relationship. I feel that in a committed relationship, people have expectations, and when expectations aren’t met, there is disappointment. Disappointment leads to the failure of a relationship. If the same thing or things happened, in the relationship that is – yet there are no expectations on either party – it’s best; for me, anyway.”
 
   She nodded her head slowly.
 
   “Interesting,” she said.
 
   Eventually, after a few hours of discussing submissive behaviors, we left the coffee shop for an early dinner. After dinner we went to her house for drinks. I had explained that I did not drink, but she wanted to talk over some wine. I agreed, thinking that this undoubtedly would do nothing but get better.
 
   “I loosen up when I drink,” she said after her second glass of wine.
 
   “You haven’t seemed uncomfortable at all,” I stated from the loveseat.
 
   She stood up and carried her wine from the sofa to the loveseat and sat beside me.
 
   “You know you are an attractive man,” she said.
 
   “Thank you,” I said over my shoulder.
 
   “Your age attracts me, it’s not a turn off,” she said.
 
   “That’s great,” I responded.
 
   “Tell me to do something,” she said as she finished her wine.
 
   “Excuse me?” I responded, not fully understanding what she was asking.
 
   “Tell me to do something sexual, I can’t believe you’re a Dom,” she clarified.
 
   “What do you mean? Tell you to do something?” I asked.
 
   “I want you to tell me to do something. I’m feeling frisky,” she said as she placed her wine glass on the table beside the sofa.
 
   At that particular moment, I was not thinking about sex, and she caught me off guard. We had not been talking about sex. I had expected the conversation eventually would become a sexual one, but it had not yet. 
 
   “You want me to…” I didn’t finish before she interrupted.
 
   “Tell me to suck your dick,” she said.
 
   “Cock, I like the word cock,” I chuckled.
 
   “Oh God, that’s hot. Tell me to do that,” she said.
 
   “You want me to tell you to suck my cock?” I asked.
 
   “Oh God,” she moaned as she slumped into the sofa.
 
   Well, this could work out to my benefit.
 
   “Are you drunk?” I asked.
 
   “No, I’m just frisky. I only had two glasses, why?” she asked.
 
   “Just making sure I wasn’t going to take advantage of a drunken woman,” I smiled.
 
   “Take advantage of me, you’re a Dom. That’s so hot,” she slumped a little lower. 
 
   I stood from the sofa, turned and unzipped my pants.
 
   As I pulled my cock from my pants, she sat in the corner of the sofa and stared. I stroked it a few times, and held it in my hand. She stared at it as if she was drawn to it. My voice snapped her out of her trance.
 
   “Sit up and suck my cock like a good girl,” I said.
 
   “Oh God, yes master,” she said, scooting forward on the sofa.
 
   “Sir, call me sir,” I stated, still stroking my cock.
 
   She scooted to the edge of the sofa, and leaned down, taking my cock in her hand. She began to stroke it, staring at the tip. After several seconds of licking the tip and shaft, she began to suck my balls. 
 
   “I just love it that you shave your balls. I love sucking balls,” she said, looking up into my eyes.
 
   She immediately went back to sucking my balls.
 
   “Suck my cock, you little submissive bitch,” I said sternly.
 
   “Oh, yes sir,” she said as my balls popped out of her mouth.
 
   Immediately she began sucking my cock, forcing it into her throat and gagging on it with each stroke.
 
   “It turns me on to gag on your big dick,” she said as she pulled her mouth off of tip.
 
   “Cock, don’t ever call it a dick again, you little bitch,” I demanded.
 
   She forced it deeply into her mouth, moaning the entire time. Each stoke of her mouth produced a convulsing action from her throat. After three or four strokes of her mouth, she pulled away again.
 
   “You want to cum in my mouth?” she asked, her eyebrows raised as she stroked my slippery cock.
 
   “I’ll cum wherever I want, do you understand that?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, God. Yes sir,” she responded.
 
   Immediately she went back to gagging on my cock.
 
   “Take off your pants, and shirt. Get those big titties out, you little bitch,” I demanded.
 
   “Oh God. Yes sir,” she snapped.
 
   As soon as she was undressed, I reached around her thighs and picked her up, holding her upper body against mine.
 
   “Wrap your legs around me,” I demanded.
 
   “Oh, hell yes. Are you going to hold me up and fuck me?” she asked as she wiggled her way up my upper thighs. 
 
   I shuffled to the wall, my pants around my ankles. I pressed her against the wall and forced myself inside of her.
 
   “Oh. Oh. Oh. That feels so goooood,” she said slowly.
 
   With her back to the wall, her legs were wrapped around my waist. I forced myself into her. She was beginning to irritate me for some reason, and I wanted to fuck her senseless and leave her in a pile on the floor.
 
   “Fuck me, sir. Oh yes. Fuck me. Yes, yes, yes,” she screamed as I tried to situate her body to a position that promoted penetration.
 
   “Hold fucking still, God fucking damn,” I barked.
 
   As she stopped wiggling, I hoisted her by the thighs, lifting her slightly. As soon as her ass was in a location that it fit against my thighs, I pressed hard against her thighs with my hips, forcing my cock deep into her.
 
   “Oh god, that’s so deep,” she moaned. 
 
   Great I have her right where I want her.
 
   I began to pound her as hard as I could, stroking her with as much as I could of my cock. I found a rhythm, and forced myself harder into her. I began to pound as hard as I could, forcing her head to pound against the wall. 
 
   “I’m going to cum…I’m…” she sighed loudly.
 
   I continued to pound away, her back and head slapping against the wall.
 
   “I…I…” she moaned.
 
   I pounded harder, holding her ass in my hands, with her legs around my waist. 
 
   “Oh God, I…” she screamed as she began to cum.
 
   I pulled her away from the wall as she was having an orgasm. Holding her ass in my hands, I lowered and raised her as I thrust my hips upward. Her eyes opened wide as she accepted my entire length.
 
   After she came again, I lowered her to the floor. She stood in front of me, her legs shaking. 
 
   “I need to sit, that was incredible,” she said.
 
   “Get down on your knees and open your mouth,” I demanded.
 
   Exhausted and shaking, she reluctantly got on her knees.
 
   “Open your mouth,” I said.
 
   I started stroking my cock, the tip inches from her face.
 
   “Play with those big titties of yours,” I said as I stroked it.
 
   As she began to roll her nipples between her fingers and her thumbs, I closed my eyes. As I felt myself begin to climax, I opened my eyes and grabbed her forehead with one hand, tilting her head back.
 
   “Open it,” I said, out of breath.
 
   As she opened her mouth I began to cum.
 
   Typically, I do not cum during sex, ever. I reserve my orgasms for times and places that I want to enjoy them. This was one of those times. As I began to cum, I groaned….releasing three weeks of semen into her mouth. She gagged as it dripped from her mouth onto her tits.
 
   I continued to stroke my cock, freeing a few more spurts onto her face and lips. As I finished, I slipped the tip into her already full mouth, forcing her to swallow all that I had placed there.
 
   “Suck it clean like a good little girl,” I said as I pressed it into her throat.
 
   Her eyes opened wide.
 
   As she sucked and licked my cock, I laughed to myself.
 
   As she finished, she looked as me for acceptance. I smiled a false smile of reassurance. She stood, smiled and turned toward the bathroom.
 
   As I pulled my pants up, she walked to the bathroom to clean up. I realized as she was in the bathroom that her good looks didn’t and wouldn’t make up for her irritating sexual behavior, and childish antics.
 
   “Oh wow, you cum a lot,” she said as she walked out of the bathroom.
 
   I smiled and nodded as I sat on the sofa. 
 
   “Seriously, I have never seen so much,” she chuckled, “is it always so…well.”
 
   “Yeah, that’s pretty typical,” I said over my shoulder.
 
   She leaned toward me and hugged me from the side as she laid her head on my shoulder. 
 
   “I’m going to have to get, I’ve got to get up early,” I said as she looked up at me from her resting spot.
 
   “But, you said you didn’t have a job, can’t you stay?” she asked.
 
   “No, I’m going to have to go,” I said as I stood, realizing I had devoted an entire day to this woman.
 
   Without a doubt, this would be our first and last meeting.
 
   “Really? You can’t stay?” she asked.
 
   “No, I really have to get. I just realized, we’ve been together since one o’clock today, it’s late,” I responded.
 
   “Okay, when will I see you next?” she asked.
 
   “I don’t know, we’ll see. I’ll call you,” I responded.
 
   I never did. My phone for the next two weeks, was receiving a text every ten minutes. After the first two days, I didn’t respond to any of them. I continued to get a text every ten minutes for about two weeks.
 
   She, through her text messages, had stated that we were bound to each other through our sex. The fact that we had sex, according to her, bound us together. We were committed to each other.
 
   The thought of someone thinking that bothered me. If she had been somewhat more sensible, I may have spent a little more time having sex with her. This behavior and the hundreds of unanswered text messages left me a little uneasy. I knew after this woman, it may be a while before I committed to have sex with another woman.
 
   Quite a while.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ERIK. The thought of the fear that Lisa put in me was disturbing then, and was even more so now. She was confirmation that I had no business fucking with a woman that I had no intention on actually being with for any period of time. I had forgotten about her. How soon we forget the people in our past that we should remember forever…and not for good reasons.
 
   I flipped through the pages looking at names and events, none of which rang a bell.
 
   Until.
 
   Serena.
 
   Oh, Serena.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   NAME: SERENA PARSONS 
 
   AGE: 25
 
   STATS: 5’-3” petite, half Filipino
 
   ACCOMPLISHMENTS: training as a sub
 
    
 
    
 
   Serena was the first person I felt like I was ever in any form of relationship with. I had graduated college, and was back in Wichita. I met her immediately after my mother had passed away.
 
   We met through one of the members of the motorcycle club. She was a friend of the wife of a member, and was introduced at a summer gathering. Immediately, I was drawn to her submissive appearance as I observed her actions.
 
   She had apologized to almost everyone within earshot for something. Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t see you. My apologies, I didn’t realize you were reaching for that. 
 
   I worked my way through the crowd at the beer keg and introduced myself. We quickly began a conversation about cars. I had just purchased my first BMW. She had been driving a BMW for some time, and we started talking about our opinions regarding the vehicles.
 
   A short conversation revealed that she was truly submissive, yet did not realize it. I immediately had every intention of bringing it to her attention. She and I were together, if you could call it that, for almost nine months. 
 
   “Why do you say that,” she asked.
 
   “Because you are,” I responded.
 
   “But how can you be sure,” she asked.
 
   “Well, I am not sure, but everything indicates…”
 
   “What’s everything,” she asked.
 
   “Your actions, behaviors…”
 
   “We just met, you haven’t seen me do anything,” she interrupted.
 
   “Can I have the freedom to touch you?” I asked.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “I want to touch you, but I don’t want to if it makes you uncomfortable,” I explained.
 
   “Yeah, sure. To prove a point, I suppose. Yeah, go ahead,” she agreed.
 
   We had walked away from the keg, and were talking beside some of the motorcycles, a distance from most of the other people attending. I reached up slowly and placed my hand on her neck lightly.
 
   “How does that make you feel?” I asked.
 
   “Your hand?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Indifferent. Nothing,” she responded.
 
   I tightened my grip and leaned close to her ear.
 
   “I want to shove you down onto your knees, and watch you suck my big cock like a good girl. Watching you do that would please me greatly. You want to suck my big cock and make me very happy, don’t you?” I asked.
 
   “Right here?” she turned her head and asked.
 
   I nodded.
 
   She turned her head slowly and looked around the crowd. As she looked back in my direction, she shrugged.
 
   I raised my eyebrows.
 
   “Maybe over by the trees,” she offered.
 
   I let go of her neck.
 
   “What? Not what you wanted to hear?” she asked.
 
   “No, I proved my point,” I said.
 
   “What? How does that even prove anything?” she asked.
 
   “How did that make you feel when I squeezed your neck and whispered into your ear?” I asked.
 
   “It was a huge turn-on,” she responded, “what did you expect?”
 
   “Well, it was what I expected, but it isn’t typical,” I laughed.
 
   “Of who?” she asked.
 
   “Of anyone that isn’t submissive,’ I answered.
 
   She took a sip of her beer, “Whatever.”
 
   “Whatever? You seriously think that wanting to drop to your knees and suck a guy’s cock that you never met before is typical?” I asked.
 
   “Well, now that you put it that way, I don’t know. But you squeezing my neck and whispering in my ear was hot. I probably would have done about whatever you asked or told me to, I’m gonna guess,” she said.
 
   “Well, that’s submissive behavior,” I chuckled.
 
   “Well, if you say so, I guess so. So what now?”
 
   “I’d like to know more about you. It’s Serena, right?” I asked, knowing the answer.
 
   “Yeah. Parsons. Serena Parsons, and you are?”
 
   “Ead, Erik Ead.” I extended my hand.
 
   She took my hand into hers and squeezed lightly. As she did, she looked up and made eye contact. It wasn’t typical for what I was used to in a woman this age, but submissive behavior set aside, she had a nice polite personality, great posture, and a fabulous body. She was extremely small, but very well proportioned for her size.
 
   “So, you want to go out some time this week?” I asked.
 
   “During the week is bad for me. The weekend, sure,” she responded.
 
   “Weekend it is,” I muttered as I pulled my phone from my back pocket.
 
   “Blackberry, huh?” she laughed, “who carries those things anymore?”
 
   “I hate spending money on phones,” I laughed, “let me get your number.”
 
   The first night we had sex was an interesting one. I was determined to prove to her that she was submissive. I thought as we were driving to the bar after eating of ways to test her submissive limits.
 
   “So, you want to go back to your house?” she asked.
 
   “It’s being remodeled,” I lied, “It’s nowhere near presentable.”
 
   “Well. We could go to my apartment,” she offered.
 
   “Bar or apartment?” I asked.
 
   She looked like she was contemplating her answer. 
 
   “Turn on Oliver you remember how to get there?” she asked as she pointed north on Douglas.
 
   “Yes, I remember,” I answered as I turned on Oliver and drove toward her apartment. 
 
   I looked around the apartment as I stood in the living room. A chair, love seat, and a sofa were in the fairly large living area. The kitchen was open to the rest of the house, and consisted of a bar style eating area. The bar was littered with four stools.
 
   “Come here,” I said as I walked to the kitchen.
 
   “Excuse me?” she asked.
 
   “Come here, into the kitchen,” I demanded.
 
   She naturally followed right behind me.
 
   “Sit down,” I said as I pointed to the stool I had pulled away from the bar.
 
   “You want me to…”
 
   I interrupted before she finished, “Sit.”
 
   She hoisted herself onto the stool and sat, facing me. She looked curiously into my eyes.
 
   “And?”
 
   “Sit for now. That’s it, let me think,” I said as I looked around the apartment.
 
   “Pull your shirt off. Here, let me help you,” I said.
 
   She raised her arms. I lifted her shirt off of her torso and over her head. I set the shirt on the island and unfastened her bra. As I pulled her bra over her arms, she covered her breasts with her arms.
 
   “Put your arms down,” I said sternly.
 
   “They’re tiny,” she responded. 
 
   “They’re sexy.”
 
   “You really think so?”
 
   “Yes, quite. Your body is incredible,” I said.
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Yes, I wouldn’t say it if I didn’t mean it.”
 
   “Thank you,” she said as she relaxed her arms to her sides.
 
   “Listen. I want you to do certain things for me, Serena. I’m going to ask you to do things for me, tonight and whenever we see each other, okay?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “I don’t want you to disappoint me, okay?”
 
   “I don’t want to disappoint you,” she responded.
 
   “That’s a good girl,” I said as I walked behind her. 
 
   I placed my hands on her shoulders and leaned forward. I pulled her hair away from her ear and whispered into it.
 
   “Your skin is perfect - so smooth. Your body, Serena, defines perfection. I’m going to push you, sexually. Mentally. Do you understand me?” I asked.
 
   She nodded her head slowly as I whispered into her ear.
 
   “Good. You’re making me happy, do you understand?” I asked.
 
   She nodded.
 
    “Serena, I want you to step off the stool and take off your pants, okay? Are you wearing panties?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   “I want you to take off your panties and your pants, and get back on the stool, okay?” I whispered.
 
   She nodded again, and slid off of the stool onto the floor. She unbuttoned her pants, bent down, and pulled them from her feet. As she stood, she folded them and paced them on the island.
 
   “You’re such a good girl, Serena. Are you cold?” I breathed into her ear.
 
   She shook her head slowly.
 
   I had found out, by this point in time in my sexual experiences, that whispering brought me more favorable results than a demand or even speaking at a soft tone. There’s something about a whisper that’s difficult to argue with.
 
   “I’m going to spin you the other direction, Serena. I don’t want you to turn around, okay?” I whispered into her ear.
 
   She nodded.
 
   I turned the stool to face away from the kitchen, walked to the refrigerator and opened the freezer. Ice. Broccoli. Corn. A large package of chicken breasts. Popsicles.
 
   Popsicles.
 
   I pulled a yellow popsicle from the refrigerator. 
 
   I pulled the wrapper and sucked on the popsicle as I walked back to the stool. As I walked in front of her, I pulled it from my mouth.
 
   “Popsicle?” I asked as I looked intently at the frozen treat.
 
   She nodded and looked at the floor.
 
   “They’re a great snack, aren’t they? You can eat them all day and satisfy an appetite without getting fat,” I offered as I walked in front of her.
 
   She looked up and smiled, “Yeah, I love them.”
 
   “Spread your legs, Serena,” I said quietly.
 
   Slowly, she moved her thighs apart.
 
   “Use your hands, Serena. Pull your knees apart wide. As wide as you can, I’m going to stick my head in there.”
 
   As soon as she comprehended what I said, she cooed. I knelt down beside her, popsicle in hand, and began to lick her pussy. As soon as I began to lick, her lips opened like a flower. I licked from bottom to top, flicking my tongue off of her clit as I reached the top of her pussy.
 
   With each stroke of my tongue on her clit, she would shiver. I pulled my head back slowly and held the popsicle in front of her face. As I lowered it to her legs, she squeezed her thighs together somewhat.
 
   “No, spread them wide,” I said as I lowered the popsicle.
 
   Pressing against the inside of her knees with her palms, she spread her legs again. I lowered the tip of the popsicle to her pussy. Using my left index finger, I began to finger her pussy. 
 
   “Close your eyes, and leave them closed. Do you understand?” I whispered, looking up.
 
   She nodded.
 
   I slid my finger in and out of her soaking wet pussy. I slowly pulled it out, and began to massage her clit with the tip of my finger. As I massaged, she wiggled in the chair.
 
   “Hold still, Serena,” I demanded softly.
 
   I pressed the tip of the popsicle into her pussy. As I did, she gasped, but remained somewhat still. I began to slowly slide it in and out of her pussy as I licked her clit with the tip of my tongue.
 
   As she began to moan, I pressed my face harder against her clit, pressing it against my upper lip with my tongue. She writhed against my face as I licked and worked the popsicle in and out of her pussy.
 
   Her labored breathing and arched back indicated an orgasm was imminent. 
 
   “Scream Serena,” I pulled my mouth from her clit and looked up.
 
   She opened her eyes momentarily, and looked at me confused.
 
   “When you cum, scream,” I said as I lowered my mouth to her clit.
 
   She began to moan as I methodically licked her clit. I worked the popsicle inside of her until the stick of it was at her pussy lips.
 
   She bucked her hips and began to scream.
 
   “Oh…..”
 
   “Oh…..”
 
   “I’m….”
 
   “Ooooohhhh” she said as she relaxed.
 
   I softly pulled my mouth from her pussy and looked up. 
 
   “Feel good?” I asked quietly.
 
   She nodded, “Amazing.”
 
   I stood and walked back to the kitchen and opened the freezer. I got two more popsicles, and turned toward her as I tossed the first one in the sink.
 
   “Did the cold bother you?” I asked.
 
   She turned around on the stool, “No. Not really. I liked it after a sec,”
 
   “Did I say you could turn around, Serena? It’s important to me that you pay attention and listen to what I say. Listen and understand,” I said in a quiet steady tone.
 
   She immediately turned the stool around to face away from me, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”
 
   “That’s okay. It pleases me greatly when you listen.”
 
   She nodded her head sharply.
 
   I walked to the other side of the island with the two popsicles. I slowly unwrapped them each, and handed one to her. “Suck on that for me.”
 
   As she began to suck on the popsicle, she watched me intently.
 
   “Slide off of the stool, and put your hands on the countertop, Serena,” I said softly as I licked the popsicle.
 
   She slid off of the stool, and placed her elbows on the countertop. As she spread her legs, she licked the popsicle.
 
   I pulled her hair away from her face, and whispered into her ear. “I’m going to fuck you senseless, Serena. You know that, right?”
 
   She nodded.
 
   I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. With the popsicle in my mouth, I pressed the head of my cock against her wet pussy. As I removed the popsicle, I slowly forced myself into her extremely tight pussy.
 
   “Oh my God, you’re huge,” she gasped.
 
   “No. Your pussy is tiny. It’s so tight,” I said.
 
   “Thanks,” she laughed, and then gasped as I thrust into her again..
 
   I smiled and shook my head as I slowly forced myself in and out of her wet pussy.  As I did, she grunted and forced her popsicle further into her mouth.
 
   I pulled my popsicle from my mouth. As I slid my cock slowly in and out, I spread her butt cheeks with my free hand and the knuckles of my hand that held the popsicle. I pressed the tip against her available hole with force just shy of penetrating her.
 
   “Oh God,” she gasped.
 
   I released the tension on her ass, and slowly pressed again.
 
   She inched closer to the counter and bent her knees momentarily. 
 
   “Hold still, I’m going to slide it in there, Serena,” I said softly.
 
   She locked her legs.
 
   I pressed the wet popsicle into her ass slowly.
 
   “Oh God. Oh God,” she shouted as I slid it in and out.
 
   “Feel good?” I asked.
 
   Her head nodded repeatedly onto her popsicle.
 
   Using my right hand, I fucked her ass with the popsicle as I worked my cock in and out of her tiny pussy. With each stroke, she grunted and groaned. As I felt her pussy contract on my shaft, I slapped her ass lightly.
 
   “Oooohhh,” she screamed. 
 
   “Don’t you dare cum yet,” I demanded.
 
   “Oh. Oh, okay. When?’ she asked.
 
   “Now,” I said.
 
   “Now?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, hand me your popsicle,” I said.
 
   She handed me her popsicle. It was about half dissolved in length and girth. I continued to slide my cock in and out of her pussy and held my popsicle in her ass.
 
   “Now,” I said as I began to work the popsicle into her ass.
 
   As I did, she began to moan. I slid the popsicle she had provided me between her butt cheeks. I maneuvered it between the popsicle in her ass and my cock. I pressed it against her pussy.
 
   She yelled.
 
   I pressed harder. 
 
   As I forced the popsicle against the top of my cock, it slowly slid into her pussy with my cock  Using both hands, I worked the popsicle and my cock in and out of her pussy in unison. As I did, I slid the popsicle into her ass slowly.
 
   “Now, and scream when you cum, Serena,” I demanded.
 
   “I….I….” she cried.
 
   “Now, Serena,” I demanded.
 
   “I…”
 
   “Now!”
 
   “Oh…”
 
   “Oh…God. Oh…”
 
   “Now.”
 
   “I…I…Oh…Oh.”
 
   “Cum you little slut,” I whispered harshly.
 
   “Oh God.”
 
   “You sexy little slut, cum,” I said.
 
   “Oh God…I’m…”
 
   “Cum you little slut, cum….”
 
   “Oh God. Oh God…”
 
   As the popsicle in her pussy broke and the small piece fell out onto the floor, she straightened her elbows and screamed.
 
   I pulled the popsicle from her ass, and threw it over the island and into the sink. Slowly, I allowed myself to slide from her pussy.
 
   She stood, facing the countertop, now resting on her elbows. Her forehead against the countertop, she moaned.
 
   “God, that was weird,” she moaned.
 
   “Good weird or bad weird?” I asked.
 
   “Good,” she said as she turned around.
 
   “I haven’t had an orgasm like that ever before,” she said as she rubbed her hands on her outer thighs.
 
   “Do you know why you had such an intense orgasm?” I asked.
 
   “The popsicles?”
 
   “No, the control. You’re submissive. There’s no doubt the popsicles were exciting to you, or different. But my control of you - me telling you what to do, that made the difference. What started on the stool, not letting you turn around. You felt like I was in control of you the entire time. You liked that didn’t you?” I asked. 
 
   She nodded and looked at the floor.
 
   “Don’t be embarrassed,” I said.
 
   “Do you want to clean up?” I asked.
 
   She nodded, “Do you want to take a shower with me?”
 
   “Sure,” I responded.
 
   Serena and I continued to see each other with regularity. I don’t recall for certain, but I believe that we spent about nine months together, seeing each other a few days a week. Although I had made clear that I wanted nothing more than to spend time together and have fantastic sex, she eventually developed feelings. 
 
   When she expressed to me how she had felt, I naturally wanted to try discussing this with her. I suspected I could talk some sense into her if she realized that her feelings of affection would prevent us from seeing each other at all. I truly had enjoyed the sex with her, and had reservations about ending our time spent together. 
 
   The talk produced no meaningful resolution, and although we did not fully agree, we split. She eventually moved out of town, stating that she couldn’t stand living in the same city with me and see me with other women. She was of the opinion that we would have been great for each other as a couple.
 
   Although we did have fabulous sex, and she satisfied me from a submissive standpoint with her personality, I had no feelings for her. In her absence, after the break-up, I missed the sex. I missed her willingness to entertain almost any sexual suggestion. I did not miss her as a person.
 
   This relationship was my first relationship beyond experimentation that produced satisfaction from a woman being submissive in personality – and not merely in desire. I learned from many questions asked and answered with Serena that she would be as satisfied as I was with her submitting to perform for me sexually.
 
   There were several times that she wasn’t punished for her actions, but was punished from what would be the normal treatment by me. On one instance, I left her naked on the barstool in her house and went to the mall for a new pair of jeans. 
 
   When I returned, she had been on the stool naked for an hour and a half. She was instructed to sit there, and not to move under any circumstances. When I returned, she was seated on the stool, proudly waiting for me to return. Her pussy, when I did return, was as wet as if it had received an hour and a half of foreplay.
 
   Her requirement of sitting on the barstool was a result of my inventive mind and her statement earlier that night of the pleasure she received from having me instruct her to do anything.
 
   Her delight from the 90 minutes of naked abandonment was some proof that she truly did desire to be told what to do, and to, in turn, do it. This intrigued me. In retrospect, I believe that I missed the pleasure that was received from seeing her perform as instructed.
 
   Although I didn’t miss her as a person, nor did I miss her personality, I sat and wondered what may have happened to her, and what she may be doing now. Who she may be with, and if that person was aware of her wants, needs, and desires. 
 
   Bringing her pleasures to the surface had been somewhat of a surprise to her. Confirmation was impossible, because I never took time to keep in touch with former sexual partners, but it would stand to reason that after a woman determined that she was submissive, she would receive very little satisfaction from any form of vanilla relationship.
 
   I thought of Serena or I being in a vanilla relationship and being satisfied. I laughed for a brief moment, and placed the diary on the floor in front of the fireplace. I stretched my legs and rubbed my chin with my hand.
 
   I could no more be satisfied in a vanilla relationship than I could be five foot four and Asian.
 
   Vanilla.
 
   I laughed again and picked up the diary.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ERIK. I flipped through the pages, full of the realization that I was not going to obtain anything from the diary but recollection of the memories associated with events long since forgotten.
 
   I haphazardly flipped through the pages that remained and into the blank pages. As I started to close the diary, I mentally recognized one of the last entries that my eyes had digested.
 
   I opened the diary up and flipped backward, from the blank pages to the pages with hand written entries. When I got to the first page that had an entry on it – flipping from back to front, I stopped and stared.
 
   Kelli?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   NAME: KELLI
 
   AGE: 
 
   STATS: 
 
   ACCOMPLISHMENTS
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   ERIK. I stared at the page. Statistics, blank. Age, blank. Accomplishments, blank. I closed the diary. Typically, I made it a point to obtain the height, weight, name, and if possible, last name of all the people that I had been with sexually. 
 
   This is something that I did, historically after we met, and prior to any sexual advancements whatsoever. If sex happened on the night of our first meeting, I always obtained the information before the close of the night one way or another.
 
   It was a form of trophy for me, a prize. Proof of my accomplishments. As far as I could accurately recall, every woman I had ever been with was listed in this book. Every one, without fail. When I decided to start the book, I had tremendous interest in human nature, and initially started it to keep track of the different likes and dislikes of women. 
 
   I had visions of spreadsheets and computer programs developed based on the statistical data contained in the book, and using the compiled data to determine my most suitable woman – if an whenever I was going to settle down.
 
   Being honest, it was a way for me to justify having collected the data over the years. But, I had always told myself that I would use the data to accurately pick the woman of my dreams – when I reached the point that I was going to settle down.
 
   Kelli’s blank page. I smiled. From the beginning, I was interested in her. I had an interest in her that was different from the others. Subconsciously or consciously, I chose not to place her data in the book. 
 
   The first day we met, and her walking to the bathroom for me in her hoodie…
 
   “I want you to go the restroom, Kelli, and remove your hoodie. Come back out here without it on, do you understand me?” 
 
   That was my first test of her. To see how she may react. She didn’t fail.
 
   “I thought you weren’t dominant in day-to-day activities,” 
 
   She actually had the guts to question me. I admired that. I actually have always had hopes that she would open up more, become more comfortable. She will in time, especially now.
 
   “I’m not. I didn’t tell you to do it, I asked you. There’s a small difference. I told you what I wished that you’d do. Now you decide what to do on your own,” 
 
   She removed the hoodie without reservation. Watching that woman walk made me so comfortable, so pleased that it actually scared me. Her walk had purpose.
 
   I smiled and picked up the diary, feeling the weight of it in my hand. No. That wasn’t the first. The first would have been at the dealership. The day we met. 
 
   “I’m Kelli. With an ‘I’,” she had told me, “Nice to meet you.”
 
   Absolutely adorable. She just…wow.
 
   “Kelli, walk with me toward the restroom. I want to watch you walk.” 
 
   She looked at me like I was insane.
 
   “Excuse me?” 
 
   She tried not to smile…
 
   “Come with me, walk in front of me, please,” I said.
 
   “Well, actually, I am supposed to stay here and answer the phone.” 
 
   She pointed to her desk. God she looked fabulous that day.
 
   “I want to watch you walk, Kelli with an “I”. Your walk has purpose. I watched you walk past Darwin’s office. I enjoy seeing your legs propel you. Walk for me.” 
 
   I sure had my reservations, but she did it…
 
    “It’s right over there, Erik.” She pointed and looked at me.
 
   When she said my name, it was as if she forgot the “K”.
 
    “It’s Erik with a “K”, Kelli. Enunciate. Follow me to my motorcycle.” 
 
   I started walking to the exit…hoping, praying, and for the most part, knowing she would follow me.
 
   “But I can’t, I have to stay…,” 
 
   She sure tried to keep from it.
 
    “I’m thinking that it interests me that you’re interested in me.” 
 
   I had told her after she asked me what I was thinking.
 
   “I’m interested in you? You asked me to lead the way to the bathroom, and then you told me to follow you out to your motorcycle. I think you’re mixed up.” 
 
   I knew at that time I wasn’t mixed up.
 
    “I placed a business card on the elevated portion of your desk. On the left - facing the showroom from the desk. Before your head hits the pillow tonight, Kelli, I want you to text me. Text me and let me know that you’re going to call me. After I return the text, I want you to call me, so be in a position to do so,” I had said.
 
   I sat down on the bike, and waited.
 
   “What makes you think that I am interested in texting or calling you?” she smiled.
 
   “The fact that you are, Kelli. The fact that you are,” I said as I pulled away.
 
   When I rode off, I was smiling ear to ear. 
 
   I knew from the moment she walked in front of me to the door of the dealership that I wanted her. I didn’t want to know her. I wanted her, period. End of story. 
 
   Wait. 
 
   Love is developed?
 
   There is no such thing as love that just is. Or is there?
 
   I felt the heft of the diary again. I leaned forward. Thoughts of Kelli filled my mind. I smiled.
 
   That damned woman. She sure has come a long way.
 
   Crazy little fucker. It was all I could do to refrain from laughing until tears came out of my eyes that day…
 
   “If you ever, ever, ever stop fucking me. Ever. I will hunt you down. I will hunt you down, and I will kill you. You think Slick got it bad? Stop fucking me. Just stop. And see what happens.”
 
   And when she said it she was serious.
 
   Love that just is.
 
   Possible?
 
   I opened the fireplace and tossed in the diary. As it started to burn, the plastic in the cover began to produce the most colorful flames. I watched the flames until I felt that I was in a state of hypnosis. My once colorful sexual life, up in flames. Erik Ead is no longer available. 
 
   Love that just is.
 
   I turned from the fireplace and faced the kitchen. Kelli was right where I had left her, unpacking boxes intently. As I watched, she took her mason jar of keepsakes from a box and looked at it. She turned it, looking inside and smiled. She certainly loved me from the start, and that jar was proof.
 
   Love that just is. Is it possible? From the beginning? 
 
   Erik Ead, no longer available.
 
   He hasn’t been since that first day at the dealership.
 
   “Kelli,” I yelled toward the kitchen..
 
   She stuck her head around the corner of the opening into the kitchen, and leaned my direction.
 
   “Yes sir?” she asked.
 
   She stood in the door opening, the most gorgeous woman I have ever seen. She truly stands alone, beautiful inside and beautiful outside. And she, until I make a mistake, is mine. 
 
   “If you ever, ever, ever stop fucking me, I’m going to hunt you down and kill you. Do you understand me?” I asked, trying not to smile.
 
   “Okay,” she said, holding the mason jar, smiling.
 
   “Kelli,” I said, beginning to walk her direction.
 
   “Yes sir,” she responded, looking up at me.
 
   “I want to tell you something,” I said as I leaned toward her and kissed her lightly on the lips.
 
   “Okay,” she smiled and looked up into my eyes.
 
   “I didn’t start loving you when I thought I did,” I said, realizing as soon as her face went ghost white that I should have chosen a better manner of expressing my thoughts.
 
   “You didn’t?” she asked, squeezing the jar in her hands.
 
   “No, baby girl,” I paused and placed my hands on each side of her face.
 
   “I loved you from the start,” I said, as I kissed her lightly again.
 
   I pulled my lips from hers. As I did, I could see her smile. 
 
   “The beginning? The very beginning? Like, uhhmm, the beginning at the coffee shop?” she asked, her face full of wonder and excitement.
 
   “I’m afraid so, baby girl. I’m afraid so,” I chuckled as I shook my head lightly, “I just wanted to be honest. I’ve loved you from the start. It just took me this long to admit it.”
 
   She placed her jar on the floor and stood. As she stood, I could see the tears running down her face. She opened her arms and wrapped them around me. As she began to squeeze me, she inhaled a long deep breath. As she exhaled slowly, she pulled her head from my shirt.
 
   “Me too,” she said.
 
   “Let’s get out of here for a bit,” I said as I picked her up from the floor and started to spin in a circle.
 
   “Okay,” she said, her face still buried in my shirt.
 
   “Italian?” I asked.
 
   “Il Vicino?” she asked as she pulled her face from my shirt.
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Movie afterward?” she asked as we slowly turned in circles.
 
   “I thought you’d never ask,” I responded.
 
   Love that just is.
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