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Out of the Box 7




My Lady Aphrodite,

From the moment I came back home after my
night with Anando and Leo, I couldn’t stop thinking about what
happened. I was excited by the memory of these two gorgeous, sexy
men focused on me and my pleasure, but also, just as much, by what
I had shared with Anando alone after Leo’s departure. It feels
strange to even say so after everything we have done together, but
it had been our more passionate tryst yet, and just thinking about
it made me squirm.

The one thing that I couldn’t wrap my mind
around was that I wasn’t upset or annoyed that we had broken the
rules yet again. I was the one who had set them up. Why couldn’t I
manage to maintain them?

Invariably, thinking about our rules always
brought my mind to the rules that governed Leo’s life. I thought I
knew of two; his partner had to approve of his lovers, and he
couldn’t stay the night with them. I may not be very experienced,
but I am not an innocent either. I am aware of the existence of
other lifestyles. Being aware of something and understanding it,
however, are two very different things, and I couldn’t help
wondering what Leo gained from being bound by these strict rules.
Part of me was certain he had to have been coerced into that
arrangement. It didn’t make sense otherwise. At the same time, I
had seen no trace in him that these restrictions chaffed.

It was all very puzzling, but more than that
it was safer to wonder about Leo’s amorous life and its rules than
to reflect too deeply on my own.

My mind still troubled and buzzing with
questions, I returned to the club only two nights later. The club
was busy, but not overly so, and I easily found a seat in the back
of the first floor, in one of the semi-private booths. I sat in the
back of the booth, so I could survey the bar and entrance. After
sitting alone for half an hour, sipping on alcohol-free cocktails,
I started worrying that Anando might not come. The previous night,
Lisa had hinted he didn’t come to the club as often anymore, and he
had no reason to think I would return so soon. For the first time
it occurred to me that I had no way of contacting him. That
realization left an unpleasant taste in my mouth.

When he finally arrived, just before ten
o’clock, he walked straight toward me, making me wonder if he had
somehow been warned that I was there. It didn’t matter, though, not
now that he had arrived. I watched him approach, letting my eyes
roam over him. He was wearing dark blue jeans and a tan shirt. He
had left the top three buttons unfastened, and they offered
tantalizing glimpses of his skin, just a little darker than the
shirt. His walk held the confidence that he always wore like a
coat. I beamed at him as he sat on my right.

“I didn’t think I’d see you again so fast,
Virginia dear.”

Something sparkled in his dark eyes, and made
it clear that the surprise was a good one. Relief washed over
me.

“I didn’t expect to be back so soon either,”
I said with a little shrug. “Especially when I’ve got to go to work
in the morning.”

He smiled at the bit of apology I put in my
words and asked, “Do you have a curfew, then?”

It had been at the back of my mind, even
though I hadn’t truly let myself think of it, and so the answer
came easily.

“Eleven. I won’t be going home with you
tonight.”

I expected him to try to convince me
otherwise; maybe I even hoped he would. I couldn’t be disappointed
when he nodded, though, not when his eyes were so full of
warmth.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” he said, “but I’m
glad you came. Would you like to dance?”

I pointed at the almost full glass in front
of me, but in truth I didn’t really feel like dancing. I wanted us
to be able to talk, and the loud music made that difficult on the
dance floor.

“In a moment,” I said. “Can we stay here for
a while?”

He rested his elbow on the table and leaned
forward to rest his cheek against his closed fist. “Anything you
want. Always.”

The tone of his voice hinted at much more
than deciding whether to dance or talk. Heat spread through my
cheeks. I took another sip of my drink, looking up as I did. I
noticed the owner of the club, Brett Andrews, passing by. The
memory of dancing with him—and especially of the reason why he had
wanted to dance with me—made me take another long drink.

“Did you enjoy yourself the other night?”
Anando asked.

Some day, I’ll be able to talk about sex
without blushing. Or at least, I hope I will.

“Very much,” I said, struggling to look him
in the eyes. “Both when Leo was there, and afterwards.”

He reached over the table to take my hand and
brought it up to his mouth. He barely brushed his lips against my
fingertips, but a shiver ran down my spine at the elusive touch. To
try and get a better grip on myself, I looked up again. Brett was
now leaning against the bar, talking to Leo. From the corner of my
eye, I could see Anando’s face turning to see what I was looking
at.

“What’s on your mind, Virginia?”

I hadn’t come there to talk to him about
this, but I found the opening impossible to resist.

“I’ve been wondering about what you said last
night. You know, about Brett needing to approve of Leo’s…
partners.”

I looked back at him to find he was frowning
lightly. “What about it?”

“I just…” I tried to smile, but it felt like
a grimace. “I don’t get it.”

“You don’t, Virginia?” He lowered his voice
almost to the level of a purr. “Are you sure? I thought I had
helped you figure out that it wasn’t that bad to put yourself in
someone else’s hands.”

A flash of heat coursed through me as his
words summoned the memory of how he had given himself to me, just
weeks earlier. My throat felt dry suddenly, and I had to take
another long sip from my drink before I could reply.

“What we did… It wasn’t anything as drastic
as what they do.”

Anando’s eyes never left me, and I found it
hard to look away again. “Maybe,” he conceded. “But it’s the same
idea. One partner gives entire control to the other, and in
exchange gets taken care of. It can be freeing not to have to make
decisions and just put your trust in someone else. Freeing, and
intensely rewarding.”

I thought about it for a little while. I
wasn’t sure I understood what he meant, but I was more intrigued
than ever. I soon finished my drink, and when I did Anando stood
and offered me his hand and a smile.

“Shall we, then?”

I nodded and took his hand, letting him guide
me toward the staircase to the lower level. I cast a glance at the
bar as we walked by it, and smiled when I caught Leo’s eyes over
Brett’s shoulder. He winked at me.

I had never been there on a Sunday night, and
I was a little surprised to find the dance floor almost as packed
as it was on Fridays and Saturdays when I usually came. It didn’t
matter to me, though, not when I was dancing with Anando, mere
inches from him, following his lead more than the rhythm of the
music as I always did. His body was made for this—music and
movement seemed to be the same thing when he danced, and both were
very sensual. It didn’t take long before my mind returned to our
conversation, and I started wondering whether it would be as
intense as he had claimed to follow his lead not only on the dance
floor, but for every little thing as well.

Song after song, my courage built up. When
the DJ switched to a slow song, Anando pulled me closer, his arms
wrapped around my waist, and I looped mine around his neck. With a
hand to the back of his head, I pulled him closer to me so I could
say in the shell of his ear:

“Would you do it?”

“Do what?” he asked back, his lips brushing
against my earlobe for a second.

“Tell me what to do. Not all the time, just…
just a night. Just to see what it’s like. Just as… a game. You
know, like the games we’ve played.”

He pulled his head back and gave me a long,
surprised look. I returned it as levelly as I could. If he was
wondering whether I meant it, I had to prove to him I did. I had to
prove it to myself also.

I was disappointed when he let go of me and
took my arms down from around his neck: disappointed, and scared
that I had finally crossed a line I shouldn’t have. He reassured me
by weaving his fingers through mine and holding on tight.

“Let’s go back up.”

He kept my hand in his as we walked back to
the first floor and found a table. A waitress approached, and
Anando ordered wine and blood. I asked for wine as well; if I was
really going to ask for this, I would need more courage. I seemed
to have used up all of mine on the dance floor, and I couldn’t even
look straight at Anando anymore.

“Look at me, Virginia.” He waited until I did
to continue. “You’re really serious. You really want to play that
game.”

The waitress brought our drinks. I took a sip
before I answered. The wine was refreshing, but it did very little
to cool down my mind.

“Yes. I am serious.”

Anando shook his head. I thought he was
refusing my offer at first, but then I recognized the look in his
eyes: incredulity, with maybe a touch of amusement.

“Do you know what you’re getting yourself
into?” he asked, a fleeting smile gracing his lips.

I laughed, from nerves more than anything
else. “Probably not.”

He drank deep from his glass. It always
fascinates me how his mix of wine and blood looks no different from
my wine. His smile had faded when he lowered his glass again, and
he now looked and sounded extremely serious. “This game has
rules.”

I understood the shift in his attitude at
that moment. He wasn’t reluctant, as I had first thought. It was
just the opposite, in fact. He wanted this as well, and wanted to
make sure I knew what I was asking for.

“I am serious,” I repeated. “Teach those
rules to me.”

He took another sip and seemed to mull this
over. “Just for a night, you said?”

I nodded.

“Give me a full day.” He sounded like he was
bartering. “Twenty-four hours. You can stop anytime you want, but
if you don’t we’ll just go around the clock.”

I swallowed hard, silencing my fears and
doubts. I had been afraid before, but I had never regretted pushing
forward. “OK.”

“When?”

“I don’t know… how about next Saturday?”

“From sundown on Saturday to sundown on
Sunday?”

“OK.” My anxiety resurfaced at that moment.
It all seemed to be going too fast, suddenly. “What if… what if
it’s too long?”

“Then you put an end to it with your
safeword.”

I was overcome by the sudden urge to giggle
and had to cover my mouth so I wouldn’t be too loud. This seemed to
amuse Anando, and he raised an eyebrow at me.

“I never thought I’d ever have a safeword,” I
explained once I had calmed down.

He gave me a half smile. “Well, it looks like
you will. What is it going to be?”

My mind went blank. I had no clue what kind
of word would do. Maybe I was also afraid, just a little, that I
would pick something silly and Anando wouldn’t take me seriously
anymore. “Why don’t you pick it for me?”

“No. That needs to be yours. Something you’d
be unlikely to say in normal circumstances.”

I watched his finger run along the rim of his
glass. When he stopped and picked up the glass, the perfect word
came to me. I grinned. “Chastity.”

He snorted into his drink and looked up at
me. He seemed both startled and amused. “Nice. What about your
limits?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, what won’t you do?”

I guess that had been the question ever since
I had first met him, and every time it was asked, I surprised
myself and pushed my own limits a little further. This time,
though, I didn’t think I could push more than I was already doing.
“I’m not sure. How about… how about anything we’ve done so far is
OK.”

He picked up his glass as he thought about
it, and I watched the movement of his wrist as he twirled the wine
in the glass. Once or twice, I thought he would spill his drink,
but his control remained total.

“All right,” he said at last, with a small,
devious smile that made me a little anxious about what he had in
mind. “Let’s see… what else…” The smile disappeared, replaced by a
poker face that worried me just as much. “In this kind of game
there’s usually punishment.”

A flash of fear coursed through me. The
obeying part of the game, I thought I could do. Punishments,
however, might just be too much for me. Pain has never been
anything I was even remotely attracted to. Before I could raise an
objection, however, Anando seemed to read my mind.

“I don’t think you’re ready for anything too
wild though. Let me think…”

He sipped on his drink and finished it as I
waited, holding my breath and unable to think of any kind of
punishment I could agree to receive. When he put down his glass, it
made a light clanking noise on the frosted glass tabletop; the
sound had a ring of finality to my ears.

“How about this,” he said. “Anytime you don’t
do as asked or hesitate, I’ll delay when you get to come by
whatever amount of time I see fit. Disobey enough and you might not
enjoy yourself too much.”

I thought about it for a moment. I didn’t
intend to disobey, but if I made a mistake, this was a consequence
I could live with. I nodded, a little relieved, and gathered up my
courage to ask, “What about…” I could feel my cheeks heat up as I
finished. “Rewards? What do I get if I’m good?”

Anando waggled his eyebrows at me. “That’s
for me to know and for you to earn.”

The temperature seemed to jump up at his
words, and I gulped. “Anything else?”

“No, for just a night, that’s about it. Do
you still want to go through with it?”

A wave of nervousness washed over me at the
realization that we had really just planned a game of submission
for me. “Ask me again on Saturday,” I said, and I wasn’t really
joking.

“I will.”

A burst of nervous laughter erupted from my
throat before I could stop it. “Wow.”

Anando chuckled. “Is this what you came here
for tonight?”

“No.” I thought about it, then amended
myself. “Not consciously, at least.”

“Are you scared?”

I almost lied, but decided not to. There
would have been no point to making myself appear fearless; he
already knew I was anything but. “A little. But I trust you.”

It was that trust that I kept in mind all
week. Every time we had played, Anando had pushed at my limits, or
had encouraged me to push at them myself, but he had always known
when to stop. I can’t pretend I didn’t have moments of doubt, as
the week trickled by. Those moments became more and more frequent
as Saturday came closer. Still, I held on to the certainty that
Anando would never do anything to hurt me, and that I would be able
to stop everything if it just was too much for me.

Saturday finally arrived, and with it, a box
in the mail, about a foot long in all dimensions. A handwritten
note next to my name and address warned me not to open the box
before sunset. Curiosity gnawed at me, and throughout the day I
kept coming back to the coffee table where I had dropped the box,
but I managed to restrain myself. It was his first order for our
game, and to break it now wouldn’t have boded well for what was to
come. I started getting ready in the late afternoon, spending more
time than usual preparing myself. I had bought new moisturizer, a
new dress, even new underwear, all of it designed to make me feel
sexier. It worked. The bright red dress had a plunging neckline
that, I hoped, would attract Anando’s eyes. It was cinched just
beneath my breast, then flowed freely down to my knees. I held the
barely acknowledged hope that I wouldn’t wear the dress long. As it
turned out, I didn’t even wear it out of my apartment.

At sunset, just as I finally started opening
the box, I heard something ring inside it. I hurried up and found a
phone right on top, with a slim, black headset next to it. I
slipped it over my ear and picked up the call.

“Hello, Virginia. First order of the evening.
You only speak when asked to. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good girl.”

These first words of praise sent an
unexpected flood of warmth down my body. I had not thought the game
would start so fast, or that I would get into it that easily.

“Do you still want to do this, Virginia?”

I was glad he had remembered to ask, and glad
that I hadn’t changed my mind. I am sure he heard my smile when I
said, “I do.”

“Any questions before we start?”

“Just… just one. Should I call you anything
special?”

He laughed. “Have you been reading up on
submission, sweet Virginia?”

“Maybe.”

His amusement was gone in a flash and he
clucked his tongue. “Now, when I ask you a question, you answer it.
Let’s try again. Have you been reading up on submission?”

The warmth that filled me this time was
embarrassed shame. I clasped my hands together and realized my
palms were damp. It had only been a few moments, and I was already
messing up. I resolved, right there and then, to do better.

“Yes,” I replied meekly.

“Better.” His voice softened again. “And you
can call me by my name. I like the way you say it. Go ahead,
try.”

“Yes, Anando.”

I had said his name dozens of times, but it
suddenly felt like a brand new word rolling off my tongue, smooth
but a little cold, not as sweet as it usually was.

“Yes, it really has a nice sound to it,” he
said. “Now, time to look through the rest of the box. Pull out the
pink package.”

Caught in the first steps of this brand new
dance, I had almost forgotten the box in front of me. I reached in
and pulled out a bundle of pink silk paper taped together. I opened
it to find a black lace thong and fine stockings with a diamond
pattern and lace at the top. My own attempts at sexiness paled in
comparison to those. I let my fingers trail on the lace.

“Do you like it?” Anando asked after a moment
had passed in silence.

“I… Yes Anando. But what about the bra?”

“You’re not supposed to question me,
Virginia,” he scolded gently. “And you won’t need a bra.”

I swallowed back the other questions rising
to my lips. I reached behind me for the ties of my dress and tugged
until it pooled at my feet. My underwear followed the same path,
then I stepped into the panties Anando had chosen for me.

“Do you have a full-length mirror?”

“I do.”

“Are you in front of it now?”

A jolt of nervousness coursed through me, and
I had to remind myself he hadn’t asked me to stand in front of a
mirror. I hadn’t broken another rule, even if I had to answer
no.

“You’ll finish dressing in front of it,
then,” he continued just as calmly. “Take the box with you.”

Wearing only the thong, I walked over to my
bedroom.

“Are you done?” Anando asked after a few
seconds.

I started and hurriedly grabbed the stockings
from the box I deposited on my bed.

“Almost, Anando.”

The stockings were so thin, I had to slow
down and pull them up carefully so they wouldn’t tear. They felt
like silk on my legs, and the lace and elastic band at the top was
just tight enough to hold them up.

“Ready?” he asked again, just as I was
straightening up.

I looked at myself in the mirror and could
see myself flushing.

“Yes, Anando.”

“Back to the box. The black package,
now.”

I pulled out the bundle of black silk paper
with some trepidation. It was heavy. I tore off the paper to
discover a black leather dress. A very short, corset-like black
leather dress. My mouth felt very dry.

“Like it?” he asked again.

I could have assured him I did, but it would
have felt like cheating. “I… I’m not sure.”

He made a little surprised noise. “Hmm. Why
not?”

“It’s not something I’d have chosen for
myself.”

He laughed. “Oh, I know that, Virginia dear.
But you’re going to wear it for me.”

There was no room for negotiation in his
tone, and so I didn’t even try. I stepped into the dress, pulled it
up and tugged the zipper on the side all the way up before I looked
into the mirror, hyperaware of how little of my skin was covered.
The dress barely went halfway down my thighs, and the bottom edge
of the stockings’ lace band just peeked out along the hem of the
dress. The top part of the dress, shaped like a corset, hugged my
body very snuggly. It pushed my breasts up, giving me a dramatic
cleavage and covering barely an inch above my areolas. I tried to
pull the edge up to cover myself a little more, but it didn’t
work.

“Does it fit?”

“I…” I swallowed hard. “I don’t know.”

He clucked his tongue again and took a
disappointed tone. “Virginia. You were doing so well. Try
again.”

I took a deep breath and tried to find words
when I looked at myself as though my reflection were someone else.
It made it easier, just a little. “It’s very tight.”

“Uncomfortable?” he asked at once.

There was just enough of concern in his voice
that I could guess he might not make me wear the dress if I
answered it was too tight.

“No. But my breasts look like they’re going
to spill out.”

He chuckled. “You’ll be fine, don’t worry.
One last package at the bottom of the box.”

This time, the ivory silk paper revealed a
pair of shiny leather high heeled boots that came up to just below
my knees when I slipped them on and pulled the zippers up. Again,
they weren’t anything I’d ever have picked for myself in a store,
but I could see why Anando had chosen them. They completed the look
perfectly.

“Are they the right size?”

“Yes.”

Either he was very lucky, or he had checked
my clothes and shoes sizes at some point since we had started
playing. He didn’t say anything. Seconds passed before I realized
my mistake.

“Yes, Anando.”

“Better. Look at yourself in the mirror. What
do you see?”

I took a good look in the mirror and tried to
see myself through his eyes. I wished he had been there to see what
I was seeing—to see, also, if his eyes widened, or if his trousers
lost their perfectly tailored look. I looked exactly the part for
the game I had asked to play. The only thing missing, maybe, when I
thought back of the pictures I had seen while investigating on the
internet, was a collar, or cuffs. Other than those, I looked like
the perfect little submissive. The scars on my neck, showcased by
the dress leaving my shoulders bare, only added to the look.

“I see someone else,” I answered, choking a
little on the words. “Not me.”

I would have expected him to be amused by my
comment. Instead, he sounded very serious. “It is you, though. This
is who I see when I look at you. Someone confident, feminine and
gorgeous.

What could I answer other than, “Thank
you.”

“You’re welcome. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Anando.”

“Put on a jacket; it’s a little chilly. You
don’t need anything more than your keys, and the phone. Fix your
hair over the headset to hide it. Your ride is waiting in front of
your building.”

I hurried outside and down the staircase,
feverish at the idea that he would be there for me. Instead, I
found a cab waiting by the curb, the back door open. I felt a
little disappointed.

“Do not say a word to the driver. In fact, do
not say a word to anyone but me unless I tell you to.
Understood?”

“Yes Anando,” I said obediently as I walked
to the cab and sat in the back seat. I wondered then how to tell
the driver where to go, or how I would pay my fare since I hadn’t
taken my wallet. For a second, panic tried to take over. I pushed
it away when the cab started toward the center of Haventown where
the club is located. Anando had to have taken care of everything, I
realized, and I was able to relax a little.

We had been riding for a couple of minutes
when Anando’s voice rose in my ear again, as soft, as delicate as
the lace of the underwear I was wearing for him.

“I wonder if the cab driver noticed what
you’re wearing. I bet he’s checking you out in the rearview mirror.
Why don’t you open the jacket to give him a better view?”

I did as he asked, untying the sash and
pulling the sides of the jacket on either side of me. I felt
exposed suddenly, and even more so when I noticed the eyes of the
driver in the mirror. I turned my head toward the window and looked
away, unable to bear his gaze.

“Always so shy, Virginia.”

It took me a second to realize he was
referring to me looking away from the driver, and another two to
understand that meant he could see me. I whipped my head around,
looking on all sides for his car, looking for him.

“Yes, I can see you,” he said, sounding
amused. “And you’ll see me soon. Here we are.”

Just as he said those words, the cab parked
in front of the club. I opened the door and stepped out,
remembering at the last second not to answer the driver’s
goodbye.

“Check in your coat. Still no talking. You
can leave the phone in the jacket, the receiver will hold.”

I did as he said, more aware now that I
didn’t have the protection of the jacket anymore that I had never
worn so little in public. It felt as though all eyes were on
me.

“Good girl,” Anando murmured as though
guessing I needed to be reassured. “Now go down to the dance floor.
I want to see you dance in this dress.”

I almost started asking him if he would dance
with me, and remembered at the last second that he hadn’t asked me
a question. I managed, also, not to look around for him. I knew he
had to be there, very close, and just seeing his eyes would have
helped me go on, like his voice had. I breathed in deeply as I
moved over to the staircase and started walking down to the lower
level of the club. I kept repeating to myself that I needed to
follow his voice, and that nothing else but his voice existed. The
people around me, the eyes following my path, were of no
consequence. My own desires were secondary. Anando would take care
of them, and me.

“Doing very well, Virginia,” he praised me
when I reached the dance floor. “Very well, indeed. Dance for me.
Just follow the music. Raise your head a little… yes. Just like
that. Do you know how beautiful you are?”

With my head thrown back, I could finally see
him, leaning against railway of the catwalk just above the dance
floor. Before I knew it, I was smiling. Every step I had taken so
far had been for him; now it was easier to tell myself that there
was no one here but him, no one seeing me but him. Never looking
away, I passed my tongue over my lips and ran my hands along my
body, not really touching but giving a convincing illusion of it,
if the way he shifted before discreetly adjusting himself was any
clue.

“Are you wet, Virginia? Do you enjoy putting
yourself on display for me like this? I know I am enjoying it very
much.”

“I am too, Anando.”

Just as I finished talking, a man stepped in
front of me and, meeting my eyes and smiling at me, joined my
dance. I started moving back, but Anando stopped me.

“Go ahead, dance with him. Put your hands on
his shoulders.”

I didn’t want to. My Lady, you know how much
I didn’t want to. Anando wanted me to do it, however, and that was
the game I had chosen for us. So, I did as he asked. The man in
front of me smiled more widely, but it was the approval in Anando’s
voice that made me relax.

“Yes, like that. Get closer to him. Can you
make him hard, Virginia? Can you make him as hard as you made me?
Don’t answer. Just show me.”

I was not simply embarrassed to be
practically rubbing myself against a man I didn’t know; I was
mortified. And at the same time, I was incredibly turned on. I
wasn’t dancing with this stranger. I was dancing for Anando. I
turned around, staying against the partner Anando had chosen for
me, my back tight to his chest and my ass gyrating against his
hardened cock, but now I was facing Anando again, and I didn’t feel
as uncomfortable anymore.

The man’s hands just skimmed the sides of my
breasts before clinging to my hips and pulling me back, bringing me
closer to him. I could feel his growing erection grinding against
my ass, and had to fight my instincts so I wouldn’t pull away. I
fisted my hands and imagined it was Anando’s body behind me,
Anando’s cock, Anando’s lips now brushing against the so sensitive
scars at the crook of my neck.

“Enough.”

The harsh word was followed by what sounded
like a growl. My heart leaped inside my chest and I had to force
myself to keep breathing. What had I done wrong?

“Turn around and tell him this. Repeat after
me: ‘I’m sorry.’”

Throat almost too dry to speak, I obeyed. I
was relieved to finally pull away from him, but unable to meet the
man’s eyes. “I’m sorry.”

“‘I have to go and give a blowjob to my
master.’”

“I have to go and—” I stopped when I realized
what Anando was making me say. I couldn’t do it. I had never said
those words and they felt… Naughty is far from strong enough a
word. Forbidden, I guess, is a better one. Forbidden, like
everything I had done with Anando, or almost.

“Go ahead, Virginia,” he murmured in my ear,
his voice both velvet and steel. “Finish.”

I shook my head, just barely. I wanted to say
I couldn’t do it, but the words refused to come. This was when I
caught sight of Anando, just a few feet behind the guy. I kept my
eyes on him as I said the words he had dictated to me.

“Good girl,” he said, smiling when I was
done. “Come to me.”

I breathed a sigh of relief and went to him,
ignoring the man’s protests as I walked by him. Only when I reached
him did I start wondering if he was really going to make me do what
he had made me say. I was shocked to realize the thought had me
salivating, and found myself imagining the logistics. A dark corner
maybe, or the restrooms, or even a back alley near the club—

“You think too much, sweet Virginia. You’re
supposed to leave that to me for tonight, remember? “

He pulled the phone headset from my ear then
removed his own and slipped both of them in his jacket’s pocket.
Despite the wild rhythm of the song playing over us, he wove my
arms around his neck and pulled me close to him. I gasped as I felt
his cock press against me, then sighed. I had made him this hard. I
had to be doing something right. He nuzzled my neck. Goosebumps
erupted all over my body at the low sound he made, almost a
purr.

“You have no idea how good you smell,
Virginia.”

His lips brushed against the scars of his
bite with each word. I had to bite my lips not to whimper.

“Sweet and musty and, oh, so very horny. Are
your panties soaked yet?”

I was too turned on to even feel
embarrassment any longer. “Yes, Anando,” I breathed.

He rocked a little more deliberately against
me, and pulled a moan from me by finding just the right angle to
press against my clit. I rested my cheek against his shoulder and
closed my eyes. The moment felt just perfect, until he said:

“You must be thirsty. Let’s go back up.”

I caught myself before I could say I wanted
to keep dancing. My disappointment must have showed on my face
because Anando smiled.

“We’ll dance again later,” he teased.

He held my hand tight and led me up to the
bar. We found seats there, and I tried not to worry too much that
my dress hiked up, completely revealing the lacy top of the
stockings. Anando’s hand came to rest on my thigh, and I shuddered
when his fingers trailed along the lace. The faint caress made me
lightheaded, and I was grateful for the wine Leo placed in front of
me when Anando ordered for the two of us.

“Maybe you should thank Leo,” he mused aloud
when we had both taken sips from our glasses. “After all, it’s a
little because of him you’re enjoying yourself tonight.”

I threw a quick glance toward Leo, and sure
enough he was looking in our direction, his curiosity clearly
piqued. I am sure Anando had noticed his blatant interest as
well.

“A pity you can’t say a word to him,” he
continued. “Although I guess you could thank him another way. Give
him a present, maybe.”

I just had to look again. Leo was now
observing us from across the bar, arms crossed and a bemused look
on his features.

“I know,” Anando said, pure deviousness now
coloring his voice. “Why don’t you go to the ladies room and take
off your panties? Then you can bring them to Leo. I’m sure he’ll
like that very much.”

I thought I would die of embarrassment when
Leo grinned.

Anando leaned in to press his lips to my
flaming cheek. “I’ll find us a place in a booth for when you’re
done.” He took both our glasses and left.

I have to admit I felt more than a bit lost
when he went away. For the first time that night, there was no
voice in my ear urging me on, reminding me I was doing it all for
him. I had to remind myself that I had asked this of him. I wanted
this. That was what I repeated to myself when I slipped off the
stool, tugged my dress back down and walked to the restrooms as
calmly as I could manage.

I had been in the club’s restrooms before,
and the lack of mirrors had left me a little puzzled. This time,
though, it comforted me. I knew what I looked like in this dress. I
knew, also, that my cheeks had to be bright red. I didn’t need to
see my own shame. To try to cool down, I wet my hands in cold water
and pressed my palms to my face. It helped a little, but not much.
I dried my skin with a paper towel and entered a stall. Leaning
against the door, I pulled my panties down and gingerly stepped out
of them. I bundled them up so they would fit inconspicuously inside
my fist. I couldn’t help being even more aware of how aroused our
game had made me so far now that I had the very damp proof of it in
my hand.

I remained there a few seconds longer, eyes
closed and breathing slowly. When my mind had stopped flying every
which way, I came out of the restrooms. I approached the bar in the
center of the room, keeping my eyes on the pillar at the corner of
the bar so I wouldn’t have to think about Leo until the last
moment—until I had to give him the thong. When my slow steps had
taken me to the counter, however, I realized that Leo wasn’t there
anymore. At a loss as to what to do, I looked back toward the
booths to find Anando and get directions.

A flash of heat ran through me when I
realized Leo was sitting at the booth with Anando. Both of them
were looking toward me, and I felt very self-conscious as I joined
them. I tried to remind myself that they had both seen me
naked—they’d both been inside me—and I had nothing to be ashamed
of, but my nerves got the better of me and I was covered in goose
bumps when I reached the table. My first instinct was to sit by
Anando, but Leo slid back on the bench, moving to sit against the
back wall, and at Anando’s cue I sat down in the space he had
opened.

“Do you have anything for me, Virginia?” Leo
asked, grinning as widely as earlier.

I froze, my still fisted hand on my knee.
Across from me, Anando smiled encouragingly. It gave me the push I
needed to go through with it and hand him my panties. I kept my
eyes on Anando as I did, so I’m not sure what Leo did with the
thong. Put it in his pocket, I imagine. I only glanced at him when
he spoke.

“Nice gift. That deserves a thank you.”

He looked at Anando as he said it, and I felt
a thrill at the realization that he was seeking his permission, not
mine. Very slowly, Anando nodded. At once, Leo leaned over toward
me. His lips pressed against mine, smooth and cool.

“That looks awkward,” Anando said very low.
“Why don’t you help him, Virginia? Sit in his lap.”

Very slowly, I slid over toward Leo and then
realized something. The only way I could do what Anando has asked
was by hiking up my dress. I did it with trembling hands, extremely
aware that I wasn’t wearing panties. Leo’s hands on my waist
steadied me as I straddled his thighs.

He kissed me again, more deeply this time.
He’s a wonderful kisser, but to tell the truth I didn’t really pay
attention to what was happening. My entire focus was on Anando. I
could feel his eyes on us. I wondered what he was thinking. I
wished he had been the one kissing me.

Leo was getting hard and bucking lightly
against me, just enough to tease me a little more. He broke off the
kiss and smiled ruefully.

“I’m afraid I don’t have permission for more
than this, and I doubt you do either.”

He glanced at Anando behind me, and whatever
he saw made him chuckle. His hands clasped my waist lightly, and he
pulled me off his lap and onto the bench to his left, on the same
side as Anando.

“I’ve seen that look before,” Leo told me,
leaning in close as though sharing a secret. “They always try to
pretend they’re not jealous.”

I watched him leave, his words still echoing
in my mind. I was a little afraid to see too much in his words. I
was afraid, also, that he might just be wrong

“Sit closer to me,” Anando said, and I’m not
sure if I imagined the hint of frost in his voice.

I slid toward him on the bench, tugging down
my dress without much success. My wine glass was on the table in
front of me. I started reaching for it, stopping briefly to receive
a nod from Anando, and took a long gulp of wine.

“You did very well, Virginia. I think it’s
time for a reward.”

He closed the sheer curtains, giving us a
semblance of privacy, and drew me even closer to him. I thought he
would pull me onto his lap, thought we would reenact one of our
past games, but instead he merely turned toward me and kissed me. I
had been waiting for this for hours, it seemed, and I melted into
the soft press of his lips and tongue. His hand skimmed along the
lacy edge of the stockings, as it had earlier, sending electricity
through me. With my dress not fully in place and my panties in
Leo’s possession, it didn’t take long before his hand adventured
further between my legs. Without truly being conscious of what I
was doing, I tried to part them, and my dress slipped a little
higher, giving him better access.

I moaned into his mouth when his index finger
traced my wetness, then a second time when it pushed in, oh so very
slowly, and came out soaked in my own arousal, only to circle my
clit. Lost in the sensations, I stopped responding to his kiss and
closed my eyes, accepting the too-light touches of his tongue and
finger, and wishing—almost praying—for more. I started shaking. I
was so close on the edge of pleasure, it was almost like a physical
pain to be denied that extra touch that would bring me to my
orgasm. All of a sudden, both his lips and finger left me. Panting,
I opened my eyes and tried my best to plead without saying a
word.

“Do you want to come?” he said, his lips so
close to my jaw that I felt his words as well as heard them.

“Yes, Anando.” Desperation crept up in my
voice. “Please.”

“Give me your neck, then.”

I thought about it for a second. Not about
obeying, no, but about what side of my neck to offer him. When I
bared my throat to him, it was on the mark-free side. I knew what I
was doing, and why. I wanted a reminder of this night, of these
incredible moments I could have never imagined. Anando slid a
finger along my neck, and I started shaking a little harder. Very
gently, he tilted my head the other way.

“Another time, maybe,” he murmured as he
finally pulled me onto his lap.

My hands wrapped around his shoulders as his
settled on my thighs, very still. His mouth descended on my neck
and lay on the same spot where he had bitten me, weeks earlier, on
the same scars he had reopened every time I had allowed him to take
my blood since then. I could feel his lips tracing the sensitive
marks, then his tongue doing the same thing, but the bite I was
waiting for didn’t come. Instead, he sucked hard without breaking
my skin. I moaned, and without thinking I arched my hips into him,
seeking friction, and relief. Anando stopped me with a cluck of his
tongue. At once, I realized my mistake, but I couldn’t manage to
care, not when my heart was trying to break free from my chest.

“I guess you’re not going to come quite yet,
then.”

Before I knew it, a pleading word escaped
from my lips. “Please.”

“And now speaking out of turn, too?” The
words were chastising, but the glint in his eyes made them teasing.
“No, Virginia, you’ll have to do better than that.”

I wanted to ask how, but remembered to stop
before I made things worse for myself. He waited as though
expecting me to say something, but when I didn’t, he smiled.

“I feel like dancing some more. Come on.”

I was certain I wouldn’t be able to stand,
let alone dance. I was too much on edge for either. Anando,
however, didn’t give me a choice. He slipped out of the booth, and
shielded me from view of the other customers when I followed,
adjusting my dress. My legs wobbled a little, and I clung to his
hand on the way back to the dance floor. For the first time, I was
tempted to say my safeword and end what felt like torture. I knew
he would be disappointed if I did, however, and I managed to
contain my frustration. Besides, there were much worse things than
dancing with Anando—or so I thought until we reached the dance
floor.

As always, he led me to the thick of the
crowd and kept me close as he started dancing. But while usually
his hands would have been all over me, his body brushing against
mine, this time the contact between us seemed accidental. With me
craving him as much as I did, it was sheer agony to be that close
and not touch him. Several times, I tried to step closer, but he
always moved back and out of my reach and looked at me sternly. I
finally stopped trying, even though I felt miserable. As it turned
out, it was the right thing to do. After a little while, he leaned
in close and said into my ear:

“The punishment is over, Virginia. Are you
ready to go?”

I bit my tongue before I could say something
stupid. I was learning, or at least I thought I was, and that new
insight let me realize that it didn’t matter whether I wanted to go
or not. The only thing that would matter for about twenty more
hours was what Anando wanted.

“Forgive me for asking… but are
you?”

He gave me a pleased little smile. “Very
good, Virginia. Very, very good.”

He bent closer to my neck for what I thought
would be more teasing of my scars. He bit me. I froze in surprise,
and a little from pain, too. He wrapped his arms around me and held
me close as he started pulling on my blood with his fangs still
embedded in my flesh. Very little blood was going through, but the
sensation was incredible, and what little pain I had felt quickly
faded. My knees started giving in, but he supported me. I was
shaking and trying very hard not to moan aloud. When he pulled
harder on my blood, a flash of pleasure tore through me, and I
finally came. After being denied for what felt like forever, my
orgasm left me blank-minded. I held on to Anando, wishing for more,
and yet trembling when just his lips on my neck became too
much.

I barely realized he was leading me upstairs,
getting my jacket for me, and directing me to his car. My whole
world was contained within the feel of his skin against mine, and
only when he let go of me to drive, did I start emerging from my
daze.

I turned my head toward him, and blinked
several times before I could focus on him. The car seemed to be
going very fast. Anando’s hands were clenched on the wheel, and for
a moment, when he looked at me with eyes of fire, I thought he was
mad at me. Before I could ask myself what I had done wrong,
however, his voice rose in the silence of the car, rough and
needy.

“Touch yourself for me, Virginia.”

I didn’t hesitate, didn’t let myself question
him. I simply obeyed. With my body still shaking with the
aftershocks of pleasure, the smallest touch felt like too much, but
he had asked for this, and I didn’t want to disappoint him. I
tugged yet again at my dress and gingerly touched my clit before
pressing a finger inside myself, like Anando had done earlier. I
was very wet and the thought crossed my mind that I would stain the
upholstery of the seat. I couldn’t manage to care, though. I half
closed my eyes and imagined it was Anando touching me again. Before
seconds had passed, I couldn’t stop myself from moaning.

“What are you thinking about?” Anando asked,
his voice taking a sharp edge of desire.

“You.”

“Keep talking, sweet Virginia. Talk dirty to
me.”

I was too far gone by then to even blush. Too
far gone, also, to know what to say. I just babbled, letting
whatever thought that crossed my mind pass my lips without applying
any kind of filter or censoring myself.

“I want you so badly. I’ve waited to feel
your cock inside me since I entered the club. You have such a
lovely cock. It fits so well inside me. Every time I touch myself I
think of it. Of you. Your hands and your mouth and your—”

Anando slammed on the brakes, and I opened my
eyes to find we had arrived at his house. He had pulled all the way
up the driveway and stopped in front of the backyard fence. Before
I could even move, he got out of the car, rushed to my side and
opened the door for me. I took his proffered hand to step out,
realizing too late that my fingers were wet. He didn’t seem to
care, however. He hoisted me up, causing my dress to ride higher
and completely expose my ass. Gentle yet frantic hands guided my
legs around him, and he buried his face in my neck and throat,
kissing and sucking lightly and making me moan. His cock was hard
against my cunt, his pants the only thing that separated us
still.

I couldn’t wait to reach the house and
finally, finally take him inside me. Apparently, he couldn’t wait
either. He stumbled to the front of the car and carefully lay me
down on the hood. I just had time to understand what he was doing,
and already his cock was surging inside me, as cool as the night
air, while the hood of the car beneath my jacket was warm, and my
whole body felt about to ignite. I held on to him so I wouldn’t
fall apart, but in just seconds, it felt as though I did just that.
Anando thrust inside me maybe half a dozen times, his movements
frantic and desperate, but the first slide of his cock all the way
in was enough to tip me over the edge I had been balancing on. I
could have wept at how good I felt. I’m pretty sure I screamed.
Anando came mere moments after me.

I didn’t realize it then, but now I can see
our game had affected him just as much as it had affected me. In
all our encounters, he had never seemed so desperate to be inside
me or to come.

For a few minutes, we lay there together. I
never stopped to think that the car was a poor cover if anyone
happened to walk by. His cock was still in me, his hips still
jerking every now and then, and with his cheek resting against my
chest, it just felt right. If he had wanted to stay there all
night, I wouldn’t have protested.

“Bad Virginia.”

I tensed at the murmured words, but he raised
his head and soothed me with a smile.

“Making me so hard for you, need you so much
that I can’t even wait to be inside.” As he had done so often that
night, he clucked his tongue in reproach. This time, though, I knew
I wasn’t in trouble. “Very, very bad of you. Do you have anything
to say in your own defense?”

I tried to give him as coy a smile as I could
manage. “I’m sorry.”

He chuckled and traced my lips with his
thumb. I listened to my instinct and gently pulled the tip of his
thumb into my mouth, accepting in advance the punishment that might
come.

“Somehow, I don’t quite believe that,” Anando
said, grinning.

He pulled his thumb away and zipped up his
pants. The metallic sound was loud in the still night. He then
tried to pull down my dress, but I was still lying on it. Giving
up, he scooped me up into his arms and carried me inside, not
putting me down even when he had to pull his keys out of his pocket
and unlock the door.

“I wonder,” he said as the door banged shut
behind us, “how I’m going to punish you for being so
irresistible.”

He looked down at me and I strived to give
him my most innocent look. Somehow, I don’t think I was very
convincing, but then I was half naked in his arms and very aware of
his come slowly trickling down my thighs.

“Hmm. I think I’ll just have to fuck you
again.”

I squeezed my legs together at his words and
tried not to moan. I’m not sure I was successful.

“Before that, though,” he said as he stepped
deeper into the house, “we’re going to wash you up. I want you to
smell of yourself and me, not Leo, not the cab, not any of those
people who came too close to you tonight.”

I looked at him. His expression was fierce,
and I remembered what Leo had said earlier about jealousy. I
realized at that moment, in a flash of blinding clarity, that I
wasn’t the only one who had been being tested at the club. Anando
had been testing himself, too. I had followed his every direction,
and I thought I had proved myself, to him as well as to myself. I
am rather certain that he had discovered something else entirely
about himself.

It wasn’t really domination and submission,
after that. It was Anando using that pretext to break all the
rules. He demanded that I sleep in his arms. In the morning, he
demanded that I play chess with him. He ordered me to tell him what
my favorite movie was, and minutes later we were watching it. He
commanded me to sit at the bar in nothing but one of his shirts
while he cooked brunch for me. He made love to me even as he called
it fucking, whether it was in his bed, against the kitchen island,
or in the shower.

When the twenty-four hours ended, I was
sore and ready to swear off sex for a month—unless he asked for
another time, or one after that. I was also ready to stay with him
even if there wouldn’t be sex for a month, just as long as he
continued to talk to me, laugh with me, cook for me, look at me
in that way. When
the twenty-four hours ended, I also knew that, try as we might, the
rules wouldn’t work anymore, if they ever had. He was more than a
sex partner to me, and I would have bet my life that I was more
than a sex partner to him.

The problem, my Lady, is to figure out what
we are exactly. Or what we can allow ourselves to be.




The End
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