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Already On My Knees

He doesn’t push in.

He holds there, right at the tight ring of my asshole, and I’m bent over the edge of the bed with my cheek on the duvet and my knees already starting to ache from the position he put me in. One hand flat on the small of my back. The other works lube into my ass, two fingers hooked, stretching my rim open while he breathes through his mouth.

“Again.”

I push back. I’ve been pushing back twenty minutes, taking another slow inch up my ass every time he says it, and I’m sweating through the thin cotton of the tank top he told me to keep on. My thighs are slick where they press together. Everything smells like the lube he’s been working into me and my own skin and the faint metal of the headboard I’m gripping.

His fingers curl. I make a noise I didn’t plan on making.

“There,” he says. Not a question. He found it and he knows he found it and he’s going to press there until I admit what it does to me.

“Hudson—”

“Shh.” His thumb circles my rim on the outside, slow, pressing in just enough to feel the give. “You wanted this. You asked me to train you. I’m training you.”

I did ask. Last week, after we’d been drinking on the couch and he’d had his hand down the back of my jeans and I’d told him I wanted him to be the first. Not my pussy — he’d had that already, had it a dozen times in a dozen ways. I wanted his cock there first. And then I’d said, drunk and wanting and a little too honest: teach me. Make me good at it.

He took me seriously.

Now I’m on his bed on a Saturday afternoon with his fingers inside me and his cock still zipped up and my rim stretched open around him until I can feel every ridge and none of it matters because he told me before he started: not there tonight.

“I’m going to put my cock in your ass now.”

I nod into the duvet. My hair is stuck to my mouth and I leave it there.

“You’re going to take all of it.”

Another nod.

“And you’re not going to come until I tell you. You don’t come from anything but this. Understand?”

He says ass the way other men say baby. Like it’s a pet name. Like it’s the whole point of me.

“Understand?”

“Yes.”

His fingers slide out of my ass. The emptiness hits worse than the stretch did, a hollow, grasping nothing that punches a dry uh-uh-uh out of me, raw and embarrassing, and he laughs low in his chest. The sound of his belt. The sound of his jeans hitting the floor. I keep my hands on the headboard and wait, and when I feel the thick blunt head of his dick against my slicked hole where his fingers just were I stop breathing.

“Breathe,” he says.

I breathe.

He pushes.

The stretch burns. He’s wider than the plug, wider than two of them together, and it splits me open until my whole lower body seizes. My muscle fights him. I try to pitch my hips forward. My hands go white on the headboard. I stay. I take the first inch. My mouth falls open. No sound. Just breath.

His hand slides up my back, under the tank top, flat between my shoulder blades. He pushes down once, testing whether I’ll hold the position on my own.

He eases in another inch. Another. I feel the fat ridge of his cockhead catching on my rim every time it slips back, holding itself, gaining ground. He doesn’t hurry. He learns the shape of my resistance, finds the angle that makes me open instead of lock, tilts his hips and I gasp. The pressure shifts, hits a hot spot deep inside, and then he’s in. All the way in.

He bottoms out and holds there, his hips flush against my ass, and I’m so full I feel the blunt head of him nudging a place deep in my gut I don’t have a name for, and my hands are white on the headboard. Everything below my navel runs hot and wants a hand that isn’t coming. My clit throbs with my pulse, swollen, pointless. I want to reach down and rub my cunt so badly my fingers twitch. I don’t. He didn’t say I could.

“Look at you.” He pulls back until just the fat crown stretches my rim and drives in again. “Look at my girl. Taking my cock balls-deep in her tight little ass like she was made for it.”

I’m starting to believe him.

He fucks me easy at first. Learning the shape of me from the inside. One hand on my back, the other gripping my hip hard enough to bruise, and every time his hips seat against me I make a noise I’ve never made before, a guttural nngh that grinds in my throat. Not a moan. It comes from the part of me that practiced kneeling on bathroom tile at seventeen for a boy who never showed.

“Faster,” I say, and I don’t know where it came from.

He stops. Just stops, buried to the root in my hole, and I feel his two fingers tap once on my cheek. Flat. Deliberate. Like he’s marking something.

“Who’s training who?”

“You,” I breathe. “You’re training me.”

“That’s right.” He pulls almost all the way out until the flared crown of his dick stretches my rim wide. “So I set the pace.”

He slams back in.

I scream. Pain, sharp and fierce, and under it something cracks open. He does it again. And again. Then he’s fucking me hard and raw, his hips driving into my hole, hand fisting in my hair, yanking my head back. I’m making noises that aren’t words. Just punched-out ah-ah-ah every time he hits deep.

“Where do you come from?” His voice is rough, close to my ear.

“Your cock.”

“Where?”

“My— my ass. From your cock in my ass.”

“And where do you not come from?” He slows, just barely, and I feel him throbbing inside me, thick and hot. “Say it.”

“My pussy.”

He thrusts deep and holds, grinding his hips against me. “That’s right. That’s not what you’re for.”

The words land somewhere low and hot. Not what I’m for. There’s a heat between my legs that has nowhere to go, an unfed throb I’ve already half stopped listening to. My cunt, demoted to the thing I’m learning to ignore.

“Please,” I say. I don’t know what I’m asking for.

“I know.” He lets go of my hair and both his hands go to my hips, fingers digging in. “Come. Now.”

He drives into me hard, three times, four, and on the fifth I break.

The orgasm isn’t what I expected. Not the sharp, bright thing I get from my clit. This one starts in the base of my spine, a slow, heavy roll that drags through my pelvis, my thighs, locking my whole body rigid. I feel every ridge of him inside me. I’m shaking, making hitching sounds that rattle my ribs, and I’m not crying. I’m coming from nothing but his cock in my ass, and the thing that wrecks me most is how deep it goes, how it claims the whole floor of me and refuses to stop.

He fucks me through it. Doesn’t slow. When I finally go limp he pulls out and flips me onto my back and I see his face for the first time since I got on the bed.

He looks wrecked. Pupils blown. A muscle jumping in his jaw. He’s slick between his legs and strokes himself twice, looking down at my body, my legs still spread, my cunt wet and shining and skipped over like it isn’t part of the deal.

“Mouth,” he says. “Open.”

I open.

He comes in thick, hot spurts on my tongue, on my lips, across my cheek. I swallow what I can. The rest drips down my chin. He didn’t tell me to wipe it. He’s breathing hard, still braced over me, and when he finally opens his eyes he looks at my face.

“You’re good at this.” He wipes his thumb across my bottom lip, pushing the rest of his come into my mouth. “Better than I thought you’d be.”

“I told you.” My voice is hoarse. “I told you I wanted to learn.”

“I know.” He sits back on his heels, still looking at me. He presses two fingers to my hip, light this time, almost absent. And then he says: “This is training. You know that, right? I’m going to teach you how to take it. How to take more of it. And when you’re ready—”

“When I’m ready?”

He doesn’t finish the sentence. Just looks at me, pupils blown, jaw tight, that set to his mouth that means he’s already decided, and my stomach drops because I know what he’s not saying and I want it anyway.

“By the time I’m done,” he says, “you won’t even ask for it.”

He means my pussy. He means the dull insistent want between my legs that he plans to leave hungry until it gives up. He means I’ll stop wanting what he’s not giving me and start wanting only what he is.

I pull him down to me instead, his weight on my body, his come still sticky on my chin, and I kiss him. Like being on my knees for him with my cunt ignored is the best thing that’s ever happened to me.

When I pull back he’s smiling. The crooked one, with the chipped tooth. The one that means the next thing is already mapped out.

“There you go,” he says. “Now clean up. We’re going again in an hour.”

I get off the bed. My legs shake. There’s lube on my thighs and my ass is sore enough
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