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It’s the day after the night before. Yesterday Sarah went left. Rich caught her. Made her his bitch. Today, Sarah wants to change things up.

They're on the back deck, splitting what's left of a six-pack while the sun drops behind the tree line. She's been restless all day, again.  Working out the angles. Feeling the residual soreness from last night’s submission.
"Okay," she says. "I have a proposal. Repeat of yesterday. If you catch me, you get to do whatever you want to me tonight, again. But the opposite is also true. If I tag you, your ass is mine."

Rich looks her over, appraising. “You liked, that, huh?”

She smiles. “You know I love to get primal.”

He’s not as confident today. Feels like he’s missing something. Not his suggestion today. But can’t back out. Not now. "OK. You get a ten-second head start. I tag you, it's my night. Full control. And the opposite too. Yes. Fair’s fair. But I’m gonna win again. Take your ass this time." His grin is back, shit-eating, confident.

Sarah stands. She's lithe, a legacy of playing soccer all through college. 5'7" and toned, legs to her armpits. She pulls her hair back. Elastic from her wrist, quick loop, ponytail. It's the way she does it, practiced, automatic, that should probably tip him off. Like she's done this before. Like she was waiting.

"Count to ten," she says. And she's off the deck before he gets to three.

Rich played lacrosse in high school and still hits the gym four mornings a week. He's fast. He's in shape. He won this yesterday, took her hard bent over the couch. He's not worried.

He hits ten and launches off the deck, bare feet on grass, cutting toward the tree line where he saw her disappear. The cabin backs up to sixty acres of state forest, mostly pine, easy footing, enough light left to see by. He spots a flash of her gray tank top between trunks and adjusts his angle, running hard.

She's faster than he expected. Faster than she was yesterday, when she hid.

Not just faster. She runs like someone who knows exactly what she's doing, cutting through the gaps between trees at angles he can't match, planting and pushing off with a balance that makes his straight-line speed worthless. Every time he commits to a direction, she's already pivoted. He's chasing an afterimage.

Three minutes in and he's breathing hard, not from exhaustion but from the constant acceleration and deceleration, the lateral cuts his body isn't built for. He stops. Listens. The woods are doing their late-evening thing. Bugs, breeze, a bird he couldn't name.

Nothing.

He can't hear her. She moves like she weighs nothing, and that's when it occurs to him, breathing hard, standing alone in the trees with his pulse ticking in his throat, that he may have miscalculated.

He turns back toward the house, slower now, scanning. His ego is doing gymnastics to reframe this as a tactical retreat. He'll pick a better angle, cut her off at the yard, use the open ground where his stride advantage matters.

A hand flat on his back, right between the shoulder blades.

"Tag."

He spins. She's right there, barely winded, sweat at her temples and a grin that rewrites the entire evening.

"How... the fuck..."

"You run in a straight line, babe. It's like chasing a refrigerator."

"I don't..."

"You do." She pats his chest. The contact lingers a beat too long. 

"Go shower. I'll meet you upstairs."
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The shower gives him too much time to think. He stands under the hot water and does the math. Whatever I want. He said it. He meant it as a promise to himself, her wrists pinned above her head, that thing she does when he pulls her hair just right.

But she caught him. Fair is fair. And the look on her face didn't say gentle. He towels off and walks into the bedroom with the towel around his waist and his guard halfway up.

Sarah is sitting on the edge of the bed. She's changed into a black sports bra and the same shorts, and between her feet on the floor sits a small canvas bag he recognizes. It came in the mail two months ago. They'd talked about it after a night of too much wine and a porn rabbit hole that went somewhere neither of them acknowledged in the morning. He'd ordered it. Set it in the closet. Never brought it up again.

The harness is already on her. Matte black, thick bands around her hips and thighs, snugged tight. The dildo mounted to the front is dark blue silicone, modest in size, a slight upward curve. Medical-grade lube on the nightstand, still in its box.

"You planned this," he says.

"You proposed a bet you could lose. I prepared for the outcome."

"That's..."

"Smart?"

He swallows. The towel around his waist feels insufficient. He's looking at her and feeling something he can't file properly: not reluctance, not exactly excitement. It's closer to standing at the edge of a dock above deep water, knowing the jump is coming, knowing the cold will steal his breath.

"You said whatever I want." She stands. The dildo juts forward and the visual shorts out something in his brain. This is Sarah. His girlfriend of three years. The woman who cried at a commercial for a dog adoption nonprofit last week. She's wearing a cock.

"I did say that."

"So drop the towel."

He drops the towel.

She looks at him. All of him. Takes her time. He's half hard and he doesn't know why. She closes the distance and kisses him, slow and deep, one hand on his jaw, the other trailing down his chest. The dildo presses against his hip and the contrast is disorienting: her soft mouth, the rigid silicone, her breath tasting like the IPA they were sharing.

"On the bed," she says against his lips. "On your back."

He does as he’s told.

She knows what she's doing. That's the part that recalibrates everything.

He's on his back, knees up, feeling exposed in a way he's never felt with her. She kneels between his legs and tears open the lube box, uncaps the bottle, coats two fingers until they're shining. Her other hand settles on his inner thigh.

"You're tense."

"No shit."

She laughs. Genuine, warm, and it unlocks something in his chest. "Breathe. I'm not trying to hurt you."

"I know."

"Tell me if you need me to stop. I’m not gagging you. Not today anyway.” She winks.

"I know."

Her slick finger circles him, spiralling in, and his entire lower body tightens. She doesn't push. Just pressure, just warmth, just that maddening orbit that forces him to feel every nerve ending he's spent twenty-eight years ignoring. He stares at the ceiling and concentrates on breathing.

When the first finger slides in, it's slow. The stretch is strange, not painful, but his body resists out of reflex. She holds still, knuckle-deep, waiting.

"You good?"

"Yeah." His voice sounds different. Thinner.

She starts to move. Shallow, careful, crooking forward on the instroke, and there's a moment where she finds the right angle and his whole pelvis lights up. Not pain. Not even pleasure in any way he has a framework for. Something deeper, something that bypasses his brain entirely and goes straight into his bloodstream.

"There it is," she murmurs.

"Fuck."

"Yeah?"

"Just... keep doing that."

She does. Adds a second finger and he groans, feels himself stretch around her, feels the fullness settle into something close to aching. She's patient. She works him open with the focus of someone who researched this, who watched the videos and read the guides and understands that his body needs permission to cooperate.

His cock is fully hard now, flat against his stomach, leaking. He reaches for it, for relief.

"Don't." Calm. Absolute.

His hand drops to the sheet and grips.

She withdraws her fingers and he feels the absence like a held breath. She slicks the dildo, stroking the length of it the way she strokes him, and the visual makes his cock twitch. She lines up, plastic head against his brown eye, one hand guiding. She presses forward, easing it into him.

The head pushes past the resistance and Rich sucks air through his teeth. It's bigger than her fingers. The stretch is acute, right at the edge. She pauses, and he can feel her reading his body, gauging the tension in his thighs, the white in his knuckles.

"Breathe out."

He does, and she sinks another inch. Then another. The curve of the dildo finds that same internal territory and the pressure blossoms into something thick and consuming. She's inside him. She's inside him and he's hard and shaking and looking up at her face, which is focused and flushed and more turned on than he's ever seen her.

"How's that feel?" she asks.

"Full," he manages. "Really fucking full."

She pulls back slow and pushes in again and his vision blurs. The rhythm she builds is deliberate, rolling her hips the way she does when she's on top of him, but the sensation is inverted, backwards, everything happening from a direction he didn't know existed. Each thrust nudges his prostate and sends a pulse up through his cock and into the pit of his stomach.

Sarah plants a hand on the bed beside his ribs and leans over him. Her tits press together
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