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Hey, if you’ve started reading this book, you might be wanting more. 


Join my Mailing List and you will receive a free copy of ‘Chained By Her: A Femdom Erotica’. Just click HERE.



Embracing Domination


The nice thing about the Red Pigeon was how the bar welcomed lost souls. Or at least, that’s what I always thought. 


The sound of smooth jazz filled my ears as I started upon my meal: wings, breaded and slathered in Nashville hot sauce, with ranch on the side. Each bite an explosion of spicy flavor, perhaps a bit too much, while a Long Island Iced Tea sat beside it. Still, I relaxed in my booth, alone for the moment. The owners kept the place in okay shape, and there was just one rule: don’t bug anyone unless they wanted to be bugged. So long as you managed that, you were in. 


For me? I enjoyed the wings and watched the game—the local team wasn’t going to win, but it was still fun to cheer them on.


That’s when the door creaked open before slamming shut. Two people stepped inside, one a guy just a nose short of five feet tall, but heavily muscled. He had the look of an overstuffed salami squeezed into a Metallica t-shirt. He glared around the bar as if it was a personal insult to him, but offered a fawning person to the person beside him.


That second person… tall, with long dark hair that trailed down her back. Her face had a softness to it, a classic girl-next-door who wore everything in pastel colors. She wore a dress that was hardly skin tight, but had a scoop neck that showed off her breasts. Not overweight, just with a little extra, all which found its way to her breasts and hips.


Yet when she looked so relieved at the number of people around her, a sick feeling filled the pit of my stomach. It grew further when she chose a table as close to the lights as she could, with plenty of people around. Witnesses.


She motioned across the table, but the guy took the seat beside her with a wide smile. A smile painted his face, while his eyes kept dipping to her chest. 


Admittedly, I couldn’t blame him for that one, as damn. Melons? Perhaps not, but her breasts were sizable, and it was hard to feel guilty for looking, given that her own scoop drew attention to them. I didn’t stare, of course, but my gaze dipped every so often.


The two of them chatted back and forth. The guy looked happy, even if forced. I couldn’t hear anything from where I was, but she looked steadily more and more angry. 


He rubbed his hair, a smooth cut that made me jealous—all I could manage most of the time was a messy mop, as my hair refused to cooperate with anything resembling a style. His teeth shone unnaturally white in the darkness.


I hesitated—this wasn’t really my business, and I had yet to finish my meal. Under normal circumstances, I’d go home for the night to watch some YouTube videos or shit. Tonight… I couldn’t look away. As quiet as I could manage, I got up from my seat and took one at a table a few closer. Enough not to be too conspicuous, but I could hear them now.


“Aww, come on, Michelle,” he wheedled. “We’ve had a bit of a rough patch, maybe, but we’re still great for each other.”


Her gaze was icy. “In what way?”


“Well, we’re real compatible, aren’t we?” He lowered his voice, but not quite enough I couldn’t hear him. “Especially as I showed you last night, eh?”


Her gaze grew even frostier. “And what made you think we were compatible last night?”


“Hey, I heard you moaning.”


“That was frustration,” she hissed. “You ignored everything I wanted. Enjoy it? That’s a laugh.”


“My bad. Don’t worry, Michelle. Next time’ll be better,” he chuckled awkwardly, and squeezed her hand.


She yanked it out of his grasp with a frosty glare. “And why would you think there would be a second time?”


“Why would I-? Wait, are you breaking up with me after our first date?” He recoiled. “What, are you crazy?”


“You don’t like what I do, and I don’t like what you do.” The words might have been kind, but Michelle’s voice was audibly bored. “Now, let’s walk away and pretend it went well. There are plenty of fish in the sea, and I’m sure there’s someone out there who will like you for you. It’s just not me.”


“Look, I really think we can make this—”


“There won’t be a next time. I’m sorry, but this is it. Don’t worry, I can get my own ride home.”


The man, Greg apparently, stood rooted to the spot. Meanwhile, Michelle got to her feet and started to head to the door. Honestly? I felt kind of bad for the guy. She’d shot him down in public, for so many to watch, and so many whispered back and forth.


Greg’s face reddened, blotchy with rage. With a snarl, he got to his feet, kicked the chair out of the way, and stormed after Michelle. Grabbing her by the shoulder, and he wrenched her back. “Listen here, bitch! I spent months of my life listening to your bullshit, and if you think you’re going to—” 


I pulled him back before he could do anything further, gripping him by the scruff of the neck. “Look, she said it’s over. Let her go.”


His face purpled with rage, and he squirmed in my grip, but I gritted my teeth and held on. “Oh, you sweet on the bitch too?” he snarled. “I spent months on her stupid ass, and what’s my reward? One night of pleasure and getting dumped by her fucking—”


“One night of pleasure?” He might have still held onto her shoulder, but Michelle grinned recklessly. “You couldn’t give me two minutes if you had a week.”


“Why you!” He reared back, throwing me off him, and swung.


Michelle ducked the blow, stepped into his guard, and brought up her knee with a crack right between his legs.


Greg sagged and let out a whimpering groan, but Michelle grabbed him by the throat. 


“Now listen,” she hissed. “I’ve had enough of your crap. You’re going to shut up, and go away. Understood?”


The man gurgled but nodded weakly, and she gave him a small shove, enough to knock him to his knees.


“Hey! What’s going on there?”


It was the bar’s bouncer, who looked pretty unsure at the sight of that Greg guy clutching his junk and reeling.


“I was just leaving,” Michelle offered a friendly smile and dragged me out the door before the bouncer could decide what to do.


“You’re making a mistake,” shouted Greg. “That’s how she gets you. Wait till you see the bitch’s whips! She’ll—” The door slammed shut behind us.


Michelle pulled me past several shops, while those around us stared, although whether it was from her beauty or her dragging me, I couldn’t tell. Hard to blame them either way. She was fucking gorgeous. Finally, she let go of my hand and started… giggling? At my confusion, she grinned. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to get you involved, but you didn’t deserve to take the fall for cleaning up my shit. Thanks for the hand, by the way.”


I scratched my head. “You’re welcome, not that you needed it. “


“Sure, but it doesn’t mean I didn’t appreciate it.” She brushed a few strands of her dark hair out of her face and offered me a smile. “By the way, I’m Michelle, Michelle Brinkley. Pleasure to meet you.”


“Albert Duford,” I said, unsure. This smile seemed real, genuine, but I remembered Greg’s words.


“Oh, wondering… yeah, I guess I can see how I looked. I’m not normally such a bitch, but when the guy’s been harassing you for months, trying to push you to just give him one teensy little chance, and won’t take a hint… Yeah, I can be a bit bitchy.”


“Ohhhh.” I nodded. That made a lot of sense. “Sounds like he was a ‘nice guy’ in the Internet-style.”


“Yup. Always happy to shoot down every guy I went out with. Said I would be so much better off with a guy who appreciated me for me, flaws and all.” She rolled her eyes. “He was good at hyping himself up. I’ll give him that, enough I actually gave him that shot. Big mistake.”


“Makes sense.” A growl from my stomach had my face heating up. “Sorry about that. I was just—“


“Oh right, you were eating, weren’t you? Shit, didn’t mean to cost you your meal. Here, let me buy you something. My treat.” She glanced around, until her gaze a sign that read ‘Richardson’s,’ with the symbol of a particular, familiar dish upon it. “How do you feel about burgers?”


“Yes, no, I mean… I love burgers, but you don’t have to repay me or anything. I don’t want you to feel obligated.” especially after dealing with that asshole, I mentally added.


“Of course not, but I want to. Plus, I’m hungry myself.” She gave me another grin, this one just as friendly as a girl next door ever did. “Up to you, though.”


“Well, if you’re offering…”


/-/


Inside, Richardson’s turned out to be one of those gourmet sort of burger places. The kind where you are allowed to only get so many kinds of fancy cheese, and where your wallet would end up lighter than your waistline if you ate there too often. Still, the place was decently crowded, which provided its own privacy, as it was hard for the two of us to hear each other’s words, let alone anyone else.


At first, it was quiet as we focused upon our meals. I had a mushroom Swiss, and let me tell you, it was juicy as fuck, while the cheese melted in my mouth. A good burger? Hell yeah. Worth the almost $15 apiece? I wasn’t sure. Still, Michelle paid for it, which was nice. Soon enough, we started chatting.


Between bites, Michelle told me about herself. She worked at one of the local gyms—no wonder that Greg asshole went down so fast—and apart from work, we shared hobbies. I was into social media, video games and funny videos while she preferred painting and fitness.


We weren’t much alike, but that intrigued me. I couldn’t claim to be terribly interested in myself, either. Within about ten minutes, I learned more about her than any of my coworkers, and told her about my work as a programmer. “Now, if you ever want someone to debug your website; I’m your guy. If you need someone to fix your car, call AAA, as I’m useless there.”


She chuckled at the terrible joke, a tinkling laugh that made her eyes shine with mirth. And those weren’t the only things worth lots of attention. She was definitely strong, with plenty of curves. 


When my gaze resurfaced for air, she caught it and winked.


“Wondering why I don’t look like one of those supermodels? I’m going for strength, not toned. I know some prefer to be all slender and stuff, but for me, it’s about power. That nut kneeing might have put Greg out of commission, but I’ve thrown down in a brawl or three before.”


I believed it, and she regaled me with a few tales. Definitely a talker. Again, not like me. One might describe me as the ‘strong, silent type’, although in my case, I suppose it was more the ‘silent, silent type’. Michelle didn’t mind, though, happy to fill in any gaps in the conversation herself, while I interjected once in a while.


I could easily see why that Greg guy spent months trying to win her over. She had so much life to her. Kind too.


Still, we’d just met, so we agreed to keep in touch and prepared to head off for the night. A friendly gesture repaid in kind, nothing more, nothing less. And if I’d kept my mouth shut for ten more seconds, everything would have turned out just fine.


But when I walked her to her car, there was a sticker on the dashboard of a kindly blue-haired girl. To most, it would have meant nothing, but I recognized her as a minor character in an anime I loved.


Michelle followed my gaze and her eyes widened. “Wait, you know who that is? Did you see the movie—”


“That released yesterday? Not yet, but…”


A big, shit-eating grin covered her face. She leaned forward, and the smell of some sort of herb filled my nostrils, something like the jungle, where a great





































































































































































































































































































































