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Prologue




Kyleen had never considered herself a size
queen, but then she met Dennis.

Dennis didn’t have a huge cock. It could best
be described as adequate. At best it could be described as on the
small side. At best he could take off his clothes in the locker
room and not be completely humiliated.

The upside to Dennis having a small cock was
that he knew what to do with it.

Yes, before Dennis all her previous boyfriends
and lovers were on the downslope of the bell curve of cock size.
Sex had always been good, but a bit bland. As it turned out a lover
with a smaller cock was surprisingly good.

Having a partner with a small cock
automatically made her think that he would be submissive...and he
was in more ways than Kyleen ever would have imagined.

She was a good girl and waited until their
third date before they had sex. She had gone home and masturbated
with her vibrator after each of the first two dates, but that was
acceptable. The most surprising part of the third date wasn’t that
they had sex, it was her realization that his cock was the smallest
she had ever had. Kyleen had several vibrators at home. Dennis was
larger than the tiny travel-sized one she took with her on trips,
but it wasn’t much bigger than that one. 

They had been having sex for a month when she
applied the other firm rule she had in all of her relationships.
Kink cards had to be laid on the table. As a gag gift at some
bachelorette party she had attended, Kyleen had a literal deck of
kink cards. After sorting through them one night in a fit of
boredom, she found the kinks in the cards boring and
limiting. 

Specifically, no cards in the deck spoke to
her.

Still, she laid the deck out on the table when
she invited Dennis over for a bottle of wine and some sex. That is,
they’d have sex if her card game went well. If not, she’d down the
bottle on her own and start looking for a new partner.

“You want to play cards?” he asked
her, seeing the deck next to the bottle on the small kitchen table
in her tiny apartment. 

“Sort of.” Kyleen poured the two
of them very full glasses. She wished that she had thought ahead
and gotten at least slightly inebriated before he arrived. This was
always hard to do.

She had wished that every time she got out the
deck it went as smoothly as it had gone with Chris, who had quickly
claimed to have a foot fetish. She had a wonderful six month of
foot rubs, new and sexy shoes, and had learned to give a decent
footjob, before Chris had moved across the country for a new
job.

On the other end of the spectrum was Micha who
showed her the “All Things Anal” card. Still, she had been triple G
on that. Micha was the first guy she had anal sex with. He was also
the only guy she ever had anal sex with because after that first
time that’s all he wanted to do. It bored her and he wasn’t that
good at it. Breaking up was a relief.

“Sort of?” Dennis asked, accepting
the filled-to-the-rim wine glass.

In explanation she displayed the cards to him.
“Each one has a kink. You show me yours and I show you mine and if
we like each other’s kinks, we keep dating.”

After adjusting his glasses, Dennis quickly
sorted through the cards. “You’ve done this before,” he
said.

“Does it show?” she
asked.

“You’ve already selected your
card,” he pointed out, indicating the card on the table in front of
her.

Her face flushed, and not from the alcohol.
“You caught me.”

Dennis focused on the cards, either looking
for the one that encapsulated his kink or perhaps selecting one
that wouldn’t upend their relationship.

“Should I be worried?” he
asked.

“About what?”

“About my kink
or yours?”

“Do you have a kink?”

“Yes. And obviously you do
too.”

“Doesn’t everyone?”

“I suppose. Some people aren’t
brave enough to admit to theirs.”

“I’m not going to waste my time if
you are disgusted by mine.”

Dennis paused in his sorting of the cards.
“How many guys have you driven away with that card?” he
asked.

Kyleen looked down at the innocuous blank side
of the card. It was slightly bent and more scuffed than all the
other cards. She had handled it more than she wanted to
admit.

“A few,” she said.

“What do I do if my kink isn’t
listed here?” he asked as he rifled through the stack in front of
him. The cards tended toward a variety of BDSM activities, which
was understandable.

Turning around, she took a marker from the
small kitchen counter along with a blank card. “Write it down here.
And then we exchange cards and read them. At that point you can
leave if you want to. Or maybe I’ll kick you out.”

“Can I ask questions?”

“Yes.”

He paused on one card. “What
if what’s on the card doesn’t say exactly what I need it
to?”

“You can explain, I
suppose.”

He took the card he had been looking at out of
the pack, put the rest of the pack on the table, and lifted up his
chin, trying to put on a brave face.

“Are you sure?” she asked
him.

“Yes. I’m getting to the point in
my life where if I don’t have a partner who wants to indulge in my
kink then I don’t want to waste time on her.”

It was a motto that Kyleen agreed with. She
slid her card across the table. He did the same.

Kyleen found her heart was pounding in her
chest as she lifted the card. She couldn’t stand to look at Dennis
while he did the same. She tried to keep her mind open, but there
were plenty of cards in the deck that she wasn’t going to
participate in or even consider, no matter how much she liked
Dennis. Deep in her soul she knew she was falling in love with him
which meant she had to do this now or she’d hate herself forever
for letting the relationship drag out longer than
needed.

Chastity.
She had seen the card in the deck before but had
never really considered it.

“Nipples?” he asked her upon
seeing the pre-printed kink on the card and then he read the note
she had added ages ago. “Make me lactate.” He blinked. “I don’t
know how to do that.”

“I can show you,” she said. “But I
don’t think that I can fuck a guy who wants me to be in chastity
for him. It just doesn’t work that way.” Her heart had stopped
beating. It was over, all over. She needed to fuck on a regular
basis. Teasing and making her wait and beg for it, maybe that was
fine for a few minutes when they were naked and rolling around, but
she wasn’t going to be able to go without sex for more than a day
or two. 

It was over. She wouldn’t be chaste for
him.

“You’re not understanding,” he
said. “I’m the one who goes without sex. Not you.”

That was something different.

“Have you ever seen that episode of Friends where Ross tries his
ex-wife’s breast milk?” Kyleen asked.
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