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Note: This is a
short work of around 5000 words. If you would like to read more
then check out out Sophie Sin’s short story collections (containing
several stories each). Find more at Sophie Sin's Book
List. She
also writes male-male gay erotica under Dick Powers.

 


Short disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are over the
age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in all ways
to the sexual activities that take place within this collection of
short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You can
find this story with the others listed below in the
‘MILF Erotica Vol. 2’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

A MILF
Harder Than Him,
Addicted To A Pregnant MILF, At Her Beck & Call, More Than He
Expected, My Nasty Parole Officer, Snowed In, Sweet MILF
Seduction.

 


The ‘MILF
Erotica Vol. 2’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


At Her Beck & Call

 


How stupid situations can take us to amazing
places...

 


There's a word that you need to speak at the
door and if you get it wrong then you are punished by the mistress
of the house quite vigorously.

For the life of me I can't remember what it
is.

Six months I have been a part of this little
club of a select few. My friend Todd introduced me to the group and
I've been coming fairly regularly since that day. Considering this
I should know the password, but exams have been hectic and, rather
uncharacteristically of me, I have been drinking this evening and
am a little worse for wear.

The sliding viewing slot in the center of
the large door slaps open. A set of black frowning eyes stare from
it.

“Password.”

Damn... this isn't good. I don't want to
piss of the madam. She rarely lets in students. It's only the fact
that my father is a name brand and rich as they get that allows me
entrance and membership.

“Ummm... Shit... I forgot.”

“Speak it.”

The guard's eyes on the other side of the
door stare down at my small frame from on high with a glare that
tells of pain to come if I dare say anything other that what is
required.

I fumble for an answer, come up with nothing
and look around the deserted street in the good end of town and
then up at the mansion that dominates it then to the door and
sigh.

“Apple.”

With a sharp clack the slot slides closed.
The familiar sound of the locks being pulled one by one does not
come. I stand there knowing that I have made a mistake. Already the
camera at the upper right of the door has swiveled in my direction.
I look up at it and wait.

“You know the cost of your mistake, don't
you, Mr. Brickstone?”

I bow my head and experience a deep rush of
fear.

“Yes,” comes from an overly tight
throat.

There is a pause.

“If you walk away and never come back, you
can avoid it,” the sultry tone of the voice from the speaker
somewhere to my right offers seductively: The snake in the garden
with it's apple close at hand.

“I don't want to do that.”

I've come to rely on this place. It's what I
desperately needed when I was bogged down with study and unable to
even call in a hooker to service my needs. This is the best thing
that could happen to an academically minded young man that isn't
interested in exclusive relationships. My membership to this club
of fast sex – that is what I must keep.

“Then you will come up the stairs to the
office on the right and we will talk about what happens after
this.”

The door locks pop open. It is like the
sound of my life ending with hell being the destination of my
descent.

I clench my fists and strive to hold my fear
in as the large majestic door opens and I step inside feeling like
I want to piss my pants. The tall and imposing guard gestures
towards the stairs in the dim, pleasant light of the entrance way
and I take them one at a time with my feet dragging on the
expensive carpet.

Coming to the large door of the office on
the right, I knock on the solid wood and wait. She won't be long.
The mistress of the house is always efficient. Perhaps too much so
at times. Particularly right now.

When the wait becomes unbearable, I reach
for the door handle, but the door slides open before I can grip the
handle.

The mistress stands inside waiting.


The Mistress

 


This young man.... how annoying, how
arrogant, how foolish, can a man be?

My eyes travel from his well shined,
expensive shoes to his dazed blue weakling eyes and feel nothing
but disgust. It is a feeling that I have become quite used to
feeling. I run this club after all and the place is full of runts
and wimps and, worse, men like this that can't even get a woman if
they don't have the help of their trust fund.

However, that is not saying that he isn't
handsome. I like a man who is shorter than me in heels by some and
his mousy hair is just long enough for me to grab and tear back to
lick straight up the side of his face and spit in his eyes.

My pussy wettens just thinking about how
this will go.

“Please come in. There is a seat in front of
the table.”

He strolls in. I can tell that he is pissing
himself and check carefully for a stain. There is none, but that
doesn't mean that he is a man. It would be more honest if he
urinated in his pants. If I was him then I would have by now.

“Bradley Brickstone, you were told that the
password is sacred.”

He stutters, “Yes” and I hold myself back
from killing him. My therapist has been teaching me some control
techniques for my anger, but they aren't working. Anger and rage
are part and parcel to arousal to me. It has been this way since I
was a girl of his age and 20 years on... well, I figure aging but
not old dogs can't learn new tricks.

I stroll to the table, sit down on it and
open my legs. The fact that I am wearing only lingerie and that my
panties are see through is not lost on him. I can see a boner
forming in his trousers and have a desire to apply something
painful to it so that he might learn his fault, but that is not
where we are yet.

Agreements: Life is contracts and I know
this better than anyone.

You can get arrested for beating a man, but
if you can prove that beating was for sexual pleasure then the law
cannot do a single thing.

I need his consent.

He needs to give it.

My job at this moment is to get it.

“Boy,” I say, “You know what you've
done.”

I lean forward. My breasts are large and
I've had children in the past. They catch his eye. I can see him
thinking. It's fearful thinking, but thinking nevertheless.

“I have to punish you or you have to leave.”
I fake a smile. “Of course, if you leave then you can never come
back. All that money...”

My toe, daintly pointed, runs slowly over
the hard length of his rather well sized cock.

“All that money lost and every chance for a
man like you to get sex gone.”

I smile even wider. This one is more wicked.
It's hard to hold back when my temper is aroused this strongly.

“I'm sure the whores of this city will enjoy
taking your money.”

He looks away. I lick my lips in pleasure.
His pain makes my cunt wet. I want to see more of that hurt
expression. I want to tell him all the little truths that he hides
from, but I hold back and take a long and deep breath like my
therapist keeps telling me to and smile. Smile and wait. It won't
be long now.

“What will you do to me.”

“Everything,” I promise. “Everything you can
imagine and everything you can't. It will be...” I pause to think
of a nicer word. “... the greatest experience of your life. A
living paradise of...” pain and pleasure.

“Mistress, I...”
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