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"Everything all right?"

Claire sat up. "Fine. I'm going to go have a smoke."

"All right." David set his head back down onto the pillow.

Claire slid her legs out from between the silky sheets and set her feet down on the carpet. She pulled a fallen strap of her nightgown back over her shoulder. "Be back in a minute." 

"Okay, babe." David had his phone in his hand, his eyes locked onto the screen.

Claire took her cigarettes from the nightstand and walked out of the bedroom, moving through the house until she reached the sliding glass door that led out to the patio.

"Stupid sheets," she muttered to herself, hooking her fingers around the door and pulling it open. "Waste of money." Claire lit a cigarette, placed it between her lips, and stared into the distance.

They had bought the sheets a little while ago—her idea—in a weak attempt to add something a little fun into the bedroom. Just the smallest amount of something different, sex on silk sheets like in the movies, only in the movies you lit up your cigarette while your head was still pressed against the pillow.

Claire looked out at the street as the pale blue smoke rose from her lips and clouded her sight. 

They'd been having some problems. The sort of problems that lived between sheets and drained the life away from your bedroom. Silk sheets, David had read online, helped some people. Naked flesh pressed against cool silk. Pleasure all the way down to your toes. David had brought up a couple of things he'd found on the internet. He knew they were having problems, but he didn't want to see a counselor.

"We can fix it," he insisted. "Let's try this."

They tried watching porn. Different tastes. They tried massages with candlelight and oil. Messy. And exhausting.

Now they had fucked on top of silk sheets, and all Claire could think about was having to wash them somehow. She pushed the smoke out of her mouth and watched it drift away. What was it they were trying to fix? Maybe it wasn't broken. Maybe it was just gone.

Claire finished her cigarette and went back inside, stopping in the kitchen to douse the butt in the sink and toss it out. When she got back to the bedroom, David was out of bed and sitting at the computer, which rested on a desk in the corner.

"You gonna stay up?" Claire asked, closing the bedroom door.

"Come here," David said, his eyes still on the screen. He turned his head toward her, then patted his leg. "Have a seat."

Claire smiled. She'd always liked sitting on David's lap. Having some issues with sex didn't mean she loved him any less. She stepped softly across the carpet and rested her almost-naked butt on his firm leg. "What have you got, handsome?"

"Well..." David chewed his lip. "Remember a few months ago, we talked about...er..." He glanced back to the computer with a shrug of his shoulders.

Claire looked at the screen. As she read, her eyes grew wide, and a hidden part of her stirred.

Lady Veronica - Your Dominatrix

Couples preferred

"This is..." Claire read over what was before her.

"She can come here," David said, sounding excited. "Everyone on the site says she's incredible, and we can email her right now..." He looked at her, then took a breath, trying to slow down. "I know that this is something you said you wanted to try. That you would like."

Claire couldn't deny that. Not that she wanted to. A dominatrix...someone taking total control over her. The thought alone was powerful. "Yes," she said, suddenly short of breath. "I did say that."

"Well, since you mentioned it a few months ago, I've been thinking about it," David said. He put his warm hand on her leg, which was cold from being outside. "And I want to try it, too. I know we've been doing tiny steps lately, but maybe it's time for something big."

David really wants this? He was never one to be too dominating in bed, even when Claire asked him to. It always seemed like he couldn't get into the right mindset. Maybe he was like her in that regard. And if so, maybe he really would like to have someone else holding the reins. 

And she might, too.

"Something that will really light a fire in us." He was looking at her. "We can talk about it in the morning. I know it's late."

Claire bent her head down and kissed him, sliding her hand around the back of his neck and putting her other hand on his chest. "I appreciate you trying," she said, looking at the grin on his face. "I'm not sure how I feel about it, but we can talk some more tomorrow. Let's just go to bed now."

David looked a little disappointed, but he didn't say anything. He shut down the computer, then smiled and stood with Claire held in his arms. She giggled as he carried her over to the bed and set her down on the rumpled covers.

Claire looked at the strong man standing over her. He was shirtless, wearing just a pair of loose boxers. The soft light of the bedroom outlined the curves of his muscled arms and chest. His short, dark blonde hair was a little messy, courtesy of their earlier romp. David was certainly an attractive man. That wasn't news to Claire.

She wondered what he would look like tied to the bed.

That night, she had dreamt about a dominatrix coming to their house. She and David had gone downstairs to discover that the living room had been made into a dungeon, and they were both shoved inside. She remembered feelings of fear mixing with bright-red streaks of arousal, making her throb while she slept in her thin nightgown. The dominatrix, clad in leather and a dark corset, had raised a whip up and brought it cracking down on Claire's exposed flesh...

And then she had woken up.

The dream lingered with her as she opened her eyes and let the sunlight filter in, gently urging her awake. She turned to the side and saw David sleeping underneath the covers, his head facing toward her while he lied flat on his back. She looked down and saw the blanket curve sharply upward at his crotch, accommodating the form of his powerful morning erection. 

Grinning to herself, she slid her hand down the blanket and ran her fingers along the tent in the fabric until she was at the top. Then she slowly wrapped herself around his member. He was always so hard in the morning. Even with the thick blanket covering him, the steel of his cock was apparent against her skin, and she felt the heat of him quite well. She squeezed, and David gave a small groan. He was a pretty heavy sleeper.

The lingering arousal and faint memories of the intense dream that had taken her over during the night made her center ache and painted her with an intimate desire. She traced her fingers down the stiff rod of her husband's early awakening and inched her other hand toward the edge of the blanket that lay across his shoulders. Tickling the tip of him with her fingernails through the thick cover, she used her other hand to slowly move the comforter down David's naked chest. 

Claire gave his rod another hard squeeze and his hips bucked a little, startling her. Maybe she had grabbed him a little harder than she had intended. She didn't want to wake him; not yet.

As she lowered the blanket further, her hand brushed against his bare flesh, taking in his warmth and rustling the hairs that grew sparser toward his firm stomach. Her fingers rolled across his pecs, then dragged the blanket down over the curves of his abs that rose and fell with his quickening breaths.

Claire released his manhood and pressed her hand down into the mattress, using the leverage to scoot herself up the bed a few inches. She was lying beside David; now she started to curve her body and move her head over his chest. She smelled his sweat, a faint remnant from last night, and the image of handcuffs clicking onto her wrists and biting into her flesh danced in front of her vision. The ache between her legs turned insistent, making her throb, and she put her hand onto David's chest, resting it upon him gently. Her fingernails grazed his skin. The hunger that was building in her seemed come from nowhere; just a fading dream and a stubborn pulse in her loins that made bigger ripples with each passing second. She got up onto her knees and moved further down David, her head getting ever closer to his crotch. When she flipped the blanket up over his cock, letting it spring out into the open air, he gave another groan and turned his head.

Unconsciously, Claire licked her lips. She was on her knees, her top half sprawled over David, using one hand planted on the slippery silk sheets to keep her weight off of him and not jostle him from his slumber. 

She thought about her legs chained together at the ankles and a blindfold cutting her off from the world, hoping for a kiss on her burning lips but getting a smack across face instead. She pictured David strapped to the ground, flat on his back, with a strange woman straddling his face. She would be forced to watch while David parted both his lips and hers with his tongue, digging himself into the sex of their mistress while Claire had her arms pinned up above her head and no way to soothe her begging pussy. Her legs spread. After she had been teased so long, she was dripping onto the floor.

David's cock twitched, a muscle clenching in his sleep. Coming back to reality, Claire thought she heard David give a low moan, but the sensual sound had really slipped through her own lips. She was getting lost in her fantasy, and it was making her yearning stronger by the second. She slinked all the way down David's body until she was just inches from his stiff member. Its unyielding eight inches stretched up above her face, and she marveled again at how powerful his early
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