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The Game – Jeff Cott

The Game is the story of Ellie’s bid to change from sexy, biddable housewife to sexy dominant goddess.
Ellie and Jake are a happily married couple who play a bedroom game. Having lost the last Game Ellie must start the new one where she left off – bound and gagged on the bed. As she figures out how to tie herself up before Jake’s return from work, Ellie remembers the last Game and has ideas for the new one. Jake is immensely strong and loving and has seemingly endless sexual stamina so the chances of Ellie truly gaining control look slim. Although she has won the Game on occasions, she suspects he lets her win just so he can overwhelm her in the next. She has to find a way to break this pattern.
But does she succeed?

One of Us – Antonia Adams

Successful artist Natalie Crane is midway through a summer exhibition with friend and agent Anton when Will Falcon strolls tantalisingly into her life. After a messy divorce, a relationship is not Natalie’s priority. Anton takes an immediate dislike to the shaven-headed composer, but Natalie is captivated. He is everything she is not: free, impulsive and seemingly with no thought for the future. He introduces her to Dorset’s beautiful coves and stunning countryside and their time together is magical.
Things get complicated when her most famous painting, a nude self-portrait, is stolen and there are no signs of a break-in. When it’s time for her return to London, Will doesn’t turn up to say goodbye, and she cannot trace him. Anton tells her to forget him, but she cannot. Then she discovers the stakes are much higher than they first appeared.

Taste It – Sommer Marsden

Jill and Cole are competing for the title ofBest Chef. The spicy, sizzling and heated televised contest fuels a lust in Jill she’d rather keep buried. She can’t be staring at the man’s muscles...he’s her competition! During a quick cooking throwdown things start to simmer anditbecomes harder and harder for Jill to ignore that she’s smitten in the kitchen. Cole’s suggestive glances and sly smiles aren’t helping her any. When fate puts her in his shower and then his chivalrous nature puts her in his borrowed clothes, there’s no way to deny the natural heat between them.
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The Game
by Jeff Cott





Part One
Chapter One

ELLIE WAS FIRST HOME from work. Jake wouldn’t be in until late so she had the early evening roughly planned, shower, snack, a movie she’d saved. It was Monday. Jake had been in sexual overdrive all weekend so she had no expectations. When he got home, a glass of wine together perhaps and then drift off into Tuesday.

But in the lounge, the picture on the wall told her immediately that the evening was going to take an entirely different course. Jake had changed their wedding photo to one of just him.

This was the signal for the start of the Game.

He smiled at her from the photo, wet blond hair curled by the ocean, the ocean itself roaring behind him and the smile on his face a subtle blend of triumph and achievement.

She sat on the edge of the sofa. It had begun. A sticky note on the TV said, Home at eight. She had a couple of hours. There were few rules. Whoever controlled the Game got to choose when to call Game Over. The next Game they’d agreed would always begin where the last one had ended.

Ellie’s heart was pounding. She’d ended up bound and gagged on the bed.

She had been yearning for the picture to change ever since – not that there was anything wrong with “wedding photo” Jake but the salt of the man who could tame the ocean was a missing guest and though she loved both the man she’d married and the man who dominated her – she also wanted to dominate him. But she had to win the Game first.

Ellie went to the bedroom. On the bed, the same black bra and pants she’d “worn” at the end of the last Game, a pair of handcuffs, the scarf he’d gagged her with, a blindfold and a snake’s nest of luggage straps and old ties. He must have set all this up after she left for work.

It dawned that she not only had to tie herself up before he got home she had to work out how to do it.

His timing irritated her. This was Monday and there would be only limited time to play. It was work for them both tomorrow.

She gathered her thoughts. Declining was an option simply by changing the photo back. This would be accepted without discussion but it would still remain his turn to swap it and call the next Game some other time. She dismissed the idea.

Toast and orange juice would do for a meal. A bath would be better than a shower giving time to relax and remember exactly how she’d been tied at the end.

In the bath she encouraged flashbacks from the previous Game.

All the sex over the weekend had been because he wanted her to start sexually exhausted, a condition seemingly unknown to him. She rarely got a glimpse of his penis unless it was erect. If he thought she was sexually exhausted he’d got it wrong. This time, if she could get the upper hand, he’d discover what the word sated meant.

Relaxed, ready and naked, confronted by the array on the bed, she quickly went to work. It all had to be done in the right order so that she could finally handcuff her hands behind her.





Chapter Two

THAT PARTICULAR FRIDAY JAKE had got home to find the wedding picture had changed to the one of her in the “bedroom bikini”. A pair of handcuffs dangled from the corner of the photo frame.

Ellie was standing behind him when he saw the photo. She’d undone her bath robe pushing it either side of her breasts. He turned, saw her and was probably about to sweep her up and carry her upstairs but she yelled, ‘Strip right there. NOW.’

The looks on his face passed like clouds in the sky. Jake stripped proudly. His erection could not be more complete.

Against her better judgement they kissed. The confidence of his lips and the encircling power of his arms alone would have been enough but awareness of his erection broke her resistance. Ellie felt herself subsiding like sand in the tide and she’d hoped not to be “Ellie” in this Game.

Jake’s passionate kiss guided her until she felt the wall against her back and then the bikini pants being caressed to one side. His knee suggested her legs should part and then he was inside her all at once. The enormity of his strength still shocked even after five years of marriage, a strength scarcely imagined when seeing him working in the garden or on the car but now overwhelming and enveloping her.

The silken welcome between her legs made everything easy for him as the Game slid out of her control. He caught hold of her wrists, stretched her arms above her head with an implacable, Jake grip and now released her legs allowing them to come together. Involuntarily she gripped his erection even as the sudden weakness in her legs took her deeper onto it. His straddling thighs held her legs tight together. It felt as if she was dangling by his grip, impaled on his cock, utterly helpless, engulfed. Her slightest movement against him blushed pleasure, releasing random goose-bumps.

Jake’s lips brought the next tide, crushing her mouth at first with sheer victorious brutality but then came the yearned-for beauty of his tenderness, whispering kiss-talk between them, echoing the lovely, almost unmoving presence of his cock inside her.

The goose-bumps reached her brain and the resulting shudder made her wriggle weakly against him. The forlorn hope that he might come with her was her last thought before ecstasy as she left on the champagne tide without him. She’d lost initiative in the Game but the climax fizzed fast-slow, slow fast tingle-tangling all through her mind.

Jake let go of her wrists. Her arms flopped to her sides and now, only now did his lips move inappropriately to her nipples, long since free of the bikini top. In the sparkling aftermath, even the slightest touch would’ve been exquisitely painful but his lusty kiss was torture. She sagged groaning hoping for a cuddle but he merely guided her safely to the floor.

She sat on the floor looking up at his erection, confirmation that her Game plans were in tatters. In fantasy, she’d wanted to tease him, tie him to the bed, see how many times she could make him come, find out how hard she could smack his arse and how many times before he begged her to stop. But most of all she wanted to tame that prick of his, know it, control it, use it and exhaust it.

‘You have half an hour,’ Jake said looking down at her, ‘and then I’ll see you in the bedroom.’

Ellie wondered if this was Jake talking to her or his prick. She watched as he walked off to the kitchen so wanting to smack that perfect arse but actually so weakened she wondered if she could stand.

She pulled the bikini top back over her breasts, the tenderness of her nipples sparked a yearning for bed and a cuddle to celebrate the after-burn inside her and to welcome him back but instead she arranged the wet bikini bottom to cover her.

He came back, still naked, still erect and handed a glass of chilled white wine down to her.

She took it.

‘When you go to the bedroom,’ he said quietly, ‘put on the clothes you find there and wait for me.’

Ellie nodded, and sipped on the chill of the wine.

This wasn’t “everyday Jake” so why did she have to be “everyday Ellie?” If these were his wildest dreams – how could she make them become hers?

She had no idea what awaited her in the bedroom and it thrilled her.

After the wine, and a shower she walked to the bedroom naked, her pulse thumping. Less than an hour ago she’d thought she would never climax again.

Her black bra and pants lay on the bed. An ounce of disappointment might just as well have been a tonne because these were her work clothes.

She saw herself naked in the mirror, her eyes doped with his love yet with just the smallest glint of anger.

‘Put them on, and shut up.’

Startled, Ellie saw him in the mirror as he walked to the bed, wearing tight sky-blue pants and a smile. He lay down, waiting for her “performance”.

Feeling awkward she dressed awkwardly.

‘No not like that, I want you just like you are when you get ready for work.’

Trying to relax, she thought – Monday. She thought – Grey. She thought – Work. Making her breasts comfortable in the bra Ellie caught his adoring eyes. She slid her fingers around the waist of the pants and then down along the curve of the legs, made a tiny wriggle to make sure they settled right against her and caught his eye in the mirror again and confirmed that these were incredibly powerful erotic moments for him.

There was a rasp to his voice when he said, ‘You’re going to be tied up. I’m going to make you so helpless all you can do is concentrate on pleasure.’

His lovely smile alone held her captive. She’d never been tied up before but to be completely at the mercy of Jake’s pleasure rippled through her and burned her cheeks.

He pulled her arms behind firmly and with purpose. The click of the handcuffs was definite. The unexpected jerk of a strap pulling her elbows together made her gasp in outrage. ‘Hey!’

‘If you don’t shut your mouth I can shut it for you.’ But he loosened the strap slightly.

In the outrage of the moment she couldn’t understand why the handcuffs were not enough but even as she got her breath back and her thoughts back she knew as her nipples were now pressing hard against the suddenly very tight “everyday” bra.

Ellie thought – just stop right here, bend me over, fuck me but please touch my breasts with your softest hands while you do me from behind and we will sail on the same tide...

He didn’t. She watched desperately in the mirror as he girdled her waist with one of the luggage straps threading one end through the one way clasp. ‘Breathe in,’ he said and when she did he cinched the strap tight.





Chapter Three

BUT NOW, TONIGHT, IT was different.

Now the prospect of tying herself up felt weird. Why couldn’t she just arrange herself on the bed dressed in gorgeous lingerie with hands clad in fluffy handcuffs tastefully arranged above her head?

She knew why. Because that wasn’t being tied up.

If only she’d kept her mouth shut during the last Game she wouldn’t be trying to gag herself now. ‘You could just bend me over and fuck me now if you want,’ she’d said and the gag had been the penalty.

Her first attempt at the gag had been too easy – she’d merely found the middle of the scarf bitten on it and tied it behind. But it didn’t feel right. He must have knotted it first, so she tied a knot in the middle and tried it...another knot was needed before it felt “right”. She remembered biting hard once he’d finally got her tied up and started to pleasure her all over again. This memory took the weird feeling away and turned her on again.

The next strap had to go between her legs ensuring that it pressed against her clitoris. He called it her “clit” but she thought of it as her tsb, touch sensitive button. The first time she’d seen a computer touch sensitive screen work – her clit had responded. One finger tip touch and the screen of your universe changes, all the colours, all the choices...

Jake could play her like an instrument just with his love finger, making her thoughts dance lead role in a cosmic light show.

Ellie anchored the strap to the one round her waist pulled it between her legs then fastened it at the front, the gentle but firm pressure against her arousal was pleasing. The fact that it also pulled her pants into her would please Jake.

He’d bound her legs with three straps, ankles, knees and thighs. It had all seemed a little excessive, how much more helpless could she be, she’d thought at the time? But now she followed everything to the letter, to the experience, wanting it to be exactly the same.

But his firm, rough completely un-Jake-like handling of her had been so arousing, even when he’d gagged her she felt safe. This loss of control was instantly frightening but gradually satisfying. She was his, utterly. She trusted him with her body and the unguarded lust in his eyes was raw and male but Jake.

She felt her wrists and ankles being drawn together. Her muffled protest from under the gag seemed to amuse him.

Ellie had forgotten that last strap. How on earth was she going to do that on her own? She couldn’t think of a way and anyway there wasn’t enough time, a glance at the clock told her it was time for the handcuffs. She put one bracelet on then lying on her side on the bed put her hands behind and then fumbled for the other. It took a little patience but then when the click came she relaxed. Relaxed or not, her heart was racing. She pretended he was tying her wrists to ankles again and waited.

When he had sat on the edge of the bed and began to stroke her nipples through the taut thin cotton a huge expectant moan escaped her gag, closing her eyes, riding the roller waves of pleasure he was inducing. Each wriggling response interacted with the bonds and added to the upward spiral.

So when he unexpectedly released the strap between her legs she almost felt disappointed but then the rush of feelings in the absence of the strap charged through her from pussy to tsb which now ached for him to touch it almost independently of her brain.

But instead he yanked the bra up off her breasts. His roughness inspired a pepper of fear. She knew Jake adored her breasts but he’d never had them helpless at his mercy before.

But he had behaved like a gentleman, sometimes a bit rough, sometimes unbelievably erotic.

She remembered him taking one of her nipples prisoner holding it with his teeth at the base whilst his tongue explored. She’d become gradually aware that he was sucking her, a little harder, a little harder. When he let go her nipple was throbbing delightfully. She realised she was drooling in the gag but didn’t care. He did the other one exactly the same but this was even better because the expectation was incredible and because he had taken so much longer over it.

When done Jake had pulled the bra back down roughly yet making her comfortable and playing again briefly with her now arrogantly protruding nipples under the cotton.

She’d thought at the time, if I hadn’t been tied up I could never have got to that place.

Just as he’d taken her nipples prisoner and let them go – he let her go, in two different ways.

First he slid his hand down her knickers, found her tsb and almost instantly she was shivering, writhing against her bonds. ‘Game Over,’ he’d said.

Second, he untied her, leaving the gag until last but then with her mouth untied, raw and wet he kissed her so tenderly whilst fucking her hard and quick.

Jake went off to the bathroom and she lay still, everything inside her sparkling colour.
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