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My fingers flew over the keyboard, the story evolving in front of my eyes. I’d like to have 

been able to take credit for it, but the truth was I wasn’t sure where the words came from. 

Not from me, or my conscious mind at least. I was just a conduit, a helpful vessel with ten 

fingers and a trusty laptop.  

My phone beeped beside me, interrupting my flow. I paused, staring at the screen, the 

half constructed sentence that now refused to finish itself. 

“Damnit.” 

Already annoyed with whoever had interrupted me – though they couldn’t have known 

they were bulldozing into my first productive writing session in a week – I snatched up the 

phone and flicked on the screen.  

Sir, I saw at the top. My anger abated somewhat. Or at least, my willingness to show it. I 

opened the message.  

What are you up to, Kitten? 

I glanced at my watch. It was the middle of the afternoon, I knew he was still on shift. I 

also knew if I was going to get this scene finished before the kids came home, I had to get a 

move on.  

Working x I fired back.  

You writing? 

Yeah x  

There was a pause and then, Sir is typing. 

Your Erotica? 

Yeah x 



Another quick pause. I stared at that sentence, my fingertips itching, the words to finish it 

teetering between surging forwards at my call and disappearing forever.  

You got your plug in? 

I rocked slightly in my seat and felt the plug shift, teasing sensitive nerve endings. That 

was the rule: if I was writing my erotica, I did it plugged. Sir’s rule, but I liked it. It teased me, 

reminded me that I was a sexual woman, helped that sensuality come out in my words.  

Yeah x  

Good girl. Now, save what you’ve got. 

I blinked down at my phone, confused. 

What? X  

Save it. You’re done for the day. 

Oh no, no, no. I was not. I needed to just have the heroine escape this tricky 

circumstance and then I had a panty-moistening threesome to write. I had it all planned out, 

had been thinking about it since I woke up this morning. It was going to be incredibly hot.  

The phone beeped again. 

You saved it? I didn’t get an acknowledgement, kitten.  

I hit save – because a smart writer saves every time they stop for more than three 

seconds anyway – then tapped out a message.  

I’m not quite done yet, I just need to finish up this scene xxx 

Three kisses, to take the sting out of my refusal. 

You are done. Close the laptop. Now, Kitten. Tell me when you’ve done it.  

Fuck sake. Seething, I slammed the laptop closed with more force than necessary, 

covering the noise of the next message coming through.  

Go upstairs and get your special bullet, then get in the car. 



My special bullet? Well, now. That took the edge off my frustration, and fast. It was a 

new toy, WiFi enabled, and we’d only just started to explore it’s possibilities. I hoped he was 

on a long break.  

I hurried upstairs and grabbed my bullet from my bedside drawer. I switched it on as I 

raced back down the stairs, my phone in my other hand, powering up the app. The little 

bullet buzzed once, the light flickering on, then went silent. Which is how it would stay until 

Sir decided he was ready to start playing.  

I got in the car and shoved my sunglasses on my face and then, before I opened the 

garage door, I slid the bullet down into my underwear, nestling it right alongside my clit. I 

started the car and raised the garage door in quick succession, pausing to send a quick text 

before reversing out.  

I’m in the car. With my bullet.  

Good girl. 

He must have been waiting for me, because the response came through before I’d 

switched the screen off and tossed the phone onto the passenger seat. I grinned as I 

manoeuvred out of the tight garage space, anticipation making my nipples peak and my clit 

pulse, but the bullet remained silent and still.  

When I’d pulled out onto the street and made it all the way to the traffic lights at the top 

of the road, the bullet was still silent. I checked my phone to make sure it was connected. It 

was. He was just toying with me.  

The phone rang as I waited at the red light. It was Sir. 

“Hey,” I murmured when the call connected. 

“Where are you?” 

“At the traffic lights at the top of our street.” 

“Turn left.” 

I flicked on my indicator.  



“Where am I going?” anticipation had me squirming in my seat, the combination of the 

butt plug and the bullet, wedged tight in position, was enough to have little sparks of 

pleasure lighting me up – and the thing wasn’t even on yet. 

“That’s the last I hear out of you,” he said. “Unless it’s answering my questions, or 

begging. Turn left.” 

The light changed and I drove forwards, guiding the car out onto Highway 7. The bullet 

turned on, full force, at the same time, causing me to fumble with the wheel.  

I made an inarticulate noise, somewhere between a cry and a gasp, and he chuckled.  

“Please, too much.” 

I spread my legs slightly, trying to ease the pressure and the sharp pleasure pain of the 

buzzing vibe tight against my clit. With my foot jammed onto the accelerator my efforts 

were feeble at best, though, and I knew I wasn’t allowed to shift it with my hands. I clutched 

the steering wheel in a white-knuckled grip. 

“Please, sir. Too much. Down. Can you turn it down, please?” 

“Hmmmm.” 

I waited, so tense in my seat that my thighs were shaking, for several long seconds until 

the high-pitched wine of the bullet eased somewhat. I blew out a moan as I relaxed, the 

little vibe no more than purring now.  

“Enjoy this reprieve,” he said. “It won’t last. Turn onto Grant Street.” 

I continued down Highway 7, my hips rolling and my pelvic muscles squeezing as I started 

to work on the bullet. Oooooh, that felt good. Traffic was heavy, and it gave me an extra 

thrill to know that none of the people in the vehicles surrounding me had any idea what I 

was doing.  

It turned me on so much, I felt my orgasm rise up, ready to come forward on command.  

“Sir, can I come?” I asked quickly.  

It was there, right there. All I need was permission and- 



The bullet cut off.  

Frustration hissed between my teeth and he laughed.  

“That was way too easy, Kitten. Tell me when you turn onto Grant.” 

It was another two miles to Grant Street, but Highway 7 was a fast road and the traffic 

was moving at a good pace. It was only a couple of minutes before I signalled to turn. 

“Here.” 

The bullet turned on again, full force. I groaned, folding over slightly in my seat, but I 

didn’t complain. The high-intensity vibrations brought my orgasm rushing back in a powerful 

surge. 

“Sir, can I come?” It was a high pitched squeak. It didn’t really matter what he said, I was 

cumming either way. I’d just have to face the punishment if the answer was no.  

“Yes, Kitten.” 

Oh, thank fuck. I held onto the wheel for dear life and did my best to keep my foot steady 

on the accelerator as it washed over me, a heady wave of ecstasy that had my toes curling 

in my shoes and the road wavering in and out of focus in front of me. I started twitching, the 

vibe too high, too hard against me, as the rippling pleasure subsided and my pelvis jerked 

and spasmed.  

“Down,” I gasped. “Please Sir, turn it down.” 

“Turn right onto 96th Street.” 

What? Did he not hear me? I gritted my teeth, my whole body shaking as the bullet 

tortured me, buzzing hard against my hyper-sensitive clit.  

“Sir-,” 

“Are you on 96th?” 

“Almost.” 

“Turn right, then keep on going.” 

He hung up. 



“Bastard!” 

I was tempted, oh so tempted, to reach down and yank it out. I didn’t though, I held on, 

my breath coming in pained little whimpers, then suddenly, out of nowhere, the vibrations 

dropped.  

I gasped, dropping my head and sobbing slightly in relief. Almost missing my turn.  

A moment later, it fired up onto high again.  

Then down. 

Up. And then down. 

Over and over again until I was waiting desperately for the surges, pushing against them 

in a frantic attempt to cum before he took it away again, my earlier pleas to stop all but 

forgotten. There was never quite enough time.  

When I reached the end of the suburbs, 96th disappearing into the countryside, the paved 

road about to devolve into dirt, I was frustrated, so wet I thought it might be noticeable 

when I got out of the car, and I was all but snarling with the need for a second cum. I was 

swearing a blue streak when I saw the cop car, parked at the side of the road.  

The driver’s side of the vehicle opened as I approached and the officer who stepped out 

was tall and broad, a slight beard dappling his face. Fully dressed in uniform, he’d left his 

helmet off, but sunglasses shielded his eyes. I slowed and he gestured to me to pull up 

behind his vehicle. My car bumped on the grass and dirt of the verge as I drew to a stop and 

put it in park, killed the engine. He was at the door before I’d unbuckled my seatbelt.  

Strong hands tugged at the doorhandle and he swung the door wide then filled the 

space. 

“Out.” 

I did as I was told, registering dimly that the bullet had stopped, was silent in my 

underwear. The damage was done, though. I was hot and swollen between my legs, my 

thighs shaking.  



He took a grip of my wrist and towed me along until we were stood at the front of the 

cop car. He reached back with his free hand and came back with a pair of handcuffs. I 

watched soundlessly as he wrapped them round one wrist, then the other. He spun me 

round and bent me forward over the hood, making sure my arms were stretched out in 

front of me.  

“Keep them there,” he said, hand resting on the handcuffs. “Just like that. Don’t move.” 

I jerked my head in a nod, too overwhelmed to speak, then felt hands run down my back 

until they reached my jeans. He cupped my ass, thumbs delving gently into the crease.  

“Fuck, look at that,” he muttered. “You’ve soaked through. Did you cum again?” 

“No, Sir.” My voice was a breathy whisper. 

“But you wanted to, huh?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 

“Let’s see if we can fix that.” 

He reached around and unbuttoned my jeans, then drew them slowly over my hips along 

with my panties. A hand delved between my thighs and I mewled, thinking he was going to 

stroke me, but he just took the bullet and put it on the hood, right in my line of sight where 

my cheek was pressed to the sun-warmed metal.  

I stared at it, lurid pink against the white of the vehicle, shining with my arousal.  

“Fuck, Kitten. You are ready to be fucked, aren’t you?”  

Rather that answer, I lifted up on my tiptoes and tilted my pelvis, an open invitation.  

Smack! 

His hand landed hard on my ass, making me cry out and jolt forward against the 

unyielding font of the car.  

“Are you ready to be fucked, Kitten?” 

“Yes, Sir.” 



We were on a public highway, even though it was a quiet stretch of road, and another 

vehicle could come along any second. I wasn’t thinking about that at all though. I was 

waiting to be taken, my eyes still on my toy as my ears picked up the sound of a zipper 

descending and a quiet rustle of clothing.  

“Jesus, Kitten.” He pushed in in one long, slow thrust, going all the way to the hilt, the 

bullet having aroused me to the point I could hear the slick sound of my flesh giving way to 

him.  

I gasped, my stomach convulsing as he slid over my g-spot, the orgasm I’d almost had 

whispering back into existence.  

“Hard,” I managed, “Fast. Please, Sir.” 

“Since you asked so nicely, Kitten.” 

He gave it to me, fucking me with explosive thrusts that pushed me hard against the car, 

the metal digging into me and my bound hands useless in front of me. I moaned and gasped, 

turning my head to press my forehead into the hood. God, I was so fucking close, I just 

needed- 

He had both hands on my hips, holding me in place as he slammed into me, but he 

shifted his grip, planting one firmly in the middle of my back, holding me in place, and the 

other reached around and slipped into my heat, fingers siding along either side of my clit 

and squeezing lightly.  

Oh Jesus fuck. 

It took more fore thrusts before I detonated, coming with a strangled scream. He kept 

pounding, his hold on my clit relentless, the hand on my back preventing me from moving 

away as I rode out the aftershocks, my body jolting as he lost his rhythm, chasing his own 

orgasm.  

When he came, he folded over me, pushing me down harder into the hood, making me 

feel the weight of him, the strength. Then, just as quickly, he stood and slid free. I dropped 

down off my tiptoes, but didn’t lift up off the hood. I wasn’t sure I could. 

Fingers went to my ass, stroked across my cheeks before gripping the base of the plug.  



“Next time, I’m going to pull this out and fuck you here.” 

I let out a little yelp, alarmed, and he laughed.  

“Here, Kitten.” 

Gentle hands righted my clothing then lifted me up and into him, resting my body against 

his as he reached around and uncuffed me, massaging my wrists where the metal had dug 

into my skin.  

“You all right?” he murmured into my ear. 

“Yeah,” I managed.  

He tucked the handcuffs back into his belt then hugged me, his chin dropping down onto 

my shoulder.  

“That was awesome, Kitten. I like your new toy.” I liked it, too. I had a feeling this 

wouldn’t be the only time we did this. “Come on, let’s get you back in the car. I’ve got bad 

guys to catch.” 

 


