	She awoke the next morning, sticky with the salts from her sweating, and her husband's, her Lord's dried seed on her body.  Her muscles were stiff and sore, and she groaned slightly as she rolled over to look at her husband's sleeping form next to her on the bed, then at the alarm clock on the other side of him.  She groaned again as she realized what time it was, then pulled herself out of bed and headed for the shower.  Her son would be back from his friend's house, soon, and it wouldn't do for her to look as bedraggled as she felt upon his return.


	As she stepped into the hot shower and let the steaming water course over her skin and revitalize her, her thoughts drifted back to the events of the night before.  Just thinking about the way her husband had taken her, and claimed her as his own, began to arouse her once more.  Without realizing she was doing it, she let a hand slide between her legs to stroke her sex, still somewhat tender from the exhertions of the previous night.


	Her thoughts, and her impending orgasm, were interrupted by the sound of the phone ringing.  She almost jumped out of the shower to go answer it, but changed her mind.  "Either Coilin will get it, or the answering machine will," she thought to herself.  "Whoever it is can wait until I'm done with my shower."


	The phone stopped ringing after the second ring, so she assumed that her husband had answered it.  Thinking nothing of it, her thoughts once again returned to the previous evening, and her hand returned to her tender sex.


	This time, she was interrupted by the shower stall opening, and her naked husband stepping in to join her under the water.  She smiled happily and pressed her back to his chest, revelling in the feel of him against her as the water coursed over them.


	Her husband's hand slid slowly up her body, until it entwined in her wet hair.  "In the future, kitten," he whispered into her ear, chuckling softly, "When we are scening, you will not clean yourself until I've instructed you to do so.  And a scene doesn't end until I say it does, or you use your safe word.  Understood?"


	She moaned involuntarily at the commanding tones in his voice, and the feel of his forceful grip in his hair.  She pressed her ass against him, feeling his hard cock nestling between its cheeks.  "Yes, master," she replied, almost automatically.  "This slut understands, and apologizes for making an assumption.  But what if our son comes home?"


	He chuckled again, rotating his hips a bit to slide his cock along the crack of her ass, "Not to worry, kitten," he said softly.  "That phone call was the parents of his friend.  They've invited him to go with them to the amusement park today, and spend the night there again tonight.  We have until tomorrow afternoon to insure that you'll never again forget to whom you belong."


	She groaned again, feeling the added stimulation of his cock sliding across her water-slick skin, and trembling with anticipation of the things to come.  "Thank you, sir," she said, moaning softly, "this slut looks forward to being used by her master."


	"That's another thing, kitten," he said, his voice dropping a bit.  "I don't like that word.  'Slut' implies that anyone can have access to you, and that is not the case anymore.  You are mine, and no one will ever be allowed to use you, in any way, shape, or form.  From now on, you are my 'pet', and will refer to yourself as such when we are alone, understood?"


	"Yes, master," she nodded as best as she could with her husband still gripping her hair.  "You're pet understands.  She is yours forever, and no one but you will ever use her again."


	"Good," he chuckled, "Now, as usual, I seem to have woken up with an erection.  Any suggestions on what I should do to relieve that problem?"


	"Yes, master," she groaned, grinding back against his pelvis.  "Please use your pet to relieve your erection.  Please?"


	"I don't know," he chuckled softly, "You did take a shower without my permission.  Perhaps I should withhold it for a while, as punishment."


	"Please don't, master," she groaned, still rubbing against him, hoping desperately to convince him to fuck her.  "This pet will accept whatever form of punishment you choose after, but please fuck her once more so she knows that last night wasn't just a dream?"


	"Can't resist that kind of logic," he chuckled, his free hand reaching around to toy with her nipple.  "Especially when combined with such eloquent begging."


	Without warning, he wrapped his arm around her torso and spun around, turning them both to face the back wall of the shower stall.  His hand left her hair, and he grasped each of her wrists in his hands, raising them before her and placing them against the wall.


	"Assume the position," he chuckled, the trite quote from every cop show on tv matching perfectly to the position she was now in.  She groaned softly at his forcefulness, and her eyes fluttered closed in anticipated pleasure as she once more felt his cock sliding along the crack of her ass.


	"I think, just to reassure you that last night wasn't a dream, I'm going to kick off the morning with something we did for the first time last night."


	With that comment, she felt the head of his cock pushing against the crinkled opening of her anus, meeting little resistance after the attention it recieved last night.  She gasped slightly at the intrusion, then emitted a soft moan as she felt him slide slowly into her ass, burying himself to the hilt.


	"Ughh.... yes..." she groaned as she felt his hips press against her ass.  "Yes, master.  Fuck your pet.  Use her like the whore she is."  The words tumbled out of her mouth before she'd even realized she was going to say them, surprising her.  A few months ago, she would never have believed that she'd be calling herself a whore, and begging her husband to fuck her ass.  But it felt so good to finally be his, that the words seemed natural to her.


	"Have no fear, kitten," he chuckled behind her, "I'm going to do exactly that."


	With that, he began moving within her, slowly thrusting his cock into her willing ass.  She groaned softly as she felt the friction within her, felt the submissiveness of her position.  She suddenly wanted, more than anything else, for this to be good for him.  She began clenching her ass around his cock, tightening up each time he pulled out, as if trying to milk the cum from his body.  It surprised her that doing this actually seemed to enhance her own pleasure.


	"Ugh," Coilin groaned, the pace of his thrusts quickening.  "Keep that up, and I'll be filling your ass in no time, kitten."


	Her only response to this statement was a low moan, and picking up the pace of her own movements, trying to time them to his.  He was virtually pounding into her ass now, and she just revelled in the fact that she was pleasing him.  To her surprise, she felt her own orgasm begin to build within her body, in spite of the fact that he hadn't even bothered to try and stimulate any other part of her body.


	"Yes, master!" she screamed, pushing back at him and sqeezing her asscheeks harder.  "Fuck your pet!  Fill her with your seed!  Please!"


	That seemed to do the trick for both of them, and she felt her husband's cock explode within her as her own orgasm overcame her, causing her muscles to clench uncontrollably around his hard cock.


