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"I've told you why this is important, Annie,"
he said. "It's unbecoming the way you keep saying why, why,
why."

I squirmed in the passenger's seat, watching
Anderson drive. "I just – I'm new to this," I said. "I only feel
comfortable with it because it's with you. I know when I'm with you
that I'm safe and that everything is going to be alright."

"And you're going to be with me tonight. I'm
not going to let anything bad happen." He glanced away from the
road for a moment and his eyes clouded with sympathy as he read the
genuine anxiety on my face. "He's not some stranger. He was a very
important friend to me when I was a lot younger, when I was growing
into myself. I owe a lot of my own happiness, a lot of the
happiness I share with you, to things he taught me. And when I left
he told me, if you ever find a good one, I'd love to meet her."

He reached out a hand and squeezed my knee.
His fingers were comforting and strong, and I needed to feel him
with me very much right now.

"And that's you," he went on. "You're the
good one. You're the one who makes me happier than anyone I've ever
been with. You're the one who I want people to meet – the one I
want to show off. It's because I'm proud of you. You know that,
don't you?"

I leaned over and hugged at his arm, my hands
knitting around his thick bicep and my cheek resting on his
shoulder. "It's – you're the only one I've ever been with this way.
You're the only one I've ever submitted to. Isn't that enough?
Can't we keep it that way, just you and me? I'll do anything, if we
can just keep it that way."

He glanced out the rear window and pulled the
car over against the curb. He took me by the arms and pushed me off
his shoulder, turning me so that we were facing each other across
the shift stick.

"Look at me, Annie," he said, his voice
becoming serious, even strict.

My eyes widened at the change of his tone and
I immediately raised them to meet his own, richly brown with
flashes of auburn. Their sympathy was gone.

"You forget yourself, Annie," he said. "I
have made it clear – demonstrated it in every possible way – that I
care about you. I have shown that I would never want you hurt, or
allow you to be. I have shown that the decisions I make are
ultimately about what is best for you. Isn't that true?"

I lowered my face and studied the carpet,
knowing that he had indeed been too good to me. He did not deserve
the way I had been complaining.

His hand came out, took me by the chin, and
raised my face to look back into his. I flushed, struggling to hold
his eye contact.

"Yes," I said quietly.

"Do you know what it tells me when you
question me and tell me you are afraid of the decisions I make? It
tells me that all the energy I spend caring about you, looking out
for you, is wasted. I might as well not have bothered, for all the
gratitude I receive. Was that your intention? Is that what you want
me to think?"

"No," I protested. "Of course it wasn't. I
don't want –"

"Trust," he said quietly, "is the only thing
I have ever asked from you. It is a very simple thing. If you make
it too complicated, you are trying to pretend it is there when it
is not."

"I'm sorry," I said after a moment. "I want
to do this for you. I just can't help being a little
frightened."

"Then when you are frightened, tell me about
your fears. When you just argue with me, it only makes it that much
more difficult for me to help."

I nodded, pressing myself back into the seat.
"Alright," I said. "I'm ready. I'm sorry I made a fuss."

"If you are still afraid, now is a better
time to talk about it than when we get there."

I closed my eyes and held out a hand,
entreating contact. He took it in both of his and held it.

"I'm ready," I said. "When you tell me I
should do something, I want to do it. I'm sorry I complained the
way I did. You know I'm normally better."

He leaned over and kissed me. "I know you
are," he said. "And I don't like being so firm with you."

He turned and nosed the car back out onto the
road. I watched the trees pass along the roadside, trying to
pretend that the fear wasn't still there just a little bit.

It was another twenty minutes into Cambridge.
Anderson's friend owned a converted townhouse beyond Kendall. It
had that distinguished, slightly soot-stained appearance of old
brick buildings, and its upper floor reached high enough to
overlook the mouth of the Charles from three blocks inland.

Anderson parked in an underground garage and
ushered me in front of him as we wound up a flight of concrete
steps. At a non-descript red door after the second flight, we
stopped. Anderson rang the bell and stepped back, looking about
himself with nostalgia but not regret.

"I think I may have come through this door a
few too many times," he mused. "It's good to be closing this
chapter of my life."

I wanted to ask him why he had brought me
here, if that was the case, but I stopped myself.

Nevertheless, he seemed to perceive the
question on my mind. "This is something I wanted you to experience
before I turned my back on it," he explained. "You'll be better and
stronger for it, and you can't be coddled forever."

I swallowed and stared at the ground, torn
between my very natural reticence and my trust in Anderson. If he
were not here with me, I would never have been able to face
this.

My heartbeat began to pound as I heard
footsteps beyond the door. A lock clicked and the door swung
inward.

"Ah, Anderson." Light from beyond the door
spilled into the dim hallway and silhouetted the profile of a man.
He was on the taller side, maybe around Anderson's height, and his
shoes made no sound on the hardwood beyond the threshold as he
stepped back to open the door further.

Anderson put a hand in the small of my back
and guided me in ahead of him. The smell of incense and leather
stung my nostrils in surprisingly pleasurable intensity.

"And you must be the one he told me about,"
the man said.

I turned to face him, struggling to get my
bearings. In the light of the entranceway I could now see him. He
was a handsome man, somewhat narrow-faced, but with a severity in
his appearance. His hair was cut very short and I got the sense
that he had his clothes starched.

"Yes, this is Annie," Anderson said. He kept
his hand pressed lightly against my back. I wouldn't have known how
to express it, but I was profoundly grateful to him for that.

The man studied me with unabashed interest.
"She does have a good body for it," he mused, either to himself or
to Anderson. Addressing me, he said, "I imagine you two have a
great deal of fun together."

Flustered, I had no response.

He turned his eyes on Anderson. "Quiet one,
is she?"

"She's just a little nervous," Anderson
said.

"Yes," the man agreed. "The good ones usually
are." He turned his eyes back on me, and I found myself blushing
slightly under his intense gaze. "Of course, they must come out of
their shell eventually."

He turned, smiling, and led us through a
narrow hallway. It opened up into a foyer that made the building
feel much larger than it had looked from the outside. Without
sparing a glance at its rich furnishings he continued on and we
followed him into a dim kitchen.

"Can I get you two something to drink?" he
asked, gesturing at a bar along one wall. "A red wine, I think.
Something blood-colored."

I tried to discern if he was joking, but his
face revealed nothing. Again without waiting for a response, he
opened a bottle and poured three glasses. The liquid glittered a
deep red as he proffered them to the two of us.

As I reached out and took the wine, a door
opened behind me. The man looked up and when he saw who had opened
it, his face clouded. "Meredith?" the man asked. "What is it?"

I turned and saw an uncommonly beautiful
woman edging meekly around the doorframe. She had brilliant red
hair and was dressed only the skimpiest lace lingerie.

"Oh. I'm very sorry to disturb you, sir," she
said apologetically, dipping her head in supplicant emphasis.
"Sarah asked me to return this to the kitchen." She held out a
large steak fork.

The man's face darkened further. "Bring it
here," he said, holding out a hand.

The woman did as instructed, though it was
clear she was uncomfortable in front of strangers and would not
have brought it had she knew we were here.

He examined the steak fork, holding it up to
the light and turning it back and forth so that its prongs
glimmered metallically. After a moment, he lowered it and turned
his eyes back on Meredith.

"Come here," he said, his tone very
dangerous.

The woman flinched at the tenor of his voice,
but edged closer to him. "I'm sorry, sir. I didn't know you had
company, sir. I –"

But her apologies were cut off with a gasp.
The man reached out and pushed aside the cup of her bra, baring her
breast to the room and seizing her tightly by the nipple all in a
single fluid motion. The woman flinched and sagged, biting her lip
at the pain.

"Meredith, do you know what Sarah does with
this?" the man asked, holding the fork before the woman's grimacing
face and maintaining his grip on her nipple.

She whimpered and shook her head.

"Sarah stabs herself with it in the back of
the calf. Over and over again she does this, when she thinks it has
been too long since I last spanked her." He turned back towards
Anderson. "The woman is an extreme masochist. She seems determined
to give herself an infection."

The woman in his grip let out a whimper of
pain, and the man turned back to her.

"I have told Sarah not to do this," he said
to her. "It is not good for her. She knows that it makes me very
unhappy."

He twisted his hand and the woman's whimpers
increased in volume and pitch and her breath began coming in
gasps.

"You say she asked you to bring it out to the
kitchen?"

The woman nodded urgently.

"And why did you agree?"

The woman swallowed and answered with
difficulty. "She just asked for a favor, sir."

The man laughed. "Meredith, for all your good
qualities, you are very easily taken advantage of, did you know
that? Sarah is using you. She knows that she will get in trouble if
she is seen with it, and so she sends you to run the risk
instead."

"Yes, sir," the woman whined. "I'm sorry,
sir."

"So this is what is going to happen," he
said. "I am going to let you go and pretend that this did not
happen, and the next time you see Sarah with this fork or anything
like it, you are going to come to me, instead. Do you
understand?"

"Yes, sir," the woman agreed in a strained
voice.

The man twisted further and I saw the woman's
hands ball into white-knuckled fists as she fought not to cry
out.

"Then repeat back to me what I have just
asked you."

"You said that the next time I see Sarah with
something like the fork I should come and tell you about it,
sir."

"And that's what you're going to do?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good." The man pulled the woman closer to
him and kissed her once on the forehead, gave a final squeeze, and
released her.

She stumbled back, trying to keep herself
from clutching at her reddened and slightly puffy nipple. Without
bothering to cover herself, she fled from the room.

The man watched her go, an unreadable
expression on his face. "She has a good heart, that one," he said.
"Never intentionally disobedient, but I'm afraid she does not
always exercise good judgment."

I looked through the doorway the woman had
disappeared through and shivered. The prospect of this man treating
me the same way he had just treated Meredith was more than a little
frightening, but an undeniable part of me had found that entire
exchange very, very hot. I took a long drink of the wine and turned
back to see the man watching me.

"We'll start slower with you, Annie," he
said. "I wouldn't want you to be too overwhelmed."

Again I had no response, and was not sure
whether he expected one.

"We'll get started then, shall we?" he asked
Anderson.

Anderson nodded, looking as I had in the
direction of the woman's disappearance. "How many are you keeping
these days?" he asked.

"Just the two," the man replied. "There was a
third until rather recently, but it's all a far cry from what this
place was in its heyday, I'll admit. I suppose we all grow up at
some point, after all. It can't always be fun and games."

He finished his wine. Seeing that Anderson
and I had done the same, he gestured in the direction of the
woman's retreat. "After you," he said.

I set my own glass on the counter and walked
ahead of the two men. The clicking of my shoes on the floorboards
seemed uncomfortably magnified.

The kitchen led into another long hallway,
lined with a series of doors that were all closed. Behind one of
them I thought I discerned voices. At the end of the corridor, one
door stood slightly ajar. I hesitated, glancing over my shoulder
questioningly. The smell of leather and incense was strongest here,
issuing from the space beyond. A series of cloth and leather strips
hung from hooks along the doorframe.

The man stepped forward, removed a strip of
cloth, and held it out to me. "For your eyes," he said. "Sight is
one of several things you will surrender when you enter this
room."

I took the cloth and stared at it, taken
aback. I glanced involuntarily over at Anderson.

"Do as he says, Annie," he instructed.

I looked back at the cloth, rubbing it
between my fingers. Don't over think this, I told myself, and then
obeyed. The world disappeared, replaced by silken darkness. I could
hear the sounds of the house, smell and feel the air circulating
gently around me, but could see nothing.

I heard the door in front of me creak open
wider. A hand came out and took me by the elbow. I could tell by
the familiarity of the touch and the scent of the body near me that
it was Anderson, and I submitted gratefully to his leading contact.
He guided me forward, supporting me as I stumbled slightly on the
threshold of the room. The smells around me intensified, and I felt
the floor below my feet transition from wood to something harder,
slate tiling maybe.

After a few steps, he stopped me. The room's
acoustics seemed to throw even the smallest sounds back at me.

"This will do," I heard the man say from
several feet away, and I turned to face him.

Anderson released me and I swayed slightly on
the spot.

"I apologize, Annie, for the distraction in
the kitchen," the man said. "It distracted me from our proper
introduction. My name is Christian Fortier. Have you heard of
me?"

I shook my head.

"Good. I'm afraid I have become somewhat of a
celebrity in certain circles, and I hate it when people come in
with preconceptions. It's good that we'll be able to start
fresh."

Once again I experienced that nervous
silence, unsure if he wanted a response.

"Perhaps you could tell me why you are here,"
he said after a moment.

"Because Anderson wants me to be."

"When you role-play, that is what you call
him?"

"I – umm," I started, unsure, "I call him
sir."

"Good. That will be fine, and while we are
here in this room, I would ask the same respect."

"Yes, sir," I said.

"And your Sir wanted you to come see me with
him?"

"Yes, sir," I confirmed.

"And do you know why he wanted that?"

"He – he wanted you to meet me, sir."

"Yes," he agreed. "And I'm very glad to do
so. When he told me about you, I was very interested indeed. Was
that the only reason?"

"Well, he said that it would be good for me
if I met you, as well, sir."

"He did? Well, perhaps that is true. We will
see. I imagine he didn't tell you much about me."

"Only a little, sir."

"And so you didn't really know what to make
of that statement, that it might be good for you, I imagine."

"Yes, sir."

"But you came anyways, nervous though you
clearly are. That speaks well of you."

I blushed, remembering the argument in the
car, and did not answer.

"Or perhaps it was not so simple. Is that how
I might interpret your silence? You were a little bad,
perhaps?"

I shifted uncomfortably. "Yes, sir."

He chuckled. "Well at least you recognize
when a compliment is undeserved. He has taught you that much."

"Yes, sir."

"A guilty conscience can be a very useful
thing, sometimes. A very interesting thing. And he has taught you
more than that, I'm sure. He is your first dominant, is that
correct?"

"Yes, sir."

"And is he good to you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Better than you deserve?"

"Yes, sir."

Another silence stretched out, and I could
sense him considering me. "I noticed you were very interested in
how I treated Meredith just now," he said after the pause.

I blushed, fiddling at the fabric of my
skirt.

"Yes, you seemed very interested indeed. Has
your Sir ever treated you that way?"

"Not quite like that, sir."

"What do you think it would be like if
someone did treat you that way? Do you think you would enjoy
it?"

I wasn't sure how to answer. I did not really
know.

"Yes, it can all be very confusing," he said,
as though agreeing with my unspoken thoughts. "So we will start
with something simpler. It is a little game I like to play with
people that I do not know. It's a way of getting to know you. Does
that sound like it might be fun?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good, I'm glad. The game is very
straightforward. I am going to make a guess about you. Perhaps I
will say your favorite color is red. If I am wrong, you may do
nothing and I will put a park on this chalkboard here." I heard him
tap something. "But if I am right, you take off an item of
clothing. That's easy enough, isn't it?"

The hair on the back of my neck stood up and
I realized I was holding my breath. "What do the marks on the
chalkboard mean, sir?"

"Those," he said, "are the score. If I guess
wrong three times, the game is over and I have lost. Are you
ready?"

"Yes, sir." I stood up a little
straighter.

"I like to cheat on my first guess," he
admitted. "You seem uncomfortable in your heels and I like to get
into a rhythm. My first guess is that are not a natural
brunette."

I touched my hair self-consciously. I had
colored it only three days ago.

 

"Am I wrong?"

I bent down and removed a shoe.

"Good. Thank you. My second guess is that you
have masturbated since you woke up this morning."

I blushed and, after a moment, removed
another shoe.

"Yes, to be expected I suppose. It is a good
way to cut down on nerves, even if it makes orgasm deprival a
little less exciting." I heard several footsteps and the sound of
something being moved on a shelf.

"My third guess is when I like to get a
little ambitious," he said. "For my third guess I will say that you
have been with exactly four men in your life."

I started slightly and shook my head in
confusion. Had Anderson told him these things about me?

Once again, as though reading my thoughts, he
said, "It would be profoundly unsporting to pretend to guess
anything I had been previously told about you. I would not do
that."

Reluctantly, I began to unbutton the front of
my blouse. I did not know what made me feel more naked, the
prospect of removing my clothes or the way he seemed to guess
whatever he wanted to know about me. Once the buttons of my top
were undone, I slipped it off my shoulders and let it fall to the
floor beside me. The air of the room was cool against my stomach
and the tops of my breasts, and I felt my nipples stiffen slightly
within my bra.

"Good. That leaves three men before Anderson
here. And of those three, I will guess that the second one was the
best lover."

After the initial shock at the forwardness of
the question, I considered it briefly. Ultimately, however, I could
conclude with confidence that he was wrong. I remained still and
took some comfort at the thought that he could not guess quite
everything about me. A triumphant smile even threatened to touch my
lips, though the victory probably had little to do with me.

"No?" he said, reading my silence. "Very
well. I take a strike." I heard him mark it on the chalkboard. "If
that is the case, it was certainly the first man, then." He said it
without a hint of doubt in his voice and his certainty robbed me of
all the comfort his incorrect guess had given me. Shaking my head
slightly, I unbuttoned my skirt and slid it down my legs. Had I
done something that had given it away?

"Thank you, Annie. Now let me think. I don't
like taking strikes. I will say that the age when you had your
first orgasm was very late. You were nineteen."

My blush deepened as I bent and removed a
stocking.

"Forgive me for cheating again, but I will
say something obvious for that second stalking. This first orgasm
was not premeditated. It was caused by a fantasy, and only when you
already felt yourself nearly in the throes of it did you find a
private place to reach it."

I let out a breath in disbelief and
embarrassment, but bent and removed my other stocking.

"It's the fantasy that I am interested in,"
he said, not bothering to remark that he had been correct. "What
might that fantasy have been? It involved, I think, a man
inflicting pain upon you."

I stood motionless for a moment, paralyzed by
his insight and my own horror at admitting what he had already
surmised. I could feel him watching me. He did not bother to prompt
me further. The silence stretched from one second into the
next.

The humiliation of the moment was compounded
by how I was meant to respond. With a flaming face, I reached an
unsteady hand up and unclasped my bra. My breasts slouched
downwards and I held the bra in place as I slipped out of the
straps, finally letting it fall away from my body with
reluctance.

I hugged my arms to my chest in
self-consciousness as I sensed Christian, strange, terrifying, and
compelling, studying my body becoming naked in front of him.

When he spoke again, his voice was much
nearer and much softer. "I can get even more specific than that,
Annie. Even a bit more specific than to guess it was a man causing
you pain." I felt something stiff and leather-textured trace across
the bare skin of my stomach, up between my breasts, along my
throat, and under my chin. I caught the scent of oiled leather.
"This man in your fantasy," he said, his tone playful and somehow
musical, "he was using something on you." I felt his finger toying
speculatively with the waistband of my panties, dipping in at the
hip and brushing along my now trembling skin. "It was a whip.
Wasn't it, Annie? A whip, rather like this one?"

I was holding my breath again, paralyzed by
his nearness. He seemed already to possess my body. I could not
move, and so I simply nodded.

Slowly and deliberately, the fingers began to
pull at the waistband of my panties, guiding them down my stiffened
legs.

The leather object, the whip, touched lightly
at the insides of my knees and moved up my thighs. Very slowly, he
drew it across the lips of my pussy, and I felt that it had become
extremely, embarrassingly wet.

"You would like me to use this on you,
wouldn't you, Annie?" he said very quietly.

"Yes, sir," I stammered, becoming aware of
the desire only as he asked me to acknowledge it.

"Yes, I can see that," he agreed. "But
Annie, you are not here to get what you want." He moved sharply and
I heard the whip skittering away across the floor. "You are here to
do what I want."

"Yes, sir," I said, a hot surge of
disappointment flowing through my body.

"And what I want from you right now is some
indication that you are capable of submitting yourself to another
person, of surrendering to their will and abandoning your own."

"Yes, sir. I want to show you, sir."

"Good. Kiss my foot, then."

I sank to my knees and felt outwards along
the ground in front of me.

"I did not say you could touch me with your
hands," he said above me.

I pulled my hands back and crawled forward,
moving my face back and forth, searching for the leather of his
shoe with my lips. After a moment I bumped into it, slightly
bruising myself, and then pressed my lips against it. After a
moment of contact, I drew back and sat on my heels.

"Now rub your pussy against it," he
instructed.

Trying not to appear confused, I turned
around and backed towards him on my hands and knees, feeling for
his shoe with my ass and feet. After a moment I found it, and
lowered myself onto his toe.

I let out an involuntary moan as I felt the
shoe's texture and laces sliding along my soaked and swollen pussy.
I slid back and forth across it several times, rubbing my juices
onto his foot. After my third pass, he nudged me away and I moved
off of him obediently.

"That was messier than I expected," he said,
evidently examining his foot. "You are very wet, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir."

"Then don't you think you should clean my
shoe for me?"

"Yes, sir," I said, beginning to turn
around.

"With your tongue, Annie."

"Yes, sir."

Again I felt for his shoe with my lips. When
I made contact, I found myself inhaling the thick scent of my own
sexual juices overlaying the rich leather musk of his shoe.

I touched my tongue tentatively to the shoe,
and then began to lick at it. I could taste myself on the shoe
intermingled with the leather and residue of polish. Again and
again I caressed the supple material with my tongue, running from
toe to lace or along the side of the sole. The taste of my juices
gradually faded, until I could taste only the shoe itself. At last,
I sat back, the task accomplished.

"Good. Thank you, Annie. It does look much
cleaner now."

I heard his footsteps going away from me, and
I sat on my heels, waiting expectantly. There was a clinking sound,
something scraping across the stones, and then the footsteps were
returning. There was a slight jingling sound as he walked. His
footsteps stopped in front of me.

"Open your mouth," he instructed.

I obeyed.

Something thin and metallic was inserted
between my lips. It seemed to form the shape of a hook with a
dulled end.

"Suck on it," he ordered.

I began to suck and lick at the metal object.
After a moment, the object was taken away.

"Bend forward," he said. "On your hands and
knees."

I did as told, my palms sweaty against the
cold stone floor. I jerked slightly as I felt him bend over me and
place his hand on my ass, steadying me in place. The shiver became
a gasp as I felt the metal object, now wet with my saliva, being
inserted into my pussy and then pulled taught so that it applied a
constant pressure rearward towards my anus.

I felt cold links of a chain coming to rest
along my back, and then his hand was on my chin, bending me upwards
slightly as though in a yoga pose.

More of the chain fell against my skin, and
it split and ran over each shoulder. I jerked again as I felt a
hand cupping my left breast, caressing it and then looping one of
the chains around it. When he did the same with the other breast,
it pulled the system tight, and I found myself gasping slightly for
air in the contorted position. Finally, to secure the chains in
place, he attached a clamp to each nipple. They pinched me tightly,
and beneath the blindfold my eyes watered slightly from the
pain.

When he released me, the chains alone were
enough to hold me in that same uncomfortable position. My ass was
stuck out and my back was sharply arched to keep the chains from
pulling at my nipples too painfully. It was not easy to breath. The
metal hook pulled incessantly at me, partly painful and partly
pleasurable.

"Well look at you," I heard him say. "That is
a lovely posture. You like it, don't you?"

"Yes, sir," I said with difficulty.

"Good. You are being very good, Annie. I
might reward you before much longer. But it is not obedience to me
that is so important now, is it? We will probably never see each
other again. What I would really like to see a demonstration of is
your devotion to your Sir."

"Yes, sir."

"Do you know where he is?" he asked.

"No, sir."

"I'm here, Annie," Anderson said from a few
steps away to my right.

"Thank you, sir," I said in his
direction.

"Go to him and ask his forgiveness for how
reluctant you were to come here."

"Yes, sir."

Slowly and with great difficulty, I turned
and began to crawl in the direction Anderson's voice had come. With
each movement, the clamps and hooks pulled at the most sensitive,
personal parts of me, tugging them in impossible directions. It was
only with very small, shuffling movements that I could advance at
all. I slipped as my palm slid several inches on the floor and a
slight moan escaped my lips.

"Here," Anderson said, much nearer now.

I turned again towards his voice, feeling out
for him, and my hand touched his shoe. As I had with Christian, I
bent down and kissed the shoe. It seemed the right way to begin,
but it was much more difficult now, strapped and contorted as I
was.

"I'm sorry, sir." I began. "Will you please
forgive me? I'm sorry I didn't want to come. I'm sorry that I
voiced my reluctance the way I did. I'm sorry I made you unhappy
with me. I never want to let that happen again."

Several moments of silence followed, and I
felt my cheeks burning at the thought that he would not accept my
apology.

"Please, sir," I begged. "It was a moment of
weakness and I'm terribly ashamed Please, I won't do it again. I'm
sorry, sir."

"We all make mistakes, Annie," he said at
last. "I forgive you."

"Thank you, sir," I said gratefully, kissing
his shoe again.

"Now go back to Christian."

"Yes, sir."

I turned and began to make my way back in the
direction I had come. The pressure of the hook felt less and less
painful and more and more pleasurable with each movement. By the
time I felt my hand pass over my discarded blouse, my face was
flushed and each shuffle brought a pulse of ecstasy through me.

"That was very good," Christian said
soothingly to me when I had stopped. "You are being very good
indeed. You would still like that reward I promised you, wouldn't
you?"

"Yes, sir," I said, nodding with urgency as
the warmth lingered between my legs and in my abdomen.

"Pleasure yourself, then," he instructed.
"But don't reach orgasm. Stop, if you feel yourself coming close.
Do you understand? If you let yourself orgasm, we are done for the
day."

"Yes, sir."

I tried to slip a finger into my hole
alongside the metal hook, but could not quite manage it. Instead, I
moved my finger to my clit and began to rub at it. The pleasure
began to compound, and I released another low moan. My hips kept
wanting to move forward as I lost myself in the act of
masturbation, but each time the hook held me back.

It was only a few rising moments before I
felt myself on the edge of orgasm. I was panting, desperate, with
every fiber of my body screaming for me to finish. I tried to stop,
but could not, and drew still closer. I fought against myself and
every urge of my body, and finally moved my hand away and held it
to my side. I was breathing very hard, and the muscles of my jaw
were sore from gritting my teeth.

"Good. You are very strong, little Annie.
That is good. Will you touch yourself once, for me, and take your
hand away again?"

I let out an exasperated gasp and then began
to do as he said. I pressed a single trembling finger to the tip of
my clit. More than anything I wanted to do more. I was only an
instant away - one little movement. I could pretend I slipped. I
grunted once, animal-like, and finally managed to pull it away.

"My my. I am impressed. Whatever I do for you
now you have certainly earned. Would you like what I offered you?
Would you like the whip?"

"Yes, sir," I panted, yearning for that even
more than I yearned to bring myself to completion.

I felt his hand on my shoulder and then the
chains released me. He undid the clamps from my nipples and pulled
out the hook. Freed from the constriction, I sank to the ground,
exhausted but eager for what I knew was coming.

I did not hear him move away to pick the whip
or return. I only felt its tip lick me that first time. It was just
a hot little pinprick, as though a bead of melted wax had fallen
and landed on my shoulder blade. The sting penetrated my being and
I let out an explosive breath as the warm pain radiated through my
upper back.

I felt the whip come again and arched up to
meet it. It seemed wrong to think of what was happening as pain. It
seemed to meld into me, feeding the raging fire in my body, as
though it were nourishment. It was simply sensation, powerful and
necessary.

The whip came again, licking along my arm. I
drew the limb to my face and tasted blood running along my
elbow.

The whip fell softly against my calf and he
let it trail limply up the inside of my leg. It passed over the
back of my knee and slithered slowly up the inside of my thigh
before falling between my legs and drawing over my groin.

As it touched me in that impossibly sensitive
and needy spot, I orgasmed. The liquid of physical ecstasy ran
through me, from groin and abdomen through my chest and limbs,
driving my fingers to scrabble against the stone floor and my toes
to curl. My breaths were moans, and voicing my pleasure felt as
necessary as oxygen.

I could feel the whip coming again. It seemed
like my only ally in this world, the only thing that understood and
satisfied my strange, inexplicable need. It did not leave me.
Together we were swimming in the darkness of the blindfold, through
the air and across the stone. It licked and caressed me and entered
my flesh.

I heard words being spoken, but I did not pay
attention.

The whip comforted me and kept me away from
the distractions sounding around me.

The words grew louder and then louder, and
the whip went away.

I waited in the darkness for it to return,
holding my breath for seconds at a time, but it did not.

At last, I began to discern the words.

"I don't care what you've done before,"
Anderson was shouting. "This is going too far."

"Don't be so prudish. I'm trying to show her
how deep this rabbit hole goes."

"Take it slow you said. She's not ready for
this. She doesn't know how to handle it."

"If you stop it now, she'll resent you for
it."

"That's a risk I have to take, if it means
keeping her safe."

Hands came down and touched me. A cloth was
being padded against my back, and then the cloth was wet, and then
the cloth was gone. I was being helped up, and the blindfold was
pulled off. Anderson was with me, and his face was very
serious.

"Come on, Annie. We have to go."

"Go?" I asked, absently.

"Yes. Help me get your clothes on."

I supported my weight on my legs, swaying
slightly, and holding still as he pulled my clothes back on. Then
we were leaving. I did not see Christian.

When we were back at the car, Anderson let me
sprawl in the backseat and then climbed in beside me, his face
concerned.

"Are you alright?"

"I think so. Why wouldn't I be?"

"I got scared when I saw the way you were
losing blood."

I shook my head, trying to clear it. "It felt
intensely wonderful, though. I don't really understand it."

"It will sting tomorrow, I promise."

I put my arms around him and laid back,
pulling him next to me. It felt very good having him here. I kissed
him, and he pressed his lips against mine.

"You know," he breathed, separating slightly,
"if I'm being completely honest, I got a little jealous, too."

"Jealous?" I asked, enjoying the warmth of
his body and allowing my eyes to fall closed.

"I knew this would help you. Being with
someone who wasn't me would help you understand what you like and
what you want. I know when you are with me, most of what you do is
to make me happy, and not because you enjoy it. But this was – very
hard." He kissed my neck. "The whole time I just wanted you to
myself."

I smiled and put my hand in his hair and ran
it down his muscled back. "That's very sweet," I said. "And now you
have the best of both worlds."

"Oh yeah?"

"Yeah. Because now I know that I like those
things, and you never have to share me with anyone again."

"That's right," he agreed, understanding.
"Now I have you all to myself again."

His fingers were pushing up my skirt and I
pulled him against me. I could feel the blood flowing into his
cock, feel the pulses as it grew against my leg, and I pressed my
lips against his.

"We'll have to do something like that soon,"
I said softly into his ear. "But right now, maybe you could just
fuck me."

"I thought I was the one who's supposed to
give orders," he said, grinning.

"That's not an order, sir," I said, adopting
my most submissive tone of voice. "It's a plea. It's the plea of a
very, very horny girl who has just been messed around with for half
an evening."

I heard the zipper of his pants, and his hand
was on my thigh, spreading my legs. I scooted against the seat,
becoming aware that I would probably regret re-opening the whip
marks but not caring.

I let out a contented little breath and
closed my eyes as I felt him enter me. "I missed you," I said very
quietly.

"I'm here," he said.
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