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The night air was crisp as I stood frozen by
need and anxiety in the middle of the lawn. He had disappeared from
the window, but I had not mistaken him. He was here.

I drank in every detail. Everything offered a
tantalizing hint at who he was. The lawn was lush beneath my feet.
Did he mow it himself? Sweaty and diligent, with the muscles
standing out in his back as he ran the machine back and forth? It
was his car in the driveway. Not in the garage, I noted, even
though it was a Mercedes not even a year old. He wasn't protective
of his possessions, I guess. Maybe that was why he was so negligent
with me, too.

I headed up the walk, stumbling in the
darkness. My hand was down my skirt, clutching at myself over my
panties. God, did I need him. My fingers were slick when I withdrew
them. I could smell my juices.

I knocked loudly, urgently, but only three
times. I was frightened, too, of course. I knew I shouldn't be
doing this. I knew he would be angry. But maybe it would be
alright. Maybe he would punish me, and then it would be alright. I
didn't have a choice now. I had to see him, whatever the
consequences.

Footsteps sounded from the other side of the
door. I held my breath as the lock clicked. It swung open.

My heart sank. A woman was standing
there.

And not just any woman. She was beautiful.
Gorgeous. I would have killed for that chestnut hair, that ass, or
those legs. And dear God, she didn't have a bra on and her tits
were that perky? She must have been almost six feet, and it looked
like she'd never had so much as a pimple in her entire life.
Everything in her outfit said expensive, elegant, and high
maintenance. She was looking at me with confusion and distaste.

"Yes?"

My mouth had dropped open. I had flushed. My
hand had gone back down my front as I had waited for the door, and
now it was frozen in mid stroke. I simply gaped at her, clutching
at my crotch obscenely.

"What do you want?" she asked, not bothering
to keep the disdain from her voice.

"I -" I couldn't finish. I couldn't
articulate. My organs felt like soup and every inch of my skin
suddenly felt sticky. "I thought I saw a man I know in the
window."

"You? You know Julian?" She said it as though
she did not believe it.

"Mr. A." I said, stupidly. It was the only
name I knew him by.

"A for Armstrong," she mused to herself.
Then, turning back to me she said, "For God sakes, compose
yourself. I'll go get my husband."

She closed the door, leaving me on the stoop.
I heard the lock click. Intense and utter defeat flooded me.
Husband, she had called him. This perfect woman was his wife. He
had been cheating on her, and I had exposed us. I would probably
never see him again.

I didn't even care that he had used me. I
didn't care that I had been a sideshow, an afterthought. The only
thing that registered was that I had blown the lid on us, without
even realizing I was doing it until it was too late. Now it would
be over and I would have nothing, the way I had had nothing for so
long before him.

My hand had resumed its rubbing. Even now,
the knowledge that I was only feet from him was intensely arousing.
He had cultivated that physiological reaction in me. It was his
favorite game. Turn me on, titillate me, and then deprive me of
orgasm. It was both intensely unpleasant and intensely pleasurable.
I could not control myself when I was around him. Only he could
control me.

The door opened again, and Mr. A was standing
there. He was in a tight undershirt and jeans. Intimate and
unexpectedly casual, it was so unlike the side of him I knew. He
took me in at a glance: my flushed face, my busy hand, my
sweat-soaked blouse. His dark eyes were unreadable.

"Melissa," he said in acknowledgement. The
sound of his rich baritone released a wave of wetness from me.

"Sir," I gasped, restraining myself from
throwing myself at his feet. His wife was in the room beyond him. I
could not do anything until I received some cue from him as to how
I should behave.

He did not bother to ask what I was doing
here. Perhaps he knew simply to look at me. That was usually how it
was with him. There was no secret I could keep from him.

"Well, come in, then," he said, holding the
door open and watching me with a steady eye.

I stepped forward, stumbling and almost
falling as I crossed over the threshold.

"My God, Julian," his wife said. "She's
visibly quivering. I've never seen a woman so -" She broke off,
delicately refraining from the word 'horny'.

"Yes," Mr. A agreed. "She is like this when
she is around me."

His wife turned her eyes on me, an eyebrow
raised. "Really? That sounds utterly tiresome."

He shrugged. It was a negligent little
gesture, apathetic. A little part of me withered and died.

"It is amusing in small doses," he
explained.

She studied me coolly, and I felt my
self-consciousness growing. I raised my hand to push my hair out of
my face, but as it passed my face I realized how wet it still was
and instead wiped my hand on my skirt.

"Lovely," the woman said, having observed the
sequence. She turned to her husband. "I can't tell you how
fascinating this all is, dear, but what on earth is she doing
here?"

My pleading gaze met his own. His neutral
face flickered into a brief smile, compassionate and reassuring,
before he turned to his wife.

"Well, you know how I have my little toys,"
he said.

"Yes, I know that. I may not understand what
you see in these women, but I tolerate it because I know it is
something you enjoy, and I know that it is not serious with
them."

"That's right," he agreed. "It is not
serious." His tone was stern, and I sensed that he was telling me,
more than he was telling his wife. "But you know how some of them
can be. They fall for me. I don't encourage it, but I understand
why it happens. Do not blame her."

"Of course I don't blame her, the poor thing.
Look at her. She has lost all self-control."

I allowed my eyes to fall to the floor. They
treated me as though I was not there - as though I could not hear
them. Humiliation burned in my cheeks and in my mouth.

"Yes, clearly so," he agreed, the sternness
returning to his voice. "I should have been paying more attention.
Allow me to take this opportunity to explain the situation to
her."

I felt their eyes return to me, but I could
not bear to look up.

"Melissa," I heard him say.

"Yes, sir?"

"Why are you here?"

"Because - because I wanted to be with you,
sir. You haven't called. It's been almost ninety-six hours. You
always call. I tried to stay away. I knew you'd be angry, but
-"

"How did you know where to find me?"

"I've been looking for you for a very long
time, sir. I was driving through the neighborhood, looking in
windows, sir."

I heard him sigh an understanding but
exasperated sort of sigh.

"Do you remember what I told you when we
began all of this?"

"Yes, sir."

"And could you repeat it for me?"

"You told me that I didn't matter to you. You
told me that I was a toy, and that I would never be an important
part of your life, sir." I held back tears, trying to hide how much
the words hurt even coming from my own mouth.

"And do you remember what you said to
me?"

"Yes, sir. I said that I understood and I
promised that I wouldn't try to make it anything more."

"And yet you have gone back on those words,
it seems."

I writhed inwardly, hearing the rebuke in his
voice. I had not meant to break my promise.

"I'm sorry, I -"

"Yes," he said. "I understand."

The shame at this entire encounter was
threatening to overwhelm me. I should not have come here. And yet -
I could not keep myself away. I felt so dirty - so helplessly
dirty. I stared at the floor. My nipples were stiff and poking
through my blouse, I noticed. I was so fucking horny. The shame and
humiliation only made it worse, and it became a feedback loop of
growing intensity. Part of me wanted to curl up in a corner and
never be looked at again, and part of me wanted them to look and
judge and belittle me, disgusting as I was.

Mr. A turned to his wife. "Would you excuse
us? I think the girl and I should discuss this in greater
depth."

I heard the woman sniff derisively once and
then listened as her footsteps carried her towards the door into
the hall. "Give her an extra from me, Julian. I don't like having
this filth around my home."

Julian didn't bother answering, and her
footsteps faded into the back of the house. I chanced a glance up
at him, apprehension and fear in my eyes. Whatever he did to me, it
was worth it to see him and be here with him.

"Melissa," he sighed simply.

"Yes, sir?"

"Melissa, Melissa, Melissa. What am I going
to do with you?"

A lump caught in my throat. How I wanted this
man for my own. How I wanted to give myself to him every minute of
every day, totally, absolutely, and without reservation. If we were
together, if we shared a home, he could bring anyone he wanted into
it. I would never complain. But life was not so kind.

"Whatever you want, sir," I said quietly,
feeling a little sorry for myself.

He snorted in amusement and turned and seated
himself on the couch. The room smelled of him. I breathed it in and
savored it.

"Come here," he instructed, patting the base
of the couch where he sat.

I hurried forward and sank to the ground at
his feet. I curled myself around his strong calves and laid my
cheek against his knee. A shiver of pleasure ran through me as he
stroked my hair fondly. My own hand returned to my groin.

"You knew I wouldn't want you to come here,
didn't you?" he asked.

I knew it was a dangerous question, no matter
how sympathetic his tone might sound, but I could not lie to him.
"Yes, sir."

"I see." He continued to stroke my head
thoughtfully. "And how long have you been looking for me like this.
Driving around, I mean."

"I don't set out to, sir," I explained in a
rush. "I just, I am going somewhere and I get distracted and before
I know it I am driving slowly through block after block. I almost
don't admit to myself what I'm doing, but I - I mean, it just
happens, sir."

"How long has it just been happening?"

"A month, maybe. Maybe a little longer."

His fingers knotted in my hair and bent my
head around, forcing my neck into a painful angle so that I was
looking up at him. That was how he was with me. Sometimes it would
not occur to him to ask me to do something. He would just make my
body do what he wanted it to. I looked up into his eyes, fearful
but accepting of whatever punishment he gave me.

"Things can't continue like this," he said,
holding my face close to his. "Do you understand why?"

With difficulty, I nodded.

"If I can't trust you with this simple
boundary, then what trust is there at all? We might as well not
know each other."

Through my eyes alone I tried to communicate
how sorry I felt and how awful the idea of not knowing him sounded.
I wanted him to know that I understood why he was unhappy and that
I was a thousand times unhappier for being the one who had caused
this. And yet, I had not meant to. I could not help it.

"So this is what we're going to do, Melissa.
I'm going to show you how bad an idea it is for you to come here,
and if you are good and if you learn your lesson - if I see you
really trying to learn your lesson - then I will give you something
to help you make it until the next time I can see you. Does that
sound reasonable?"

I nodded gratefully. Everything felt so much
better when he established a direction for us. He was going to
punish me, and then he was going to help me. The guilt and shame at
having come here was lessened by the knowledge that I would pay for
the transgression. It was a mistake, but he would address it and we
would move on. That was all that needed to happen. I knew that
whatever he did would be the right thing.

"Good," he said. "Then we should move to
somewhere more private. I think you realize that you have made my
wife uncomfortable by coming here. You have injected yourself, the
needy slut that you are, into this home where you do not belong.
You cannot help that you are a needy slut, but you must learn that
there are times and places where you are not wanted. I am going to
teach you that lesson very thoroughly, but to punish you here, let
alone do anything else, would be disrespectful."

He stood up, maintaining his grip on my head.
I scrambled to keep my feet under me as he pulled me up off the
ground. He controlled me with complete ease, as though I were a
doll. He gave me a push towards the door and gestured towards
it.

I had a momentary flicker of terror that I
would walk out the door only to hear it slam shut behind me,
locking me out in the night and away from him. I hesitated on the
doorstep. But then I felt his hand on my ass, pushing me forwards
in a fond sort of way with him right behind, and I felt silly for
doubting him. Of course he wouldn't throw me out. If he said he was
going to do something, he did it. I shouldn't have doubted it.

He closed the door behind him and led me
around to the side. A small garage stood in back of the house, just
barely visible in the shadows beyond the light from the
streetlamps. He slid the garage door upwards and ushered me inside
before closing it again. It fell shut with a loud squealing crash
and I jumped nervously.

We were left in pitch darkness. The air was
chilly, and I could smell paint and motor oil and cold cement.
Anticipation of what was coming welled up in me and I clutched a
hand to my pussy.

A dim light flickered on, illuminating Mr.
A's silhouette and casting his shadow much larger than life against
the wall beside me.

"Alright," he said. "You know what to do when
you are about to be punished. Don't make me wait."

Obediently I began opening my blouse. I
always savored this moment. Taking off my clothes was something I
always did just before he punished me. It was like that very first
sip at a bar after a long workweek. It was my moment to reflect on
what was about to happen.

I removed my blouse and folded it over the
bar of a lawnmower in the corner. Slight goose bumps rose on my
shoulders and arms. My nipples were incredibly stiff against the
cups of my bra and I removed it. I rubbed at a nipple and stifled a
moan of long-suppressed need.

I saw him watching me and I blushed a little.
No matter how much of myself I had revealed to him, it still
embarrassed me for him to know just how powerfully I was affected
by him. He was always so cool and collected around me, except when
he didn't want to be.

"Come here and give me your wrists," he
instructed.

I stepped forward and held out my arms to
him. He produced a length of electrical extension cord from a shelf
and tied my hands to opposite posts of the upper shelves, sparing
only a passing glance for my bare breasts that swayed in front of
him as I lifted my arms.

He looped his thumbs into my waistband and
pulled my skirt and panties down in a single, unceremonious motion.
I stepped out of them and he folded my skirt and placed it with my
blouse. He paused, then, his face flickering from surprise to
amusement, with my visibly soaked panties hanging from a finger. My
blush deepened and a bead of wetness rolled down the inside of my
thigh.

"I am sorry, sir," I said as he laid the
panties down and approached me from behind.

"I believe that you are," he said, retrieving
a broomstick from one of the corners beyond my line of sight. He
bent and detached the shaft from the head of bristles, and then
returned to stand behind me.

Craning my neck around my restrained arm, I
eyed the wooden stick apprehensively. "I couldn't help myself,
sir," I said.

"I know you couldn't," he agreed. "That is
why I am here. I am going to help you because you cannot help
yourself. Now stop protesting. I told you I would give you
something nice only if you took your punishment well."

"Yes, sir. I'm sorry, sir."

"Present yourself for your punishment,
Melissa."

Skittishly, I spread my legs and bent
forward, pushing my ass back and out towards him and leaning as far
as my bindings allowed. My breathing was shallow and nervous. My
face was towards the wall. I couldn't bear to look.

I felt the wooden shaft run lightly down from
the small of my back and over my ass. The point came up and prodded
me in the spine, forcing me to strain painfully against cord on my
wrists to bend over even further.

"You know," he said, "it's been quite a few
days since I last had to punish you."

"Yes, sir."

"You have been good, until now."

"I want to be, sir."

He tapped me with the stick. It was more
experimental than punishing, but it was still hard enough to make
me gasp and strain down against the bindings until I regained my
balance.

"I was sorry to see you here, Melissa. I had
thought we were doing better than that."

"I'm sorry, sir. Please punish me so that it
will be alright. I couldn't help it."

He obliged me, three times. The blows were
hard: stinging and loud. Tears welled up in my eyes as I strained
not to call out from the pain. I pressed my forehead against my
bicep and gasped the cold air into my lungs.

 

"Do you think you possess self-control,
Melissa?" he asked.

"I think so, sir. I thought so."

"In other areas of your life you exercise
restraint?"

"Yes, usually, sir."

"But not in this case."

"I try, sir."

He hit me again. This time I could not help
but let out a choking cry. I screwed my eyes shut, waiting for
more. I knew he did not like it when I was loud.

But he did not berate me. Instead, I heard
him ruffling through the shelves and then he was pulling a rag over
my mouth and tying it against my neck. It tasted dirty.

"This is not the time for that," he said
sternly. "This is a good neighborhood with good people living in
it. Don't inflict your noises on them. They did nothing wrong and
they do not want to hear you."

I nodded, tears standing in my eyes.

I felt the stick slam into me.

"This is happening to you because you came
here when you should not."

Another strike.

"This is happening to you because you do not
exercise restraint."

The stick came again.

"This is happening to you because you are
pathetic and needy, and you are incapable of having a consensually
casual, adult relationship."

My ass burned with a series of blows. Each
one built upon the pain. I lost count as they came. My teeth were
biting tightly at the dirty fabric and it was soaked with drool.
The burning in my flesh dulled to a throb.

"Is that all true, Melissa?"

I nodded.

"And you are going to try to do better?"

I nodded.

"Good," he said.

I heard his footsteps moving toward the far
side of the shed and I sagged against my bindings in relief. It was
over. That had not been as bad as I had expected.

"Melissa, did I tell you to relax?"

I jumped and struggled to return to the
stiff, exposed posture he wanted me in. Something clinked behind me
and I strained to look around, but couldn't quite see what was in
his hands.

"I'm glad that you agree with me that you
have been very, very bad. It reassures me that what I am doing is
the right thing, even if it might seem extreme. I do not like to
punish you, after all. I like to see you obedient and happy. I like
to see that shy smile of yours when I compliment you. But it would
be unfair to you and it would be unfair to me if I did not punish
you when you really, truly deserved it. Isn't that so?"

I nodded, a pulse of fear growing in my
chest.

His arms came around my chest and suddenly
there was an intense pain in my left nipple. I gasped against the
rag and looked down to see his hand tightening the jaws of an
adjustable wrench. The pain grew white-hot, and then he let go of
the wrench. It dangled heavily from my breast, pulling at my
nipple, and I whimpered into the rag.

He moved around to my right and I screwed my
eyes shut as he attached another wrench and left it dangling by its
grip on my other nipple. The pain was excruciating when applied to
a region made so sensitive by my arousal, and yet it also fed that
arousal. I shook slightly from the intense discomfort that was also
in some strange way satisfying, and the cold metal wrench handles
bounced gently against my stomach.

"Pay attention to these sensations," he said
from behind me, as though I had any choice. "These are the burdens
of making another person happy - of denying yourself what you want
because it is incompatible with your partner's wishes. I am trying
to teach you to bear them."

I nodded desperately, almost eager for him to
hit me again to distract me from this new torture in my
breasts.

"Are you trying to learn your lesson?"

I nodded.

"And you are grateful to me that I am here to
help you?"

I nodded again.

"Good. I do not like ungrateful submissives.
I cannot stand ungrateful submissives. They are unworthy of what I
give them."

He hit me with the stick, harder than any
blow yet. The force of it rocked me forwards and the wrenches
slapped against my belly, pulling at my nipples. I moaned into the
soaked rag.

"But I can tell you are not one of those," he
mused.

I inhaled sharply through the rag as I felt
the stick between my legs. It rubbed at me, exploring between my
wet lips.

"Even if your mouth cannot tell me how
grateful you are, your body does it for you," he said. "That is why
I cannot stay mad at you forever. I can see that my gifts to you do
not go unappreciated."

Straining at my bindings I moved against the
stick, pushing my clit against it. My knees were weak at how
intensely I needed it.

But he took it away.

"We are almost done," he said, comfortingly.
"You are doing well, and we have almost done what we need to
do."

He struck me again, twice. These were harder
still, and the second pushed me so far off balance that I dangled
from my wrists for a moment before recovering and reorienting
myself.

The stick was back between my legs.

"Almost," he said softly. "Almost."

The stick withdrew and then returned with
such force that I heard a crack and felt it break against me. The
fire of it was all-consuming. I hung from my bindings, blind, for a
long, long moment, breathing in desperate gasps.

At long last I regained my feet. My eyes were
bleary and my body shook weakly.

"Have you learned what I am trying to teach
you?" he asked. "Have you learned that a little suffering is worth
it to make someone happy?"

I nodded weakly.

"Good. And a final lesson. If you confront
your pain directly, if you embrace it, for someone you care about,
you can overcome it. Do you believe that?"

I turned towards him, a little uncertain.

He tossed the broken broom shaft to the side
and walked up to stand where I could see him easily. "I told you
that if you were good and learned your lesson, I would reward you.
You would like that, wouldn't you?"

I nodded urgently.

"But you are still being punished," he said,
pointing to the wrenches dangling from my chest. "You are still
bearing an unnecessary burden. If you would like to be with me and
enjoy the pleasure that I can give you, you must free yourself. I
will not do it for you."

I looked down uncertainly.

"Shake them off," he commanded.

My body constricted in on itself as I
realized what he was asking me to do. I wanted to refuse, but it
would undo everything. I wanted to make him happy. I wanted him to
be proud of me.

"Shake them off," he repeated.

I made a hesitant, half-hearted twist. The
wrenches slapped against me and the pain of the vises pierced into
me as their weight pulled outwards. It was a weak movement, and
they did not budge.

"A coward can't make anyone happy," he said
softly. "Not even herself, and especially not her master."

Hot shame welled up in me, and I tried again.
The grips pulled at my tender nipples but they did not slip. I
tried again, harder. The pain intensified, but the wrenches would
not come off. I shook myself violently and each movement wracked me
with agony, but I could not do it. Tears were running down my face
as I struggled, but they amounted to nothing.

The pain was excruciating, but the prospect
of failing under his watchful eye was unbearable. I convulsed, my
body screaming for me to stop. As though from a great distance, I
heard a crash and then a second. The pain lessened.

I opened my eyes and looked down. My nipples
were a deep crimson but free and naked in the cold air. I let out a
gasping laugh of relief and disbelief at the ordeal I had
undergone. Overcome. For him.

I looked up at him, eager to catch the look
of approval I had earned. His expression was fond, maybe even a
little proud. He took my face by the chin and undid the gag on my
mouth. I did not say anything when it was off. I simply looked up
at him.

He bent down and kissed me tenderly on the
lips. Everything in him and me was in that kiss. My punishment was
over, and I had done well. Everything I had suffered was worth it
for that moment.

He pulled back and lowered his face to my
stinging breasts. He kissed each hyper-sensitive nipple and at
first I gasped and flinched, but the pleasure his lips gave me
overcame the pain and erased it. He could take away my pain so
easily, when he wanted to. But it was like he said: sometimes I
needed the pain, and it made it so much better when it was taken
away.

His hands cupped my breasts, supporting them
gently in his broad palms, and I bent inwards gratefully against
his touch.

"You are a good one," he breathed into my
ear. "Even when you are bad, you are bad for good reasons."

"Thank you, sir," I said quietly.

"I'm glad I can be nice to you again," he
said. "I don't like it when you make me punish you."

"I'm sorry I did, sir."

I felt him smile against my cheek and his
hand stroked my hair. "It's alright now, Melissa."

He reached a hand around and cupped my ass
cheek. It ached pleasurably at his touch. "You are beautiful when
you have a bit of color in you," he said.

"Thank you, sir," I said shyly.

His fingers moved between my thighs and
stroked me lightly. I tensed and quivered in his grasp.

"And beautiful, too, when you are so
painfully aroused. I could smell you from across this garage."

"Thank you, sir."

His fingers tickled my clit and I let out an
explosive gasp. My back arched and my hips bent down, pushing into
his hand, and in less than a heartbeat I was coming. A liquid
ecstasy rose through my body and flooded out of me. I sagged
against the restraints and heard a strangled moan escape my lips.
My head rolled forward, limp on my neck. I lost myself in that rosy
mist.

My thoughts cleared as I felt him kneading my
thighs in his strong hands.

"You know," he said, "you have the prettiest
little orgasms of any submissive I have ever seen."

"Thank you, sir," I gasped.

"It almost makes me want to give them to you
more often, but watching you squirm is too much fun."

His hands ran lightly up my back, under my
arms and over the outside of my breasts, and then back down, over
my stomach and around and between my thighs from the front.

"But you have been a good girl tonight,
haven't you?"

"I want to be, sir. I've tried."

"Would you like another one?"

"I do, please, sir. Yes, please, sir. Thank
you, sir."

He leaned over, pressing himself against my
back, and I realized he had taken his shirt off. "I think you
deserve it," he said softly.

"Thank you, sir," I breathed gratefully,
wriggling pleasurably back against his muscular chest as much as my
bindings would allow. He smelled incredibly good, and already I was
close to another orgasm. I felt his erection pressed against the
small of my back, soon to enter me.

I heard him unzip his pants and then felt a
sudden heat against my buttock as he pressed back against me and
nuzzled at my neck. I rubbed against the heat and felt the soft
skin and the hard stiffness of his cock slide against my skin. It
throbbed as I moved against it and I felt a small exhalation of hot
air against the back of my neck.

He slid into me slowly. I bent forward to
give him better access and closed my eyes in bliss. He filled me
completely, almost painfully, but I was always so wet and swollen
by the time we reached this stage that he penetrated and expanded
me easily.

His hands reached around me and clutched my
breasts as he began to thrust into me. His breath on my ear came
harder and faster as he began to fuck me.

I felt an orgasm, much deeper than the
previous one, beginning to rise in me. He pounded into me with
increasing urgency and I bent over and pushed myself back on his
shaft, straining down on the cords binding my wrists. My breath
became shallow in my chest as the sensation of fullness seemed to
expand through my entire abdomen. My body contracted around
him.

I cried out as it started. It took me over.
It was as though I was being split in two, as though a surge of
giddy physical euphoria were growing in me until I fell into two
equal parts and all the space between them was nothing but that
white bliss. My shoes scraped against the stained cement floor.

I felt him come inside me, injecting his
thick, hot liquid into me. He pulled me against him roughly and
held me against him, his every muscle rigid. His arms were so tight
that I couldn't quite breathe.

And then he released me and I sagged forward,
utterly exhausted and depleted and glowing warmly, dangling from my
wrists like some obscene wall ornament.

After a minute I heard the sound of him
dressing. He came over and undid my bindings and I collapsed to the
ground, rubbing my wrists and my sore backside.

Reluctantly, I began to dress as well. I
hated these last moments. It seemed like I should be doing
something to better savor my time with him, but I never knew
exactly what.

When I was dressed, he ushered me towards the
door and we went out together into the night. I stumbled on the
pavement of his driveway as my eyes adjusted to the darkness.

At the walk to his front door he stopped,
stroked my hair fondly, and kissed me once on the forehead.
"Remember," he said, "what we share is ours. We hold it to
ourselves to keep it precious. You can't come here again."

I nodded a little unhappily. This had been a
rare gift, perhaps one I had not deserved. I was sorry to see it
pass and knew it might never come again.

"I'll be in touch in a couple of days," he
said reassuringly, knowing my exact thoughts.

That sounded like such a very long time.









This concludes Begging To Be
His Slave. If you have not already done so, be sure to check
out these other BDSM titles from Jessica Whitethread:






My Ex's Revenge

After a series of relationships sabotaged by
her own controlling ways, Regina returns to the man she remembers
being happiest with, only to find him changed. A fulfilling and
charged relationship may await, but only after Connor has made her
suffer for her past transgressions and made it very, very clear who
is now the dominant and who is the submissive.






Gratitude in Surrender

Victoria does her best to please her master
but, like everyone, she makes mistakes. On a morning when she
oversleeps and goes to him later than expected, his interrogation
reveals that she often touches herself after their sessions
together when he has not allowed her release. It is clear, her
master observes, that she has not yet learned the meaning and joy
of true submission.






Blind in the Mansion

Joanna Crawford is not happy to drop out of
culinary school and take a job at the Armistead Mansion, but
sacrificing her own desires to help those in need has always been
her most basic instinct. Little can she know that this apparent
setback will blossom into a life-changing sexual journey as she
begins to transgress boundaries that attract the attentions of her
new employer.

Now available in the original five part
series or in a single volume.






For information about future releases from
this author and similar authors from the Red Spot Press, please
visit us at theredspotpress.tk and
subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.








cover.jpeg
Domination
and Discipline |

in Torturous

Detail

From the
Author of
Gratitude in
Surrender
and My Ex's
Revenge

Beggmg Ta’ Be
Hit. Slave &
Jessica Whliefhread






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



