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Author’s Note




 


This book contains erotic fiction with
graphic sex and is intended for mature readers only.



My sincere and devoted thanks go to Thomas
Antonson for his editing acumen and his uncanny ability to
understand which word I really meant to use.

 


Sending thanks and *hugs* for cover art
assistance to:

 


L.K. Lynch

Sean O’Toole

Seblin

 


Please visit my website: bjfrazier.com

 


I know there are a lot of books for sale, and
I thank you for choosing mine.

 


Happy reading,

 


~B.J.

 


Severe Content Warning:
B.J. Frazier books contain *plots* and *well-developed
characters*

 


Enjoy!


Prologue




November 10, 2004

 


 


The nightmare was the same. It chronicled
everything about that night. The room, the people, the music, the
alcohol, the refusal.

 


Viewed in thirty-second snippets, it looked
like the opening montage of a movie.

 


Except it was real life.

 


And something Raina Basil wanted to
forget.

 


There wasn’t supposed to be alcohol. It
wasn’t supposed to be a party. It was a volunteer celebration.

 


Readers on the Run were featured in the
paper. Their message of literacy would be heard. It would look good
on job applications. Its president, Spencer Grayson, was a grad
student, a teaching assistant, a musician, and a songwriter. He
wanted to teach high school.

 


The champagne cork popping.

 


“Hey ya” by OutKast blaring on Spencer’s
iPhone.

 


The lights dimming.

 


Holly giggling and touching Spencer.

 


Their naked bodies.

 


Spencer invading Raina’s space.

 


Raina’s underwater-sounding No!

 


Spencer’s continued advance.


Chapter 1

 


November 11, 2004

 


 


“Did you understand my question, Ms. Basil?”
Susan Chandler asked.

 


“I--I’m sorry. I just can’t stop from seeing
it. When I’m stressed, it gets even worse. So I didn’t get much
sleep last night,” Raina replied.

 


“My question was--did you say you’re
stressed?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“Again, Ms. Basil, you have to say yes or no
for the record.”

 


“Sorry, yes.”

 


“Can you tell me what exactly you’re stressed
about?”

 


“This whole thing. Being here.”

 


“You think testifying in court is stressful?
It’s nothing more than telling us exactly what happened the night
of January 23rd, 2004. I mean, you are telling us the truth,
right? You remember that you took an oath to tell us the
truth, Ms. Basil?”

 


“Objection, badgering the victim,” Broderick
Colombe interrupted.

 


“Move to strike ‘the victim’, Your Honor,”
Susan said.

 


“Okay. She asked about six questions, too,”
Broderick added.

 


“Objection sustained,” said the judge.

 


“I’ll reword it.” Susan turned to the
witness. “Did you swear an oath to be truthful, Ms. Basil?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“And will you be truthful?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Then there’s nothing to be stressed about,
is there?”

 


“Um, I guess not.”

 


“Good. I’ll go back to my earlier question.
Tell me what Ms. Hobart’s nickname was.”

 


“Um, Holly the Ho.”

 


“And was that about Christmas or Santa
Claus?”

 


“No.”

 


“What does Holly the Ho stand for, Ms.
Basil?”

 


“It’s short for whore.” Raina looked at
Broderick but he didn’t engage.

 


“I see. So Holly the Ho is because she sleeps
around?”

 


“Uh-huh.”

 


“Again, Ms. Basil--”

 


“I’m sorry, yes.”

 


“And I believe you testified earlier that Ms.
Holly Hobart was your best friend at University of Minnesota, am I
correct?”

 


“She was, yeah.”

 


“In fact, you previously testified that the
two of you used to... let me make sure I’ve got your words
correct... ‘let loose’ on the weekends. Is that right?”

 


“Yes, but--”

 


“On direct examination, you testified that
you’ve never been involved in any other court case, is that
right?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“But didn’t you give a statement to the
police at the end of 2000 in a criminal matter?”

 


“I--”

 


“Yes or no.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“And that matter also dealt with criminal
sexual conduct?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“In fact, Ms. Basil, didn’t you claim that
another man had touched you inappropriately?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“But that case never went to trial,
right?”

 


“No.”

 


“That case was closed because a key witness
said you were lying, am I correct?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Please tell the jury the relation of the key
witness to yourself, Ms. Basil.”

 


“My mother.”

 


“I’m not sure I understood you, Ms. Basil.
Did you just say that your own mother was the eyewitness who swore
under oath that the incident never took place?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“So you have a history of making false
criminal sexual conduct allegations.”

 


“Objection!”

 


“Sustained.”

 


“Are you a virgin, Ms. Basil?”

 


“Objection, relevance, Your Honor,” Broderick
practically shouted.

 


“What’s the relevance, Ms. Chandler?”

 


“If you give me some leeway, I can show you.
I don’t have much more, Your Honor.”

 


“Very well but tread carefully.”

 


“Thank you, Your Honor. Ms. Basil, are you a
virgin?”

 


“No.”

 


“Are you currently in a committed
relationship?”

 


“No.”

 


“Does ‘let loose’ refer to relaxing?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Not studying.”

 


“No.”

 


“Going to bars.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Having sex.”

 


“Objection, Your Honor!” Broderick stood with
such force that his chair flew back and hit the galley railing.

 


“You will be respectful in my courtroom, Mr.
Colombe.”

 


“Yes, Your Honor. Objection to the
characterization.”

 


“Is that a legal objection, Counselor?”

 


“Judge, it goes to Ms. Chandler’s attempt all
afternoon to paint the victim as promiscuous to justify the
Defendant’s criminal sexual conduct.”

 


“Mr. Colombe, you’ve been warned repeatedly
not to say ‘victim’ as that’s what the jury must decide. I see
nothing wrong with this line of questioning. Please proceed, Ms.
Chandler. Objection overruled.”

 


“Thank you, Your Honor. The last question
was: Does ‘let loose’ also include having sex, Ms. Basil?”

 


“It could, yeah.”

 


“In fact, you and your best friend Holly
Hobart, whose nickname is Holly the Ho, started that weekend early.
You testified that you went to the bars on Thursday, January 22nd,
2004 and ‘hooked up’ with some guys. Is that right?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“And by ‘hooked up’, you mean ‘had sex’,
right, Ms. Basil?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“And Thursday, January 22nd, 2004 was the day
before the incident we’re in trial about today, right?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“You claim that on Friday, January 23rd,
2004, the very day after you had sex with someone from a
bar, you were sexually assaulted by Spencer Grayson, is that what
you want this jury to believe?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Let me just back up a bit, Ms. Basil.
Earlier, you testified you think Mr. Grayson is attractive, is that
correct?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“In fact, you and Holly Hobart discussed who
would have the better looking baby with Mr. Grayson, is that
right?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“And wasn’t there a race between the two of
you to see who could kiss Mr. Grayson first?”

 


“No.”

 


“No?”

 


“No.”

 


“What was it, then? I asked you
earlier--”

 


“And I told you then that it wasn’t a race!
It wasn’t even a bet; nothing serious!”

 


“Please don’t shout, Ms. Basil.”

 


“I’m sorry.”

 


“And what was that non-bet?”

 


“It was just nothing, we just promised to
text right after a first kiss if--”

 


“A first kiss with who?”

 


“Spencer.”

 


“And that’s Mr. Grayson?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“I see. So the two of you were okay going
after the same guy.”

 


“It wasn’t like that!”

 


“You wanted my client to kiss you?”

 


“No--yes, but--”

 


“Which is it?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“You were sexually attracted to him.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“And you had planned on sleeping with my
client the night of January 23rd, 2004 before you went to
that meeting, right, Ms. Basil?”

 


“Y-yes.”

 


“In fact, you brought a condom with you,
correct?”

 


“Y-yes.”

 


“But Ms. Hobart didn’t leave the two of you
alone, right?”

 


“No.”

 


“And when my client began to kiss Ms. Hobart,
you got jealous.”

 


“No.”

 


“You wanted Spencer all to yourself, didn’t
you?”

 


“No!”

 


“But when my client suggested that you and
Ms. Hobart share him for the evening, you agreed, didn’t you?”

 


“No! I never agreed--”

 


“You consensually had sex with Spencer and
Holly the night of January 23rd, 2004, didn’t you, Ms. Basil?”

 


“No!”

 


“It wasn’t until the next morning that you
second-guessed your decision, isn’t that right?”

 


“No!” Snot ran down Raina Basil’s face as she
sobbed.

 


“In fact, you made up this whole story to
soothe your ego, isn’t that right?”

 


“No!”

 


“Objection, Your Honor, badgering the
witness!”

 


“No further questions, Your Honor,” Susan
announced.


Chapter 2




 


“Mr. Colombe wants to see us back in his
office,” Raina told Holly when she exited the courtroom.

 


“Okay. So how’d your testimony go?”

 


“Shitty, it felt like I was on
trial.”

 


“What’d she ask?”

 


“Holly, we’re not supposed to talk about the
case.”

 


“Whatever. Broderick says it’s a slam-dunk
case. And he thinks we’re gonna get a lotta money in the civil
lawsuit.”

 


“Broderick?”

 


“He said to call him Broderick,” Holly
smiled.

 


“He’s so old.”

 


“He’s only thirty-three. And we’re almost
twenty, so.”

 


The pair walked to the prosecutor’s office.
“It was uncomfortable answering questions about that night when
Spencer was looking at me. And he’s wearing a suit with his hair
slicked back. He never looks like that,” Raina commented.

 


“Broderick says it’s just a show for the
jury. He said whoever puts on the best show wins.”

 


“It shouldn’t be like that. It should be
about the truth.”

 


Holly shrugged.

 


* * * *

 


“Sorry to keep you ladies waiting,” Broderick
smiled.

 


“You’re fine,” Holly gushed.

 


“So I wanted to talk to you guys about some
things.” Broderick opened his briefcase and took out his laptop.
“There were some surprises on cross-examination, Raina.”

 


“She--she kept twisting my words,” Raina
explained.

 


“That’s what defense lawyers do. You did
nothing wrong,” he tried to soothe but his face was accusatory. “So
what was that case from 2000?”

 


“Um, well, it’s not something I really talk
about anymore.” Raina glanced at Holly then twirled the tassel on
her purse.

 


“Hey, Holly,” Broderick stood up and took out
his wallet, “why don’t you get us a snack?”

 


“Sure, anything special?”

 


“Surprise us.” Broderick watched her walk
away. “Now, Raina, about that case?”

 


“I--it really wasn’t ever a case. It didn’t
go to trial or anything.”

 


“It’s important that I know what happened. I
asked you if anything like this had ever happened before and you
told me no.”

 


“Because it wasn’t like this.”

 


“What was it?”

 


“It was... he came into my room--”

 


“Who did?”

 


“My mom’s boyfriend.”

 


“Did he have sexual intercourse with
you?”

 


“No.”

 


“Okay. What did he do?”

 


“Just... he tried to--to...”

 


“Was there any kind of sexual contact?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“And who did you tell about it?”

 


“I called 9-1-1.”

 


“The police showed up and then what?”

 


“They talked to me and him, and then my
mom.”

 


“Your mom was home?”

 


“No, she got there right before the cops
did.”

 


“But she signed an affidavit saying she was
there.”

 


“Yep.”

 


“And you’re saying her affidavit was a
lie.”

 


“It was. And I’ve lived with my Aunt
Charlotte ever since.”

 


Broderick pushed a box of tissues toward
Raina as Holly returned.

 


“What’s wrong?”

 


“She’ll be okay,” Broderick spoke for Raina.
“But I’ve gotta ask. Did you have a bet about who could kiss
Spencer first?”

 


“Omigod, no!” Holly shouted.

 


“We--we said we’d tell the other if it
happened,” Raina countered.

 


“Okay. Did the two of you have a consensual
threeway with Spencer that night?

 


“No!” both girls declared.

 


“But you planned on having sex with him,
right?”

 


“No,” they both said.

 


Broderick turned to Raina. “But you told
Susan that you hoped to have sex with him that night.”

 


“She kept twisting my words. That’s why I got
mad.”

 


“So you did or didn’t plan to have sex with
Spencer that night?”

 


“Didn’t. I mean, yeah, Holly and I talked
about it but just goofing around. Not like we’d actually do
it.”

 


“You also told Susan that you brought condoms
with you.”

 


“Because I could only say yes or no. Because,
like, I always have a condom in my purse.”

 


“I see. That condom wasn’t specifically for
Spencer, you’re saying.”

 


“Right.”

 


Broderick sucked in air and held it as he
leaned back. “Susan Chandler did a lot of damage this afternoon.
Holly’s nickname.” He shook his head. “I asked you about things
like that before this trial began. If I had known about the
nickname, I could’ve reacted better. Susan’s a master at using that
type of stuff. She skirts the laws.

 


“If I would’ve jumped up and objected, it
would’ve looked worse. Now that it’s out, I’ll have to think of
something else,” he told Holly.

 


“What about how he drugged us?” Holly asked
angrily.

 


“I’m not saying Spencer’s not at fault or
that you’re lying. But the truth is up to the jury. And I’m not
sure how to rehabilitate this.”

 


“What’s that mean?” Raina asked.

 


“Let me think about it overnight. Can I buy
you ladies dinner? It’s been a rough day.”

 


“Sure!” Holly said.

 


“No, thank you.”

 


“All right. Do you have a way to get home?”
Broderick asked.

 


“We took a Lyft,” Holly said.

 


“I can drive you home after dinner,”
Broderick offered.

 


“Sounds great!” Holly beamed. Raina
reluctantly agreed.


Chapter 3




 


“Why are you up so late, Aunt Char?” Raina
asked when she returned from dinner.

 


“It’s a staff development day tomorrow, and I
figured you’d want to talk.”

 


Raina had lived with her aunt since she was
thirteen. Charlotte had married her high school sweetheart and had
wanted lots of children. That dream was cut short when Charles
MacNeil died of a brain aneurysm at age twenty-six.

 


Charlotte referred to her marriage as the
best eight years of her life. She never remarried, claiming Charles
was her soulmate. Instead, she poured her love into Raina and her
elementary students.

 


“Thanks. I do wanna talk,” Raina confessed.
“Where are you going?”

 


“It’s a chocolate night, I think,” Char
answered.

 


“I’ll help.”

 


Armed with bowls of chocolate ice cream under
chocolate syrup and chocolate sprinkles and a side of chocolate
milk, the women returned to the living room.

 


“I didn’t like the way that expletive
cross-examined you,” Char said. Working in an elementary school
setting, she learned to be creative with her vocabulary.

 


“Yeah, she totally twisted everything I was
trying to say,” Raina agreed.

 


“What’d the prosecutor say?” Char asked, as
she brought a mound of ice cream to her mouth and took off the top
layer.

 


Raina rolled her eyes. “I dunno.” She
shrugged and took a drink of milk. “He says he believes me
but I don’t think he does. I mean, he summed up my testimony as
‘damaging’. But the defense attorney already knew Holly’s nickname.
I dunno,” she repeated and ate another bite. “He’s not even gonna
put Holly on the stand now.”

 


Char gave her time, knowing there was more to
the story and not wanting to push.

 


“Holly’s so... ugh!” Raina shook her
head.

 


“I thought she didn’t testify?”

 


“No, but Broderick took us to dinner after,
and she didn’t stop touching him. And he encouraged her!”

 


“Well, he is very cute.”

 


“Auntie Char!”

 


“I’m just sayin’,” she shrugged.

 


“Okay. But like, he’s in his
thirties.”

 


“Are you jealous?” Char teased.

 


“Eww.” Raina shuddered, indicating the
thirteen-year gap was gross.

 


Char laughed. “So what’s the upshot?”

 


“Broderick wants to plea bargain.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Because he said that whatever the truth is,
the jury’s perception is all that matters. He said the sentence
will be severe, and Grayson will plead because it could be worse.
So, he’d get, like, five years in prison or whatever.”

 


“Okay. That seems reasonable.”

 


“I guess.”

 


“What else is bothering you?”

 


Raina swung her spoon in the air. “The cop
with Broderick. There’s somethin’ about him. I don’t like him.”

 


“He’s the one who brought you to me
after--”

 


“That was Eddie Garmond, the creeper who took
Mom’s side?!”

 


Char nodded. Raina rolled her eyes and dug
deeper into her bowl of ice cream. “I wonder if he told Broderick
and that’s why neither of them believe me.”

 


“There wouldn’t be a prosecution if no one
believed you, honey.”

 


“Uh-huh. Good thing Holly’s with me or there
probably wouldn’t be!”

 


“Who’d Broderick drop off first, dear?”

 


“Me. Why?”

 


“Just wondering,” Char said, shaking her
head.

 


* * * *

 


Six months later, Char’s concern was
validated.

 


In Raina’s circle, it was well-known that
Broderick and Holly were engaged in more than attorney/client
relations. In fact, Holly displayed their Vegas trip on Snapchat
and Instagram. What happened in Vegas didn’t stay there.

 


Raina concentrated on her studies to be a
teacher. She found it difficult to walk past certain areas, even if
Grayson was behind bars. Plus, she had a civil case against him.
Her lawyers said the plea agreement would help their case
tremendously.

 


Her world came crashing down again, however,
toward the end of Spring 2005. An assistant attorney general for
the state came to her dorm for a disturbing conversation. After
which, Raina leapt into her car and drove straight home.

 


She pulled into the driveway as Char pulled
into the garage. “What’s the matter, dear?” she asked, rushing to
her niece’s side.

 


Raina burst into tears as she hugged her
mother figure.

 


“Let’s go inside,” Char guided.

 


Raina looked around. The ranch home had been
her safe haven for seven years. The brick exterior was duplicated
around the fireplace, and the picture windows overlooked Priebe
Lake. The waves that had calmed her in the past seemed to tease
her.

 


She shifted her gaze to the photos on the
mantle. She and her mother, Cheri, taken at a Sears photo studio
when Raina was three. Both smiled broadly but Raina thought Cheri’s
was probably directed at the photographer.

 


Why does she still have that out in the
open?! Raina wondered.

 


The center picture was Char and Charles’
wedding day. And the one to the right was Charlotte squeezing Raina
at her high school graduation.

 


“I’m glad you had Uncle Charles.”

 


“Raina. What happened?” Char ignored her
comment.

 


“He’s out.”

 


“Who’s out of what?”

 


Raina burst into more tears as her whole body
shook. “Grayson,” she said between sobs.

 


“Grayson’s in prison, honey.”

 


“He was in prison. But, thanks to
Holly and Broderick, he’s out. Free. Like nothin’ ever
happened.”

 


“Raina. We were at his sentencing. The judge
went beyond the plea agreement and locked him up for six years. It
hasn’t even been one yet. Is that why? The judge didn’t have the
authority to do what he did?”

 


“No. It’s because Holly started fucking
Broderick while the case was still going on.”

 


“What’s that gotta do with Grayson?”

 


“Something about how it was unethical and
makes his agreement moot or he gets to withdraw it or something.
I’m not really sure but the attorney general came to my dorm
room.”

 


“The attorney general? Why?”

 


“I dunno. An assistant or something. She told
me that everyone knows because, well, you know, her social
media.”

 


“The attorney general? Why?”

 


“No, Holly. So everyone knows about the
relationship. So Grayson gets to withdraw his plea, which he
obviously did, and they offered him another one, which was for a
reduced crime and reduced sentence, which he’s already served.
Like, when he was first arrested. So he’s free and on
probation.”

 


“That doesn’t make any sense.”

 


“Apparently that doesn’t matter. It doesn’t
matter that what he did to me was unethical and
immoral. The only thing that matters, apparently, is what Holly and
Broderick did. Their unethical and immoral--behavior or
whatever--make it so that Grayson is free.”

 


“Oh, honey...”

 


Raina’s tears turned venomous. “So I called
my attorneys on the way home. They said the new arrangement is
gonna affect the civil case. And in light of everything, I’m gonna
hafta pay the expenses they’ve incurred so far, even though they
said they’d take it out of the settlement. Because they don’t think
we’re gonna get a settlement or it’s gonna be a lot less or
something. But with all the depositions, transcripts, interviews
and stuff, it’s already over fifty thousand dollars. And that
doesn’t include their time. And it’s gonna be at least
double that to even get to a settlement. I can barely afford
college, Aunt Char!”

 


Even though Charlotte lived comfortably, she
wasn’t flush.

 


“Expletive! Do you have a plan?” Char asked
quietly.

 


“I’ve been trying to think of one,” Raina
sighed heavily. “I... I don’t think I can go back to campus, even
if he’s not there. I can’t pretend like nothing happened. I think
I’m gonna hafta drop out.”

 


“No! Raina, you cannot do that! You’re so
close to graduation, and a career after that.”

 


“A career that doesn’t pay much. You know
that, Aunt Char. At this point, I don’t even think I can be around
kids, anyway. I don’t think I can trust anyone.”

 


“Don’t say that.”

 


“Like, ever again.”


Chapter 4




 


Lenore Jackson, or Lennie, had lived across
the hall in Raina’s dorm. Their relationship had been superficial;
a few shared meals and greetings when they walked past each other.
Things changed after the trial.

 


Distraught, frightened and in disbelief,
Raina couldn’t control her tears one night at dinner. She unleashed
the horrors of January 23, 2004, the attack, and subsequent
betrayal by Holly and Broderick. Lennie was a good listener, and
had placed her hand over Raina’s in comfort.

 


“I’m gonna go to law school for jis this
thing, Rain.”

 


“Oh, I don’t... I mean, you shouldn’t change
your life just because of what happened to me, Lenore. And my
name’s Raina. Rain is what happens when the world cries.”

 


Lenore burst into laughter. “Girl, please.
Ain’t no one’s plight gonna change me. I been plannin’ on bein’ a
lawyer since I got placed in foster care at the age of six. Because
someone’s gotta look out for those who can’t look after
themselves.”

 


“Oh, sorry,” Raina mumbled, embarrassed.

 


“And what’re you gonna be, a poet or
somethin’? World’s cryin’, all right. Shit,” she laughed again.
“Seriously, though, I thought your name was Rain. I’m still gonna
call you Rain ‘cause it’ll be our thing,” she laughed again. “And I
go by Lennie.”

 


“Well, then I’ll--”

 


“Don’t you dare say you’re gonna call me
Lenore.”

 


Raina smiled. “All right. I was gonna say
that I’ll have to get used to answering to Rain.”

 


“Shit, girl. Really?” she grinned.

 


“Uh-uh,” Raina shook her head, “but I
couldn’t tell you that you were right!”

 


Both girls giggled, and their friendship was
sealed.

 


“I can’t help with the legal shit you got
goin’ on but I sure as shit can help with the money situation.”

 


“Oh, no, I’ve already got loans up my
expletive. I couldn’t take money from you.”

 


“Up your what?”

 


Raina giggled. “My expletive.”

 


“That’s what I thought you said.” Lennie
frowned. “You don’t swear?”

 


“It’s from my aunt. She could embarrass a
sailor but she’s an elementary school teacher. So to prevent
herself from slipping in front of sensitive ears, she swapped swear
words for ‘expletive’ years ago.”

 


“That’s kinda funny. Anyway, I don’t loan
money to nobody. I was talkin’ about gettin’ you a job. A fuckin’
lucrative one.”

 


“Where?”

 


“Bada Boom!”

 


“The strip club?”

 


“We like to refer to it as a gentlemen’s
club, but yeah.”

 


“So ‘fuckin’ lucrative’ was literal?”

 


“No, it’s illegal to fuck for money, Rain.
I’ve gotta work in about an hour. Come with me, and I’ll show
you.”

 


* * * *

 


Lennie knocked on Raina’s door twenty-five
minutes later dressed in silver. The shiny, tight dress gleamed
against her dark brown skin. Her makeup had flashes of silver,
highlighting her best features. Her eyelashes were silver, and she
had several well-placed silver gems that sparkled in the light.

 


Her stage name was Silver.

 


“Oh, wow,” Raina said as she opened her
door.

 


“You like?” Lennie asked as she spun
around.

 


“You look good in it. But it’s just not
something I can do.”

 


“What, take your clothes off? You do it every
day, girl.”

 


“Was that a joke?”

 


“Yep. You’ll come to learn that I’m fuckin’
hilarious.”

 


The girls talked on the way to Silver’s car
and Bada Boom! “The money’s in stripping, straight up,” Lennie
explained. “But you can also be a server. Once the guys get drunk,
the tips get bigger. They’ll try to pay you the way they pay us--in
your clothes--but, trust me, it’s worth it.”

 


Raina grunted.

 


“You’re gonna need a stage name, Rain.”

 


“But I’m not goin’ on stage.”

 


“Yeah, but you don’t want people knowin’ how
they can contact you.”

 


“Oh.”

 


“When you’re in there, you’re not you.”

 


“Huh?”

 


“Girl, you’re their wildest fantasy. Even if
you’re keeping your clothes on, you gotta make ‘em believe that
you’ll fulfill their every desire.”

 


“I thought I’m just serving drinks?”

 


“You want tips, don’cha?”

 


“How far are you saying I gotta go, Lennie?”
Raina was worried.

 


“The law says you can’t do anything. No sex,
no kissing, no touching of private parts. That’s the law.”

 


“Uh-huh, and what’s the practice?”

 


“By law, I gotta tell you that’s the
practice.”

 


“That’s what I thought. I think this was a
bad idea. I can grab a cab home.”

 


“Rain, you’re not hearin’ me. You don’t gotta
do none of that. But you do gotta pretend like you would.
You feel me?”

 


“By law, I can’t, right?”

 


“You can’t what?”

 


“Feel you,” Raina grinned.

 


“Girl, shit,” Lennie rolled her eyes but
smiled. “What’s your stage name gonna be?”

 


“Well, can’t I just be Raina, like Cher? Drop
my last name?”

 


“No, you can’t use your real name.”

 


Raina thought. “Oh, got it! I’ll be
Meryl.”

 


“What?”

 


“Meryl Streep’s my favorite actress.”

 


“Girl, you gotta be
provocative-soundin’.”

 


“How ‘bout Bette? You know, Bette Davis’ eyes
were provocative.”

 


“I don’t even know who that is, girl, but no.
Somethin’ sultry. You know, I’m Silver, and I wear only silver.
It’s my thing. How about Tiffany or Barbie or Candy?”

 


Raina scrunched her face.

 


“Blaze, Sunshine, Venus?”

 


“Hmm.” Raina’s left eyelid spasmed and closed
halfway. “How about Storm? You know, like I’m a rainstorm,” Raina
smiled.

 


“Storm it is. Now you gotta remember to
answer to Storm... and sugar and baby and honey.”

 


Working as a server in a strip club wasn’t
her dream job but she needed to pay the lawyers. Plus, she was
depressed, and Lennie’s positivity was infectious. Fast, easy money
seemed more like a miracle than a bad idea.

 


“If it gives me the tips you say, I’ll answer
to anything,” Raina said.

 


“Thatta girl!”

 


* * * *

 


The business sign was a woman wrapped around
a pole with Bada Boom! across her tits. It flashed neon which was
barely visible in the sunlight. The building looked more like a
warehouse than a place of ill repute.

 


Raina’s heart rate increased as they parked
in back and entered through the employees’ door. The hallway
could’ve been an elementary school, Raina thought. It was narrow
with white walls and grey, industrial carpet. Plus, it was
clean.

 


Lennie walked into Barry Drucker’s office. He
sat hunched over his desk and peered at photographs through a
magnifying loupe; his glasses on his head. He flirted with being
obese and was on the verge of going bald. His white shirt sleeves
were undone at the cuffs and rolled halfway up his forearms. There
was a ruby class ring on the pinky finger of his right hand, and a
wedding band crushed the ring finger of his left.

 


“I got someone for ya, Barry,” Lennie
interrupted.

 


“Yeah?” Barry set the loupe aside and brought
his glasses down to size up the new recruit.

 


“What’s your name, honey?”

 


“Raina Basil.”

 


“No, your name-name.”

 


Raina looked at Lennie, who mouthed, Storm.
“Oh. Um, Storm, sir.”

 


“Like you’re gonna make everything wet?”
Barry laughed at his own joke until he coughed.

 


“She’s only here as a server, Bear,” Lennie
warned.

 


“A server?” Barry rolled his eyes as he took
a hankie from his back pocket to wipe his mouth.

 


“Trust me. She’s gonna be great. I already
told her everything.”

 


“Friend of yours?”

 


“We go to college together.”

 


“Yeah?” He turned to Raina. “You gonna be a
lawyer, too, sugar?”

 


“No, I want to teach little kids,” Raina
answered.

 


Barry nodded. “C’mere,” he said. “Tell me
which is the best.” He pointed to the photographs on his desk.

 


Lennie scanned the sheet of thumbnails before
using the loupe. Then she handed it to Raina.

 


“What am I looking for?” Raina asked.

 


“Whatever you want,” Barry said.

 


All of the pictures showed a model holding a
pink teddy bear in front of her naked body. At closer examination,
the bear was facing her, between her legs. Raina wouldn’t let Barry
know how embarrassed she was, despite her blush.

 


“Umm...” she looked from Lennie to Barry as
she stood up and set the loupe down. “I’d say the third one in from
the left on the top.”

 


“That’s what I’d go with, too!” Lennie
exclaimed.

 


“Tell me why,” Barry pressed.

 


“Um, because she looks the most relaxed.
Like, um, normal, natural,” Raina said.

 


“That’s very good,” Barry said.

 


“Thank you.”

 


“She workin’ your shift with ya, Len?”

 


“If you can take her.”

 


“Just so happens that Tiffany’s not comin’
in. I was gonna have Powder Puff do double duty as server but now
she can work the back room, and Storm, here, can fill in.”

 


* * * *

 


Lennie took Raina to the uniform section of
the wardrobe room. “Pick your color.”

 


“Black fits with Storm, right?”

 


“I keep tellin’ him to get rid of black. When
the show’s goin’, the house lights are black. You’ll get washed
out. Pick a color.”

 


“Red’s kinda cliché. How about yellow to
juxtapose sunshine and storminess?”

 


“You better knock off the C-note words, girl.
You’re the ultimate fantasy, remember?”

 


“Oh. Right.”

 


“Yellow’s perfect. Get your size. We gotta
go.”

 


The uniform was a glorified bikini. A mere
shelf, the strapless top lifted boobs and threatened to toss them
overboard. The bottom highlighted the lower portion of the booty.
It was satin and looked wet when the lights hit it.

 


Lennie was the headliner so she introduced
Raina to the bartender and bouncers. There was just enough time to
do a dry run of the layout before the first customers came in.

 


“I gotta head in the back. You’ll see me on
stage. I’ll keep an eye out. You’ll do fine.”

 


Lennie never rushed, so she didn’t run. But
anyone monitoring her gait knew she was a half a step ahead.

 


No sooner had Lennie left than Britney got in
Raina’s space. “You the new chick?” Without waiting for a response,
she continued. “I’m Britney. Anything on that half of the room is
mine. The half with the bar is yours.”

 


“Great, thanks! And nice to meet you!”

 


Raina thought it was a benefit to have the
bar side. But she learned it contained less tables. Plus, she
didn’t have to walk as far to serve the drinks, which meant a lot
of down time.

 


Raina watched Britney sway her ass as she
sauntered to the bar and back, seducing the entire room of
customers. Raina studied the men.

 


After getting used to being called Storm,
honey, sugarlips, lover, and the shock of the first slap of her
ass, Raina settled into her role as flirtess. The yellow high heels
made her feet burn, and she was grateful she was close to the
bar.

 


After the shift, the girls met in the
dressing room. “Barry doesn’t care what shoes you wear as long as
they’re heels. So make sure to get your own before your next
shift,” Lennie told Raina while she removed her makeup. “But hey,
girl, you got your first shift down, and you looked great, from
what I could see.”

 


“Thanks,” Raina smiled.

 


As they reached the exit, Lennie nodded to a
bouncer and said to Raina, “Make sure you don’t leave here without
one of these guys.”

 


“Okay?” Raina shrugged.

 


“They make sure you make it to your car
alone, if y’know what I mean.”

 


“Oh.”

 


When they got in the car, Lennie asked, “So
what’d ya think?”

 


“I think I made almost two hundred bucks in
one night!”

 


“Yeah, they love givin’ the newbs extra love.
Don’t worry if the tips go down a bit next week.”

 


“Oh, okay. Still, it’s good money.”

 


“I told ya, girl.”

 


“What do you do all night if you’re only on
stage at the end?” Raina asked.

 


“I’ll tell ya when you’re ready,” Lennie
smiled.


Chapter 5




 


Raina adjusted to her new life at Bada Boom!
The hard part was telling Charlotte.

 


Raina waited until the end of the semester,
when she moved back home, to reveal everything. To assist, she
brought her aunt an ice cream sundae from their favorite place,
Dairy Deluxe.

 


“Ooh, I get my favorite niece back and a
sundae,” Charlotte mused as she hugged Raina. “Shall we eat on the
patio?”

 


“Sounds good,” Raina said.

 


The two walked to the back of the house,
which overlooked Priebe Lake in White Bear Lake, a suburb of St.
Paul. Raina appraised the house, as if seeing it for the first
time. It was a blue, tri-level on Riviera Street. She knew her aunt
and uncle had splurged when they got it, but the lake was worth
it.

 


It only had three bedrooms, and Charlotte
used to say they’d need six bunk beds for all their kids. Raina
turned out to be her only child, though, and the house was filled
with her childhood accolades. How could she tell her aunt that she
had dropped out of college?

 


“I need to talk to you,” Raina said as they
sat in the white wicker chairs.

 


“I know you do.”

 


“You do?”

 


“Yes. You have that look about you.”

 


Raina absent-mindedly pushed her left eyebrow
up, which stopped it from spasming.

 


“And you brought my favorite treat. You’ve
got something serious on your mind, honey.” Char set her banana
split on the glass table. “Okay. I’m ready to listen.”

 


“Don’t stop eating. It’ll help.”

 


“So it was a bribe,” Char laughed and
took another bite.

 


“Not really a bribe so much as a buffer.”
Raina took a bite of her hot fudge brownie sundae and looked across
the lake. “This, right here, is my safe haven. My whole life, I’ve
come here and have been calmed by this lake.”

 


Charlotte reflected as she gazed at the
water. She knew it was best to allow Raina to speak in her own
time.

 


“You know I’m not going forward with the case
against Grayson.”

 


“Yes, but the attorneys think the case is
still viable.”

 


“But to a lesser degree. And now I have to
pay as we go. And you know all that. Bottom line is I owe an
expletive amount to them, and, no offense, but I’m not gonna earn
it as a teacher.”

 


“And you’re going to do what instead?”

 


“That’s the thing, Auntie Char. I’m not gonna
do anything else.”

 


“I think this ice cream has clogged my
hearing. Can you repeat that?”

 


“No, I mean, I’m not gonna get a different
degree but I am gonna to do something else.”

 


“Are you trying to tell me that you’re going
to drop out of college, Raina?”

 


“In a manner of speaking.”

 


“And what manner would that be?”

 


“The past tense.”

 


“As in, you’ve already dropped out?” When
Raina nodded, Char said, “Oh, Raina.”

 


They watched the little girl across the lake
take a late-afternoon swim with her dad. She laughed and splashed,
and he cried out in fake fright.

 


“Well,” Char sighed, “you were raised to be
an independent thinker, Raina. But I also tried to instill the
value of a good education.”

 


“Aunt Char, please don’t think this is your
fault. It’s no one’s fault, really... except Grayson’s. But I’ve
come to accept that my life is going to be very different from what
I imagined.”

 


“It doesn’t have to be, sweetie. I told you
I’d find a way to help you--”

 


“No, Aunt Char. It’s not about the money. I
told you I can’t walk the same paths on campus anymore. It was
difficult even finishing the semester.”

 


“I thought you said you already dropped
out?”

 


“I meant living there.”

 


“Oh.”

 


“I got a job.”

 


“Okay,” Charlotte said cautiously.

 


“Hear me out before you judge me.” Charlotte
nodded. Raina took a deep breath and blew it toward the water.
“It’s at Bada Boom! but I’m not stripping,” Raina sped.

 


“I’ve often wondered what goes on in a place
like that.”

 


Raina frowned. “That’s your reaction?”

 


“No, I have others, but that’s the safest
one.”

 


Raina talked about Lennie, first impressions,
and what the job entailed. Charlotte listened and nodded.

 


“This went a lot easier than I imagined.”

 


“Your aunt’s a hip woman.”

 


“Yeah,” Raina smiled. “Have you really
wondered about places like that?”

 


“Yes,” Charlotte admitted. “But I always
thought it’d be something I’d never know,” she added.

 


“It’s not a brothel, y’know.”

 


“I don’t know anything about it, I guess,
except what’s in movies and the news.”

 


“Well, it’s against the law to have sex. And
the only touching is when the men put money into the dancers’
clothing. Oh, well, and lap dances. But that’s only the girl
sitting on the guy. He has to have his hands on the seat at all
times, and they’re fully clothed.”

 


“Lap dances,” Charlotte began. “Do you give
lap dances?”

 


“No. So like, I didn’t until a few weeks
ago.”

 


“I see.” Charlotte reached for her sundae cup
and was upset to find it empty.

 


“Do you want more ice cream?”

 


“I think we need a drink. Or four.”

 


The women looked at each other and
smiled.

 


“I’m on it,” Raina said, standing.

 


She took their trash away and came back with
two tumblers of ice and a bottle of Bailey’s. Charlotte watched her
pour in silence, then raised her glass.

 


“A toast to what I expect will be my new
education,” Charlotte said, clinking Raina’s glass.

 


Raina giggled. “I’ll start with the stuff
you’ll like.”

 


“Raina, please, I haven’t even finished my
first drink.”

 


“No, no, it’s good. I’ve set up, like, a
tutoring program.”

 


“For women like me?”

 


“No,” Raina laughed, “for the entertainers’
kids.”

 


“Workers?”

 


“Yeah, they prefer entertainers to strippers.
It’s like an insult to say strippers.”

 


“And so the education begins.” She clinked
her glass against Raina’s again. Dropping out of college wasn’t the
end of the world, and her niece had a good head on her
shoulders.

 


“So Barry, the owner, was having a lotta
trouble with the girls calling off and finding replacements. I
thought it was, you know, like, monthly issues. But it’s not. It’s
childcare!”

 


“He can’t be employing underage girls.”

 


“No, no,” Raina shook her head. “The girls
have kids. And most of ‘em are single parents and on their own, so
they don’t have anyone to watch their kids during their shifts.
Used to be they could bring ‘em. They’d watch TV but they got too
rambunctious, and Barry put an end to it last year or something. So
now everyone just calls off. Kinda like a protest or a strike.”

 


“Wow, I never really considered the real-life
struggles of working in a place like that.”

 


“Me, neither. I was really nervous when I
first went there. And I probably never would’ve if it wasn’t for
Lennie. But they’re just people. They’re not sex-crazed or stupid,
either. I mean, hell, Lennie’s gonna be a lawyer.”

 


“You could still be a teacher.”

 


Raina shot her a look, and Charlotte put up
her hands. “S’all I’m gonna say.”

 


“And I mean, they’re not all overly smart,
either,” Raina continued. “My point is they’re just people. So back
to the kids. Barry was kinda pressuring me to perform, and I
absolutely did not wanna do that. So I asked him what the real
problem was, and that’s when he told me about the girls. So I came
up with a compromise!

 


“I told him I’d tutor the kids at Bada Boom!
so their moms could perform. News spreads quickly there, and so
I’ve got a part-time job teaching nearly a classroom of kids. It
helps me stay busy and off campus, and I’m doing something good at
the same time,” she beamed.

 


“When you first told me about this job, I
didn’t expect to say, ‘I’m proud of you’, but I am.”

 


Raina smiled. “I’m proud of me, too. And I’m
passing along your love for learning. These kids are really
excelling because of me. And they’re teaching me things, too.
Robbie is a sweetie, and he’s blind. He was struggling the most
because he wasn’t able to learn braille. He’s seven and has been
listening to books and news.

 


“People volunteer to record themselves
reading. We made a deal that I’d look into recording if he’d work
with me to learn braille. Of course I had to learn it first! You
should’ve seen his face when he read his first book to his mom. I
thought my heart would burst.”

 


“It’s a great feeling when a student finally
masters something they’ve been struggling with,” Charlotte
nodded.

 


“So I talked to people at the Society for the
Blind, and I can do it at the downtown branch, which isn’t far
away... I mean, of course, if you let me move back in, that
is.”

 


Charlotte understood Raina’s entire
motivation. She couldn’t afford to pay off the loan and get her own
place.

 


“This is your home, honey. As long as you’re
not doing anything illegal, you’re free to stay as long as you
like.”

 


“Auntie Char!” Raina hugged her.

 


Charlotte poured the second round of doubles.
“I think I’m ready to hear about the lap dancing.”

 


Raina giggled. “It all started with daily
exercise.”

 


“Oh geez.”

 


“No, not like that! Like working out.
Seriously. No one gives these performers credit, but think about
it. Stripping before a live audience, you’ve gotta have a rockin’
bod.”

 


Charlotte raised her eyebrows and nodded.
“Good point.”

 


“They work hard to keep themselves in shape.
I mean, yeah, their tips depend on it. But Auntie Char, they’re
athletes. I get to work out with them since I work there.
It’s a perk that Barry offers. The girls say Barry’s a great boss
and looks out for them. He pays a few personal trainers, yoga
instructors, massage therapists and such to come to Bada Boom!

 


“I tried to use the pole, and I couldn’t. I’m
getting stronger with the workouts, but you really need a solid
core. And flexibility!”

 


Charlotte raised her eyebrows and glanced at
Raina’s body. “I thought it was just a healthy tan but I can see
you’re more toned.”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


Charlotte sipped her Bailey’s. They watched
the lake for a bit and got another refill.

 


“I make pretty decent tips as a server. But
Lennie showed me how to do a lap dance. It started as part of the
workout. Well, an after-workout thing. They asked me to stay, and
said it was a good cool-down stretch thing. We grabbed a chair from
the main floor and took it on stage. Then they gave us a big teddy
bear. As much as I’ve been exposed to recently, I’m embarrassed to
admit that I thought it was a cute cushion.

 


“We started doing squats, and it felt nice to
sit on something soft. It wasn’t until they had us straddle the
‘cushion’ and gyrate our hips that I realized. And by then, I
couldn’t just walk out. I mean, it was a good stretch. And
the girls joked and talked about how every guy tries to push the
boundaries.

 


“‘Cause it’s very regulated. Barry’s focused
on--well, I’ll get to that in a sec. But there’s a bouncer in every
room to make sure nothing gets outta hand. And you’re not really
doing anything more than slow dancing. And the tips are ridiculous,
on top of the flat fee for the dance itself.”

 


“Are you trying to convince me or you,
Raina?”

 


Raina put her drink on the table and looked
at her aunt. “A little of both, if I’m honest.”

 


“Well, I think you should finish your degree.
But you’re an adult now, and I’m just your aunt--”

 


“Aunt Char, you’ve been more of a mother to
me than Mom!”

 


“Ultimately, you’ll make the best decision.
You can always go back and finish college. It’s more important
right now that you know you have my full support. And if I’m
honest, I’ll admit to being flattered that you told me the truth.
As I tell my students, you should learn something new every
day!”

 


Raina giggled. “So are you going to
incorporate the lap dance training into your curriculum?”

 


“Uh, no. I don’t see a way of getting that
past the Board.”

 


The women finished the bottle, and their
conversation shifted into reminiscing. When they went in, Charlotte
said, “Weren’t you going to tell me something about Barry?”

 


“No?”

 


“Something about his license--”

 


“Oh right! So, like, he does everything by
the book... or at least makes it look like it. But you’ll never
guess who I saw in there and even had to wait on!”

 


“Who?”

 


“More than once, I might add.”

 


“Who?”

 


“That cop.”

 


“What is it, cops and doughnuts and strip
clubs?”

 


“No, that cop; Eddie.”

 


“Garmond?”

 


“Everyone knows him as Eddie. He’s a regular.
I think he has an ‘agreement’ with Barry.”

 


“Wouldn’t surprise me,” Charlotte said, then
added, “The only reservation I have about you working there is
safety. It’s bad to mix sex and alcohol and who knows what
else.”

 


“They apparently had some trouble a few years
ago, which is why Barry reached out to the police and has the
bouncers escort everyone to her car. I’ll admit, I felt a little
squeamish the first coupla times going there, but I don’t anymore.
It’s a really close-knit group, and we look out for each
other.”

 


“A real family establishment, huh?” Charlotte
joked.

 


“I mean, yeah. It sorta is.”


Chapter 6




January, 2015

 


 


Raina worked for Bada Boom! for eight years
as a server and lap dancer. She also continued to tutor/babysit at
the club, and she recorded for the blind.

 


To appease her aunt, Raina obtained a degree
in business. Lennie passed the Bar and worked as in-house counsel
for Bada Boom!

 


Lennie introduced Raina to the domination
side of lap dancing. There was an increasing demand for lap dancers
who would “rough up” the customers. Raina was Barry’s first
dominatrix, though what she did in the early days was more vanilla
than BDSM.

 


At the beginning of 2015, Raina decided to go
solo and discussed it with Lennie. As a result, in May of 2015,
Lennie negotiated with Barry.

 


“Hey, Bear. Rain wants to set up her own
shop, and she needs some help from you.”

 


“No. No, no, no. The answer’s no, Lennie.
Raina’s a gold mine here, and people ask for her by name. She
provides an experience... one that no other strip club offers. I
can’t let that rainmaker leave,” Barry argued.

 


“Actually, that’s not true anymore, Bear.
Word’s gotten around, and several other places in the Twin Cities
offer the same lap dance experience.”

 


“But Raina was the first. Not to mention no
one else offers the teaching and babysittin’ thing.”

 


“I dunno that Rain was the first but, yes, no
one else offers child care. But the fact is, she’s leavin’. You
gotta deal. And she can’t make it on her own, and she doesn’t want
to completely sever ties. So I came up with a compromise that’ll
work out for both of you.”

 


“Yeah? What’s that?” Barry pouted. He sat
back in his chair and mopped the sweat from his forehead and
neck.

 


“She has a good client base here. Your
client base. She’d like to tell her regulars where to find her. Of
the regulars that go to her, she’ll pay you fifty percent of all
sessions for three years, not including tips and gifts. She’d also
like us to get the word out to new people... and we could pass out
her card.

 


“The card will have a coupon rate and a
special code which will identify the person as a lead from Bada
Boom! Of the new people that go to her, you’ll get twenty-five
percent of all sessions, minus the tips and gifts, for five
years.”

 


“How do I know--”

 


“Barry Drucker. Don’t you gimme no shit about
how you can’t trust Rain. She made you a whole lotta money keepin’
your dancers on stage by dealin’ with all their rugrats. And she
ain’t never asked you for no raise.” Lennie glared at her boss and
crossed her arms.

 


Barry held his hands up. “All right, all
right, Lennie. Raina’s been a good girl. But guys are payin’ over
top dollar for that. I can’t just let her leave... and give her my
business on top of that. Plus, she’s the only one who’s doin’ it
now. So if she’s gone, I got nothin’.”

 


Lennie hadn’t considered that point.

 


“I see you didn’t think of that. So are we
done now, Lennie?”

 


He stood up and pushed the chair back but
remained in place. Twisting his pinky ring, Barry tried not to look
nervous.

 


“I got it!” Lennie smiled. “How about if Rain
agrees to train people to do what she’s doing?”

 


Barry thought that would solve the problem,
but didn’t want to give in so easily. “We still got new rugrats
poppin’ up.”

 


“I forgot to mention, she agreed to continue
with the schoolin’ thing.” She stood and stared at him.

 


Barry swayed and avoided her glare. “What if
I don’t want her to leave?” he asked petulantly.

 


“She’s a big girl, Barry. She’s gonna leave
with or without your blessing. I think you both would benefit from
this deal.”

 


“Maybe.” He ran his index finger across his
desk as he swayed.

 


“I’ve drawn up a contract. I think it’s more
than fair for both of you.” She slapped the contract on his desk,
open to the signature page. “Here’s a pen.”

 


“How do I know you’re not gonna steal the
place out from under me?” Barry joked.

 


“You don’t,” she joked back. “C’mon in,
Rain.” She opened the office door. “He signed it.”

 


Raina had been waiting in the hallway.
“Yeah?” she said as she entered.

 


“When am I gonna get paid?” Barry barked.

 


“It’s in the contract. Every month,” Lennie
answered.

 


“Hmph.”

 


“Oh, Rain, you’ll have to train some of the
girls to do these lap dances so Bear can still offer it to the
customers.”

 


“I’d be happy to,” she smiled.

 


“You gonna put it in the contract?” Barry
asked.

 


“Bear, she’s gonna do it before she leaves.
She’s not gonna keep training girls as the turnover happens.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“Thank you, Barry. I’m so grateful to you!”
Raina hugged him.

 


“Yeah. You take it easy. And don’t stiff
me.”

 


“She’ll give you a stiffy, all right!” Lennie
laughed.

 


“When’re you leavin’?” he asked Raina.

 


“There’s still a lot to do. I don’t even have
a place yet.”

 


* * * *

 


After a few months of searching, and with
Lennie’s help, Raina fell in love with a boutique-style apartment
in downtown St. Paul. She took her aunt on a tour of the model.

 


“They just gave you the key even though this
isn’t your place?” Char asked as Raina unlocked the door.

 


“They’re not ‘giving’ me anything. I put a
substantial down payment on a top-floor unit. So I’m entitled to a
key.”

 


The door opened to a wall, and a long, narrow
hallway to the left. Kitty-corner from the entrance was a
bathroom.

 


“This is a very odd entrance to a home,” Char
commented. “The first thing you see is a wall and then a
bathroom?”

 


“I thought so, too, at first,” Raina agreed.
“They’ve set it up as more of a mother-in-law suite. It’s
completely separate from the rest of the place. And it’s good for
people who have live-in help, a teenager or even a mother-in-law,”
she smiled.

 


“Usually those things are hidden in the
back.”

 


“Yeah, but just wait ‘til you get to the
back! Besides, this is the floor model for a three-bedroom
apartment. They’re not all like this.”

 


“I thought you only wanted a one-bedroom or
studio?”

 


“I did, until Lennie reminded me of a few
things. This right here,” Raina pointed to the bathroom and a
bedroom across the hallway, “is a perfect set-up for my clients to
transition from the real world into their playtime world. And it’ll
act like a reception area, of sorts, because they won’t see me
until I’m ready.”

 


“And what’s ready mean, or don’t I want to
know?” Char raised her eyebrows.

 


It was her standard caveat, even though she
had learned many kinky things over the years.

 


“Haha,” Raina smiled. “This was actually one
of the things I overlooked. Lennie has a great mind for detail. My
clients will be able to take a shower and then change in the
bedroom.”

 


“Oh, that actually makes sense.”

 


“There are a lotta practical things, Aunt
Char.”

 


“Wow, this is a big bathroom.”

 


“Yeah, some of the brochures call it a second
master. I think they call it a lotta names, and use whatever fits
the buyer. Anyway, wait’ll you turn the corner!”

 


Raina walked the length of the hallway and
turned right into an open living area of seventeen hundred square
feet.

 


“Oh my,” Char breathed.

 


“Isn’t it great?” Raina gushed.

 


“Yes...”

 


“What’s the matter?”

 


“I guess I expected it to be dark. This is
so... bright... and white... and residential.”

 


Raina laughed. “I’ve been through so many
sketches and concepts with Lennie that I don’t even see this
anymore. But yeah, I reacted the same way you did the first time I
saw it. This is, after all, a residential building, Aunt Char. So
it’s staged to attract families and young business people. The
brighter it is in here, the more you forget this place used to be a
factory.”

 


“Okay. Yours will look different?”

 


“Definitely. I’m keeping it more of an
industrial look, original factory stuff. So there’ll be no drywall.
The walls will be the dark red brick that’s on the outside, and the
steel tubing and stuff will be exposed on the ceiling.” She
laughed. “It’s actually saving me a boatload of money to do that.
But then, I’m giving some back, because, as Lennie pointed out,
factories didn’t have the best insulation. So I’m getting triple
the normal amount to cut down on the noise volume.”

 


“How’d you manage that?”

 


“They really don’t care what I want or why.
It’s all about the money and selling units. So come in the
kitchen.”

 


The large space was square. The kitchen sat
against the entry hallway and faced the floor-to-ceiling windows at
the far end. The island had an extended edge which housed four bar
stools.

 


“I take it your cabinets won’t be white?”

 


“No, they’re a deep cherry wood, the
backsplash will be the same brick, and all appliances will be
stainless steel.”

 


“That sounds very nice. But why go to that
expense when you won’t even be cooking here?”

 


“Well, I can’t very well not have a
kitchen. But also, Aunt Char, there are things I can do in a
kitchen. Do you know it’s the kinkiest room in a house?”

 


“And here I thought it was the bedroom.”

 


“Well, bedrooms are used for sex, sure. But
kink? Pretty much every utensil can be used for kink. That’s all
I’ll say.”

 


“Thank you for that.”

 


“Plus, Lennie said clients will want to serve
me, so a well-stocked kitchen is necessary. If I get thirsty or
hungry, he can take care of that.”

 


“I see.”

 


“But come stand behind this island and look
out.”

 


“Oh wow, it’s a gorgeous view!”

 


“And this is the ground floor. It’s even more
amazing eleven floors up!”

 


“But look at those windows.”

 


“Yeah? It’s a huge selling point.”

 


“As beautiful as it is to look out, Raina,
you’re in downtown St. Paul. There’s buildings all around. That
means people can also see in.”

 


“True, which is why I’ll be getting a
reflective coating. You won’t be able to notice, and I certainly
won’t tell my clients,” she winked.

 


“You girls really thought of everything,
haven’t you?”

 


“We’re just getting started!”

 


Raina walked from the kitchen into the dining
room. “This space,” she waved her arms, “will have a smaller table,
but it will serve as my office. I’ll have a wooden, roll-top desk
against this wall, which will be brick, remember. And wooden file
cabinets on either side. I’ll be modernizing an old-fashioned desk,
so it’ll have holes for extension cords and stuff. Oh, and I’m
wiring the entire place for video.”

 


“You’re going to film all your sessions?”

 


“Kinda. I’m only doing it for security and
possible future leverage. But the clients won’t know. It’s not like
I’m going to sell videos or anything.”

 


“Maybe that would be a good side business,”
Char shrugged.

 


“No. I don’t want that. Mainly because I
don’t want it to get out and have other people copy what I do.”

 


“I see. Did you say future leverage?”

 


“Yeah. That’s Lennie’s idea, too. She says
the best evidence is video proof. And she said there are a lotta
influential people who already go to Bada Boom!, and y’never know.
I dunno how much I’ll actually do with it but Lennie’s pretty
persuasive.”

 


“She is a lawyer, and she’s been around this
type of work.”

 


“Another reason why I’m listening to
her.”

 


“What’s the space in front of the fireplace
going to be?”

 


The floor-to-ceiling windows were split by a
fireplace. The model was white drywall with a white marble
hearth.

 


“Isn’t this a great space?” Raina beamed.
“Again, mine will be the dark brick with the floor continued--oh,
that’s another thing. I’m not having any carpet. My floors will be
a stained cement. It’ll have reddish swirls to match the
brick.”

 


Char nodded. “It sounds like your place will
look a lot different than this one.”

 


“It will,” Raina nodded, “but it’s gonna be
great! I’m gonna have black leather furniture. Not only is it
sleek-looking but it’ll be easy to clean. Floors, too.”

 


“How will you decorate the walls or is the
brick the only decoration?”

 


“Well, kinda. It’ll definitely provide
texture. But once I get in, I’ll have people install some beams,
rings and such. People who help out at Bada Boom!”

 


“And those are for decoration?”

 


“Haha, no. They’re for my toys.”

 


Raina planned to mix a dungeon with the
living room. Offsetting the homey set-up in front of the fireplace
would be shelves and drawers of toys, racks of spanking implements,
a St. Andrew’s Cross, stainless steel chains, and other BDSM
paraphernalia.

 


It was difficult for Charlotte to imagine
Raina’s world as she stood in the stark-white, modern space. She
managed to nod and compliment her niece.

 


Raina looked out the window. “My unit will
have the rooftop balcony. And this place is close to hotels and
downtown businesses. So, easy access for a traveler or someone who
needs to work late,” Raina winked.

 


“It doesn’t bother you that you’re talking
about cheating husbands and assisting them in their betrayal?”

 


“Not at all. I’m not the one who took a
vow--and I never will, by the way. But they’re gonna cheat,
regardless of me. I don’t convince or force someone to cheat. And I
mean, not all of them will be married.”

 


“Okay. I’m sorry.”

 


Raina shrugged. “Don’t be. It’s just
business. They come here for something their wives don’t give them,
presumably. Or whatever. I don’t really care. I’m not a counselor;
I’m a dominatrix. I won’t even ask them their marital status.”

 


“Not even for leverage purposes?” Charlotte
joked.

 


“Now you sound like Lennie, Aunt Char!” Raina
smiled. “I probably should ask. I’m sure Lennie’ll make me include
it. We’re going over my forms later.”

 


“What forms?”

 


“They’ll need to fill out an application. And
they’ll go through a consultation first, too. Well, new clients
will, anyway. To make sure we’re on the same page,” she added after
Char frowned and cocked her head.

 


“The same page...”

 


“With what I do. How badly they want to get
whipped, humiliated, violated.”

 


“Oh.” Char glanced around. “And the stairs
lead to the two other bedrooms, I presume?”

 


“Yep. They’ll be cement, and the handrail
will be stainless steel.”

 


“Why do you need a three-bedroom?” she asked
as they went upstairs.

 


“Well, for starters, I loved the layout more.
More room, y’know. But I didn’t really need the extra bedroom. I
thought maybe I could do a theme room or something, but I don’t
really want to do gimmicky things. Then Lennie had the greatest
idea.”

 


“She wants to move in?”

 


“Haha, no... but almost. Remember how we
talked about protection?”

 


“Yes, you said you were going to employ one
of the bouncers at the club?”

 


“Yeah, I was worried about how to pay him.
But so something happened with Jamison’s landlord or roommates or
something. I’m not really sure but he needs a place to stay, and
Lennie suggested I could trade rent for security.”

 


“That’s a good idea.”

 


“Yeah, it’s actually better, because I like
the idea of someone being here twenty-four-seven, y’know?”

 


“And you trust him to be in your space like
that?”

 


“He’s not just any bouncer, Aunt Char. He’s
Jamison, Tiffany’s son, and was a part of my tutoring... I taught
him how to read. He’s been a bouncer at the club. He was that
scrawny kid, remember? He started working out with the other
bouncers, and he’s solid now.”

 


“I see. So you’ve molded him from a child,
you’re saying,” Char grinned.

 


“Kinda, yeah!”

 


The two bedrooms were on either end of the
rectangle, with an open hallway overlooking the downstairs. Each
bedroom had an adjoining bathroom.

 


“These will also be brick and cement?” Char
asked.

 


“Yep. And I’m getting a big four-poster,
black iron, king-sized bed, which will be custom-fitted with
goodies. And the master has a fireplace, which will match the
downstairs. The master bath is bigger but all bathrooms will look
the same with cement floors and slate walls. Mine will have a
separate tub and two-person shower, with multiple showerheads.”

 


“Sounds very extravagant.”

 


“Lennie says you have to look expensive to be
expensive.”

 


“I’m sure there’s truth to that.”

 


“And my walk-in closet is going to be cement,
brick and stainless steel shelving to match the dungeon.”

 


“Is that a kinky thing or will you just keep
your ‘work’ clothes here?”

 


“Haha, just because you said that, Aunt Char,
I’ll be sure to have some steel hooks placed in the closet!”

 


“Glad I could help.” She shook her head.

 


“So that’s the place. Whaddya think?” Raina
asked as they walked back downstairs.

 


“It sounds nice, honey. I have a hard time
picturing all the details. But the model is very lovely. Is there
no laundry or community laundry?”

 


“No, it’s next to the front bedroom. I’ll
show you as we go out.”


Chapter 7




 


“I showed my aunt the model today and
explained all of the modifications,” Raina told Lennie at dinner
that night.

 


“She on board?”

 


“I don’t think she’ll ever be completely on
board, but she is super supportive.”

 


“With everything?”

 


“No,” Raina shook her head. “She didn’t like
the leverage talk.”

 


“She’s got a thing against filming?”

 


“Actually, no. She suggested I could make
money by selling tapes.”

 


“I told you that, too.”

 


“I know.” Raina sipped her water. “But I’d be
all squirmy and wouldn’t be able to do the scene if I knew I was
bein’ watched all the time.”

 


“You’re watched at Bada Boom!, and there’s
surveillance there.”

 


“Yeah, but it’s not the same. I’m not running
it, y’know? Plus, those rooms are pretty dark.”

 


“Girl, look, you asked me for my
expertise.”

 


“I know.”

 


“And in this line of business, no matter how
nice they may seem, things can always go wrong. Shit, you know how
many marriage proposals I’ve gotten on the pole?”

 


“Really?”

 


“Yeah, and I once had a guy obsessed with me.
Called me his chocolate silver.”

 


“Oh geez.”

 


“Right? But like I told you at the very
beginning, y’gotta be their fantasy.”

 


“What’d he do?”

 


“Followed me around, buried me in flowers,
sent me chocolate bullets wrapped in silver.”

 


“Bullets?”

 


“Yeah, he was a military man, and had bullets
made outta chocolate.”

 


“Wow.”

 


“Yeah, it creeped me out at the time but I
never stopped smilin’. Plus, those bills he shoved at me? They were
twenties, and that’s back in the early 2000s.”

 


“Wow,” Raina said again.

 


“Look, girl, all I’m sayin’ is y’never know
what’s gonna happen, and it’s better to have insurance. I ain’t
tryin’ to scare you, Rain. Hell, I hope you never need the
vids.”

 


“I know,” Raina nodded. “And I appreciate it.
Everything you’ve done for me, really.”

 


“All right. It’s gettin’ too mushy in here.
I’ve got some language you need to put in your applications and on
your website, things that’ll comply with state law.”

 


“Thanks but I think it’s kinda stupid to do a
consultation with someone I dominated at the club.”

 


“It’s different, Rain. Ain’t no one gonna be
tellin’ you what you can and can’t do. You’re free to be as
creative and sadistic as you want... but you have a duty to stay
within the parameters of your client.”

 


“Lennie, how do you know all about this?”

 


“Whaddya mean?”

 


“I mean, that sounded a lot more domme than
lawyer.”

 


Lennie grinned and raised an eyebrow. Then
she attacked her steak.

 


“Lennie Jackson!”

 


“Mmm hmm,” she nodded and smiled.

 


“That’s why you were able to tell me how to
do the lap dance!”

 


“Guilty.”

 


“But why... how... why didn’t you ever tell
me?”

 


“It’s not somethin’ I advertise. Besides,
you’re little miss smarty pants, teachin’ all them kids and all. I
thought you knew.”

 


“It never occurred to me. I just accepted
everything you told me. Wait, how come you don’t offer those kinda
special dances?”

 


“I used to but it’s not somethin’ I play
around with anymore. I mean, shit, I play around, but on my terms,
in my life, with my men. You feel me?”

 


“You mean--”

 


“That’s right. My Ty is a kept man.”

 


Raina thought about the times she’d met
Lennie’s husband. “But he seems pretty manly. All those muscles,
his job, his wit.” Raina shook her head.

 


“That’s the way I want him... in public.
Don’t no one need to know our business. He’s all man to everyone
else. But close the doors, and he bows only to me.”

 


“I don’t know what to say.”

 


“You don’t gotta say nothin’, girl. It is
what it is. So all that stuff you been learnin’ and concoctin’ for
your subs, you shoulda learned that you gotta look out for ‘em
while you’re abusin’, humiliatin’, and peggin’ ‘em.”

 


“I mean, yeah, but I thought I could just
kinda make it up as I went along.”

 


“You got to know how far to push... and when
you can go beyond that.”

 


Raina nodded and sighed.

 


“You got this, girl. Don’t start flippin’ off
that eyebrow at me.”

 


Raina touched the spasm and forced her frown
away. “Will people come, y’think?”

 


“Girl, shit, that’s the best surprise.
Clayton told me yesterday that he wants to be your first
client.”

 


“Seriously?”

 


“Girl, you know I don’t joke about
business.”

 


“You don’t joke, period.”

 


“I’m actually very funny,” Lennie
dead-panned.

 


Raina smiled. “My first client. That’s so
cool.”

 


“So look over my suggestions and put together
your applications and language for the website. Good thing you
taught Billy how to read.”

 


Billy Stevens was Britney’s son. Raina had
tutored him when he was little.

 


“He’s trying to get people to call him
William now,” Raina corrected.

 


“I’m not gonna.”

 


Raina laughed.

 


“What’s so funny?”

 


“Nothing, just that when I first set up that
tutoring program, I had no idea the students would help me set up
my business later.”

 


“You gotta problem with trust.”

 


“Yeah. And?”

 


“And so, it’s a damn good thing you did teach
‘em. JJ’s excited to move in, by the way. He’s been lookin’ through
decoratin’ shit online to come up with a color palette for his
room.”

 


“He hates JJ, y’know.”

 


“He’s always gonna be JJ to me.”

 


“I think it’s gonna be great.”

 


“Yeah, Barry’s not happy but, in the
beginning when there’s nothin’ much to do, JJ’ll still be workin’
at Bada Boom!”

 


“Yeah, for sure. I’m nervous about paying him
and William... and making my mortgage each month, and everything
else.”

 


“I thought you paid off the lawyers a coupla
years ago.”

 


“I did. And I saved all these years. It’s
just that now that I made the down payment, my nest egg is in need
of more eggs.”

 


“You just wait. You’ll be makin’ so much
money, you won’t know what to do with it. Shit, girl, you could
have three live-in JJ’s!”

 


Raina rolled her eyes. “Okay. So incorporate
your wording into some applications and website advertising, and
then you’ll look it over before I give it to William?”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


Raina stared at her, and Lennie asked,
“What?”

 


“You just told me you’re a closet dominatrix.
Why you callin’ me ma’am?”

 


“That was a joke. I told ya I’m
funny,” Lennie dead-panned again.

 


* * * *

 


The following June, Raina walked around her
new apartment. She sat on the bed in the sub room. The walls were
sage and the baseboards were white. The comforter was a forest
green, and there was a sage, circular rug in the middle of the
cement floor. Facing a wall was a small, wooden desk and chair.

 


Raina shopped garage sales to decorate the
large space. Her last purchase made her smile. It was a rusty,
metal crate to house a large dog. Raina cleaned it, made the metal
gleam, and then placed it on an angle in the corner of the sub
room, with the door slightly ajar.

 


She smiled as she imagined what a sub would
think when he saw it for the first time. Then she went to the
bathroom and thought about the excitement her clients would
experience as they disrobed.

 


Turning the corner into the main living area,
she gasped. She knew the feeling would wear off eventually but,
every time she entered, she was amazed. The kitchen was gourmet,
even though Raina didn’t know how to cook. It was consistent with
the luxury of the rest of the apartment as well as the cost of her
services.

 


All of her implements were aligned and
organized on hooks, nails and shelves. The view was spectacular,
and the city seemed to twinkle its approval. Overall, it looked
comfortable and edgy at the same time. Exactly what Raina had
envisioned.

 


She fingered her canes as she walked, and she
picked up leather handcuffs and carried them onto the terrace and
smiled. She was going to take obscene amounts of money from
privileged men for treating them like dirt.

 


How her life had changed. Raina was no longer
the innocent and naïve student who trusted and championed
everyone.

 


She trusted a select few, and championed
herself.

 


Standing with her feet apart, she lifted the
handcuffs over her head and shouted, “I am a Dominatrix!”

 



Chapter 8




 


Clayton Cole was fifty-six, married, and the
State Representative for Ramsey County. He had aspirations of
becoming a U.S. senator, as the real money was in Washington. He
never knew poverty first-hand, and never had to make a budget...
except at the state level.

 


His wife and kids smiled prettily in his
political ads, and their house even had a white picket fence. His
wife kept herself in shape and dutifully performed her roles as
wife and mother. Clayton couldn’t ask for a better life.

 


But that didn’t stop him from wanting more.
With everything handed to him, life became boring.

 


The first time Silver had slapped him across
the face, he knew he needed more. “Do you want me or someone else
and me tonight, Clay?” she’d asked.

 


He hadn’t heard her question, and she had no
patience. “Clayton!” Smack! “Just me or should I grab
Tiffany?”

 


“Just you. You’re my Silver.”

 


He ignored the slap, but she’d seen his spark
and had teased him throughout the lap dance. “You big, strong white
boy wanna be tied up and bitch-slapped, don’cha?” He couldn’t
convincingly argue.

 


That’s when Lennie taught Raina how to fuse
BDSM with lap dances. Clayton was hooked and became Storm’s first
regular guest.

 


Riding the elevator in June of 2016 as
Storm’s first client, Clayton nearly creamed his drawers.

 


Jamison opened the door and nodded once to
Clayton, who stepped in. Jamison closed the door and held out his
hand. There was no need to speak.

 


At six-three and solid, Jamison was a
foreboding presence to the five-foot-ten, middle-aged white man.
Clayton handed over an envelope containing three one-hundred-dollar
bills; Storm’s consultation fee.

 


Jamison opened the envelope and fanned the
bills before staring at Clayton. Without speaking, he stuffed the
bills back in and walked to the sub room.

 


“See that desk?” he pointed inside the
room.

 


Clayton peered in and stifled a gasp at the
dog crate. “Mmm hmm.”

 


“Tips go there,” he said matter-of-factly.
“It’s also for gifts, after your full sessions,” he added.

 


“Mmm hmm,” Clayton mumbled.

 


He hadn’t expected to give a tip for the
consultation. In fact, he was a bit put off to go through a
consultation, after being a regular for years. Jamison’s demeanor
cured Clay’s cavalier attitude.

 


At Bada Boom!, there had been snarky banter
before entering the room. He’d joke with Storm and ask if she felt
like unleashing her power on him. She’d joke back and say she’d
have to check her schedule.

 


Once inside the room, there would be a
catch-up period, where Storm asked about stress in his life.
Clayton had divulged campaign and state secrets as well as
scandals. Storm had used his real-life problems when she dominated
him. To Clayton, though, it was a solidification of their
relationship.

 


In her professional space, with a bouncer,
Clayton was nervous for the first time.

 


And he liked it.

 


At first glance of the interior, Clayton was
impressed... and excited by the dungeon’s accoutrements. He wasn’t
sure that he had any expectations but it exceeded anything he
could’ve imagined.

 


Jamison walked Clay to the roll-top desk and
pointed to a red velvet pillow on the cement floor. “Domina Storm
will be with you shortly. Normally, you’ll disrobe in the sub room
before I bring you to her sanctuary.”

 


Clayton glanced at the pillow and opened his
mouth to protest when Jamison lowered his head and glared. Then
Clayton obediently dropped to his knees, grateful for the
pillow.

 


Bada Boom! mixed casualness with BDSM. He had
thoroughly enjoyed himself over the years. But he always knew it
was fun and games, and he could leave any time he wanted. Here,
though, he immediately went into sub space. Fully taking in the
wall of implements, he panicked a bit.

 


And his cock pulsed.

 


Jamison stood in front of the dining room
table with folded arms. After Storm descended the stairs, Jamison
retreated to his bedroom.

 


Clayton took in every detail of her costume.
She wore tight-fitting, black leather pants, a black lace corset,
and a leather blazer that dropped to her mid-thigh. Her hair was in
a high, tight bun, and her leather ankle boots had a four-inch
heel. It was a stark contrast to her sunshiny attire at the
club.

 


“Good afternoon, sub,” Storm said, standing
over him.

 


Gone was his bubbly Storm; in her place was a
strict mistress. He pulsed again.

 


“Good afternoon, Storm,” he replied, smiling
at her.

 


“The consultation is to go over some basic
rules and limitations,” she began. “For instance, you will address
me as Domina Storm, and you will not make eye contact without
permission. Since you didn’t know, you weren’t punished.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm,” he nodded, still smiling
at her.

 


Smack!

 


The slap to his cheek caught him off-guard,
though he dripped.

 


“I’m sorry, Domina Storm,” he averted his
eyes.

 


“Apology accepted. You may kiss my hand,” she
said, extending her arm.

 


Clayton glanced up as he kissed Storm’s hand,
and she smacked him again. It was definitely a different
environment, and he forced himself to behave. Even though he
enjoyed the sting, his desire to please his Domina was greater.

 


“Now that you understand your position, and
this next part will take a while, you may pull a chair over.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


Clayton carefully sat in the chair and
averted his eyes. It was difficult but exhilarating.

 


“You indicated on your application that
you’ve read the instructions on my website and fully understand
them.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Tell me what safeword you’d use if you
wanted me to slow down whatever action I was performing.”

 


“Tornado watch, Domina Storm,” Clayton
responded, pleased that he’d remembered.

 


“And what would you say if you needed to
completely stop an activity?”

 


“Hurricane, Domina Storm.”

 


“Very good. You’re redeeming yourself,
sub.”

 


Clayton beamed and struggled not to look at
her.

 


“Now we can discuss your hard limits and wish
list.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“I agree to all of your hard limits. But I
must ask whether there are any where you’d like the boundaries to
be pushed?”

 


“Um, do you mean, like--”

 


“Anything you’ve indicated is a no-go zone
but something you may wish to do or be willing to do if I push
you?”

 


“Oh. Well... um...”

 


“This is what the consultation is for. If I’m
going to create your wildest fantasies, I need to know how far
you’re willing to go.”

 


Clayton felt another drip in his drawers, and
he clutched his knees.

 


“Okay, we’ll do this another way. Blood,
scat, marks,” she read from the list and watched for his reaction,
“golden shower, back door play--golden showers?”

 


Clayton looked up and got slapped. “Maybe,
Domina,” he mumbled to the floor.

 


“Interesting.”

 


“I... it’s just that... sometimes when I
watch porn--”

 


“I didn’t ask for an explanation.”

 


“Sorry, Domina Storm.”

 


“I take it it’s something that turns you on
while you’re spanking the monkey but not something you really want
done in real life... unless you’re pushed into it.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


Storm made a note on the form. “And did you
also indicate a desire to have your back door played with?”

 


“It’s not socially accepted--”

 


“Yes or no, pet.”

 


Clayton felt reprimanded by her tone but
giddy at being called “pet”.

 


“Um, yes?”

 


“Again, it’s something you’d do if forced, is
that what you’re trying to say?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“I’m going to list off some things, so look
at me so I can see your reaction.”

 


Clayton looked at her and nodded.

 


“Fingering. Butt plug. Fisting. Dildo.
Another live cock. Pegging.”

 


Clayton hoped he hadn’t stained his
pants.

 


“Do you watch gay porn?”

 


“I, uh, um, I--”

 


“That’s enough.”

 


“Look, I need to--”

 


“If there’s something you feel I don’t
understand, you must ask for permission to speak, sub,” she
instructed.

 


“I--”

 


“Politely,” she added.

 


“Please, Domina Storm, may I speak?”

 


“Permission granted.”

 


“Domina, this is an area I’m just not
comfortable with. I trust you. We have a history. You know a lot
about me... probably too much. But someone else... it’s not
something I can risk, politically speaking, you understand.”

 


“I heard you say you trust me.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Trust extends to your protection, sub.
Everything that happens here is confidential. Should I decide to
add another person to our sessions, you can rest assured, all
quality control and security standards will be met.”

 


“Um...”

 


“Do you wish to invoke a safeword now?”

 


“I... um... tornado watch, Domina Storm.”

 


“And you understand which level of safeword
you’ve invoked?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“I’m going to move to a ‘deeper’ layer of
‘probing’ still under ‘another live cock’, so keep your eyes on
me.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Hand job, blow job, ejaculation--giving or
receiving, slut?”

 


“Both, Domina,” he said without thinking.

 


Admitting to his innermost desires was hot
but being called a slut was over the top. It was at that exact
moment that Clayton knew he would do whatever Storm asked of him...
and he placed his hands over his crotch.

 


“And I believe I detected a reaction to
‘pegging’, am I right?”

 


Clayton nodded, and was slapped.

 


“Your responses will be formal.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm. I’m sorry.”

 


He looked up and quickly looked down. Storm
was just as quick to slap him again.

 


“You need to know your place, sub. You are
not in charge here. I know you’re used to running things, but in
here, I’m the boss. And you’ll remember your place.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“And if you can’t, I’ll start to charge you
for each infraction until you learn your place.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


The comment about charging for his
infractions made Clayton wish his pants weren’t so tight. He was
used to bribing people but had never been on the receiving end.

 


If Storm had noticed his tent, she didn’t
react.

 


“I’m going to test you now. So keep your eyes
on the floor and answer loudly and promptly.”

 


“Yes, Domina.”

 


“Since you’re my special pet, I’m going to go
outside of the consultation protocol.”

 


“Thank you, Domina,” he said as he
pulsed.

 


He’d never been as hard at Bada Boom! Storm
had a way of demeaning him and making him feel special at the same
time. It was a drug, and he was addicted.

 


Storm selected a flogger with long, thin,
leather straps and walked it back to Clayton. He heard the sound of
her heels, and it was difficult to maintain eye contact with the
floor.

 


“Tell me the safewords, sub.”

 


“Tornado watch and hurricane.”

 


Thwack! the flogger crashed against
his back. Even though fully clothed, Clayton felt a sting.

 


“Sorry, Domina Storm. Tornado watch and
hurricane, Domina Storm,” he corrected himself.

 


She trailed the strands over the previous
strike and across his face. “That’s a good boy,” she purred.

 


Clayton had never experienced a no-hands
orgasm and wondered what would happen if he did.

 


“What will you do at the beginning of your
sessions?”

 


“Pay at the door, take a shower and strip in
the sub room, Domina Storm.”

 


“Good,” she patted his head, “and after
you’re ready, what will you do?”

 


“Wait to be led into your sanctuary,
Domina.”

 


Raina liked “sanctuary” and made a mental
note to use it in the future. “Good, and then?”

 


“Then I’ll wait in whatever place I’m told
until you see fit to begin, Domina Storm.”

 


“Such a good sub.” She patted his head
again.

 


Storm stood at Clayton’s side and pressed a
leg against him. She raised her flogger above her head and held the
strands, prepared to strike after the next question. Clayton’s
focus was on her proximity.

 


“Tell me what a sissy slut you are, wanting
to suck another man’s cock!”

 


“Oh, fuck, Storm, I... shit--” he shook his
head and looked at her.

 


Thwack! crashed the flogger against
his lower back.

 


“This,” she smacked his face, “is for looking
at me, sissy.”

 


“I’m sorry, Domina, it’s just--” When Storm
moved into striking pose, Clayton quickly asked, “Domina Storm,
permission to speak? Please?”

 


“That’s a good boy.” She wiggled the flogger
across his back. “Permission granted.”

 


“I... please, I--”

 


Storm squatted in front of Clayton and raised
his chin. “Look at me.” He opened his eyes. “We’ve already
discussed your boundaries. And I’ve already given you my
assurances. You said you trusted me.”

 


“I do, Domina Storm, I do--”

 


“So now it’s time to fully admit this to
yourself... out loud.” Her gaze penetrated his soul.

 


“Yes, Domina,” he gulped. “I... yes, I trust
you to fulfill all of my wants, even at the very core. And that is,
um, to, uh--I’d like to--I want you to--I dream of being forced to
service another man t-to c-completion,” he stuttered and looked
down, turning red.

 


Storm lifted his chin again. “There, that
wasn’t so bad, was it?”

 


“N-no, Domina Storm,” he half-smiled.

 


“Is your first appointment booked yet?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Good boy.”

 


“Thank you, Domina.”

 


Storm glanced at the time. There were two
minutes left before Jamison would return.

 


“We haven’t been able to incorporate this
amount of punishment at the club, have we?”

 


“No, Domina.”

 


“And you like being flogged.”

 


“I do, Domina.”

 


“Since you’ve been such a good boy today, I’m
going to reward you.”

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.” He hoped it would
include an orgasm.

 


“I’m going to flog you. After each one, I
will permit you to kiss my boot after you thank me.”

 


“Thank you, Domina.”

 


She hadn’t discussed his foot fetish during
the consultation but they’d talked about it at the club. From the
second he saw her boots, he had wanted to worship them.

 


“How many smacks do you think you can handle
today, sub?”

 


Clayton thought carefully. He didn’t want to
appear overly eager or needy. “I, um... Domina Storm, as your
humble servant, I wish to please you by taking as many strikes as
would make you happy, Miss.”

 


She flogged him without warning, and he
grunted.

 


“Thank you, Domina,” he said. He pressed his
lips against the top of her boot and inhaled. The scent of leather
was intoxicating. Kissing her boot reinforced his submission and
reduced the sting.

 


“I gave you permission to kiss my boot
not make love to it, slut!”

 


Clayton reluctantly left her boot and
muttered, “Sorry, Domina.”

 


Storm gave him eight strokes with the
flogger--all she had time for--which she dispersed to different
areas on his body to prevent marking.

 


Jamison waited at the top of the stairs for
Raina’s nod. “You’ve given me a lot to prepare for on your first
encounter, sub. I look forward to it.”

 


Clayton wasn’t sure if he was supposed to
respond, so he didn’t. He listened to her walk away, and his cock
pounded with desire to accompany her.

 


Though a large man, Jamison’s footsteps were
soft. Clayton didn’t realize he was in the room until the tips of
his Converses appeared.

 


“Get up,” Jamison said softly yet
commandingly. He walked Clayton to the sub room, stretched out his
arm and said, “In here.”

 


Clayton automatically stepped in but didn’t
understand why. He hadn’t changed his clothes. The dog crate
beckoned, and his cock responded. Then, he saw the desk and
remembered.

 


There was an envelope on the desk next to a
pen. He was glad he had stopped at the ATM on the way over, and he
slipped a hundred in the envelope. On the outside, he wrote, “My
dearest Domina Storm. I don’t know what I was expecting, but You’ve
blown my mind and damn near my wad. I look forward to our first
“real” encounter, and I will forever be, Your sub.”


Chapter 9




 


Raina took Lennie and Jamison to lunch in
celebration of her first consultation. They were seated at a round
table, and they ordered a sampler appetizer platter.

 


“Lennie, I can’t thank you enough for helping
me get the word out,” Raina said. “I already have four applications
for first-timers, and three for regulars!”

 


“That’s great,” Lennie replied, “but I’m not
exactly doing it for free, girl. You pay me. And you’re pickin’ up
the check.”

 


Raina grinned. “Yeah, but still. I can’t
believe it!”

 


“I’ll letcha in on a little somethin’.”
Lennie leaned forward and lowered her voice. “I put a two percent
finder’s fee into the contract with Bear.”

 


Jamison smiled and Raina shook her head. “Why
doesn’t that surprise me? But he trusts you, Lennie.”

 


“Damn straight. And he trusts me to look out
for myself. I asked him why I should come work for him, and he told
me that there were tons of opportunities to carve out my own piece
o’ pie.”

 


“But--”

 


“No buts, Rain. He’s aware of the
clause.”

 


“I thought you said he didn’t read it before
he signed it?”

 


“He didn’t. But he asked me later how much I
was takin’. When I told him, he said I shoulda taken five. That’s
when I told him that I also included a bonus clause. It’s tiered.
You make Bear X-amount o’ dollars each month, each quarter and each
year, and I’m bonused at each one,” she grinned.

 


“So that’s why my business is taking off?”
Raina asked.

 


“It’s definitely my incentive. But you got
the goods, girl,” she nodded.

 


Jamison quietly listened but concentrated on
his appetizer.

 


“So how do the referrals go?” Raina asked.
“Do I just contact the girls to verify ‘em?”

 


“You could but that’d be a lotta work. I
figured JJ here could do the referral part, since he’ll still be at
the club. They also need to upload their mugshot, so JJ can vouch
for them.”

 


Lennie was the only one who still called him
JJ. “That’s right,” he agreed.

 


He was happy to have more responsibility.
With an awesome place to live and limited duties, he felt guilty.
Being at the club, though, he was aware of impressions. His mere
presence kept people calm and obedient.

 


If they only knew what I really
thought, he chuckled to himself whenever he got in the space of
a drunk and looked down with a menacing glare.

 


“Okay. That’ll work,” Raina nodded. “But what
happens if someone just accidentally finds the website?”

 


“They’ll use other dominatrixes as
referrals.”

 


“And then I call them?”

 


“No, JJ’ll do it.”

 


Raina and Jamison nodded.

 


“What if they haven’t ever been to one?”

 


“Then you reject ‘em.”

 


“But--”

 


“Look, Rain, I think your only problem’s
gonna be fittin’ people into your schedule. But even if you have
some openings, you gotta look out. That’s what JJ’s for.”

 


“Yeah,” he spoke, “I’ve been around Boom! my
whole life. I know what to look for.”

 


“Okay. But isn’t it like a Catch-22? If
someone wants to try it out but needs a referral, he won’t be able
to try it the first time,” Raina pointed out.

 


“Not your problem,” Lennie said.

 


Jamison raised his eyebrows but didn’t want
to cross Lennie.

 


“Do you have an idea, Jamison?” Raina
asked.

 


“I was just thinking that you could send ‘em
to Boom! for a lap dance. If he likes it, he could re-apply with
that referral.”

 


Raina turned to Lennie. “You like that?”

 


“Sure, I do, ‘cause that way it’d be a club
referral, and go to my bonuses,” she winked. “But you’re just
over-thinkin’ this, Rain. By the way, how much did Clay tip
ya?”

 


“A hundred, and he left the cutest note.”

 


“Fuck the note... ‘cept the C-note,” Lennie
smiled.

 


“That’s a huge tip,” Raina said.

 


“It’s thirty-three percent. It’s good. Did
you get your wish list shopping cart set up yet?”

 


“It kinda seems over the top, Lennie.”

 


“Rain, it’s what they want. You need
to understand that they want to please you. So you might as well
get something you want or you won’t know what to do with a thousand
bouquets or boxes o’ chocolates. You know guys don’t know how to
shop... no offense, JJ.”

 


“None taken,” he smiled.

 


“You’ll be doing everyone a favor by
providing some direction. Shit, girl, put down some toys, and then
use it on them the next time. Or clothing, and wear it for
‘em.”

 


“Hmm, that’s a good idea. Clothes are really
expensive. And I do love leather toys.”

 


“There y’go.”

 


Raina turned to Jamison. “Was it awkward
telling Clayton he had to leave a tip?”

 


“Nope. Just like at the club, it’s expected.
And with your website, everyone’s on the same page. The only thing
I do is tell ‘em where to put it.”

 


“So why do that if they already know?” Raina
asked.

 


“Because you don’t wanna leave it up to
them,” Jamison said, and Lennie agreed. “I could tell Clayton
wasn’t gonna leave a tip, Miss Raina.”

 


“And that’s another problem,” Lennie cut in.
“You got these guys you’ve been dancin’ for at the club, where it’s
loosey-goosey, and they’re comin’ into a different environment.
It’ll almost be harder for you to get control of ‘em.”

 


“Yeah, I really had to rein Clayton in. But
once I did, he relaxed.”

 


“So you just let JJ do his thing. He knows
what he’s doing.” Lennie looked at Jamison and asked, “So? Did
she?”

 


Jamison sighed and reached for his wallet. He
pulled out a twenty and slid it to Lennie.

 


“I knew it!” Lennie cackled.

 


“What just happened?” Raina asked.

 


“We had a bet,” Lennie said, wiping her eyes.
“I told JJ you were gonna give him fifty percent of your tip, even
though you said you weren’t gonna give him anything for the first
few months.”

 


“How did you--”

 


“I asked you how much Clay left, and JJ just
gave me twenty. If you gave him less than fifty, he woulda given me
ten. And if I was wrong, he’d be the one laughing.”

 


“Oh, you think you’re so smart.”

 


“I just know what I know, girl,” Lennie
winked. “When’s Clay’s first session?”

 


“Day after tomorrow. And I’ll set up some
consultations in between.”

 


“Sounds like I’ll be gettin’ a bonus at the
end of the month,” Lennie grinned.

 


* * * *

 


Clayton couldn’t concentrate the day before
his first encounter. His instructions were don’t touch and don’t
get hard... which made him move his hand to his groin whenever no
one was looking. Due to his perpetual state of arousal, he
accidentally voted to expand Minnesota’s road construction
budget.

 


“I can’t thank you enough for your support,
Clay,” Representative Bill Johnson sang as he pumped Clay’s hand.
“I didn’t think we won you over, but I’m mighty glad we did!”

 


“Yeah, well, I find it’s helpful to throw an
eager dog a bone every so often. Usually comes in handy the next
time you’re lookin’ for one, if y’catch my drift,” Clayton said
without missing a beat.

 


Bill extracted his hand from Clayton’s grip
and averted his eyes. He should’ve figured there was a catch. “Of
course. Yes, of course, Clay. Anything you need, you just let me
know.”

 


“Count on it.” Clayton flagged a colleague
down the hall and walked away, kicking himself for his error.

 


* * * *

 


On his way home, Clay stopped at a lingerie
store and selected a skimpy red teddy to present to Storm. He hoped
that she’d wear it for their session. Thoughts of his dominatrix in
red, doling out delicious punishments kept him awake at night.

 


“I’ve had a really long day, Clay. Besides,
it’s not even Friday yet,” mumbled his wife, as she rolled out of
her husband’s embrace.

 


“I know what day it is, woman. And don’t talk
to me about long days!”

 


“Don’t pretend like you didn’t just try to
use that thing, Clay. I felt it pressing against my back! Go to
sleep!”

 


Clayton flopped onto his back and sighed.
Even though he and his wife regularly had sex, it was methodical.
Every Friday. After the ten o’clock news. Missionary.

 


Clay had to finish in less than twelve
minutes or his wife would yawn and ask if he needed help. Part of
that twelve minutes included her stimulation. That, too, was
methodical and, in recent years, involved lube. He had to kiss for
a minimum of two minutes with a few titty gropes and a couple of
pussy flicks.

 


He was too proud to admit that Fridays were
more chore than pleasure. It irritated him that she’d even think he
would be aroused by her. He wanted to shout that his hard-on was
for a real woman; someone his wife could never be.

 


But it was a conversation he could never
have.

 


Clayton sighed again and silently recounted
his Friday night ritual as a means of taming his desire.

 



Chapter 10




 


As he exited his vehicle at Storm’s building,
Clayton patted his jacket pocket before retrieving his wrapped gift
from the trunk.

 


Jamison answered the door with his palm
outstretched. Clayton turned over the envelope and awkwardly
side-stepped into the hallway.

 


As Jamison counted the bills, Clayton
announced, “I brought a gift for Domina Storm that she’ll probably
want to open while I’m in the shower.”

 


“Gifts at the end,” Jamison said without
looking up from counting.

 


“Yes, I know, but this is special and--”

 


“Gifts at the end,” Jamison repeated. He
tucked the envelope into his pocket as he walked to the sub room
and motioned for Clayton to enter.

 


Clayton walked to the door and stopped.
“Storm and I go back a long ways, man. I understand the protocol is
a bit different here, but I just thought, you know, for our first
time, she could... this gift would... it’s a reflection of our
longstanding relationship.”

 


“Gifts at the end,” Jamison said with
finality.

 


Clay took a step into the room and caught his
breath at the open crate again. He wasn’t quite ready to transition
from big man at the capitol to cowering sub.

 


“Look... what’s your name?”

 


Jamison glared at him.

 


Clayton cleared his throat. “I think she’ll
wanna wear this today,” he made one last plea.

 


“Shower first,” Jamison pointed to the
bathroom. “Towel, everything, laid out. Return here. Naked.
Wait.”

 


“Okay,” Clayton sighed.

 


Jamison left him to transform into an
obedient pet.

 


Clayton looked around the empty room,
deflated from his loss. Aside from the road construction bill, he’d
gotten his way all week. He looked at his gift and sighed again. He
placed it on the bed and slowly disrobed.

 


Seeing no towel and not wanting to take the
time, he walked to the bathroom in the nude. As the hot water
belted him, he realized that pushing his gift was a dominant act.
The bouncer was right but he didn’t need to be so rude.

 


I can’t control anything about this
encounter, he further realized. His cock sprung to life, and
Clayton turned the water to cold.

 


* * * *

 


“He’s in the shower,” Jamison told Raina.

 


“Good. I’m excited!” She stood up. “How do I
look?”

 


Raina was in a white leather mini-skirt with
a matching half-jacket. Under the jacket, she wore a black leather
bra. Her midsection was bare. Her hair was pulled into a high
ponytail, and white, leather boots climbed past her knees. As she
turned for Jamison, she moved her crop, hitting her palm and
boots.

 


“Whooeee,” he whistled.

 


“Yeah?”

 


“He’s gonna love you,” he nodded.

 


“More than you?” she teased.

 


“Not possible, Miss Raina,” he smiled.

 


It was their inside joke. Raina knew
Jamison’s secret: He was a sub to men.

 


“You’re a good boy,” Raina purred as she
stroked his cheek, well into her role. “No troubles with Clay, I
take it?”

 


“Nothing I couldn’t handle.”

 


“What happened?”

 


Jamison explained, and she smacked the crop
against her chair. “I guess he didn’t learn his lesson last time.
This will be fun,” she smiled wickedly.

 


* * * *

 


“Come,” Jamison told Clayton. He thought
about saying “follow me” but enjoyed the double entendre. He also
enjoyed the power over the rich, white man.

 


Clay had been nervous, waiting nude on the
bed, knowing another man would see him. But when Jamison uttered
the syllable, Clayton had gotten hard.

 


Jamison smirked when Clayton covered his
dick.

 


Pointing to a red velvet pillow on the cement
next to the couch, Jamison said, “Kneel here.”

 


Clayton got into position with his hand still
blocking his rod. He glanced up at Jamison, who stood on his left.
Then he tried to look away, and settled on downtown St. Paul.

 


It was uncomfortable to be on his knees, even
with a pillow. It was more uncomfortable to be naked and aroused in
front of Jamison. As the seconds ticked away, so did Clayton’s
remaining dominance.

 


Storm’s boots echoed against the steel
stairs. Clay’s heartbeat matched her steps. He willed himself not
to look.

 


Raina nodded once at Jamison, who quietly
went to his room.

 


Domina Storm stood in front of Clayton.

 


“Omigod,” he breathed. He second-guessed his
decision to take the little blue pill.

 


Storm swiftly tied a silk, black scarf around
Clay’s eyes. “Your last vision will be of me but only because you
stole it.”

 


“Pardon me?”

 


“I expect you to remember your lessons from
session to session, sub. Last time, you were instructed not to look
at me without permission.”

 


“Oh.”

 


His glimpse would provide jack-off visions
for a month, especially with the crop.

 


“Were you told to get naked and cover
yourself?” She smacked his hands.

 


“No... no, Stor--Domina Storm.” He put his
hands at his sides.

 


“When did you get that hard-on?”

 


“I, uh, took a pill, Domina Storm.”

 


She smacked him across the face with her
hand. “That doesn’t answer my question.”

 


“Um, while I was waiting for you,” he
lied.

 


“Here or in the sub room?” She bent to
whisper, “And don’t even think about lying to me, slut.”

 


“It was... it was being exposed to another
man.”

 


“My workers are not here for your sexual
arousal, worm.” She smacked him across his left cheek and
backhanded his right.

 


“I’m sorry, Domina Storm.”

 


She slowly walked a circle around him. The
blindfold made Clay concentrate on his hearing. When her heels
quieted, his apprehension spiked and his cock pulsed.

 


In the silence, a bead of precum formed, and
his hand twitched to swipe it but remembered he shouldn’t move.

 


Thwack! Storm smacked the droplet off.
His cock bounced from the force.

 


“Oof.” Clayton involuntarily bent forward and
was slow to straighten.

 


“You will learn to control this,” she said
simply.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“From the second you enter my sanctuary,
this,” she swatted his shaft, “belongs to me.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm,” he said through gritted
teeth.

 


“But that’s not that only thing you need to
learn. And that’s why you came here, to get some education,
right?”

 


“Y-yes, Domina.”

 


“You’re used to people falling over
themselves to please you, to do whatever you want, to take orders
from you, right?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“You’re the big man on the hill.”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


“Well, this ain’t no hill, douche, and you’re
less than a man to me.” She smacked his balls.

 


When he rubbed them, she swatted his forearms
until they returned to his sides. “If I want the sting lessened,
I’ll do it.”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


“If you can’t follow these simple rules, I’ll
have to restrain you.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.” Another droplet
appeared.

 


She knew his main fantasy was to be forced to
worship a strong female, bound and helpless, completely under her
control.

 


“Since I didn’t do anything to lessen the
sting, what does that tell you?”

 


“That you... I should... that you want it to
sting--that I should feel the sting?”

 


“That’s right.” She patted the top of his
head with the crop.

 


He grinned... and pulsed.

 


The sound of her boots walked past him and
then returned, followed by a soft thud. Storm had retrieved a chair
and sat in front of her sub. She crossed her legs and bounced his
balls on the top of her right boot.

 


“These are pretty full.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“So you followed my instructions?”

 


“I tried my best.”

 


“What does that mean?” She lodged her toe
between his balls and pressed upwards.

 


“I--I mean, it was difficult, Domina Storm.
All I could think about was you, and I got hard, and I wanted to
touch.”

 


“And did you?”

 


“Uh, a few--a few times but just by accident.
I stopped when I realized what I was doing.”

 


“Did you come since your consultation?”

 


“No, Domina Storm!”

 


“Did you fuck your wife?”

 


“No.”

 


“Did she want you to?”

 


“No, Domina Storm, we only have sex--”

 


“On Fridays, I know. You’ve told me. Today is
Friday.”

 


“Yes, Domina.”

 


“Are you gonna fuck your wife tonight?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“After the ten o’clock news?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.” It was arousing that she
knew intimate details because it made him feel more helpless.

 


“But your wife expects you to do all the
work.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“She doesn’t even get wet for you
anymore.”

 


“No.”

 


“And you need to think of other things before
you can unload your juice in her.”

 


“I do.”

 


“What are you gonna be thinking about tonight
when you’re pumpin’ these full balls into her dried-up pussy?”

 


“Um,” he gasped. “Y-you, Domina Storm.”

 


“Damn straight you are. You’re gonna think
about my white leather outfit, how I blindfolded you and put you in
your place.”

 


“Mmm hmm,” he nodded.

 


“Did you purposefully book your appointment
on a Friday, pet? So you’d be able to fuck your wife after?”

 


“N--maybe, Domina Storm.”

 


“But you said ‘yes’ to marks.”

 


Clayton blanched. “Oh geez, Storm, I--”

 


Thwack-thwack-thwack! She smacked each
nipple and the tip of his dripping cock.

 


“Fuck! Can we just time-out here for a sec?”
he made the letter T with his hands.

 


“You. Are. Not. In. Control. Here.” She
smacked his forearms and kicked his balls after each word.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm. I’m sorry, Domina
Storm.”

 


“In fact, that’s another lesson you haven’t
learned from last time. You were instructed about how to ask to
speak.”

 


“P-please, Domina Storm, can I
talk--permission to speak, Domina Storm.”

 


“Denied!” she slapped his mouth. “The faster
you learn, the less the marking will last. Right now, you’ll be red
for a couple of hours after our session.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm. Thank you.”

 


“But I gotta say, you’re not really a fast
learner, sub.”

 


“I want to please you.”

 


“Then why do you disobey the rules?”

 


“I don’t--”

 


She smacked his nipples. “Are you calling me
a liar?”

 


“No, Domina Storm.”

 


“Let’s go over your disobedience. You looked
at me when I walked in.” She swatted his nipples again. “You got
hard and leaked without permission.” She moved the crop left and
right against his shaft. “You talked without asking for
permission.” She smacked his mouth. “And you didn’t trust me.” She
caused his cockhead to sting. “Was that allll?”

 


“No--yes, Domina Storm. I’m sorry, Domina
Storm.” Clayton struggled not to rub the stinging spots.

 


“Which is it, no or yes?”

 


“Yes, that’s all. I’ll do better. I
promise.”

 


“Politicians and promises,” she scoffed and
swatted his dick with her hand. “It’s not all. You told me
you stroked yourself until you remembered that you shouldn’t.” She
gave five, quick smacks to his shaft.

 


“But--permission to add, Domina Storm.”

 


“What do you want to add?”

 


“But I was honest about that.”

 


“You’re telling me you’re an honest
politician?”

 


“Well, honest about that, anyway.” He hoped
his grin was cute.

 


“Your honesty doesn’t change the fact that
you disobeyed my orders.” Five more quick smacks to his shaft.

 


“You’re right, Domina Storm. I’m sorry,” he
grunted.

 


“But that’s not even all.” She twisted his
nipples. “You were so high and mighty, you thought you’d just waltz
right in here and take over.”

 


“Domina?” Clayton shook his head.

 


“Didn’t you bring me a gift that you demanded
I open and wear?”

 


“Oh. Y-yes, Domina Storm.” He lowered his
head.

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


Storm walked away again, and Clayton heard a
rustling to his left. When he heard her heels approaching, he
turned toward them.

 


Thwack! The force of the paddle
against his ass, along with the surprise factor, made him fall onto
his hands.

 


“You may remain in that position.”

 


“Y-yes--”

 


Thwack!

 


“--Domina Storm.”

 


Thwack!

 


Storm skillfully smacked his ass until it
turned a rosy pink. “Let’s see if you’ve learned your lesson. Sit
up. Where are you?”

 


“In Domina Storm’s home.”

 


“And who’s in charge?”

 


“Domina Storm.”

 


“That’s right. Very good.” She patted his
head. “You’re the one who booked his first session within hours of
an obligatory fuck with his wife. Your shortcomings don’t affect
me.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Or perhaps you want to get caught by your
wife.”

 


“No, Domina Storm!”

 


“Hmm.” She spanked his pink cheeks, and he
grunted. “Good thing for you, I planned on going easy on you today.
But your attempts at taking over have pissed me off.” She swatted
him again.

 


The extra sting was painful. But his sense of
submission and Storm’s control caused him to flop onto his arms,
moaning.

 


Storm tapped the paddle under his chin. “I
didn’t tell you to crumple over, sub. Sit upright and take it like
a man.”

 


She waited for him to struggle into position.
“A white man in a position of power who thinks he’s above the law.
Isn’t that you, douche?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“You thought you could take over, just like
you do in the legislature. But you’re in Storm’s house now,
fucker.”

 


Clayton mewled and briefly panicked. Did he
made a mistake? But his leaking dick took control. Sure, Storm had
the power to ruin him... but it was a turn-on, too.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm. I’m here to obey. Do
anything to me.”

 


“You still think you retain the power. ‘Do
anything to me’ is like ordering me to do it. That’s not what this
is about. You’re here to serve me.”

 


“I--I’m sorry. I really didn’t mean it like
that. I meant--”

 


Thwack! “Talking out of turn
again.”

 


The paddle against his already-sore ass
caused him to yowl, which tapered into a moan as it mixed with his
pleasure sensors. It was a high Clayton had only achieved from
Ecstasy.

 


“Did you just leak on my floor?”

 


“Y-yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Lick it up.”

 


Clayton moved his hands to lift the blindfold
but Storm grabbed the tie and yanked his head back. “Were you given
permission to remove that blindfold?” She spoke evenly; she never
yelled.

 


“N-no, but how--”

 


“Your order was to lick up your mess. Do it.
Now.” She released her grip and sat in the chair.

 


Clayton had sampled his cum after jacking off
and wasn’t a fan. Plus, to find his precum and lick from the floor
was humiliating.

 


And he loved it.

 


“Hurry up,” Storm ordered. She laughed as she
watched him flounder. “Wouldn’t the other legislators die if they
saw you like this?”

 


Clay nodded. “I--I think I’m done, Domina
Storm.”

 


“Wipe the dribbles from your face and lick
them off.”

 


Clayton obeyed.

 


“If there’s one thing you’ll learn, it’s that
you’re here to serve.”

 


“I want to serve you, Domina Storm.”

 


“You’ll serve both of us.”

 


“What?” Clayton hoped he heard her wrong.

 


Storm walked to the base of the stairs and
called, “Jamison, could you please come down here?”

 


Clayton gulped. Am I going to suck a cock?
Am I ready? His cock strained as he heard the two of them sink
into the leather couch.

 


“Crawl to the sound of my voice, pet,” Storm
told Clayton.

 


When he was in front of her, she continued.
“I’m going to remove your blindfold. When I do, you will become our
butler. You must look and act appropriately at all times. You’ll do
whatever we ask. You must not have a boner or drip. If we see
either of those, you’ll be smacked. Do you understand, sub?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“You have sixty seconds to get rid of your
hard-on.”

 


Clayton hadn’t ever controlled his arousal
before. Given the situation, he was only able to get to
half-mast.

 


“We’ll accept your current position. If it
gets any harder, though, you will be punished.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


“We’re very thirsty. Make us coffee.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


Clayton walked into the kitchen and realized
he didn’t know how they wanted it. He didn’t want to risk
punishment by asking. Plus, he felt the blood pulsing into his
shaft.

 


He opened several cupboards before locating
the coffee. The concentration provided a sexual respite.

 


As he reached for a mug, Storm and Jamison
flanked him. “It occurred to me that you’ve never been in my
kitchen before. Are you finding everything okay?” Storm asked while
brushing against him.

 


Clayton inhaled and glanced between the two
of them. He seriously regretted taking that pill.

 


As his cock sprung to life, Storm and Jamison
barehanded his ass. The skin-on-skin sting did nothing to lessen
his desire.

 


The two remained in the kitchen and
alternated between spanking his ass and dick. Clayton had a
difficult time completing the task. As he poured, Storm instructed,
“I see you figured things out, sub. Now you may serve us properly.”
The two returned to the living room.

 


Carrying a mug in each hand, with his cock
leading the way, Clayton was a mixture of humiliated and
stimulated.

 


When he set them on the table, Storm flogged
his dick twice. “One is for the hard-on. The other is because you
didn’t use a coaster.”

 


Clayton slipped coasters under the drinks
right before he got flogged by Jamison. “You should have brought
cream and sugar!” he bellowed.

 


“I was just about--”

 


“Talking out of turn again?” Thwack!
Storm flogged him across his midsection.

 


“If it pleases you,” Clayton began on an
inhale, “I can get them now.”

 


They both nodded, and he half-ran to the
kitchen.

 


He grabbed a place mat on the way back. He
expected praise, perhaps a soft touch. Instead, they ignored him.
Afraid of moving, he remained at a forty-five-degree angle, facing
them.

 


They made snide comments about his coffee
like he wasn’t present, and they made small-talk. When their mugs
were half-empty, Storm spoke to Clay but kept her eyes on
Jamison.

 


“You may make yourself useful, sub, by
getting the pillow and cleaning the bottom of my boots with your
tongue.”

 


Clayton’s hesitation landed another flogging
to his midsection. A few pink lines appeared. The impact didn’t
faze him because the degradation was sublime. While he’d agreed to
foot play, he thought it would be licking feet, not boots.

 


Thwack! Jamison had stood up and
flogged Clay’s cock. “You were given an order. Get down,” he
pressed on Clay’s shoulders, “and get to it!”

 


Jamison towered over Clayton, who lifted
Storm’s leg and flicked his tongue across the sole of her boot.

 


“Good,” Jamison muttered as he sat.

 


The two continued a light-hearted
conversation about anything but Clayton. Occasionally, Storm would
make corrections or switch feet.

 


Clayton concentrated on making her boots
shine.

 


“Take the dishes away, sub,” Storm ordered
while Clayton was mid-lick.

 


“I’m almost done--”

 


Thwack!

 


“You serve me, not the other way around.”

 


“Yes, Miss,” Clayton said as he gently placed
Storm’s foot down. Then, he scrambled to clean up.

 


Jamison went upstairs, and Storm followed
Clay into the kitchen. “It’s so small of a load, it should really
be done by hand.”

 


“Yes, Domina.”

 


Clayton found dish soap under the sink and
washed everything.

 


Afterwards, Storm had Clay position himself
in the St. Andrew’s Cross but didn’t lock it. “I was so looking
forward to playing with you today. It’s too bad you needed a recap
of previous lessons,” she tsked as she ran her hands across his
chest.

 


The feel of the wood bit into his red skin
but it also caused another erection. A few beads of precum dotted
his cockhead. Clay was disappointed not to experience punishment
while strapped in.

 


Storm glanced at his hard-on. “I know you
would’ve liked it, too. But you just had to be in control,” she
said sing-songy.

 


“I--I’ll do better, Domina Storm.”

 


“Have you booked your next session?”

 


“Not yet.”

 


“I’m filling up fast. You may not be able to
get back in for a while. I think it’s best to end this with a
recap.”

 


Clayton was surprised they were at the
end.

 


“You only booked a two-hour session,” she
reminded him. “And you didn’t book an extended aftercare section.
I’ll do what I can and give you instructions to help lessen the
marks before your perfunctory fuck tonight.”

 


“Thank you, Miss.”

 


Storm applied unscented lotion as she quizzed
Clayton on proper D/s etiquette. As a transition to end the
session, she asked, “Is there anything you’d like to ask or comment
on?”

 


Clayton was silent for a while. He so badly
wanted to ask to be locked in the cross and given a few more
beatings, but he knew it wasn’t appropriate. And even more than his
own desires, he wished to please Domina Storm.

 


“Um, well, my--my gift, I got it--the one I
wanted you to open before the session. I got it because I wanted to
see you in it. But now I really want to get you something I know
you’ll like. How do I do that without being allowed to talk and get
to know that?”

 


Storm heard Lennie’s reminder that the
clients want to buy things for her. “Well, thank you for
that,” she patted his head. “That question demonstrates a good
one-eighty for you. I’m in the process of adding a wish list to my
website. It will have some personal things and some for use. You’ll
be able to select from there and either send it to me or bring it
with you.”

 


Clayton smiled. “You think of everything.
Thank you, Miss.”

 


Jamison appeared thirty seconds before the
session was up and walked Clayton to the sub room.

 


“You have thirty minutes.”

 


“I thought it was an hour?” Clayton looked
forward to a long, hot shower.

 


“An hour is a separate booking. You didn’t
add it to the cart. We have a schedule.”

 


Clayton nodded and looked around the room.
His eyes lingered on the crate in the corner.

 


“Twenty-eight minutes,” Jamison said as he
walked away.

 


Clayton took his clothes into the bathroom
and waited for the water to get hot. When the water hit his
markings, he made it tepid. He stood under the showerhead and let
the droplets fall.

 


The humiliation was necessary, he reasoned,
and deserving. He had tried to control the situation. It wasn’t
what he intended... am I so far up my own ass that I don’t even
know when I’m taking control?

 


He thought about his afternoon duties, and
remembered it was Friday. Clayton hurried so he could follow
Storm’s aftercare advice. He didn’t need his wife finding out.

 


Not that she would anyway. She rarely looked
at his naked body. What if she saw the marks and was
inspired? He shook his head against his wishful thought, and
placed the gift box on the desk.

 


* * * *

 


“Here’s your gift, Miss,” Jamison handed her
the box.

 


Raina held up the red teddy and snorted.
“Yeah, so this afternoon will be spent building that wish
list!”

 


Jamison laughed. “Lennie’s really good,” he
smirked.

 


She backhanded his upper arm. “Uh-huh, and
what about you?”

 


“What about me?” He took a step back and
rubbed his arm in feigned pain.

 


“You and your dominant self. Gettin’ off the
couch to flog Clay? What got into you?”

 


“Oh, that,” he blushed and shrugged.
“Nothin’. He wasn’t obeying you. I’m here to protect.”

 


“Yeah?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“So you’re telling me it had nothing to do
with your need to adjust yourself after seeing a naked man at your
feet?”

 


“I--” He was about to protest but she knew
him well.

 


“That’s what I thought,” Raina grinned. “What
time’s your shift at Bada Boom! tonight?”

 


“It’s early. I go in at five.”

 


“All right. Pull up a chair and help me pick
out some lingerie.” She linked her arm in his and walked to her
desk.


Chapter 11




 


When Raina first opened and didn’t have many
appointments, she created a Tumblr account to drum up business.

 


The site was more visual, and Raina posted
things she liked to do during her sessions. Lennie instructed her
not to have any nudity on her blog, for legal purposes. She didn’t
want it misconstrued that Raina was selling sex.

 


Whenever she posted or reblogged something,
she added her tagline: “Dominatrix; don’t DM me unless you can
handle it”. Her avatar was a gif of her slapping a paddle against
her palm. It didn’t reveal her face.

 


With the influx of fake profiles with names
like MistressSarah or DominaEmily, Raina changed her username to
StormyNights. Her intro read:

 


 


I am Domina Storm, a professional
dominatrix. You will address me with respect, and your blog will
have a title and information about you, along with posts. You will
be blocked if you can’t follow simple instructions. I’m open for
chats if you hold my interest. I’m also open for clients. Do not
try to book a session here. Go to my website and make sure you read
it thoroughly. If you don’t understand, then you shouldn’t apply. I
post things I like to do during my sessions. This blog is for my
pleasure. If you enjoy, great. If not, fuck off.

 


 


After a few short weeks, there were more
people communicating with Storm than she could handle. So she kept
track of their usernames and what they discussed.

 


Most people complimented her material... and
asked if she was really a dominatrix. Others wanted to share
personal information and fantasies. Raina didn’t take the blog
seriously until her website numbers started increasing.

 


The weekend after her first session with
Clayton, Raina went with Charlotte to a traveling fair at the
Maplewood Mall parking lot. Char liked to make an appearance for
her students. It was a tradition she’d started with Charles.

 


“Mrs. MacNeil, Mrs. MacNeil!” cried three
kids, who gave her a group hug.

 


“What a surprise seeing all of you here,”
Charlotte smiled.

 


“You told us you were going to be here, Mrs.
MacNeil!”

 


Char smiled broader. “Are you here with your
parents?”

 


“Yes!” They jumped up and down and
pointed.

 


A gaggle of parents, strollers and dogs
approached. Raina watched with amusement. “I always feel like I
should ask for your autograph,” she told her aunt when the crowd
had left.

 


“It is a rush, I’ll admit.”

 


“It’s why you always tell them when you’ll be
here,” Raina elbowed Char.

 


“They like to see me outside the classroom,”
Char mused.

 


“You like it, too.”

 


“I do,” she admitted. “It’s something I was
going to do with all the kids Charles and I were going to have,”
she added wistfully.

 


“Yeah,” Raina looked down. “I remember you
taking me when I was little.”

 


“Nope, we’re not gonna be sad,” Char said,
raising Raina’s chin. She wrapped her arm in Raina’s and pulled her
toward the games.

 


Raina touched her head to Char’s and said, “I
love you, Aunt Char.”

 


Char patted Raina’s hand. “Oh look! A fortune
teller!”

 


“It’s a Tarot card reader,” Raina
corrected.

 


“Same thing.”

 


“I think they’d beg to differ with you.”

 


“Let’s get our futures read.” Char pushed
Raina into the vacant seat.

 


After they each had their reading, they got
fair food and sat at a picnic table under a canopy. The Tarot card
reader proved less than knowledgeable but it didn’t stop Char from
teasing Raina about meeting a man.

 


“Who’s either bald or has brown hair, right,”
Raina rolled her eyes.

 


“Well, now you know he’s not blond or a
redhead. It’s good information,” Char joked.

 


“Definitely well worth the money.”

 


“Well,” Char leaned forward, “aren’t you the
slightest bit curious who might be coming into your future?”

 


“Was that why you wanted to go? You know I
have no interest in a relationship. So no, that fake didn’t change
my life outlook. Besides, I’ve seen a lot of new men. Some of them
bald, and some of them with brown hair.”

 


“That’s not the same thing, Raina.” She moved
to touch her hair and stopped to wipe the grease from her hand
first. “You’re so beautiful, Raina. Inside and outside. You can’t
let what happened to you in the past affect everything about your
future.”

 


“Aunt Char, I love you, and I know you want
the best for me. But I’m in a really good place right now. Things
are clicking.”

 


“But you’re in your thirties now--”

 


“No! Don’t start with the clock ticking
thing!”

 


“Raina, I just don’t want you to regret
anything.”

 


“I won’t. But I’ll make a deal with you. If I
ever talk about regretting things, you can tell me you told me so.
How’s that?”

 


Char sighed and patted Raina’s hand.

 


Another child ran up and wrapped
cotton-candied hands around her teacher. Raina smiled at the
panting parents as they caught up, with a toddler in tow.

 


“It’s so nice to see you,” Charlotte
exclaimed. “And your parents, too. And who is this little one?”

 


“That’s my baby brother,” the student said
proudly.

 


“I’ll bet you’re a great big sister.”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


Charlotte shook her head as she watched them
leave. “What’s wrong, Aunt Char?”

 


“I can’t remember her name.”

 


“I’m sure that’s bound to happen, teaching
for as long as you have.”

 


“Yes, but she’s in my class this year.”

 


“Maybe it was because I told you I don’t want
a relationship,” Raina suggested.

 


“Well, that is troubling but I should be able
to--Daisy! Her name is Daisy!” Charlotte breathed a sigh of
relief.

 


“There y’go.” Raina was equally relieved and
wanted to avoid the topic. “I look around here,” she half-laughed,
“and I wonder what they’d say if they knew what my day job
was.”

 


Char laughed with her niece and resumed
eating. “Or what all those blind people you read for would say if
they could see you!”

 


“That, too!”

 


* * * *

 


After a workout at Bada Boom! a few weeks
later, Raina had lunch with Lennie in her office.



“I’m glad to see business is booming,” Lennie
said.

 


“How’d you--”

 


“Because of my bonuses,” Lennie smiled.

 


“Oh, right. They may be coming to an end,
though.”

 


“Why’s that?”

 


“My Tumblr account is taking off, and there’s
been traffic on my site.”

 


“Has anyone booked a consultation yet?”

 


“No, but I feel like it’s getting close. I
only started a coupla months ago.”

 


“Just make sure you follow the protocol I set
up, girl. Don’t you dare go meetin’ anyone without references,
y’hear?”

 


“I know. You’ve only told me about a million
times.”

 


“Lemme see your page.”

 


Lennie opened her laptop, and Raina typed in
her information.

 


“Shit, girl, you always were the poetic one.
But ‘StormyNights’? Girl, please, you are Dominatrix Storm! Be
proud of that.”

 


“No, I was. My username used to be
DominaStorm, but the site’s flooded with bots. All of them call
themselves some form of domme. So that’s why I changed mine.”

 


“Gotcha. There are fakes all over the
place.”

 


“Tell me about it. Their intros are
ridiculous. Expletive grammar, Gmail addresses, and nothing makes
sense. Here,” she reached into her purse, “I wrote some down,
they’re so ridiculous.”

 


 


I just signed up this site and i am looking for a
sissy slut,Slave,And I am interested in all kinda of kink,I am into
bondage, slavery,Pet,sissy, and anything which you are into ,I wish
to hear from you soon and wish we can have a good relationship

 


 


“No periods, the spacing’s all expletived up,
one of the ‘I’s” is lowercase! Here’s another.”

 


 


Dominance and submission is an intimate binding. i
am a very dominant Mistress who is willing to train and own sissy
sluts who submit everything they have unto me but never more than
they can endure.

 


 


“That one sounds better but, if you really
pay attention to it, it’s straight from Google Translates. Who says
‘unto me’ nowadays?”

 


“Who says ‘expletive’?” Lennie countered.

 


“Yeah, okay, but I just can’t believe anyone
would believe these.”

 


“You’d be surprised.”

 


“I guess. I mean, when I got my first ‘hey
sissy’ DM, I was offended.”

 


“Shit, girl, I would be, too.”

 


“Yeah, but my point is that if I was
affected, I guess a guy dying to be dominated would react with a
hard-on.”

 


“If he’s desperate.”

 


“All of ‘em have contact info, and they offer
keyholding services.”

 


“You could, too,” Lennie said.

 


“What, I just tell some expletive to lock his
dick up and report back?”

 


“Girl, I hope you don’t say ‘expletive’ when
you’re in a session.”

 


“Haha, no. I went to the fair with Aunt Char
yesterday, and there were kiddos all over.”

 


“Whatever. But yeah, you charge ‘em a monthly
fee and send ‘em emails. Tell ‘em what to do and shit.”

 


“Uh-huh, but then I gotta read their
responses? Nah.” Raina shook her head.

 


“The money’s definitely in the sessions. Plus
gifts and tips,” Lennie nodded.

 


“Omigod, yes. Lennie, thank you so much for
the wish list idea.”

 


“Yeah? You doin’ it?”

 


“After Clay’s first session, he asked me what
I liked to wear. Said it’d be helpful, plus he wanted to get me
something he knew I wanted.”

 


“I told ya.”

 


“Yep, and that first gift. Wow--”

 


“Wait, lemme guess. A red, babydoll
teddy?”

 


“Holy shit, that’s exactly right. How’d you
know?!”

 


“Because all the middle-aged white boys go
for that shit.”

 


Raina raised her eyebrows. “Huh, then I’m
especially glad for the wish list! Only had to get one of ‘em.”

 


“You’re welcome. What about toys?”

 


“Yep, I put those down, too. You should see
my collection now. Sometimes I tell ‘em I’m ‘christening’ it with
them, since they bought it. Other times, I’ll tell ‘em it’s already
been used.”

 


“Good. Change up things. Keep the fuckers
guessin’.” Lennie glanced back at the blog. “I like your intro,
Rain. Very to the point.”

 


“That’s high praise. But I did it ‘cause I’m
only on the site in between clients. I don’t have time to babysit
anyone through a wet dream.”

 


“True.” Lennie thought. “When you start
getting busier, you could always lock up your client and leave him
blindfolded and helpless as you respond to other subs online.”

 


“I like it!”

 


“It’ll put ‘em more in their own heads. Make
‘em squirm a bit, wondering what you’re doing. Or you could always
tell them you have someone who’s more worthy of your time. They’ll
love it.”

 


“Even if they’re already paying me to be in
that session?” Raina asked.

 


“Especially so. Shit, they’re there to have
you do your worst to them. You spank ‘em, talk down to ‘em, make
‘em do menial tasks. This would be over the top.”

 


Raina smiled. “Okay. I see that. Cool,
thanks.”

 


“You get more of these Tumblers, and I’ll
have to start charging a consultation fee to keep me in my
accustomed pay rate!”

 


“That was a joke, right?”

 


“Damn straight. I told you I’m funny,” Lennie
grinned.

 


“Yeah, I had to check because it was just
borderline humorous,” Raina joked back.

 


“Girl, please. So JJ is loving it there.”

 


“Yeah, it’s been awesome to have him there.
I’ve used him in some of the sessions, too. They have to serve both
of us. It’s pretty funny watching an elite white boy bow naked to a
big black guy.”

 


“Imma hafta come see that firsthand!”

 


“And Ty would let you go?”

 


“Girl, Ty doesn’t have nothin’ to say about
what I do... or who I do it with.”


Chapter 12




 


“Do you know what I just realized, Aunt
Char?” Raina asked one Sunday morning.

 


“I don’t even want to venture a guess,
hon.”

 


“Ha. I’ve only been shopping for my
professional wardrobe, and I have nothing to wear for the library’s
fundraising event!”

 


“I could go for something new, too. Whaddya
say we have ourselves a good, old-fashioned shopping day?”

 


“I was hoping you’d say that.”

 


Before the beginning of every school year,
Charlotte would take Raina shopping for school clothes. When she
was little, Cheri always had better things to do than spend time
with her daughter. Summer recess was a lonely time for Char after
Charles died, and shopping with Raina was a treat.

 


“Do you know what style you want, honey?”
Char asked on the ride to the mall.

 


“The only thing definite is that I do not
want black!”

 


“Oh, but I thought you said this was
semi-formal?”

 


“It is, but I want something that’ll pop with
color. The majority of my work gear is black. Besides, it didn’t
say black and white.”

 


“Colorful it is, then,” Char smiled.

 


After two hours of trying on garments from
four different stores, Raina purchased three dresses, a pair of
heels and accessories. Charlotte found the perfect black dress at
the first store and flitted from rack to dressing room for her
niece. The two were pooped by lunch and treated themselves to a
seafood lunch at Kincaid’s.

 


On the way home, Raina stopped by Bada Boom!
to deliver her monthly percentage to Barry. Normally, she delivered
it when she was working out or had Jamison take it.

 


“It won’t take but a minute,” she told
Charlotte.

 


“It’s okay.”

 


When they pulled into the parking lot,
though, Raina sensed her aunt’s nervousness. “You can come in with
me, if you’d like,” she offered.

 


“You know, after all these years, I feel like
it’s high time I actually visited it.” She tried to put on a brave
smile.

 


Raina linked her arm in Char’s. “It’s not
that bad, especially during the day on a Sunday.”

 


They walked down the narrow hallway to
Barry’s office. “Knock-knock,” she sang as she tapped the door.

 


“Yeah, come in,” Barry said without
looking.

 


Charlotte was surprised by the cleanliness of
the hallway and organized look of the office.

 


“Raina, my doll, to what do I owe this
surprise?” Barry asked when he finally looked up. “And who is this
beauty with you? Your sister?”

 


Charlotte blushed and shook her head.

 


“Barry, I’d like you to meet my Aunt
Char.”

 


He walked to them and shook her hand. “It’s a
pleasure to meet you. Raina didn’t tell me she had relatives who
could work here. You lookin’ for a job, darlin’?”

 


Charlotte couldn’t speak, and looked down
when she shook her head.

 


“She teaches elementary school, Barry.
Stop.”

 


“What? Teachers don’t get paid what they
deserve. Maybe she’d like a second income. I bet she’d look great
on stage,” he laid it on thickly without letting go of Char’s
hand.

 


“Bear--”

 


“Let her speak, I’m sure she sounds like an
angel.”

 


“Oh my, I... expletive! I’m sorry.” Char
cleared her throat. “If you talk to all the ladies like that, I can
see why you’ve been in business for so long,” she smiled.

 


“What’d you say?”

 


Char started to repeat herself when Raina
interjected, “She’s a schoolteacher, Bear, so she’s taught herself
how to not swear in front of them,” she winked.

 


“Ah, gotcha. Okay, Raina. What’re you really
doin’ here, not that I don’t love seeing you. But I was just on my
way home.”

 


“I was in the neighborhood and thought I’d
deliver this month’s envelope in person.”

 


Barry weighed the envelope without opening
it. “Keepin’ yourself busy over there, eh?”

 


“Yeah, it was my best month yet.”

 


“Nice. Thanks for the personal delivery.”
Barry walked the envelope to the safe and said over his shoulder,
“Hey, you should bring your aunt to the next workout. Looks like
she stays in shape.”

 


“Thanks, Bear, but it’s not a drop-in gym,
y’know--”

 


“No, but I been thinkin’ we could do a family
day. Y’know, bring a loved one.”

 


“Cute,” Raina smirked. “We’re headed home to
relax after a grueling day of shopping.”

 


“I’ll walk you out. Very nice to meet you,
Charlotte.”

 


“Thank you. You, too,” she added.

 


“What’d ya think?” Raina asked when they got
in the car.

 


“It was a lot cleaner than I expected.”

 


“I told you it’s a good place.”

 


“Do they really do family workouts?”

 


“No, he’s just pullin’ your leg, Aunt
Char.”

 


“Oh, that’s what I thought.”

 


“But I’m sure you could come work out with
us. Barry likes ya.”

 


“Oh, no, I couldn’t.”

 


“It sounds like you want to.”

 


“Oh, no. It’s just I didn’t get a look at the
stage area.”

 


“Shoot! I forgot to take you on a tour.
You’ll just have to come back!” she grinned.

 


* * * *

 


The fundraiser was a pleasant affair, and
Charlotte recognized some people from the school district.

 


“Raina!” Trudy called. She was the volunteer
coordinator.

 


Raina greeted her with a hug.

 


“I saw you the second you walked into the
room. What a stunning color!” Trudy said.

 


“Do you think it’s too much?”

 


“Honey, if I had a bod like yours, I’d be
just as daring.”

 


Raina selected a Halloween orange, linen
dress. The collar flared up and the neckline dove into her
cleavage. It hugged her waist and stopped mid-thigh to showcase her
legs. Attempting to tone down the look, Raina opted for flat, white
sandals. She wore gold, hoop earrings, a thick gold bracelet and
anklet.

 


“You look great, too.”

 


“Lemme buy you a drink, Raina.” Trudy walked
to the open bar. “Champagne for two, please.”

 


“Uh-oh, sounds like I need to be prepared to
say no to you, Trudy.”

 


“Just hear me out... after you drink a
little,” she winked.

 


Raina searched for her aunt, and found her
happily talking with a group of people.

 


“Okay. I’m listening.”

 


“We have partnered with the courts so
probationers can get community service time for recording for the
blind, and we can get the extra help we need!”

 


“That sounds great, and a great fit... and
doesn’t really sound like there’s a catch. What am I missing?”

 


“I want you to train them.”

 


“You want me to train criminals?” Raina
raised her eyebrows. She quickly lowered them after she heard her
dominatrix voice. “I mean, why me?” she said with less force.

 


“You do such a good job with new volunteers,
I thought this would be perfect. And they’re not really ‘bad’
criminals. They’re only on probation.”

 


“Sure, I was just teasing,” Raina smiled.

 


“Oh, thank goodness,” Trudy breathed. “One of
them started tonight. Christopher!” she called to a waiter. “He’s
helping to serve,” she told Raina.

 


“Yes, Miss?”

 


“Christopher, I said you can call me Trudy. I
wanted you to meet Raina,” she motioned to the woman in orange.
“Raina Basil here is our coordinator of community service.” The
women shared a smirk at the new title.

 


“Very nice to meet you, Miss Basil.”

 


“Raina’s fine. Nice to meet you,
Christopher?”

 


“Swanson, Miss. Christopher Swanson,” he
said, remaining formal.

 


Raina didn’t correct him. She was used to
being addressed similarly. From working at Boom!, she was also used
to people familiar with the law. Although Christopher spoke like
he’d been around a detention center or two, Raina thought there was
something different about him.

 


“I see they’ve started you on the grunt work,
so by the time you work with me, it’ll feel like a reprieve.”

 


“Just meeting you, Miss, feels that way,” he
smiled warmly.

 


Raina pointed to Christopher as she spoke to
Trudy, “Do they get released from service early the smoother they
talk?”

 


Trudy and Christopher chuckled. “I haven’t
had the heart to tell him there’s no early release,” Trudy
responded.

 


“No, ladies, I know I’ve got to serve my
time, and I’m happy to do it in such a worthwhile place, with
people as lovely as both of you.”

 


Trudy laughed and blushed. “Look,
Christopher, if you don’t stop with the charming act, I’m going to
add time to your probation,” Raina smiled wickedly.

 


“I wouldn’t object,” Christopher began with a
bow, then straightened up. “I understand, Miss. I meant no
offense.”

 


“No, no offense taken. But with all that
sweet-talkin’, it’ll be hard to maintain my cavity-free status,”
she winked.

 


Char walked up and touched Raina’s arm. “Aunt
Char, I was just about to look for you. You remember Trudy, our
illustrious leader.”

 


“Of course,” Char shook Trudy’s hand,
wondering why the waiter seemed to be a part of their circle.

 


“You’ve got a great gal here, Charlotte.”

 


“It’s nice to see others see what I do,” she
said, staring at Christopher.

 


“Oh, um, Aunt Char, this is Christopher
Swanson. He’s going to be starting with us in the voice department,
and I’ll be training him.”

 


“Pleased to meet you, too,” Char extended her
hand.

 


“The pleasure’s mine, Ma’am. And if I might
add, I also see what you do,” he said, glancing at Raina.

 


Charlotte smiled wider. Before she could say
anything, Raina said, “Are you ready to go? It’s a school night,”
she joked.

 


“Yes.”

 


Charlotte didn’t stop talking about
Christopher the entire way home. “He’s so polite, don’t you
think?”

 


“He was.”

 


“And tall, too. What would you say, at least
six feet, right?”

 


“I don’t know, I guess.”

 


“Fit and good-looking... what color were his
eyes?”

 


“Aunt Char,” Raina sighed, “before you
continue, you should know that he’s there to serve a community
service sentence in lieu of going to jail.”

 


“Oh, I’m sure it’s because he was only
technically at fault or the judge would’ve locked him up.”

 


“Why are you so gaga over him? Are you sweet
on him?” she elbowed her aunt.

 


“Raina Basil! Don’t joke about a thing like
that, and keep your hands on the wheel.”

 


“Just stop,” she shook her head.

 


“Stop what?”

 


“You know what you’re doing,” Raina said.

 


They drove past the mall where the fair had
been. “Your fortune!” Charlotte exclaimed.

 


“What?”

 


“The fortune teller said you’d meet a man
with brown hair! Christopher has brown hair!”

 


“Omigod, Aunt Char, she also said he could be
bald. Besides, do you know how many men I talk to online every
week?”

 


“Well, y’never know.”

 


“I don’t want a relationship. You know
that.”

 


“I know, but sometimes they have a way of
finding you.”

 


“He’s a criminal.”

 


“He doesn’t really seem like one,
though.”

 


“No,” Raina said thoughtfully, “he really
doesn’t,” she admitted.


Chapter 13




 


Clayton returned two weeks later for his
second session. The walk from his car to Storm’s door was a
transition into submission.

 


After taking a quick shower, he waited for
Jamison. As he set his gift on the desk--fur-lined, leather
handcuffs--he leaked at the thought of being locked while on the
St. Andrew’s Cross.

 


But he held his excitement in check, knowing
the gift would be opened after he left.

 


“Here,” Jamison pointed to the pillow next to
the desk.

 


Clayton obediently knelt.

 


Several minutes later, he heard Storm’s
click-clacking down the stairs. He straightened himself and made
sure his head was down. From that position, he didn’t know she was
in black leather pants, a flowy, white silk shirt with black
leather boots.

 


Storm walked behind Clay and slipped a
leather hood over his head. There were cutouts for nostrils, mouth
and ears.

 


He gasped and panicked before his blood
warmed to the idea of being completely owned.

 


Storm fastened a leather collar around his
neck, and affixed a leash to it. “Take your pillow, sub, and crawl
after me,” she said while gently tugging the leash.

 


Clayton grabbed the cushion and crawled
without concern for his knees.

 


She walked him seven feet to the right of the
couch. “Crawl inside and put your pillow under your knees,
sub.”

 


Crawl inside?

 


When he first touched the metal corner, he
knew it was the dog crate, and he shuddered.

“All the way in,” she swatted his bottom.

 


When he crossed the threshold, he felt
something soft.

 


“Comfy?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm. Thank you for the
blanket.”

 


“So far you’ve been a good boy. Disobey me,
and you’ll be sitting on the grate.”

 


‘Thank you, Domina.”

 


“You’ve talked to me for years about the rush
you get at the thought of being locked up, blindfolded, and made to
wait on your mistress.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“I have some business I need to do at my
desk. You’ll wait here until I’m ready to play with you, pet.”

 


“Th-thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


When Clayton heard the locks clicking into
place, he nearly came. Even though the blanket was easier on his
body, the crate wasn’t spacious. There was barely enough room to
turn around, and he was forced into the fetal position.

 


Every sound sent blood rushing to his cock.
He heard Storm sit in her chair and turn the computer on. He
listened to her typing for a long while. Her, working. Him,
waiting. After a while, it seemed like she had forgotten about him,
which was his exact fantasy.

 


“I’ve created an online blog, pet,” she
announced after a half-hour.

 


“Mmm,” he responded.

 


“I’m advertising my business and talking with
other subs who want to be exactly where you are.”

 


“Mmm,” he repeated. He was both jealous and
proud. Jealous that she was talking with other guys but proud that
he was in the crate.

 


“I just cleared my inbox while you
waited.”

 


There was a Thffft sound. “Oh! There’s
another message.”

 


Clayton listened to Storm type. Her
fingernails against the keyboard were like strands of a flogger
around his genitals. He hadn’t taken a little blue pill but he was
as hard as he had been at eighteen.

 


Domina Storm knew how to arouse him.

 


The message was from someone new. She had
planned on answering her DMs for an hour but she’d done the same
task with another sub. Even though she never chatted live, she
didn’t want to pretend to type.

 


 


This is my first time reaching out to a female on
here.

 


Are you gay?

 


Lol, no. I should have said to anyone.

 


So you prefer to just
look?

 


I like to look at your blog, for sure. I’m on here
everyday. And I either like or reblog almost all your posts.

 


I’d ask whether you say that to
all the dominas online, but you just told me you don’t
chat.

 


I look at other blogs but yours holds a keen
interest to me.

 


I don’t keep track of things like
that, if you’re trying to get praise or something.

 


No, not at all. In fact I wasn’t even sure you’d
respond. And just the fact that you have has gotten me in quite a
state, if I’m allowed to say that.

 


I guess you can, since you just
did.

 


Lol.

 


 


“I’m chatting with a new sub,” Storm told
Clay. “He’s got a hard-on just because I’m talking to him. Says he
visits my blog every day. What do you think of that?”

 


“If you want me to get an account and visit
your blog, I’d be happy to serve you in between our sessions,
Domina Storm.”

 


Storm stomped to the crate and crashed a
paddle against the side. The sudden movement startled Clayton.

 


“You aren’t allowed to speak whenever you
want, sub.”

 


“I--I thought you asked for my opinion. I’m
sorry, Miss.”

 


“I asked what you thought of the sub but you
told me what you would do.” She pounded the crate again.

 


“Uh, well, he sounds like he might want to
visit you in real life.”

 


“Yes, it does. And having to deal with you
made me leave the conversation. Let’s see how he handles that.”

 


She returned to her seat... and two DMs.

 


 


I’m sorry if that was too much information or too
forward or something.

 


...thank you for your responses and for the
wonderful content.

 


Why did you share that with me,
sub?

 


Oh, I thought you’d left and that I screwed
everything up.

 


 


Storm intentionally didn’t respond to make
him squirm. Her being online was to tantalize Clay, but she was
also “on” for the potential client.

 


 


I’m not really sure. I think when you spend so much
time with someone’s blog that you feel that you know them and that
they know you to. Or I hoped maybe that you were aware of my
reblogs and that you’d be happy to know the effect you have on
me.

 


I see. You know I’m a Dominatrix,
right?

 


Of course. I read your blog. I’ve been to your
website. I’ve gotten off just thinking about filling out the
application.

 


What’s stopped you?

 


Like I said I didn’t think you’d respond so I
wasn’t planning on saying much. I have to be careful with what I
say online.

 


You’re married.

 


Yes.

 


And it’s a fantasy for
you.

 


It is.

 


Are you wasting my
time?

 


Oh, I’m sorry. I hadn’t considered it from that
point. What are you doing right now?

 


I’m in the middle of a session
with a sub locked in a crate, waiting for my attention.

 


Fuck that’s so fucking hot!

 


I don’t chat like this. But it’s
giving me something to do.

 


I’m happy to be of service to you, Domina
Storm.

 


I’m not your Domina Storm, and
you’re not in servitude.

 


A guy can pretend. Are you normally online at this
time?

 


There’s nothing normal about my
schedule. What’s your name?

 


Um...

 


You’ve already wasted my time, and
I’ve apparently gotten you off several times in the past. If you’re
as submissive as you say, you’ll answer as if I had ordered
you.

 


Fuck. Shit. Is it okay if I tell you I’m KJ?

 


Only if that is your name or your
initials.

 


It is. I promise, Domina Storm.

 


Do you have kids?

 


Yes.

 


Names?

 


Um... Cricket

 


You named a child
Cricket?

 


No, my youngest couldn’t pronounce Chris

 


Fuck! I tried to backspace but hit send.

 


Okay, KJ. My sub has suffered long
enough. It’s time to stretch him out of the crate and onto the St.
Andrew’s Cross.

 


Fuckkkkk. Can I write you again, Domina Storm?

 


I’m not answering that,
KJ.

 


 


Storm grabbed a cane as she walked to the
crate, dragging her chair behind her. “I just met a new sub who
will be jacking off as he thinks about you in your crate. What do
you think of that?” She poked Clay’s ribs as she sat.

 


“I--that--Domina Storm, I’m pleased to help
you grow your business.”

 


“What the fuck kinda talk is that?” She poked
him harder. “This isn’t the legislature, slave.”

 


“I’m sorry, Domina. I--I think it’s
great.”

 


Storm snorted and tapped the top of the
crate. “Move your foot to the top corner and expose yourself to
me.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm,” Clay said as he moved
into the uncomfortable position.

 


“Last time you were here, you scheduled your
consultation on the same night you had to fuck your wife.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Did you get the ointment like I said?”

 


“Yes, thank you. It helped, Domina
Storm.”

 


“So your wife didn’t notice any marks?”

 


“No.”

 


“Were you able to get this up?” She poked his
dick.

 


“Oh man, it was up all the way through the
ten o’clock news.”

 


“With the expectation of sex with your
wife?”

 


“No, Domina, remembering our time
together.”

 


She tapped his balls with the tip of the
cane. “Were these full?”

 


“To overflowing capacity!”

 


She swatted his balls. “Just answer my
questions.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm,” he whispered.

 


“Did she realize you had a hard-on for the
news?”

 


“No, Domina Storm. She doesn’t really look--”
Storm caned his shaft with as much force as the crate would allow.
“Mmph. I mean, no, Domina Storm,” he gasped.

 


“You will obey, or I’ll start charging you
for the extra beatings,” Storm said calmly.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Did you fuck her missionary?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Was she wet?”

 


“No.”

 


“Does she ever get wet for your pathetic ass
anymore?”

 


“No.”

 


“Did you get excited when I called you a
pathetic ass--there it goes again. Your cock pulsed.”

 


“Y-yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“And you just dribbled.”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Lick it up.”

 


Clay maneuvered to eat his dripping.

 


“That’s a good boy,” Storm said. “You may
come out now.” She unlocked the cage.

 


Clayton was slow to crawl out and slower to
unfold his five-ten frame.

 


“You need to give me a weather report?” Storm
asked, referring to safewords.

 


“N-no, Domina Storm!” Clayton caught on
quickly.

 


“You seem to be moving rather slowly. Was the
crate too much for you?”

 


“Not at all!” Clayton’s bones cracked as he
straightened.

 


“Good thing for you I had planned on taking
this off,” Storm said, removing the hood.

 


The air conditioning hit his sweaty head, and
his eyes adjusted to the light. “Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


In her heels, Storm was two inches taller.
She over-emphasized the height difference after she stepped into
his personal space and glared. “Perhaps you’re too old for this
kind of play.”

 


Clayton averted his eyes. “No, Domina Storm.
Please, I wanna continue. Please, Domina Storm,” he begged.

 


“It makes no difference to me because you
paid for the session. But I have a duty to your welfare.”

 


He was stripped of all dominance. “Thank you,
Domina Storm, for taking such good care of me. But I’m good.
Wonderful, in fact. And I’m begging you to continue. Please.”

 


“Actually, I am glad you said that,
pet,” Storm walked to the wall and opened a drawer, “because I
received these as part of a gift yesterday.” She held out a bag of
clothespins.

 


“D-does Miss need me to do her laundry?”

 


“My laundry?”

 


“Yes. Clothespins?” But as soon as he said
it, along with her confused response, he knew that laundry was not
on the agenda.

 


Storm’s grin spread as Clay’s realization
hit. “I do need some laundry done, and that’s a wonderful
idea, pet. It will be fun for my next sub to do.”

 


Even though Clayton murmured “happy to help”,
he felt a twinge of jealousy at the mention of other subs...
especially using his idea.

 


“Last time you were here, I wasn’t able to
play with you the way I wanted to because you couldn’t learn your
lessons.” Storm walked to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Also, it’s not
Friday. So I’m gonna mark the fuck outta you.”

 


Clay gulped as he pressed his back against
the structure. It’s what I want, he reminded himself.

 


As she locked him in, he caught her perfume.
He couldn’t place it but he thought it added to her dominance. The
final lock on his ankle set his heart racing, and his palms got
sweaty.

 


“Look at me.”

 


Clayton looked Storm in the eyes and softly
panted.

 


“I’m going to help you, sub.” She palmed his
balls, and he dribbled. “My, my, we haven’t even started yet, and
you can’t contain yourself. Open your mouth and stick your tongue
out.”

 


She ran her hand on his tongue, then wiped it
on his face. He involuntarily shuddered.

 


“I’m going to take you on the ride of your
life today, slave,” she said as she ran her hands down his sides.
“It will be an exercise in pain and endurance. Things you’ve
craved.”

 


“Th-thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


“Oh, it won’t be easy,” she smiled. “I’ll
enjoy watching you squirm.”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


“But first, the help.” She retrieved a cock
strap and secured it around his cock and balls. “I have to contain
your leaking.”

 


“You think of everything, Domina Storm.”

 


The snap of the cock strap was restrictive
physically and mentally. He was glad he didn’t have the hood on.
Knowing he was at her complete mercy was frighteningly alluring. He
knew the safewords, but he wasn’t a pussy.

 


“Your chest is flushed, pet, and you’re
breathing heavily. You trust me, don’t you?”

 


“Absolutely, Miss.”

 


“Good. I’ll warm you up first.”

 


Storm grabbed a medium-impact flogger in each
hand and slowly and softly smacked Clay’s sides. “Nothing to it,
right?”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


“Ready to step it up?”

 


“I’m at your mercy.”

 


Storm slapped his face. “That’ll be an extra
hundred in my gift envelope. Now answer my question.”

 


“Y-yes, Domina Storm. Yes, I’m ready for you
to step it up.”

 


Storm stood in front of him, feet apart, and
wickedly smiled. “I love this part.” Her eyes became slits as she
briefly rested the floggers on her hips. She stared through Clayton
until he shuddered.

 


She struck his body with rhythmic precision,
starting slowly with beats to his sides. Then she quickened the
pace as she brought her hands inward, and finished with a flurry of
strands biting his cock.

 


With the slow start, Clayton breathed easy.
The smacks intensified gradually, and he imagined his
little-old-lady constituents hitting him with their purses.
Thinking about them took his mind off the pounding at his flood
gates.

 


When the flogging increased, he forgot to
breathe... or think. Storm kept him teetering on the edge with
constant stimulation. By the time the floggers hit his rod, his
overloaded senses could no longer interpret pain.

 


All of a sudden, there was nothing. No
movement. No sensation. No sound.

 


“Breathe,” Storm told him as she patted his
cheeks.

 


He hadn’t passed out but he had transcended
to another space and time. “Yes. Breathing,” he said as he opened
his eyes.

 


“That was a warm-up. Or are you done and
pathetic?”

 


“No, Domina Storm. I’m fine. Thank you.”

 


“Good.” She patted his cheek one last time
and smiled her wicked smile. “I’ll slow it down. But only to give
your body time to register the pain.”

 


Her voice and demeanor were sweet and it
juxtaposed her meaning. It took awhile for Clayton to process.

 


But Storm didn’t wait. She held the string of
clothespins in front of her. “My sub strung these ahead of time. No
time wasted,” she smiled again.

 


Clay nodded. “Yes, Domina Storm.” He didn’t
understand.

 


“There’s the first one,” Storm said after she
pinched the skin under his arm and clipped a pin.

 


The pair stared at each other. Clayton’s eyes
questioned while Storm waited for the pain hit. When it reached his
eyes, she smiled again.

 


“Tell me when you’re ready for number
two.”

 


Clay contemplated calling “tornado watch”. He
chastised himself for being a pussy when the pain subsided.
“Ready!” he uttered with more force than necessary.

 


As she worked the clothespins into a straight
line, she questioned him. “Tell me about your day, sub. It will
help to focus on something other than the pain.”

 


“Oh. Um. Right. Well, I scheduled a light
load today.”

 


“You going back to work after this?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“You didn’t do that last time?”

 


“I didn’t think about it last time, no. I’ve
learned, Domina,” he said, hoping she’d praise him.

 


“At least you learned something. Was it
difficult to return to work?”

 


“Yes, I couldn’t stop thinking about
you.”

 


“You didn’t think of me before you came?”

 


“Oh, I did. You know I did. In fact, I--ah!”
The clothespin to his midsection was especially tender.

 


“In fact you what, slave?”

 


“Just that I--before I got here last time, I
wasn’t really thinking straight, if y’know what I mean.”

 


“Yes, and?”

 


“And, well, it’s embarrassing, but I voted
wrong.”

 


“What does that mean?”

 


“Thinking of you, I cast my vote as aye
instead of nay.”

 


“Couldn’t you just redo it?”

 


“I didn’t realize it until someone approached
me about it.”

 


“Who?”

 


“Representative Johnson.”

 


“Who’s he?”

 


“Someone who was very happy to have my
vote.”

 


“I don’t understand politics. Why couldn’t
you just go back and tell them you meant to say nay?”

 


“It doesn’t work like that. Once your vote is
cast, that’s it. Besides, politically speaking, it would’ve been
worse if I did that.”

 


“What’d you vote for?”

 


“The road construction bill.”

 


“We need better roads.”

 


Clayton sighed and grimaced as the next pin
was clipped.

 


“Why are you against better roads?” Storm
asked.

 


“I’m not. It has to do with the stuff the
general public doesn’t know about.”

 


“So Representative Johnson thanked you.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Did you tell him you made a mistake?”

 


“No. It’d be political suicide. Never admit a
mistake.”

 


“Must be why I hate politics so much.”

 


“No, I just--I used it to my advantage. Told
him that I switched my vote intentionally for him to buy a future
favor.”

 


“What favor do you want?”

 


“I don’t. Politics is about posturing. He
thinks I did him a favor. So when I need a favor in the future,
he’ll be happy to reciprocate.”

 


“I see,” Storm said noncommittally. “Done,”
she declared as she admired the line of clothespins from his armpit
to his ankle. “This,” she stood up with a long string in her hand,
“will be used to pull them off domino-style,” she grinned. “The
pain will be more than doubled.”

 


“Yes,” he nodded... and wondered if he could
handle it.

 


“But I’m not ready for that just yet, are
you?”

 


“No... whatever you wish, my Goddess.”

 


“Good boy.”

 


She patted his head, down his cheek and
around his nipple. Then she trailed her hand down his stomach and
around the cock strap. “I’m going to remove this now because the
pins should prevent you from spewing.”

 


Clay nodded. He knew her hand was on his cock
but he didn’t feel the need to come. It was a strange sensation;
almost like the clothespins were splitting his consciousness.

 


His balls drooped with the removal of the
strap. He remained erect but didn’t throb.

 


“This is all I was going to do with the sub
who gifted me these wonderful clothespins. But with you, I think
you can handle much more. Can’t you, subby?”

 


“Y-yes. I can, Domina Storm.”

 


“I’d like to play with you some more. Go
deeper into this craving of yours.”

 


“I’m all yours, Goddess.”

 


“Good.” Storm walked to the wall. Clayton
didn’t risk trying to track her. She returned with nipple clamps.
Tickling them over his nipples, she said, “Your nipples are just
begging to be included, aren’t they, pet?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“You want to feel these bite into your flesh
and send an electric current straight to your prostate, don’t you,
sub?”

 


“Y-yes, Miss.”

 


It’s something he had fantasized about, and
had watched porn clips of men in similar situations. He
involuntarily thrust his torso forward, but the pull from the pins
was too much.

 


She patted him between the nipples. “Did you
forget you’re restrained, slave?”

 


“Yes.”

 


She circled a nipple with her forefinger.
“Normally, I’d ice this area for first-time clamp users. But you’re
not a pussy, are you?”

 


“N-no, Domina Storm.”

 


It was a trick question, and he knew it. At
that point, he was afraid of making her angry, and he would’ve
agreed to anything.

 


“The pins were too easy for a big, strong guy
like you. You need more of a challenge, am I right?”

 


“Y-yes, Miss.”

 


“That’s a good boy.” She circled his nipple
with her palm, gaining heat. In one swift move, she pinched the
skin around the nipple and clamped it.

 


Pain soared through Clayton’s body. He let
out a crescendoing growl as his eyes flew open. When Storm came
into focus, he used all of his strength to quash his outcry. Tears
ran down his face as he held her gaze.

 


Her smile said she loved it. Not only was he
fulfilling a longstanding kink but she was enjoying it, too. He
would be strong for her.

 


“Ready to do it again?” she smirked.

 


The other nipple!

 


“Mmm hmm,” he muttered.

 


“I didn’t catch that.”

 


“Mmm hmm,” he began. “Yes. Miss.”

 


“Good boy!”

 


After the clamps were on, Storm took a step
back and watched Clay’s face pass through several emotions.

 


“I’d like to play some more. Think you can
handle it?”

 


Clayton was struggling with the pain but her
face was angelic.

 


“What... what does ‘more’ entail?”

 


“This,” she said, pulling gently on the chain
between the nipple clamps.

 


He cried out and tried to shrink from her
grip, which made the clothespins bite harder.

 


She released the chain and walked away. He
could hear her rummaging in the kitchen, but he stood as still as
possible to quell the pain.

 


“Concentrate on this.” Storm placed an ice
pack on Clayton’s forehead.

 


The shock of the coolness put out the fire
from the pain. He could sustain much more. For her.

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


“Ready for more, my pet?”

 


“Yes.”

 


On the return from the kitchen, she had
grabbed a crop, and she patted his nipples very softly.

 


The ice pack slid off, and his arousal
threatened to spill.

 


“I knew you’d like this, you deviant
slut!”

 


“Yes. I love it, Miss!”

 


“More?”

 


“Yes!”

 


After swatting him for several minutes, Storm
affixed small weights to the center of the chain. Gravity seemed to
focus on his balls, and the intense pain was converted into
ecstasy.

 


His hips thrust in a vain attempt to gain
friction for his nearly-exploding cock.

 


“This is what you craved, isn’t it,
slut?”

 


“Yes!”

 


“You can get off just from this, can’t
you?”

 


“Oh fuck, please, Storm. I’m so fucking
close!”

 


Thwack! She connected the crop to the
tip of his cockhead, and he winced.

 


“I’ll give you a chance to rethink your
comment.”

 


“Th-thank you, Domina Storm. I’m sorry.
I--I’m so--please. I’m begging you here, Domina Storm. I need to
come so bad. I don’t think I’m gonna make it. Please, Domina Storm.
Please help me come.”

 


“That’s better,” she said as she caressed the
crop over his shaft.

 


She released his arm without the pins. “You
may stroke yourself, sub. The release will be quick--”

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


“--but I have one last surprise for you.”

 


Clayton was rapidly tugging his stick and
didn’t hear her last comment. Storm unscrewed the nipple clamps and
tightened her grip on the clothespins string.

 


Clay’s hand was a blur and his eyes rolled
back. Right before he came, Storm yanked off the clamps and
pins.

 


Clayton screamed as he exploded.

 


“Focus on settling your breathing,” Storm
told him as she held her palm against his chest.

 


He nodded. When he was somewhat calm, Storm
exchanged the ice pack for a fresh one, and applied it to his
nipples.

 


“Hold it here,” she instructed.

 


He clutched the ice pack without fully
realizing the pain or the relief. He barely felt her unshackle
him.

 


“Step forward,” she said.

 


Clayton took two steps out of the cross.
Storm wrapped a bandage around him, holding the ice pack in place.
“Lick up your cum, then go to the kitchen and make us some
tea.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


His movements were automatic and robotic. He
didn’t recall the process and was surprised when he saw two cups on
a tray.

 


“Bring it to the table and sit,” Storm
instructed from the dining table.

 


They shared their tea in silence.

 


“You’ll want to keep that area iced, if you
can, for the next hour or so.” He nodded. “Keeping it compressed
will also aid the recovery. Like that bandage.” He nodded again.
“Obviously, you’ll have marks.” Another nod. “Make sure you never
book another appointment on a Friday.”

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


It was Storm’s turn to nod. She took time to
debrief, since he had paid for extra aftercare. He had nothing
negative to say, however, and kept repeating how incredible it
was.

 


* * * *

 


“You have an hour to shower and compose
yourself,” Jamison said after he led Clayton to the sub room.

 


“Right. Thank you.”

 


Jamison took a few steps then said over his
shoulder, “Don’t forget the hundred-dollar penalty.”

 


“Right, yes.”

 


“It should go in the envelope.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Clayton had bought a sexy lingerie set from
Storm’s wish list and hadn’t planned on tipping. The thought of her
other subs, however, made Clayton competitive. He wanted to stand
out. Being her first wasn’t good enough any longer.

 


He placed the gift box on the desk and then
slipped five hundreds into the envelope.

 


The experience surpassed any porn clip he’d
ever watched... and even his own imagination. He had never come so
hard.

 


It required more effort to transition from
sub space... and he did so reluctantly.

 


By the time he returned to the sub room, his
dominance took over as he thought about his upcoming afternoon.

 


He chuckled at Jamison’s instructions. He had
been reprimanded... or extorted. And Storm had only told him once.
She didn’t need to remind him; she had her goon do it.

 


As it should be. She was in charge.


Chapter 14




 


When Raina went to record at the library,
Trudy grabbed her. “Raina, I was hoping you’d be in today.”

 


“Today and every Monday, Trudy,” she smiled.
“Do you need me or would you like to record with me?”

 


“I don’t know why you always try to get me in
the recording box.” She shook her head. “I was wondering if
Christopher could join you?”

 


“Christopher?”

 


“Yes, you met him at the fundraising party.
He was serving... well, serving us and his probationary time.”

 


“Oh, right. I thought I wasn’t training those
recruits until next week?”

 


“Yes, but he’s a bit ahead of the rest,
time-wise. I was going to send him to copy things but this would be
better.”

 


“I mean, I’m just recording, Trudy. But he
can come with me.”

 


“Great. Thanks, Raina.”

 


Raina walked Christopher to the back room.
“These are the cubbies for volunteers. If it’s empty, just grab
something from the generic bin here,” she instructed.

 


Christopher nodded. “Seems simple
enough.”

 


When they got to the recording booth, she
said, “Make sure you flip the switch here. It turns the light on to
let people know you’re recording. It’s somewhat sound-proofed, but
every little bit helps.”

 


“Switch. Check,” he replied.

 


“There’s no budget for a production
assistant, so you’ll have to learn the board. I’ll show you with
the group next week. For now, you can just watch.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Christopher was far more subdued than he had
been at the party, and Raina wondered if he had a substance abuse
problem. She slowed down her preparation in order to observe
him.

 


He was in faded jeans and a red T-shirt with
a golden gopher eating a badger. His sneakers were expensive but
worn. He had a maroon class ring on his pinky finger, and a thick
gold chain in his T.

 


“Sometimes it’s nice to smoke a doobie to get
yourself relaxed before you read,” Raina baited. “Or something more
substantial,” she added.

 


“I don’t do drugs.”

 


“Trudy’s the one you report to. I don’t need
you to be as straight-laced. I won’t tell her,” she prodded.

 


“Sorry to disappoint, but it’s true. As an
athlete, I stay away from anything harmful to my body. Booze
included.”

 


“Are you a pro? Should I know you?” She
re-evaluated him. Not overly tall or excessively ripped, he was
easy on the eyes... and she wondered how he’d handle a
spanking.

 


“Hoped to be. But no. I’m just not
professional material,” he said somberly.

 


“What sport?”

 


“Football, of course. My brother and I were
going to be the next Manning brothers.”

 


“Quarterback, then.”

 


“Yep.”

 


She couldn’t get a good read. He didn’t seem
high, and he wasn’t nervous or avoiding eye contact.

 


“How long you been in the system?” she
asked.

 


“I’m not.”

 


“I thought you’re part of the court
system.”

 


“Oh, that system. I thought you meant
football.”

 


“You already told me you don’t have what it
takes.”

 


“Ouch.” He faked a reaction to being punched
in the stomach.

 


“Suck it up, big boy,” she said as she lifted
his chin. His eyes were hazel, and they sparked when she touched
him. “How long you been in?”

 


“I was never ‘in’. I got sentenced last month
and was placed here shortly after.”

 


“Nothing before that?”

 


“Nope. My one and dumb.”

 


His crooked grin made her smile. When she
automatically reached for a crop, she remembered she wasn’t in her
sanctuary. To cover the blunder, she grabbed a newspaper.

 


“It’s all about the news,” she smiled as she
waved the paper.

 


He nodded through her explanation of
recording. She ended with, “So when you first start, it’s best to
read the section before you record it. Cuts down on errors.”

 


“Gotcha,” he said, still nodding.

 


Raina folded her arms and surveyed
Christopher. “Were you out too late last night partying?” she tried
again.

 


Christopher chuckled. “No, ma’am. I don’t do
drugs. Why do you keep asking?”

 


“Okay. I’ll level with you. You were far more
submissive at the party.”

 


“Submissive?”

 


“Yeah, sucking up to me and Trudy. Overly
gushing.”

 


“Oh. That.” He nodded again.

 


“Do you really think Trudy can release you
early?”

 


“Nah. No, ma’am,” he shook his head.

 


When he paused to glance at her, Raina was
awaiting an explanation.

 


He shrugged. “I guess I’ve just learned to
treat the ladies like that,” he said simply.

 


“Because we’re dumb? Eager to push over?
Flattery seekers?”

 


“No--geez, now I’ve offended you. I’m sorry.
I... I don’t usually talk like that.”

 


“I don’t understand.” Raina stopped herself
from trying to grab a crop again, and she pushed her left
eyebrow.

 


“I dunno,” he shrugged. “Is it
important?”

 


“Yeah, I think so.”

 


Christopher searched the room for an answer
but came up empty. He ran his left hand through his hair and
scratched the back of his neck. “Geez. Like, I’ve always acted like
that.”

 


“But you haven’t been like that today,” she
pointed out.

 


“No, I guess I haven’t. Maybe it’s because
I’m learning something.”

 


“So you didn’t treat your teachers this
way?”

 


“Nah. I mean, geez, I did.”

 


“And you’ve never had a female ‘boss’
before?”

 


“No, I have... and I treated her the same
way.”

 


“As me or the way you were the other
night?”

 


“The way I normally am.”

 


“The slick-talking, compliment-giving
suck-ass.”

 


“Yeah, I guess you got me pegged,” he
laughed.

 


“Oh, I could definitely do that.”

 


“I beg your pardon?”

 


“I... what I meant was that I have a knack
for seeing people’s true colors.”

 


“I guess so.”

 


There was an awkward silence, which
Christopher broke. “You’re not gonna tell Trudy about the real me,
are you?” He flashed a sure-fire grin.

 


“That depends.”

 


“On what?” He cocked his head.

 


“On how good you are.”

 


“With recording?”

 


“With recording, sure, and following
directions.”

 


“I’ll be good. Promise.” Christopher smiled
but he didn’t fully understand. He got the feeling Raina was
speaking on multiple levels.

 


His good looks and charm had gotten him laid
whenever he wanted, and sometimes when he didn’t.

 


He wasn’t necessarily uneasy in Raina’s
presence, but he did feel a bit strange, and he didn’t know why.
He’d been with dozens of good-looking women, so it wasn’t
intimidation. But when she had challenged his demeanor, it had felt
like punishment.

 


And maybe that was it: No female had been
anything other than deferential to him.

 


Whatever it was about Raina, Christopher was
highly intrigued.

 


* * * *

 


Hello, Miss. Are you online? It’s KJ.

 


I am but I don’t have much time.
I’m waiting for a sub to change.

 


That’s so hot.

 


I know. Too bad you refuse to
experience it.

 


It’s not that I refuse. I just can’t. It’s too
risky.

 


I have many married
clients.

 


I’d love to be dominated by you... even though I
don’t really know if you’re real or not.

 


And I’m supposed to prove that I’m
real?

 


Well you could if you wanted

 


What’s your idea of
proof?

 


Can you tell me what some of your favorite and
worst parts of your sessions are?

 


My favorite part is making the sub
do whatever I want.

 


Like what?

 


It’s all situational. I don’t
dominate on auto-pilot. I’m present. In the moment.

 


That’s so fucking hot

 


Yeah, I am.

 


What kinds of things have you ordered your slaves
to do?

 


The craziest thing, I guess, is a
coupla days ago I had a guy insert a butt plug with a tail and had
him walk around barking like a dog. I made him drink from a bowl
and piss on the wall. Of course he had to clean it up
after.

 


Wow. I’m not into furry shit but I have a feeling
I’d do anything you asked

 


To be fair, it was his fantasy,
and he gifted me the butt plug. I’m not into it either but I’m
willing to fulfill fantasies. At least once anyway. See if I like
it.

 


Would you do it again?

 


I’m not sure.

 


That’s so fucking hot that you had that much
control over him though. That’s the part that really gets me
going.

 


Yeah? Are you hard?

 


I’m not ashamed to admit that I am. Just talking to
you does it for me.

 


Then I should charge you for the
privilege

 


If I could figure out a way to pay you then I’d be
able to book a session

 


So figure it out and let me
dominate your wildest dreams

 


Fuuuck, that’s so incredibly hot!

 


You don’t want puppy play because
you want to feel like your manhood has been stripped

 


I do. So very much.

 


Where does that desire come
from?

 


Oh, geez, it’s embarrassing to admit.

 


Look, KJ, I don’t have the time to
fuck around. You either tell me or fuck off.

 


I’m sorry. I deserved that. I really hope you know
how much I love talking with you and getting to know you.

 


 


Raina sent a gif of a girl making a jack-off
motion. Since chatting with KJ, she had come up with an idea of how
to heighten her sessions... and how to make KJ a client.

 


 


I’m so sorry. Really. I am. I want you to know
that. I wasn’t jerking your chain. Hell, I’ve told you so many
things about me that absolutely no one knows. That thought alone
scares the fuck out of me.

 


You haven’t answered my
question.

 


I’m trying to. Fuck. I haven’t even fully told it
to myself.

 


Have a chat with yourself and then
I’ll permit you to talk to me tomorrow or sometime.

 


NO! Wait. Please don’t go.

 


Far be it for me to come between a
man and his self-time

 


Fuck, can you just wait a minute? This is really
hard for me.

 


So you’ve told me.

 


No. I mean it’s difficult.

 


I hear rumblings. My sub is just
about done... as is your time.

 


Okay. Okay. What is he doing for you?

 


You don’t get to ask anymore
questions, KJ

 


Right. Okay. I think you know I’ve led a pretty
sheltered life. Silver spoon and all that shit.

 


Yes, you’ve said

 


I really haven’t had to work for anything. School
didn’t matter, just get a diploma then take over daddy’s
business.

 


Yes, this is nothing
new.

 


I know. But it’s the next part that’s... okay so
I’m white. You know that. I’m well off. You know that. I’m the
boss, and people do whatever I say even when it’s not the best
idea. And ever since I can remember I wanted a woman with power to
march into my office and tell me that she owns me. Like really own
me. Like she bought out my company or something. True power that
would make my current existence and lifestyle just crumble to bits.
Maybe not necessarily destitute and living on the streets but like
beholden to her.

 


You want to be her
slave.

 


Kinda yeah

 


Again, this isn’t anything
new.

 


But I’ve never said it like that before.

 


Tell me what I’m missing
then

 


I want to be destroyed by her

 


Beaten and pegged?

 


Financially ruined. I want everything I own to be
stripped. Because I feel like I don’t really deserve anything. And
women are superior anyway.

 


Wow, that’s a new ask.

 


I mean, don’t get me wrong. I LOVE my lifestyle.
And I don’t REALLY want to give it up. But the thought of someone
coming in and holding something over my head and expose me for the
fraud I am is terribly arousing. I’m sitting at my desk right now
with the door locked and my dick in my hands, and I’m leaking.

 


He’s back so I’ve got to
go.

 


Not yet. Please!

 


I’m being paid by the sub. You’re
just another married, white man trying to take advantage of a
working girl.

 


Fuck I’m gonna cum. You just took everything I said
and used it against me

 


I’m serious, KJ.

 


 


The light next to Storm’s avatar switched
from green to red, and KJ stared at his screen in disbelief. He
reread their exchange and jacked off. Then, he sent her a
message:

 


 


Goddess Storm, you’re truly an amazing woman and a
superior dominant. You’ve given me the most explosive orgasm I can
remember. I’m in your power. I’d do anything for you. I know you’re
with a sub. But I’m going to stay online for a while, hoping you’ll
come back. Use me against him. Whatever you desire. Thank you,
Goddess.

 


* * * *

 


The next time she chatted with KJ, Raina
revealed her plan.

 


Do you have Skype?

 


Yes.

 


Add me to it. I’m
DominaStorm.

 


I can’t, even though I’d like nothing better

 


I’m giving you the chance of a
lifetime. You’d better make it happen or you’ll never hear from me
again.

 


Mistress, please, you have to understand that Skype
is my personal account. I have family and friends and even
co-workers on it. I can’t add you as a contact.

 


Set up a dummy account, and stop
making me think of solutions. I’m about to meet a client. I was
going to use you during the session.

 


Use me?

 


Yes. Like a drug dealer giving
that first taste to a new user. I’ll let you watch. You have eleven
minutes to add me to your contacts or never speak to me again,
KJ.

 


 


Her light turned red, and KJ erupted into a
wad of tissues.

 


Nine and a half minutes later, KJ added
DominaStorm as a contact under his new account,
DominaStormsSub.

 


Storm received the notification on her
phone... and ignored it.

 


“Look how pretty you are,” Storm told her
sub, who was dressed in a lacy, pink bodysuit and tutu.

 


The sub admired his new outfit while trying
to keep his eyes off Storm.

 


They were in the upstairs bedroom that
clients mistakenly thought was Storm’s personal space. She kept her
dominatrix clothes in the closet, along with a variety of sissy
attire. She permitted subs to choose their outfit the first time.
The tutu was the number one choice.

 


“Do you like your outfit?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“It’s very nice.” She plumped the ruffles.
“How dainty. Just like a ballerina,” she smiled.

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


Her eyes darkened. “But you’re not a
ballerina, are you?”

 


“N-no, Domina Storm.”

 


“No, you’re just a sissy.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“And being a sissy makes you hard,” she said
as she flicked his rod with her cane.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Sissy Cameron.”

 


“Yes--”

 


“Or make that Sissy Cammie.”

 


Cam’s eyes grew wide as he tried to hide his
smile. “I like that, Domina Storm.”

 


“I know you do. Because you’re a sissy,
Cammie.”

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


“Well, don’t thank me yet. Because I have a
very big surprise for you today, Sissy Cammie.”

 


She paused and waited for the tell-tale bead
of precum. Then she cracked her cane against his shaft.

 


“Oomph.” Cam grabbed his dick before quickly
moving his hands to his sides. “I’m sorry for leaking, Domina
Storm.”

 


“I’ll let it slide this one time,” she said,
dragging the cane between his balls. “After all, it’s the first
time seeing Sissy Cammie. But you’ll have to control yourself for
the big surprise.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm. Thank you.”

 


“I know how much you want to show off your
sissy side, and I’ve arranged to make it happen.”

 


Cam cocked his head but said nothing. He
concentrated on making his dick go soft.

 


“I’ve been talking to someone who wants to
become my next sub. He’s a bit shy. So you’re going to convince him
to book a consultation.”

 


“How--how am I going to do that, Domina?”

 


“You’re going to let him see Sissy
Cammie.”

 


“Ohhh, Domina Storm, you think of
everything!” he gushed.

 


“I’m going to show you a trick to getting the
pantyhose on, and you’ll do it while I get him on Skype.”

 


She bunched the stockings in her hands and
then spread them over the legs, and left him to work it out.

 


Then she went into the bathroom and called
KJ.

 


Skype’s incoming melody rang in thirty
seconds, and KJ’s image was front and center.

 


Storm was used to people not being models,
but KJ was older than she expected, even though he’d told her he
was on the other side of fifty. Her default assumption was a full
head of hair but KJ was bald, with a half-circle of hair at the
bottom.

 


He kind of looked like Dr. Phil but without
the moustache. In his white button-down, Storm could tell KJ was in
decent shape. She wasn’t attracted to him but she wasn’t repulsed,
either.

 


“Why can’t I see anything?” KJ asked.

 


“In due time.”

 


“But I’m fully exposed--”

 


“This is my show, KJ; not yours. I’m
gonna rock your world today, so you’d better plan on thanking me.
Besides, ‘DominaStormsSub’ is hardly exposing yourself.”

 


“You already know so much about me, though,”
he protested.

 


“And we wouldn’t be at this point if you
hadn’t,” she reminded.

 


He nodded and looked down.

 


“Where are you?”

 


“My office.”

 


“Show me around.”

 


“Domina...” he began futilely. “It’s just
your basic office,” he mumbled as he turned his laptop
three-sixty.

 


“Um, there’s nothing basic about a corner
office, KJ.”

 


“Yeah, well. You know my history, Domina. I
come from wealth.”

 


“Show me your cock,” she ordered with
deliberate shock.

 


“That’s not--I can’t--what do--I mean, no.
Once something’s in cyberspace, it’s there forever.”

 


“This is Skype. I’m not recording you. No one
else is listening.”

 


“I’m fully clothed. I’m at work,” he
said as if scolding a child.

 


“You will not take that tone with me, KJ.
Ever.”

 


“Yes, Domina. I’m sorry, Domina.”

 


“I don’t have a lotta time, and what we’re
gonna do requires you to have your dick in your hand. Trust me,”
she added.

 


KJ shifted his laptop to the edge of his desk
and pulled the screen toward his lap. He slowly unbuckled and
unzipped before he reached in and pulled out his pulsating
meat.

 


“Is that precum already?” Storm laughed.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Move the camera back to your face. When we
move to my sub, you’ll turn it back to your dick so your face won’t
be seen, and I can watch you stroke your fuckstick.”

 


“You mean you--you’re in a session right
now?” he squeaked.

 


“Yes.”

 


“And you’re gonna let me watch?” he squeaked
again.

 


“Yes. Provided you do as I say.”

 


“Anything, Domina Storm. Anything,” he
breathed heavily.

 


“Don’t you dare come now.”

 


Her words alone nearly carried him over. He
panted and squeezed the tip of his dick. “No, ma’am.”

 


“Your job is to agree with me and follow my
lead. You think you can do that?”

 


“Y-yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“I’m not so sure, KJ. It looks like you’re
about to explode.”

 


“I--I--it’s just that I didn’t expect this,
Miss. But I’m good. Thank you.”

 


“This is important for my business, KJ. I’m
doing this solely for my client,” she lied. “I can’t have you fuck
it up.”

 


“No, Domina. I want to help you.”

 


“Smack your dick for me.”

 


“Pardon me?”

 


“You heard me. And do it so I can hear it...
and show me, too.”

 


KJ didn’t stop to consider the consequences.
He moved the laptop into position, held his cock at the base, and
then forcefully smacked himself with his left hand. He expelled a
long groan before looking into the camera.

 


“That was good. Keep the camera down there.
And remember, follow my lead.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


Storm walked the laptop into the bedroom and
set it on the bed, facing the mirror. She made sure Cam was in the
shot before she turned on her camera.

 


“Lovely job with the hose, Sissy Cammie.”

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


“Your surprise is that we have a visitor
today. Someone who wants to be my sub, and who wants to see you
transform some more.”

 


“Oh god, Domina Storm. Thank you. You’re
awesome.”

 


Storm struck his face with an open palm.
“You’ve been warned against gushing.”

 


“Yes, Miss. I’m sorry, Miss.”

 


“Introduce yourself. And don’t worry, your
face is not shown.”

 


“Hello... um, it’s nice to meet you, fellow
sub,” Cam began when Storm didn’t provide a name. “I’m... uh, my
name is S-Sissy Cammie... nnngh,” Cam moaned, as he humiliated
himself in front of another man.

 


Storm was swift with the cane to the back of
his legs, and Cam crumpled to his knees.

 


“I invite company over, and this is how you
behave?” Storm questioned evenly.

 


“I’m s-sorry, Domina Storm.”

 


“Apologize to our guest.”

 


“I’m sorry, fellow sub.”

 


Storm glanced at the laptop and saw KJ
stroking rapidly.

 


“You can make it up to him by walking the
runway in your heels.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


Cam shakily returned to his feet and slipped
on the pink, five-inch-heeled pumps.

 


“Don’t worry about the camera; just
strut.”

 


“Yes, Domina.”

 


Cam fought for every step. The heels were
higher than he practiced at home, on carpet. The sound of the
click-clacking against the cement floor and his reflected image
made his cock ache. Still, he managed to sway his hips and strike a
few poses.

 


Storm clapped after Cam returned from the
invisible catwalk. “I see you’ve had some practice in heels.”

 


“Yes, Ma’am,” Cam blushed.

 


“Oh, that’s what’s missing,” Storm feigned
surprise. “You need a face. Bring that chair over here, and sit
facing the camera. Your face won’t be filmed.”

 


When Cam was seated, Storm wheeled a makeup
cart and expertly turned Cam’s face into a beautiful Cammie. While
she worked, she questioned Cam for KJ’s benefit.

 


“Our guest doesn’t know anything about you,
except that you’re a sissy. What do you do in the real world,
sissy?”

 


“Oh, um, I, uh, like, the name of my
company?”

 


“Not unless you’d like to fully expose
yourself, slut. Just answer generally.”

 


“Oh, yes. Thank you, Domina Storm. Uh, fellow
sub, I am the CEO of a manufacturing plant.”

 


“Do you have a lotta female workers?”

 


“No, mostly men.”

 


“Did you work your way from the ground
up?”

 


“Uh, no, Domina. I took over for Dad when his
health took a turn.”

 


“But you were always going to take over
Daddy’s company, weren’t you?”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


“And you knew that all your life.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“So it’s not like you had to work for
anything. You had everything handed to you.”

 


“Yes, I did.”

 


“All you had to do was be the man.”

 


“That’s right.”

 


“But you don’t wanna be the man, do you,
sissy-boi?”

 


“Not really, but I have to.”

 


“You’d rather dress like a gurl and get
fucked in the ass, wouldn’t you, slut?”

 


“Yes,” Cam nodded, no longer embarrassed.

 


With every revealing question paralleling his
own life, KJ’s stroking increased.

 


“Done. Look at yourself, sissy.”

 


Cam looked in the mirror and gasped. “Oh my,”
he automatically said in falsetto. “I’m--I’m beautiful.”

 


“But for the privacy clause in our contract,
you’d be able to show off your sissiness to our new friend,” Storm
prodded. Their prior conversations had revealed Cam’s deeper kink
to be seen by another man for the sissy he really was.

 


“Oh, well, I mean...”

 


“Unless that’s something you’d like to
do?”

 


“Um...”

 


“I’m at liberty to disclose to you, Sissy
Cammie, that our new friend is the head of his business, too. He
has worked as an alpha male for decades, and secretly seeks to
submit.”

 


“Oh fuuck,” Cam groaned.

 


“The choice is yours. No pressure, but we
only have four minutes left.”

 


KJ wasn’t sure whether he wanted to see the
sissy’s face. But watching Storm in action was hot as fuck and had
caused two ejaculations.

 


Cam nodded. “Okay. I’ll do it. I’ll show my
face.”

 


Storm instructed him to walk to the laptop
and pucker for the camera. She noticed KJ had moved the camera to a
nondescript part of his oak desk.

 


Storm interrupted Cam’s display after
forty-five seconds. “Say good-bye to our friend, sissy. We have to
finish up here, and he won’t be privy to that part.”

 


“It was nice to meet you and share this time
with you, fellow sub. I hope you were excited by my transformation.
It’s the first time I’ve done this with another man. And I
wouldn’t’ve ever done it without Domina Storm. She’s the best. You
should definitely book a session!”

 


Storm placed the cane between Cam’s legs and
thrust upward, causing sharp pain on his balls. “You were
warned.”

 


“Yes, ma’am. Thank you, ma’am.”

 


“Fellow sub,” Storm used Cam’s moniker, “I
expect you to be online and available in twenty-six minutes.”

 


She closed the laptop without waiting for an
answer.

 


* * * *

 


“I saw that you enjoyed yourself,” Storm
greeted KJ following her aftercare session with Cameron.

 


“That was so fuckin’ hot!” he grinned.

 


“A little too much, perhaps.”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“I said, perhaps you enjoyed yourself a
little too much, KJ.”

 


“I came more than once, if that’s what you
mean.”

 


“Yes, were you given permission to come?”

 


“Um...”

 


“No is the answer. You were not given
permission to come.”

 


“You told me to stroke so you could watch me
stroking.”

 


“And where in that instruction is the command
to ejaculate?”

 


“I, uh... I mean, I dunno that I could’ve
stopped myself even if you had ordered me to. Domina,” he added for
effect.

 


“If you were a paying customer, you would’ve
been punished.”

 


“If I was a paying customer, I think I’d
purposely disobey in order to get punished,” he smiled.

 


“You think you’re cute?”

 


KJ deflected. “I thought you were going to
have me back you up with your sub. I kinda thought it was going to
be a good cop/bad cop kinda thing.”

 


“Didn’t feel it. I told you, I’m not
scripted. He was leaking just knowing you were watching. And you
didn’t look like you were able to talk. At times, your hand was a
blur,” she smirked.

 


“I freely admit, it was damn near the hottest
thing I’ve ever done.”

 


“Damn near, eh? Tell me something that was
better,” Storm challenged.

 


KJ looked straight into his camera. “The
first time you DM’d me back.”

 


He flashed a grin that changed his features
into something resembling attractiveness. Storm caught her smile
between gritted teeth, and her response sounded like a growl, “If I
hadn’t seen your jack-off sessions, I’d think you planned
that.”

 


“Maybe I did.”

 


“Did you?”

 


Her eyes penetrated his screen, and he
slumped into his chair. “No,” he shook his head, “I’m not that
slick. In theory I am but never in practice.”

 


“Not even when you were a young stud with
hair?” Storm teased.

 


“Not even then.”

 


He stared into the camera, and Storm shifted.
“So what’d you think of the session?”

 


“I think I’ve gotta find a way to sign
up.”

 


“Yeah, and what do you want your sissy name
to be?” she grinned.

 


“Yeah, no. Definitely not the sissy thing.
I’ve told you that.”

 


“I know, but you can’t deny those explosive
climaxes.”

 


“Hey, I already freely admitted it was
fuckin’ hot. But for me, it was seeing you in action more than
anything else. Hell, that sub could’ve been a stuffed animal, and
I’d’ve still reacted the same.”

 


“Yeah, right. So you’ve never been to a real
Dominatrix before, have you?”

 


“Been too afraid.”

 


“Of submitting?”

 


“Of getting caught.”

 


Storm nodded. “Well, there’s your out.”

 


“My out?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“I don’t take any new clients without
references.”

 


“And a reference has to be from another
Domme?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“Doesn’t that put any new customer into a
Catch-22?”

 


“Yeah, that’s what I thought. But there are
ways around it.”

 


“Like what?”

 


“Like, that’s for me to know and you to find
out. Besides, you’re too chicken shit to take the next step, KJ, so
it doesn’t matter.”

 


Storm figured if witnessing the action
firsthand didn’t make him beg to submit, she’d use reverse
psychology.


Chapter 15




 


“You’re smiling. You must’ve had a good day,
dear,” Char said, as she set down salad fixings.

 


“Yeah, it was a pretty cool day,” Raina
said.

 


“I’d love to hear about it,” Char
responded.

 


“At dinner?”

 


“Mmm hmm.” Char sat down and started making
her salad.

 


“But it’s about ‘work’, and you usually don’t
want that topic over dinner,” Raina reminded.

 


Charlotte looked absently out the window. “If
it makes you smile, I want to know,” she smiled.

 


“Okay. I’ll start with the end of my day,
since it fits with kindergarten humor.”

 


Char smiled. “That reminds me of something
that happened today. But I’ll tell you after.”

 


“No, go ahead.”

 


“We already started with yours. It’s
okay.”

 


“All right. Do you remember that guy a coupla
weeks ago who came in for his consultation and said he had a burp
fetish?”

 


“I think so,” Char glanced at the lake.

 


“Well, he had his first session today, and I
figured out how to incorporate it. I locked him in the crate and
made him burp ‘if it pleases you, Domina Storm.’”

 


“Oh my,” Charlotte pressed her hand to her
chest and laughed.

 


Raina reached for the green peppers and froze
with the bowl in the air.

 


“What’s the matter, dear?”

 


“You hate burp jokes.”

 


“Yes, I...” Char looked at the lake again.
“I... something about the way you told it tickled my fancy.”

 


“Are you okay?”

 


“I’m fine. What did he do after? Or what did
you have him do next?” She kept Raina talking.

 


“I praised him, and he got excited. Told him
how impressive it was that he could burp a full sentence and
sh--expletive like that. And since I had that furry tail, I used
that with him and substituted barking for burping. He got, uh,
‘overly’ excited and had to clean up his mess.”

 


“Wow. I’m always impressed with the things
you come up with, Raina. You’re so creative.”

 


Raina studied her aunt but didn’t see
anything amiss despite her acting strangely. “So what were you
gonna tell me?” she asked while crunching a cucumber.

 


“I wasn’t going to say anything.”

 


“You said it reminded you of something that
happened today, when I told you my story involved kindergarten
jokes,” Raina prompted.

 


“I did? I don’t remember now. But you were
smiling too much for it to only be about burps,” Char
redirected.

 


Raina smiled again. “I am pretty proud
of myself. But are you sure you don’t wanna wait ‘til after
dinner?”

 


“I’m sure.”

 


“Okay. So you remember that guy KJ I’ve been
chatting with?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“And I told you I came up with a plan to use
him as a marketing tool and to get him in?”

 


Char nodded.

 


“I did it today, and I think it worked!”

 


“That’s great, honey. What’d you do?”

 


Raina relayed a vanilla version of her Skype
encounter.

 


“Did he sign up yet?”

 


“Not yet. I said he was a chicken
shit--sorry, expletive, and I’m hoping that lights the fire under
him to act.”

 


Char nodded. “That’s the first time you saw
him--huh, I didn’t realize the first time you see a client is when
they’re there for a session.”

 


“You know that, though.”

 


“Yes, but it’s the first sight thing that got
me. We haven’t really discussed it but what if someone has warts or
is grotesquely ugly or you’re in any way not attracted to him?”

 


“Well, it’s not a romantic thing, Aunt Char.
Attraction doesn’t really come into play. I mean, yeah, some are
attractive, I guess. But touching is rare.”

 


“Oh, I always forget that part.”

 


“Besides, I could ask you the same question.
What do you do when one of your students isn’t symmetrical?”

 


“That’s entirely different, though. Teachers
don’t make judgments.”

 


“Don’t they?”

 


“Well, they’re not supposed to. We don’t
recognize anything abnormal, and we certainly don’t call attention
to it. And after as many years as I’ve been doing it, I’ve learned
to look beyond the surface.”

 


“That just gave me an idea, Aunt Char. I
automatically disregard any abnormalities as a matter of
politeness. But I bet some of these guys would love to be teased
about their faults. I’m gonna try it.”

 


Char inhaled. “That’s the part I don’t think
I’ll ever understand. How could that be a turn-on for someone?”

 


“You’d be surprised.”

 


“I usually am. What did you think about this
PJ’s looks?”

 


“KJ?” Raina shrugged. “I guess I was
disappointed but only because I had expectations. So I guess to
answer your question, it’s better not to have contact beforehand
and just meet ‘em when they come for the appointment.”

 


“What didn’t you like or what were you
expecting?”

 


Raina shrugged again. “It was weird that he
was bald. I knew his age range but I guess I always just assume
people have hair. And he looked his age, but, like, his writing
seems younger. Does that make sense?”

 


Char nodded. “I think you try to fit people
into your own frame of reference. That may be why there are so many
divorces, because people only see what they want to see.”

 


“That’s pretty deep, Aunt Char.”

 


It was Char’s turn to shrug. “It sounds like
you did everything he liked, so why do you think he didn’t book an
appointment?”

 


“I told you before, he’s married. He only
thinks about this stuff. All that crap. I think it was good for the
sub, and I’ll use KJ again. But I also think he’s gotta step up his
game. You know, he’s gotta pay me.”

 


“I’m sure you’ll figure it out, dear.”

 


“How come you’re not teasing me about him
being bald?”

 


“Why would I do that?” Charlotte cleared the
table and brought out baked chicken and mixed vegetables.

 


“Smells good!” Raina waited for Char to sit.
“Because that’s all you seem to do since we saw the Tarot
reader.”

 


Char looked questioningly at her niece.

 


“She said I would meet someone who was bald
or with a lotta hair? You love pointing out how right she was, and
how I’ve met my future husband?”

 


“I thought you didn’t want a
relationship.”

 


“I don’t, but that doesn’t seem to stop you
from teasing me.”

 


“So you think PJ is who the fortune teller
was talking about?”

 


“KJ. And no, I don’t think so but I
thought you’d think so.”

 


“Not if you’re not attracted to him.”

 


“I’m taking you to the doctor, Aunt
Char.”

 


“Why? I’m fine. I just forget sometimes.”

 


* * * *

 


“Did you get the test results for your aunt?”
Lennie asked at lunch.

 


“Yeah, and it’s a good thing I made her
go.”

 


“What is it?”

 


“The doctor said she’s had a series of mini
strokes.”

 


“What? And no one knew, not even
Charlotte?”

 


“I guess it’s pretty common. He said it’s
TIA, and I can’t remember what it stands for, but basically there
were black spots in her brain, which means she had mini strokes,
and it causes memory loss.”

 


“Like Alzheimer’s?”

 


“No. She’s afraid it’s going to lead to
Alzheimer’s. The doctor said it doesn’t mean she won’t get
Alzheimer’s, and that’s what she’s been focusing on. But he gave us
some exercises; stuff to improve her memory. She’s also been
writing things down, so there’s Post-Its all over. But it’s fine
because it’s helping.”

 


“Well shit, I’m glad to hear it’s nothing
serious.”

 


“Yeah, me, too.”

 


“Your favorite cop has been comin’ in a lot
lately.”

 


“Which one?” Raina had a couple of police
officers as clients who came from Bada Boom!

 


“No, girl, ‘your favorite’ was sarcasm. It’s
Garmond.”

 


“Oh.” Raina stopped chewing.

 


“He’s gettin’ a lotta lap dances.”

 


“The regular or special kind?”

 


“It’s all been regular but I got the girls
tryin’ to up-sell.”

 


“I can’t, Lennie.”

 


“Did I ask you to?”

 


“No.”

 


“No, all I said was he’s comin’ in a
lot.”

 


“And he’s my favorite.”

 


“And, that was sarcasm.”

 


“So what’re you sayin’, Lennie?”

 


“I’m sayin’ what I’m sayin’, girl. He’s
comin’ in a lot.”

 


“I can’t.”

 


“Maybe you could work it into a real good
humiliation scene.”

 


“No way,” Raina shook her head.

 


“It’s somethin’ to think about, Rain. I’m
just sayin’.”

 


“It’s a hard limit.”

 


“It may be hard.”

 


“That was a joke?”

 


“Damn straight. I’m fuckin’ funny, Rain.”

 


“Right, I forgot.”

 


“You got TBIs goin’ on in your brain, too,
girl?”

 


“Another joke?”

 


“You know it.”

 


“Lennie, I--”

 


“Rain. He just got promoted to chief
detective, and there’s talk that he’ll be chief of police.”

 


“Sounds about right for justice. But I’m my
own boss, Lennie. And I say no.”

 


“I feel you. You know I do, girl. And I ain’t
sayin’ y’gotta do it. I’m sayin’ you should seriously think about
it. Having him on the inside could be very beneficial.”

 


“So I saw KJ on Skype...”

 


Raina changed the subject and explained how
she’d used KJ to intensify her sessions.

 


“You don’t want to do Garmond because you got
a crush on KJ?”

 


“What?! One has nothing to do with the
other!”

 


“Shit, girl, you didn’t deny the crush on
KJ.”

 


“Expletive, Lennie! Don’t talk to me like I’m
on the stand!”

 


“Expletive, shit. That always cracks me up.
So this KJ dude hot or what?”

 


“Ew, no...”

 


Raina described her expectations versus the
way he looked. Lennie watched her friend closely.

 


“Why are you looking at me like that?”

 


Lennie pointed her fork at Raina. “You better
be careful, girl.”

 


“Of what?”

 


“You like this KJ.”

 


“Lennie, I--”

 


“No, girl, I ain’t ever seen you like this
before. You gonna turn him into a Ty if you don’t watch out.”

 


“I don’t want a relationship, Lennie, and I’m
not ever gonna get married.”

 


“Shit, you still haven’t said you
ain’t got a crush!”

 


Raina tried to cover her blush by drinking
wine.

 


“So what makes him so special?”

 


“If I didn’t know any better, I’d think
you’re taking over for Aunt Char. Ever since we went to that Tarot
card reader, she’s been hell-bent on me finding the man of my
dreams.”

 


“Shit, that’s just crap, girl.”

 


“Right. That’s actually how I knew something
was wrong with my aunt, though, because she didn’t tease me about
KJ.”

 


“Did she say you’re gonna marry a bald
man?”

 


“No, she couldn’t tell whether he was bald or
bushy.”

 


“Mmm hmm. And they say we just take
people’s money.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


Raina concentrated on eating and hoped Lennie
would change subjects. Lennie watched for a minute before she
switched gears.

 


“What’d your sub think of having KJ in his
session?”

 


“He couldn’t gush enough about it. I’m a
genius, don’cha know. And all kinds of wonderful, and he tipped me
two bills more than he normally does, and he bought me a
three-sixty camera for my laptop.”

 


“And what was KJ’s take?”

 


“I told you I saw him spew twice.”

 


“That’s the bodily reaction, girl. And empty
praise of “gee, you’re terrific” doesn’t help you progress.”

 


“Progress? Besides, bodily fluids and
compliments tell me plenty.”

 


“Shit, I ain’t sayin’ you’re not awesome,
Rain. I’m sayin’ that to be top of the line, you gotta know what
goes on in their heads. Why do they ejaculate twice,
why were they so excited they had to tip you so much? You
feel me?”

 


Raina shrugged. “Not really. They told me
what their fantasies were, and I fulfilled them. So I’m a goddess.
I keep doing it, and they’re happy. End of discussion.”

 


“Shit, that’s what I’m talkin’ about. You
basically just said, ‘now I’m in a rut and will keep doin’ the same
scene over and over’, and you don’t even see it.”

 


“That’s not what I said or what I’m doing.”
Raina shook her head.

 


“You keep using KJ, and the thrill is gone.
He won’t come twice next time. And you keep bringing in another man
to watch, and the sub’s already onto you. Y’feel me?”

 


Raina hadn’t considered it. She had
planned on doing the same thing the next time.

 


“But how is knowing what’s in their heads
going to help me?” she pouted.

 


“Because then you’ll know the trigger for the
arousal and work that into different situations so you can always
be one step ahead of the sub. Keep him guessing, keep pushing his
boundaries, and you make sure the thrill is always there.”

 


Raina frowned.

 


“I didn’t teach you to be no fool, Rain. Any
bitch can go and order a guy to bark like a dog. But a true
professional has to be able to listen to her sub.”

 


“But I always ask what they like--”

 


“But consider the question. The question is
designed to give you positive feedback. And a sub, by nature, wants
to praise you. So you’re askin’ empty questions. The best thing I
learned in law school was the difference between a pointed question
and an open-ended question. Lotsa times you just need that quick,
yes or no answer. But to really understand somethin’, you gotta let
‘em talk... and you gotta listen.”

 


Raina raised her eyebrows and shrugged. “I
mean, I can try, but I really don’t see how their answer will be
any different.”

 


“You try, and then tell me.”

 


* * * *

 


“I don’t know how I let you talk me into
this,” Charlotte told Raina as they walked into Bada Boom!

 


“I think you remember,” Raina smiled,
“because your memory’s been getting better.”

 


“Then I must be losing my mind to have
agreed.”

 


“But you remember agreeing, right?”

 


“Yes, but I’m seriously regretting it now,
Raina. Maybe we can do something different?”

 


“C’mon, Aunt Char, it’ll be fun! Plus, you’re
already here and in your workout clothes.” Raina held the door
open.

 


Charlotte peered down the clean, narrow
hallway and took a deep breath. “Expletive,” she muttered as she
stepped inside.

 


“Welcome to Bada Boom’s! first Family
Workout; you’re just in time.” Barry grinned and held his arms
out.

 


Raina stepped into them and squeezed her
ex-boss. “You remember my Aunt Char?”

 


“Who could forget such a lovely woman?” He
took her hand and brought it to his lips. “I also remember offering
you a job. Perhaps after this workout, you’ll consider it,
beauty.”

 


Charlotte flushed. “Oh my, I... I can’t...
oh, expletive!”

 


The three chuckled, and Raina led her aunt to
the showroom.

 


“I’ll have the papers ready for you to sign
when you’re done, doll!” Barry called after them.

 


“Welcome, ladies,” greeted a man in a
fluorescent green outfit. There was no question Arthur was gay.
“Find a place and start to stretch on your yoga mats. Once we’re
all here, we’ll do a more thorough warm-up.”

 


Tables and chairs had been emptied in front
of the stage. Raina spread their mats and helped her aunt sit
down.

 


“Attention,” Arthur clapped from the stage.
He was mic’d and smiling. “Most of the girls already know me but
I’d like to welcome all the relatives today. I’m looking forward to
working you all out, and I just know you’re all gonna be pros some
day!”

 


There were sixteen people in the room. The
workers smiled back, and there was nervous murmuring from their
guests. Arthur walked them through a warm-up that was more rigorous
than most of the relatives had counted on.

 


“No grumbling, folks! You’ll thank me for
that warm-up later. Now that all those body parts are awake, we can
get to some fun stuff! First, everyone go to the other side of the
room and bring back a chair. Make sure it’s set on the hard floor
and not the mats. In fact, just roll up all the mats.”

 


After the scurrying was done and everyone was
seated, he continued. “Looking good already, folks! We’re going to
do some stretching.”

 


Arthur walked them through some light chair
exercises but had them act sensually as they moved. “I know y’all
know how to be sensual, so lemme see it! Move the way you feel, and
don’t worry about anyone else. And remember, half of the people in
here are professionals!”

 


Charlotte kept muttering “expletive” but she
was getting into it. Raina was happy to see it but didn’t say
anything to make her self-conscious.

 


“Excellent, people. You’re movin’ now!”
Arthur walked around the room to provide encouragement and eke
sensuality from everyone. “Girl, you got it goin’ on!” he said to
Char.

 


She couldn’t speak. She shook her head and
looked down but kept up the movement.

 


“Great. Now let’s put those chairs back and
grab the heels you brought. Make sure all the mats and bags are
pushed against the wall so no one trips.” He paused while everyone
got their heels on. “Great. Now we’re going to walk around the room
and make the same moves you did while you were sitting. Just walk
without care but make sure that body shakes. Move, people!”

 


Charlotte’s heels were only two and a half
inches but she rocked her space.

 


Raina couldn’t help herself. “Excuse me, Aunt
Char, I’m just gonna go make sure Barry’s got those papers
ready.”

 


She took two steps toward the back room
before Charlotte grabbed her ponytail and yanked her back. “Don’t
you dare!”

 


Raina looked back and giggled, and Char shook
her head.

 


Next, Arthur had the guests pair up with
someone new, and they got pointers on how to work the stage.

 


At the end, anyone who wanted could strut
their stuff before their small audience. Charlotte half-volunteered
and was half-dragged by Arthur. Everyone complimented her. Even
though she was bright red, she was pleased.

 


“Whew, this is some workout,” Charlotte told
Raina as she fanned herself.

 


“I told you, these girls are really
committed.”

 


As they had done their runway turns, some
workers had assembled the portable dancing poles.

 


At first, the class just held the pole and
walked around it. Then, Arthur increased the movement every
time.

 


“Listen up,” Arthur clapped. “All of our
guests will take a break. There’s water in the back. Then take a
seat... we’ve placed chairs against the wall. The girls are going
to do a revved up mini workout, and you can see what athletes they
really are!”

 


As the dancers took orders from Arthur, the
relatives clapped and cheered. They all gained appreciation for
what it takes to be a pole dancer.

 


“Now we’re going to do a little turn on the
pole. Your friends will help you. Don’t tell me you can’t, because
you all can,” he added when he saw people shaking their heads.

 


Raina broke down the move to its basic
elements. “Reach up and hold the pole here. Then hook your knee
around like this. Then, you kinda just let yourself fall, like
so.”

 


“You make it look so easy, dear.”

 


“It is easy. Just try.”

 


Charlotte sighed but Raina knew she was
excited. “What if I fall?”

 


“I’m right here. And the force of the spin
will keep you up.”

 


Char went through the steps but was rigid on
her “fall”. She made it halfway around the pole with her foot in
the air, and she bounced several times on her leg but managed to
stay upright.

 


“That was great for your first time, Aunt
Char!”

 


“I see a natural in the audience!” Arthur
shouted into his mic.

 


“Oh, expletive,” Charlotte muttered.

 


The class continued with more pole work but
most people perfected the “fall”.

 


“There’s only a few more minutes. Who wants
to c’mon up on stage and put everything together on this here
pole?” he asked.

 


Even though Charlotte had a spark in her eye,
she needed encouragement. Three other guests said they’d do it if
she did, so she agreed.

 


Charlotte, flushed, took the stage and
shrugged at Arthur. He snapped his fingers, and sultry music filled
the room. “Walk up and down the runway, then do a spin on the
pole,” he whispered before he took a seat.

 


The music took over, and Char swayed up and
down the runway. Arthur waved at her, and Charlotte waved back and
blew him a kiss. The crowd erupted with cat-calls, and Char grinned
as she swayed to the pole. Her spin was fluid, and she took a bow
at the end.

 


Raina alternately teased her and praised her
on their way to the car, and Char took it in stride. Once buckled,
Raina asked, “Would you do it again?”

 


“I think I would!”


Chapter 16




 


The next time Storm met with her sissified
client, she asked him questions... after she strapped him to a
table and put his balls in a vise.

 


“Tell me, sub, what’d you think of our last
session?”

 


“Oh, Domina Storm, I’ve pleasured myself
several times thinking about it! You’re the best, Domina, and you
know how to get me off.”

 


“What’d I tell you about gushing?” She
twisted his nipples.

 


“Ngh! I’m sorry, Domina Storm.”

 


“Try again.”

 


“I honestly don’t know how to answer
differently, Domina Storm, because it was the best experience
ever.”

 


Storm circled the table and smacked the man
as she denigrated his love of lingerie. She couldn’t figure out how
to ask the question like Lennie had said.

 


So she decided to ask it outright. “Can you
tell me what it made you feel like, as a submissive, to do what we
did last time?”

 


“Oh. You--you want to know my thoughts, like
what went through my head?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Well, at first I was so excited to be forced
to wear the costume, and I was proud when you complimented me. I’ve
never felt like that before. I guess that’s what women feel like
all the time. But men don’t really get complimented for their looks
or the way they dress. I mean, not to that extent.”

 


“Go on.” Storm stopped moving.

 


“Then when you shifted into calling me a
sissy, I just collapsed, like melted. It’s so taboo. And I had a
really hard time controlling myself. I thought for sure I’d
spontaneously erupt. And when you brought in that other guy on the
computer, I definitely leaked.”

 


“You leaked knowing that another man was
watching you?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“But you said you’re straight.”

 


“I am.”

 


“Then why would you be excited by another man
watching you and jacking off?”

 


The sub shook his head. “No, I wasn’t excited
that another man was jacking off to me. It was the control you had
over the entire situation. I was completely helpless.”

 


“Keep going.”

 


“Let’s say that situation happened while I
was at home or anywhere else. I’d beat the shit outta that guy
because, as you say, it would be about the sexuality of it. The
fact that he was a guy taking sexual pleasure from me. But in your
sanctuary, you’re in control. And I’m here to serve you. And yeah,
you know what I crave, but you also love putting me in compromising
positions. So that’s why I love to submit to you and obey your
every wish.”

 


She finished the session with a series of
humiliating orders that the sub carried out, interspersed with
heavy beatings. Storm used the extra aftercare time to apply balm
and some bandages to the affected areas. Her question and answer
was again focused on the “why”.

 


Raina reflected afterwards. At first, she
didn’t think the sub had given her any additional information or
insight. The bottom line was still the bottom line: She was
dominant, and he liked taking orders from a dominant woman. That’s
the heart of all D/s, she thought.

 


The sub leaked because of the complete
powerlessness of the situation. Subs freely gave her that control.
They expected to follow orders, and they trusted her, even when she
pushed the boundaries. It was a much more weighty psychological
dynamic than Raina had ever considered.

 


* * * *

 


Christopher and his band of misfits were
recording like pros, thanks to Raina’s direction. Once properly
trained, they didn’t need much supervision, though Raina was
required to sign their forms and monitor their activity.

 


Raina scheduled them three mornings a week to
avoid conflict with her appointments. Christopher always had
questions, which he asked when the rest had left.

 


After several months of flirting, Christopher
made his move. “Hey, Raina, do you have a sec?”

 


“Sure, but I’m going to upload our recordings
as we talk.”

 


“Sure, sure. I was wondering... I mean, we
seem to always record the general newsfeeds,” he switched midway.
“Are we just supporting a mainstream media presence or do the blind
folks get a say in what we record?”

 


Raina scratched her head and stopped typing.
“There’s a whole buncha political expletive in there,” she waved
her hand in a circle, “that I’m not gonna touch. But--”

 


“A whole buncha what?”

 


“Expletive. I know you’ve heard me say
it.”

 


“I have but it makes me smile every time...
and wonder. Despite where we are, you don’t seem like the typical
librarian type.”

 


“I volunteer here just like you do,” she
reminded.

 


“Oh, I know, and I’m not saying it’s bad. I
just wonder, that’s all.”

 


“What do you wonder, Christopher?” she
toyed.

 


He bowed his head and spoke to the floor. “I
wonder why you do that... because I’ve heard you swear before.” He
lifted his head to peek at her through his bushy, brown curls.

 


“My aunt--you met her at the fundraiser--says
‘expletive’ because she’s a kindergarten teacher. I picked it up
from her.”

 


Christopher nodded. “Makes more sense.”

 


Raina stared him into looking away. “It makes
me wonder whether your curiosity is really about me.”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“Well, you’ve had ‘curiosity’ questions every
time you’re here that aren’t so intriguing as to keep a young stud
like you at his ‘job’ after hours when he’s not getting overtime...
or even being paid.”

 


Christopher took a deep breath and let it out
slowly. He normally got asked out but Raina almost dared him into
asking her, in a coy yet alluring way.

 


He’d asked out plenty of women before; all
with the unspoken understanding that they would’ve asked first if
given the chance. But he didn’t know where he stood with Raina. The
slight panic and light sweat were strange sensations. And he was
never more insecure than in her presence.

 


Like a moth to light, though, he stayed the
course. “You got me, Miss. I stay because of you, and I ask dumb
questions so you don’t know. But now that it’s out in the open, can
I take you to lunch?”

 


He maintained eye contact. On the outside, he
appeared confident bordering on cocky. On the inside, however, he
was a trembling disaster.

 


“Well, it is lunchtime, and I am hungry.
Plus, there’s the ever-important question about the things we
record and why. On the other hand, it’s a rather delicate
situation. I could ask Trudy what the law has to say about
fraternization but I’d rather not involve her. How about we each
pay for our own.”

 


“It doesn’t sound like a no,” he blurted.

 


“So, is your answer an acceptance of my
terms?”

 


“I think I can live with that while I’m still
on probation,” he smiled.

 


“Trudy,” Raina stopped by Trudy’s office on
their way out, “Christopher and I are going to lunch. We’re done
for the day, and he has some questions about the recordings.”

 


“Enjoy yourselves,” she smiled. “Oh, Raina?”
she called.

 


Raina popped her head in. “Hmm?”

 


“Try to see if you can get him to stay on
after his probation,” Trudy whispered.

 


“I’ll do my best,” Raina winked.

 


* * * *

 


“I had lunch with Christopher today,” Raina
told Char at dinner.

 


“Christopher, the one the fortune teller said
you were going to meet?”

 


“I think we can cut back on the memory
games,” Raina shook her head.

 


Char laughed. “How was lunch?”

 


“It was nice, I guess. He’s a nice guy. But
that’s it, Aunt Char. And we each paid for our meals, and we talked
about the center.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Char kept quiet. She knew Raina usually
turned down every invitation.

 


* * * *

 


Christopher and Raina had lunch weekly within
the same parameters. The conversation was pleasant but stilted, as
neither wanted to push things too far... for different reasons.
Christopher didn’t want to scare her away, and Raina didn’t want to
admit that “pleasant” wasn’t terrible.

 


A few weeks before Christopher’s probation
was over, he asked Raina on a date. She refused.

 


He continued to ask her every day.

 


“What’s the matter, dear?” Charlotte asked
Raina one night.

 


“Would you let it go if I told you
nothing?”

 


“If you told me to let it go, I would, but I
wouldn’t believe it was nothing,” she smiled.

 


“Okay, I’ll tell you but I don’t want to hear
what you’re gonna say.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“Chris asked me out--well, he’s been asking
me out every day for a coupla weeks. Like, on a real date. Because
his probation will be up. And I’ve said no. That’s why he keeps
asking.”

 


Charlotte stared at her food while she
thought of something to say.

 


“I expected many things from you, Aunt Char,
but silence wasn’t one of them.”

 


“You said you didn’t want to hear what I was
going to say.”

 


“That hasn’t stopped you in the past.”

 


She looked at her niece. “Why don’t you want
to go?”

 


Raina shook her head slowly. “We have a nice
friendship. The date would be something more. And I don’t want
more.”

 


“But Raina--”

 


“Besides, say I follow your yellow brick road
and we have ‘the more’. Then, in a few weeks or a month or
whenever, when he wants to know why I can’t meet him at night or
particular times of day or wants to see where I work, what do I
tell him?”

 


Charlotte looked at her plate.

 


“See?” Raina said. “You’ve got that stupid
fairytale ending in your head. Aunt Char, I seriously do not want a
relationship. Ever. And that would be the path if I accept, which
isn’t fair to him.”

 


* * * *

 


“Jamison!” Raina called upstairs.

 


“Yes, Miss?” He walked out of his room and
stood at the top of the stairs.

 


“C’mon. We’re meeting Lennie for lunch.”

 


“Let me grab my shoes, Miss.”

 


They went to the Meritage, an upscale
French/European restaurant in downtown St. Paul, a few blocks from
Raina’s place. They all had chicken soup with matzo balls to start.
Lennie loved the holishkes, Jamison was a New York Strip man, and
Raina ordered the Maine lobster.

 


“You think people think we’re a Jewish
thruple?” Lennie asked.

 


Jamison looked from Lennie to Raina. “You
know that’s her attempt at humor, Jamison,” Raina said while
shaking her head.

 


“It’s not an attempt. I’m fuckin’ funny!”
Lennie declared.

 


“You don’t have to be Jewish to enjoy their
soup... and you’re not funny,” Raina countered.

 


“So you say, but your opinion doesn’t really
count,” Lennie said, rolling her eyes.

 


Jamison concentrated on his soup and bit back
a smirk.

 


“Your aunt was the star of the workout,
Rain!” Lennie changed topics.

 


“Yeah, she was pretty cute, wasn’t she? She
really came outta her shell, I was surprised.”

 


“Shit, I always say, y’give a girl a pole,
and look out,” Lennie smiled.

 


“You always say that, huh?”

 


“Well, I think it a lot.”

 


“Uh-huh. So listen, I wanna ask you guys...
the one guy I’ve been talkin’ to online. KJ? He says he figured out
a way to book a session. And since you told me he’s still gotta
have a reference, even though I’ve been talking to him for months,
he’s gonna do it.”

 


“When?” Lennie asked.

 


“He’s got business in St. Paul next week or
the week after? I’ll get you the date. But I was hoping you guys
would be there.”

 


“I said I would be,” Jamison said. “Any
time.”

 


“Yeah, me, too. I wanna see this guy that’s
got your panties all wet for the last year.”

 


“It’s not like that, Lennie. Anyway, thank
you both. I think he’s gonna try to go to Boom! the first night
he’s here, then do his first session the next day.”

 


“Provided we approve him,” Lennie said, and
Jamison nodded.

 


“Okay, fine. But you’re gonna approve him.
I’m not an idiot about these things.”

 


“It has nothing to do with being an idiot or
not reading people, Rain. It has everything to do with sanity and
safety.” Jamison nodded again.

 


“Fine,” she repeated.

 


“But hold up, girl. Did you say first
session?”

 


“Yeah?”

 


“Don’t you mean consultation?”

 


“No,” Raina shook her head. “I figure with as
much talking as we’ve done, we can go straight to the session.
Plus, there’s no time with his trip and my schedule to do a
consultation and a session.”

 


“Then he’ll have to figure out a way to come
back. He doesn’t get to skip over shit just because you’ve
Facetimed him a few times.”

 


“It was over Skype but still. If you’re
worried about your finder’s fee, Lennie, I’ll pay you on the
side.”

 


“See, it’s shit like this that says this guy
means more to you than you wanna admit, Rain.”

 


“What shit? There’s no shit.”

 


“Then there’s no reason to skip the
protocol.”

 


“I just told you about the timing--”

 


“And I told you he’ll figure a way around it
if he wants. You gotta remember, this is your show, girl. You’re
your own boss. And you’ve got a successful business doin’ things
your way. Don’t let Mister Man start alpha’ing you around.”

 


“He’s not, I’m telling you it’s the
timing--”

 


“Shit, girl, do you even hear yourself?! It’s
an excuse. To see how far he can push you. You give him this
concession, and he’ll try to get ten more outta you.”

 


Raina looked at Jamison for support, but he
sided with Lennie. “That is the way men think, Miss.”

 


Raina put the last, large bite of matzo ball
in her mouth and looked at her friends. Then she puckered her lips
and frowned. “Fine.”

 


After they took a break to savor their meals,
Lennie told them about a male sub she brought in with Ty.

 


Jamison was especially interested in hearing
about the encounter, and Raina warned him with a firm stare to
settle down. Lennie didn’t know about Jamison’s secret life... and
he preferred to keep it that way.

 


“I didn’t realize Ty was so fluid,” Raina
commented.

 


“Ty is whatever I want him to be,” Lennie
responded.

 


“Sounds like you both enjoyed it.”

 


“We did.” She turned to Jamison. “You know
that new girl Cherry has a huge crush on you, JJ.”

 


“Yeah, I know.”

 


“You gonna ask her out?”

 


“Nah.”

 


“Why not?”

 


“It’d be awkward if it didn’t work out.”

 


“Doesn’t hafta be.”

 


“Maybe I will,” he said noncommittally. “You
gonna tell her about your date?” he diverted to Raina.

 


“Is that what you’re calling your encounters
now?” Lennie asked.

 


Raina glared at Jamison before she turned to
Lennie. “The guy at the recording thing for probation.
Christopher.”

 


“He became a client? Not all that interested,
girl, since I don’t get a cut of him.”

 


“No, Lennie, Christopher doesn’t know
anything about her leather wardrobe,” Jamison smirked.

 


Lennie looked at Raina, who concentrated on
removing her lobster tail meat. “Well, shit, girl. I was just
teasing you about liking him.”

 


Raina inhaled and fired a glare at Lennie. “I
do not like him.” Her left eyebrow spasmed.

 


“Yeah, I feel you. You like a sister to me,
Rain. And I know you so well, like, you always go on dates. Like
every day, right? Not only that, but you love to be around guys you
don’t like. We cool,” she said, nodding slowly.

 


Jamison held his breath as he watched their
staring contest. He hadn’t ever seen them fight but it was a topic
that could be their first.

 


Raina giggled first, followed closely by
Lennie. “I told you I’m hilarious,” Lennie hiccoughed. “But
seriously,” she said when she calmed down, “what’s goin’ on?”

 


“He’s nice,” Raina shrugged.

 


“He’s been asking her out for the past coupla
months,” Jamison explained.

 


“But you guys go to lunch together.”

 


“That was when he was still on probation and
doing community service,” Jamison answered.

 


“Girl!” Lennie snapped her fingers at Raina.
“Spill it!”

 


“I don’t know. Like, seriously, I don’t know.
At first, it was just lunch. But he really is nice, and he’s easy
on the eyes.”

 


“Uh-huh. Most of your other dates are with
old men. I can see that.”

 


“I mean, sure, I’m attracted to him,” Raina
lowered her voice and leaned in. “But it can’t go anywhere. And I
don’t want a relationship, anyway.”

 


“So you wanna fuck him but you’re afraid
it’ll just be plain ol’ sex, and you can’t handle that.”

 


Raina stared at Lennie, then shrugged and
nodded. She pushed against her eyebrow.

 


“My girl wants a little nookie. Ain’t nothin’
wrong with that. Just go to his place, use him and leave him.”

 


“I can’t do that.”

 


“Where’d he take you on this date?”

 


“He took me to the Pourhouse.”

 


“It’s close to your crib. You coulda taken
him in and rocked his world.”

 


“Lennie, it’s not like that.”

 


“Did he take you back to his place?”

 


“No, he took me to the airport.”

 


“Kinky. I’m interested again.”

 


“Stop. He told me about why he was arrested
and about his family and all kinds of things. He brought a blanket,
and we laid outside and watched the planes, ‘cause he wanted to be
a pilot. Well, he wanted to be a professional athlete, then a rock
star, and he’d have his own plane to drive ‘em to gigs,” Raina
smiled. “But his parents wanted him to be a politician or a
doctor.”

 


“And my interest has left the building.”

 


“I’d like to know his story,” Jamison
said.

 


“He claims that he got drunk with some
friends who were doing coke. He doesn’t do drugs. I grilled him
about that when he was first there. They took the party to the car,
went to a gas station and stole candy like kids. Then it escalated,
and they wound up stealing a car from a valet, and then crashed
it.”

 


“Okay. So he’s not the hardened criminal we
were led to believe,” Lennie said.

 


“That’s exactly what Aunt Char said.”

 


“I meant what does he do for a living,”
Jamison said.

 


“Oh. He’s in construction. Trying to learn
everything to have his own business.”

 


“Okay. So what’s the problem?” Lennie
asked.

 


“So, he’s like twenty-seven.”

 


“And you’re thirty-three.”

 


“I’m done with this conversation. And I asked
you to lunch, actually, to see if you guys would oversee a referral
at Boom! in a week and a half.”

 


Lennie and Jamison looked at each other.
“With KJ?” they both asked.

 


“Yeah, how’d you know?”

 


“Because we already talked about that. You
got it bad, girl.”

 


“I just don’t want to talk about Christopher
anymore. It’s not a relationship.”

 


“Well, I sure got that. You got that,
JJ?”

 


“Yep, loud and clear.”

 


Lennie finished her wine and studied Raina.
“Orrr maybe it’s not Christopher our girl here is frettin’
about.”

 


“No?” Jamison asked.

 


“No, it may be KJ she has the hots for.”

 


“Check, please,” Raina signaled the waiter
and rubbed her eyebrow.

 


“Our girl here don’t want no young, fine
piece o’ ass. She wants the shriveled-up dick of her old, bald
dude.”

 


“Maybe you haven’t heard, Miss, but our boy
parts tend not to work when we get older. You should take advantage
of the young stud, Miss,” Jamison offered.

 


“I just want to make sure you guys can do the
referral because his time is limited, and I’ve been after him for
over a year to come in.”

 


“What’s that sound like, JJ?”

 


“Like justification.”

 


“Mmm hmm. Damn straight.”

 


They walked to the parking lot.

 


“Hey, I wanted to tell you that Garmond’s
been refusing any D/s lap dances. But Tiffany’s made him a
challenge. And y’know how Tiffany is.”

 


“Yeah, well, I don’t give a fuck ‘cause I
already told you, I’m not fucking taking him on as a client,
Lennie.” Raina pulled her winter coat tighter as a gust of wind
passed.

 


“Ooh, listen to those big expletives,” Lennie
said to Jamison, who remained quiet.

 


“I’m not.”

 


“You gonna change that mind o’ yours when
Tiff changes his. You feel me, girl?”

 


“This is us,” Raina said, unlocking her
car.

 


“Girl, don’t you leave pissed at me.”

 


“I’m not pissed.”

 


“Gimme some sugar, sugar.”

 


Raina cocked her head and rolled her eyes
before giving Lennie a hug. As she squeezed, she asked, “Was that
another joke?”

 


“You know it,” Lennie patted Raina’s
back.


Chapter 17




 


“I don’t see any warning signs; you?” Lennie
asked Jamison as they secretly watched KJ’s lap dance with
Tiffany.

 


“All’s I see is a horned-up old white man.
Zero threat.”

 


“I don’t get it, JJ. Does Raina like this
schmuck or Rocker-Pilot?”

 


“Um, I dunno that she likes either...”

 


Lennie turned to Jamison. “What do you know,
JJ?”

 


“I’m not around her and the young one, but I
hear her talking to KJ sometimes.”

 


“And?”

 


“They talk about a lotta stuff. I mean, like,
not just ‘shop’. She uses him in a lot of her sessions, and she
talks to him when she’s making a client wait. Kinda like
punishment. But I’ve also heard ‘em talking in between clients. He
tells her all about his life, like they all do. But I’ve also heard
her share, too.”

 


“Like what?”

 


“She told him when Charlotte had to see a
doctor. She told him about starting out here. And she started to
tell him about stuff in college and Garmond but she stopped.”

 


“She mentioned Garmond?”

 


“No, but I knew who she meant. I think it was
after our lunch and you were pushin’ her about liking him.”

 


“So you think she’s in love with this
guy?”

 


“Nah, I don’t think so. I think he’s become a
welcomed addition to her routine, though. She does the same thing
with other men from Tumblr... y’know, lets ‘em watch sessions. But
everyone else seems to book pretty quickly after. KJ’s been around
for a while. They have a history, kinda.”

 


“Hmm. I want you to be on guard while he’s
there.”

 


“I will be. You think there’s somethin’ to
him that we’re missin’?” He looked through the one-way mirror.

 


“Could be. It’s just better to stay on top of
shit. She still recording him?”

 


“I don’t think she records their calls
anymore, but I know she documents every conversation.”

 


“How do you know that?”

 


“We talk. She has a file on every guy she
talks to. She talks to a lot of guys.”

 


“She talk to them the way she talks to this
guy?” she thumbed at KJ.

 


“No.”

 


“She go on any more dates with
Rocker-Pilot?”

 


“She doesn’t really talk about him but I
heard her telling KJ about a date she had with a young stud. So
either she was lying to KJ or it was Christopher.”

 


Lennie turned back to KJ. His shoulders were
pressed against the wall and his hands were fists. Tiffany shimmied
her tits against his chest as she smacked his face. His breathing
was hard, and his eyes were closed.

 


“Just make sure you’re alert when he’s
there.”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


“Give her the green light.”

 


* * * *

 


In January of 2019, nearly two years after
they had first communicated online, KJ showed up for his
consultation.

 


Just like Clayton, KJ felt he was more
entitled, given their history. Raina silently thanked Lennie for
forcing the consultation. After many initial consultations, Storm
effortlessly took command and put KJ in his place... much to his
leaking dicklet’s delight.

 


In fact, KJ enjoyed himself so much that, at
the end, he begged Storm to go outside of his boundaries.

 


“Please, Domina Storm, I’d like to take the
remaining time, if it pleases you, to tell you how much you have
surpassed my wildest spanking-the-monkey sessions.”

 


“I’m sure you think that’s
complimentary?”

 


“I do, it’s just--Domina Storm, permission to
make a request?”

 


“I’ll permit you to ask me something.”

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm. You have given me
everything and more, and I’m sorry I fought the consultation. I see
now that you needed it to set the tone and put me in my place. And
I know that I said a hard no to markings... but I was hoping you
could maybe paddle my ass a bit. Not to break skin or anything but
just so I need to think twice about sitting down.”

 


“Your restriction was because of your wife,
sub.”

 


Every time she called him something other
than KJ, his cock pulsed. “Yes, you’re right. But I’ll be here on
business until Monday. The bulk of it should be gone by the time I
get back. Please, Domina Storm. It would mean so much to me,
especially since I won’t be able to book my first session for a few
weeks. Look, you’ve got me actually begging on my knees, Domina
Storm.”

 


KJ was nude and on the pillow beside her
desk. Storm enjoyed the way his cock jumped and oozed.

 


“You could’ve had a first session before you
left.”

 


“I know, Domina Storm. I’m sorry. It’s my
fault, and I’m a lowly, worthless scrap of man. That’s why I throw
myself at your feet,” he hugged her ankles, “and beg you to take
pity on me, good, sweet Goddess.”

 


She kicked his chest, and he returned to a
kneeling position. “You don’t get to touch me without permission,
slave.”

 


“I’m sorry. But you know that I don’t beg.
You’ve put me in this position. And I want more. Please, Storm.
Please. For me.”

 


“Stop your sniveling. You are a worthless
piece of man. And you’ve done nothing but try to direct this
consultation, despite my reprimands... and your desire to be
submissive. So no, slut, as much as I want to see your ass turn
red, it’s not gonna happen today.”

 


“Domina Storm--”

 


“Don’t you ever interrupt me again,” she said
evenly. “And that brings you up to three hundred dollars in
penalties--”

 


“I’ll pay you whatever you want if you grant
me this--”

 


“Four hundred. And the answer is no. And, our
time is up.” Storm walked to the stairs and turned to KJ. “I highly
recommend you get the extra aftercare time for your first session,
and that you book it when you return to your hotel tonight.”

 


“Storm, I--” KJ called as she walked up the
stairs and out of sight.

 


Jamison waited a few seconds before he walked
toward KJ. Even though he had been standing against the wall, KJ
hadn’t seen him until he began to walk. “I’ll take you to the sub
room now.”

 


When Jamison returned to escort KJ out, KJ
refused to leave. “James, right? James, I know there’s protocol and
everything, but I’m only in town for a short time. Storm and I have
a long history of communicating. We’re friends, really. And during
the consultation part, I didn’t get a chance to ask her to dinner.
Can you please bring her back so I can do that now?”

 


“No.”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“You’re wrong, by the way. My name’s Jamison.
But you’re right about the protocol. It’s time for you to
leave.”

 


He stepped into KJ’s space, and KJ backed up
but didn’t leave. “James, I get it. But I’m telling you to bring
Storm here so I can talk with her. Please,” he added.

 


Jamison walked around KJ, opened the door and
held out his palm.

 


“What’s that for?” KJ eyed the palm.

 


“I think you forgot to leave something on the
desk in the sub room. You can leave it with me.” He shook his
hand.

 


“I bought something from her wish list--”

 


“It’s also customary to tip, even at the
consultation phase. For you, though, there’s a matter of an
additional four hundred, on top of what you choose to tip.”

 


* * * *

 


“He’s gone,” Jamison announced.

 


“Did he give you a hard time?”

 


“One of the worst,” Jamison admitted.

 


He took a seat next to Raina on the couch.
She was in jeans and a red sweater with matching socks. After
Jamison sat down, she sprawled lengthwise and thrust her feet in
his lap. He absently rubbed them as he relayed the
conversation.

 


“How much did he tip?”

 


“He left the four plus another two. But I
think one of them may have been for me to bring you to him.”

 


“Well you can keep two.”

 


“Thank you, Miss. He was pretty insistent
just then. Felt he was entitled to see you.”

 


“He’s harmless, Jamison.” She looked out the
window and rested her head against the cushion. “I wondered whether
he was going to ask me for something more, like dinner or meeting
him at his hotel.”

 


“What makes this one so special?

 


“He’s not.”

 


Jamison stopped rubbing her foot, and she
looked at him. “He’s not,” she insisted.

 


“That’ll make it harder to break him.”

 


“He wants to be broken.”

 


“Do you want to break him?”

 


“Will you just stop it?!” She pulled her feet
back and sat up. “Between you, Lennie and my aunt, there’s a
conspiracy to get me in a relationship that I don’t want!”

 


“I’m sorry, Miss.”

 


Raina glanced at Jamison and dropped her
shoulders. “No, I’m sorry, Jamison. Thanks for making him leave a
tip. You’re awesome. And I haven’t shown you enough appreciation
recently.”

 


“You do more than enough for me, really.”

 


“Nope, there’s nothing on the books tonight,
so I’m taking you out for a gourmet meal, and then we’re gonna get
you someone to play with!”

 


Jamison bit back a smile. “I’ll need to
shower, Miss.”

 


“Be ready in twenty.”

 


Raina took Jamison to a steakhouse then
across town to a dive bar, where they wouldn’t be recognized. She
knew Jamison’s taste in dominant men but she liked to watch his
lust form in the bar. She drove them back to her apartment and
directed the young piece of meat on how to dominate Jamison the
sub.

 


* * * *

 


“Here’s this week’s kickbacks,” Jamison said
as he turned over two envelopes to Lennie the next day at Bada
Boom!

 


“Thanks, JJ. So how’d it go with Mr.
Baldy?”

 


Jamison provided the overview. “He was
penalized four large and he felt entitled to ask her to
dinner.”

 


“Did she go?”

 


“No, he wanted me to bring her back so he
could ask her, and I refused.”

 


“Good job. You think she wanted to go?”

 


“I don’t like discussing Raina behind her
back, Lennie.”

 


“And you don’t, JJ, but this is different.
Why does she want to go with him but freaks about
Rocker-Pilot?”

 


“I told you, they’ve talked about a lotta
things. Remember the state rep who was her first client?”

 


“Clay?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“What about him?”

 


“He felt entitled, too, because they had a
relationship in here.”

 


“Okay. But they actually did shit
together. In here.”

 


Jamison nodded, and Lennie peered into his
eyes. “You got somethin’ to say, JJ, say it. You know I don’t do
that beggin’ thing.”

 


He sighed. “Okay, so he was her very first
consultation, but he wanted to be smacked at the end, too. Raina
did it. Or maybe she just decided to because of their past
relationship. I don’t remember but my point is that KJ begged her
to mark him the other day, and she refused.”

 


“As she shoulda because it was just a
consultation. Plus, if he was such the entitled prick you say, he
shouldn’t get rewarded.”

 


“You’re right. But she almost gave in. And
she didn’t have anything scheduled the rest of the evening.”

 


Jamison didn’t tell Lennie how they spent the
evening, because that was their secret.

 


“That’s what you shoulda led with, JJ. That
right there tells you everything.”

 


He nodded. “He was very insistent at the end
but she doesn’t think he’s a problem.”

 


“Those are the ones you gotta be the most
careful of.”

 


“That’s why I said I wanna be there.”

 


“Good. I want you alert for all of his
visits.”

 


“Okay.”

 


* * * *

 


Raina ignored KJ until Wednesday. She had a
half-hour between sessions, and she called him.

 


“Why have you been ignoring me and why has my
first session booking been denied?”

 


Raina hung up, waited five minutes and called
back.

 


“Domina Storm, thank you for gracing me with
a call. I have missed you.”

 


“That’s better. I only have a limited amount
of time, and you made me waste five minutes of it.”

 


“I’m sorry, Storm. But I’ve been frustrated
not hearing from you, and your site’s not working.”

 


“My site’s working. And I’m the one who
determines when and if you get to speak with me.”

 


“Yes, of course. I’m sorry, Storm.”

 


“We need to talk before you book your first
session.”

 


“I’ve been trying to--” He took a deep breath
and started over. “I’m at your mercy, Storm.”

 


“I would’ve talked to you sooner but for the
stunt you pulled with my security guard.”

 


“Stunt?” KJ was confused.

 


Raina recapped the conversation but KJ
remained confused.

 


“There’s protocol, KJ. You’re not entitled to
any more of my time just because I use you in sessions with
exhibitionists or talk with you outside of the norm.”

 


“But I consider us friends.”

 


“But we’re not. Not really. Besides, you’re
married. And it would ruin the dynamic to go to dinner with you
after the consultation.”

 


“The dynamic would still be there. Just your
place is for the fun stuff, and dinner would’ve been just us
talking.”

 


“It’s not on the menu of services I provide,
KJ.”

 


“Maybe it should be, then.”

 


“You want to pay for my dinner and pay for my
time to eat it with you?”

 


“I hadn’t thought of it like that but yeah,
I’d do that.”

 


“Well, I don’t. And this whole thing is
problematic to your session. Because you don’t understand that it’s
not submissive to expect me to do things.”

 


“But I just wanted--”

 


“Stop. I’m not going in circles with you.
Think about it until I contact you again.” Raina disconnected.

 


She didn’t contact KJ for two days. There
were no messages waiting for her, and his green light was on.

 


“Thank you for contacting me, Domina Storm.
I’m very sorry for my behavior before.”

 


“I’m pleased by your greeting, KJ.”

 


“I mean it. The time apart has made me
realize that as much as I want to be dominated, I need a great
teacher like you to make me submissive.”

 


“And I will, punishments and all.”

 


“Thank you, Domina.”

 


“Have you figured out when you can schedule
your first session?”

 


“Yes. Turns out, I’ll need to be in St. Paul
again for this same project next week. I could do it in a day, but
I’m going to tell the wife I need to stay overnight.”

 


“That’s rather short notice. What day?”

 


“I made sure to be flexible... for your
schedule, Miss.”

 


“That was thinking like a sub,” she smiled.
“Let me check.”

 


Storm made a pretense of talking with Jamison
about the schedule as she slid him a note off-camera. “I think
there’s a conference going on next week because I’m completely
booked.”

 


“Oh,” KJ couldn’t prevent the groan. “There’s
nothing available? I’d come at any time of day... or night, Domina
Storm.”

 


“I’m sure you would, if given the chance, KJ.
But the times outside of my schedule are for me. If I made
concessions for every client, I’d never sleep,” she scolded.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm. I didn’t mean to intrude
upon your space; I just wanted you to know how accommodating I made
myself for you.”

 


“Yes, I understand that. But there’s nothing
I can do.”

 


Jamison coughed on cue. “If I might,
Miss?”

 


“Yes?”

 


Storm muted her microphone so KJ got the
silent movie version of Jamison pointing out an opening in the
schedule.

 


“Well,” Storm turned to KJ, “it appears that
Jamison has discovered a way to fit you in.”

 


“Thanks, Jamison!”

 


“Hang on. I haven’t agreed to it, since in
involves moving an existing appointment.”

 


“Please let me prove to you that I would meet
you at any time, for however long you have available, Miss.”

 


“The other client is also coming to town on
business and scheduled his appointment far in advance of you.”

 


“So he would miss out on seeing you
completely?”

 


“No, Jamison explained how we could juggle
some things.” She stared into her camera.

 


KJ’s throat was dry as he swallowed. “I...
I’m very grateful,” he began, knowing it was a test. “In fact, it
thrills me that you’d even consider such a move for me.” He
swallowed again. “But I can’t take someone else’s time. I know how
much I’d be looking forward to it if I were in his shoes. And it
would be an unnecessary hassle for you to have to make the
changes.”

 


Storm looked at Jamison, who shrugged and
left. “I’ve gotta say, KJ, that I’m unexpectedly surprised by your
statement.”

 


“I want to be the best submissive you’ve ever
trained, Domina Storm.”

 


“Okay. Then next week is out.” She tried to
slow her breathing.

 


“I kinda planned for that, too,” he said
quietly.

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“In the event you didn’t have an opening, I
can reschedule my meeting until the following week, if you’re
available then?”

 


“I can only do it on Thursday late
afternoon,” Storm said after checking her schedule.

 


“You’re talking Valentine’s Day?”

 


“The 14th, so yeah.”

 


“I can do that.”

 


“I’ll authorize you to book that appointment
time but you’d better do it soon.”

 


“I’ll do it as soon as you end this
call.”

 


Storm ended the call.

 


“What the fuck?!” she called to Jamison.

 


“Seems like it worked out.”

 


“But it wasn’t supposed to be like that. He
was supposed to feel grateful for the accommodation.”

 


“He said he does. And isn’t this better
because he’s exhibiting good sub behavior without your
intervention?”

 


“I guess.”

 


“So why are you upset, Miss?”

 


“Because I wanted it to happen next
week!”

 


Jamison held his tongue.

 


* * * *

 


Raina spoke with KJ the following week under
the guise of using him in two first-time appointments.

 


“Tell me how you felt when Jamison refused to
bring me to you after our consultation.”

 


“I was pissed. Miss.”

 


“Why?”

 


“I’ve had time to reflect on it, Domina
Storm, and I know I was wrong.”

 


“Obviously, but I’d like to know your
reflections.”

 


“I realize that I expected you to treat me
differently because we’ve built a relationship, so I felt that you
know me differently than any other client.”

 


“First, you don’t know how I treat any other
client--”

 


“Except for what I’ve seen,” he blurted.

 


“And two,” she glared at him, “the only
relationship we have is that of client and business owner.”

 


“I didn’t mean relationship-relationship. I
meant friendship.”

 


“Even so.”

 


KJ felt the need to soothe his ego. “I
remember when we first started talking in chat. And I still have
them because they mean so much to me. You complimented my
intelligence, and you confessed that you don’t communicate with
everyone the way you do with me.”

 


“I have them, too, but I keep all my
correspondence.” She watched his face drop and tried to think
quickly. “But you’re right. I told you that. And yes, I meant it.
But that’s the problem with not sticking with protocol. Because you
felt entitled to argue with Jamison, and you expected me to--what,
go to dinner with you? Go back to your hotel? Regardless, that’s
not what this is... and can never be.”

 


She was proud of her redirection.

 


“No, you’re right, Domina Storm. I get that.
And in the beginning, I didn’t ever think I’d get the nerve to
actually meet you. And I’m sure that all your clients try very hard
to be considered your best sub. I shouldn’t expect anything
different... I mean, you should treat me the same. Again, I
apologize, Miss.”

 


“Did you have any other reflections?”

 


“I’ll admit that I was pretty pissed off for
the rest of my trip. And it wasn’t until we talked, and I saw how
angry you were, that I started to rethink my entitlement, as you
put it.”

 


“So there was nothing about the consultation,
the training, that made you think different?”

 


“I know what you’re getting at, and I know it
should’ve... but it’s something else I realized. That I viewed our
session as more like playtime instead of an extension of our
relationship.” Storm frowned and opened her mouth, but KJ
continued. “Not relationship, sorry.

 


“We talk. I’ve told you things about my life
that I haven’t shared with those closest to me. It’s difficult to
separate that common ground, where we’re basically equals, from
submitting to you in a session.”

 


“That’s why I wanted to talk with you and
retrain you, as it were.”

 


“I get it now. And I see how outta line I was
with your guard... and by extension, with you, too.”

 


“Good. I was afraid you were too far up your
own ass to be able to see things that clearly.”

 


“So do I detect a bit of praise for my
submission?” he grinned.

 


“Let’s just say that I’m pleased at your
turnaround.”

 


“Fair enough.”

 


“Did you fuck your wife when you got back
home?”

 


“Whoa! You gotta warn me if you’re going to
make an abrupt turn like that.”

 


“Again, it’s your job to follow. Always.”

 


“I stand corrected, Domina Storm.”

 


“And the answer is?”

 


“Yeah. I did.”

 


“There’s nothing to be ashamed about, KJ. We
don’t have a relationship.”

 


“Right. It’s just...”

 


“We don’t. It’s important that you understand
that.”

 


“No, I know that. I do.”

 


“But?”

 


“But it’s really embarrassing.”

 


“What is?” Storm listened for her client, who
was still getting ready in the bathroom. “I have about eight
minutes left.”

 


“Okay.” He took a breath. “I may or may not
have attacked her in a dominant kinda way, and she may or may not
have rebuked my advances.”

 


“Because you were too harsh?”

 


“Well...”

 


“I’m not gonna beg it outta you,” she
sighed.

 


“I mean, you’ll think it’s funny but it’s
humiliating to admit.” He took another breath. “She yelled at me
for feeling like I was entitled to have sex with her.”

 


Storm burst out laughing. “I’ll see you in
two weeks, KJ.”

 


* * * *

 


Two weeks later, Storm descended the stairs
to an obedient and naked KJ, kneeling in the middle of the room.
She was dressed in a black business suit, white blouse and
four-inch black pumps. Her hair was in a high bun and the top of
her cleavage peeked from her blouse at certain angles. Her makeup
was understated except for blood-red lips.

 


“Well, pet, I hear you behaved nicely with
Jamison just now.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm... and Happy Valentine’s
Day.”

 


“Today is nothing more than your first
session with me, sub.”

 


“Understood, Miss.”

 


“Your first session, I might add, after a
horrific consultation, where you didn’t accept your role as a
submissive.”

 


KJ wanted to point out his reflections but
remained silent. It was difficult to keep his head bowed,
especially when he had heard her heels on the stairs. When she
stepped forward, he was disappointed to see slacks and pumps, as he
expected her to be in another leather outfit. Slacks and pumps were
a daily sight at work.

 


“I know you went through some kind of
self-analysis but I’ve always found that brats like you need to
have their lessons reinforced. Still, I’ll admit that I’m impressed
you haven’t interrupted me and have kept your head lowered.”

 


She patted his bald head and ran a finger
around the half-circle of remaining hair. “Follow me.” She walked
to the couch and tapped the floor. “Sit on your knees here and look
at me, sub.”

 


KJ set his knees on the pillow and looked at
Storm. He realized she was in full business attire as she outlined
the session.

 


“I’m not into roleplay but, when you’re here,
we will operate as a business. I’m your boss. You’re not even an
associate. Consider yourself an intern. Your job is to do whatever
I ask... or risk being fired. Do you understand?”

 


“Y-yes... Domina Storm.” He wasn’t sure
whether to refer to her as boss. The impact of the instructions
sent blood flowing to his dick.

 


“One of the best ways of determining
dominance and putting my subs in the proper head space is to
perform an age-old task. Lick my heels.”

 


KJ hesitated briefly before determining that
it was, in fact, an order. Her left leg was crossed over her right,
with the toe pointing toward the ceiling. He crawled and licked the
bottom of the four-inch heel.

 


Her shoes weren’t dirty, and he was glad.
There was a hint of sensuality in bowing before a beautiful woman
to lick her stiletto. Throughout his performance, Storm narrated
his pathetic action and demeaned his existence. KJ’s arousal at the
first lick turned into humiliation.

 


The biggest kick in the gut was when she
said, “I know when you were younger, you thought you were
good-looking. I wonder at what point did you think that losing your
hair contributed to your looks? I mean, you must think that keeping
this wreath-thing is attractive. It’s far from it. In fact, it
emphasizes how bald you really are.”

 


Her tone and insults knocked him from his
entitled perch... and aroused him in a different way.

 


As he finished with the second shoe, Storm
changed direction. “I know how much you love hearing about what I
do with other subs, so I’m going to tell you about one from a few
hours ago. He’s a rich, white boy just like you, who hasn’t had to
work a day in his life. Trophy wife number three, grown kids, white
picket fences in front of houses around the world. He sticks his
dick in his wife regularly, and damn near anyone would trade lives
with him. But he’s not happy. Only I can make him happy.

 


“All he wants to do is serve. And he can only
do it here, because what would the servants think? So, I ordered
him to make lunch. But he didn’t know how, so I had him watch a
video and recreate it.

 


“Anyway, he made quite the mess in the
kitchen. You may be able to smell some of the remnants?”

 


KJ nodded and kept licking. He hoped he
wouldn’t have to eat a bad meal.

 


“I know he wanted to clean up but I couldn’t
reward him. Instead of having him clean, I turned his ass red.
Besides, I knew you’d be here. So now that you have my shoes
sparkling, it’s time for you to make my kitchen sparkle.”

 


KJ wasn’t sure what to do so he continued to
clean. Storm pushed his forehead. “You are finished with my shoes,
slave. Your next task is to get your sorry, bald self into the
kitchen and clean it up.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.” He glanced at the
kitchen and noticed the smell... an underlying burnt aroma mixed
with a tangy sweetness. “Would you prefer me to walk or crawl?”

 


She patted his head. “What a good question.
You may walk, pet.”

 


KJ’s dick led the way, as he reveled in
submission. When he saw the mess, however, his irritation took
over. The sink, stove and counters looked like a mini explosion. He
saw remnants of chicken, various spices and vegetables, and assumed
the sub had tried to make sweet and sour chicken. He was
disgusted.

 


I’m the fucking CEO of a multi-million-dollar
business. I don’t perform menial tasks... especially cleaning
messes made by someone else!

 


He whipped around, fully intending on voicing
his protests, and saw Storm watching him from the bar.

 


“Do you have a question?”

 


“Um, I--yeah, do you have any gloves?”

 


“Beneath the sink.”

 


Storm smirked as KJ put the gloves on and
started to clean. She knew what he really wanted to say.

 


In the beginning, she ordered her clients to
cook and clean. She learned from Lennie, though, that depriving
them of their desire to serve was more tantalizing. Plus, she told
the sub he wasn’t worthy enough to clean her dishes. She’d give the
task to another sub. At the end of the session, she’d say, “Perhaps
next time you’ll learn, and I’ll reward you by letting you
clean.”

 


It was something to look forward to, and the
rebookings were made quickly.

 


In addition to the mind fuck, Raina never
needed to pay for cleaning.

 


Storm watched KJ try to acclimate himself to
a kitchen. When he opened the door to the dishwasher, Storm said,
“All of those need to be done by hand, sub.”

 


As he washed the first pan, Storm walked up
behind him and cupped his ass. “It’s good to do some work with your
hands, isn’t it, pet? While you tend to this, I’m going to check my
DMs.”

 


KJ glanced over his shoulder. Storm smiled
and tweaked his nose. “That’s right, you remember being on the
other side of the screen, desperate to know what it felt like to be
right where you are now. Enjoy!”

 


He watched her walk away, mesmerized by her
sashaying. It was business attire, but she didn’t look like any
female in his office. He struggled with jealousy as her monitor
came to life, and tried to focus on the fact that he was in her
sanctuary. It gave him renewed excitement as he tackled the rest of
the dishes.

 


“All that typing made me thirsty,” Storm
announced. “Make me some coffee, bitch.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm,” KJ said. “Last dish,” he
said as he waved the towel and plate.

 


Storm glanced at the counter. “Stop what
you’re doing and make coffee. Then, you’ll bring it to me in the
living room. And then you’ll clean the counters and stovetop.”

 


“Of course, Domina.”

 


KJ didn’t realize he would be a maid. He
thought back to the sub in the maid’s outfit. At least he didn’t
have to wear that. As he was waiting for the Keurig, he looked at
the sink. He did it for her. He followed orders. It was an
accomplishment and, even though he felt small, he was proud.

 


“Coffee, Domina,” he said.

 


“Good. Finish cleaning. You’ll find a broom
in the closet.”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


As KJ was about to sweep, Jamison approached
Storm, per their script. “There’s been a last-minute cancellation
with your next appointment, Miss.”

 


“That’s unlike him.”

 


“It was an emergency.”

 


“Emergency or not, he still has to pay.”

 


“He has, Miss, and included an extra gift for
the inconvenience.”

 


“Thank you, Jamison.”

 


KJ’s heart sped. He fantasized about Storm
inviting him to dinner... and didn’t hear her footsteps. When she
called from the bar, he jumped.

 


“There’s no reason to be skittish,
slave.”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


“Did you hear what Jamison said?”

 


“I tried not to, Domina.”

 


“It gave me an idea.”

 


“Yes?” he asked hopefully.

 


“I thought you may want to add his two hours
onto yours. We’re fast approaching the end, and I had planned for
some other kinky things.”

 


“More time with you always sounds fantastic,
Domina Storm.”

 


“Good. I’ll have a little fun with you when
you’re done in here, and then it’ll be close to dinner time. I
could allow you to go out and purchase the ingredients for dinner
for two then come back and prepare it. How does that sound?”

 


KJ hoped the broom hid his hard-on. “I
couldn’t think of a better way to spend my dinner than with you,
Domina.”

 


“Continue to sweep.”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


“What do you think you’ll make?”

 


“I’m not much of a chef, as you know. But I
do know my way around a grill. How does a porterhouse steak
sound?”

 


“Delicious.”

 


“Are you an asparagus fan?”

 


“I am.”

 


“I like to grill those, too.”

 


“Sounds heavenly. How much time will you need
to prepare it?”

 


They talked about the logistics of the
nearest grocery and wine stores. After KJ had the kitchen gleaming,
Storm bent him over her desk.

 


“Good boys get rewards,” she told him as she
paddled his ass and upper thighs.

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm,” he grunted.

 


When she bent him over the desk, it furthered
his work-related fantasies, and, after a few smacks, he started to
hump.

 


“Look at how low you’ve sunk, boy. You’re
just an intern, you cleaned someone else’s mess, and you’re taking
it from the boss. Any normal man would be mortified. But not you.
You’re ready to spew. I bet if I told you to fuck that desk, you
would, wouldn’t you?”

 


“I... I’d do anything for you, Miss.”

 


“Yeah, well, you don’t get to come, sub. Stop
that rocking and stick your ass out.”

 


He happily complied, though preventing an
ejaculation was difficult.

 


When his rear was bright pink, Storm ran her
hand over a cheek. “I love the feel of a freshly paddled asscheek.
It won’t mark but you’ll remember it for the next day or two.”

 


“Thank you, Domina.”

 


“We’ll do the aftercare portion now,” Storm
said.

 


* * * *

 


“Put this on.” Storm handed KJ a full-length
apron when he returned.

 


When he attempted to put it on, she stopped
him. “No, that’ll be the only thing you wear.”

 


“But--”

 


“Think carefully, sub.”

 


KJ glanced at the rooftop and disrobed.

 


“That’s a good boy. It covers the majority of
you. Just don’t make sudden movements.”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


KJ made several trips from the kitchen to the
outdoor grill station. With each one, he became more comfortable
and didn’t care if anyone saw him. His focus was on enjoying a
romantic meal with the sexiest woman he’d ever been with. Plus, it
was Valentine’s Day! He had made an impulse purchase of
strawberries and chocolate for dessert, which he hoped he could
hand-feed Storm in front of the fireplace.

 


Jamison came down as KJ was finishing. “Is he
whistling?” he asked.

 


“Has been nearly the whole time,” Storm
smiled.

 


“Does he know his butt’s showing?”

 


“He got over it pretty quickly.”

 


“He’s got a nice ass,” Jamison commented.

 


“Yeah, he does,” she agreed. “Why do you look
so spiffy?”

 


“I’m taking Cherry to dinner.”

 


“On Valentine’s Day?!”

 


“It’s a first date.”

 


Raina shook her head. “I don’t know why you
just don’t tell Lennie, Jamison. And poor Cherry, she’s probably
been preparing all day.”

 


KJ walked in with the platter and announced,
“It just needs a couple of minutes to rest, and then we can dig
in!”

 


“You like porterhouse, don’t you, Jamison?
Would you like some?” Storm offered.

 


KJ’s heart sank. He had purchased extra to be
magnanimous, not to include Jamison.

 


“Not for me, thanks. I have a date.”

 


Storm caught KJ’s smile, and he
misinterpreted her return grin. He set the steak on the bar and
walked back and forth from the grill several times. “It’s no
problem, I have extra.” KJ hoped he sounded sincere.

 


“You see what a good boy he is, buying
extra?”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


Jamison and Storm quietly talked while KJ
cleaned and put things away. Storm put a hand over KJ’s as he
reached for the corkscrew and the Stag’s Leap Artemis Cabernet
Sauvignon 2016.

 


“Please don’t open that.”

 


“I’m sorry, don’t you drink wine?”

 


“I do, but I like to open it right before I
drink.”

 


“Yes, that’s why--”

 


“Our time is up for today.”

 


KJ stood with his mouth open, unable to speak
or move.

 


Jamison took the corkscrew and bottle from
KJ’s hands and motioned to the sub room.

 


“But you said we’d have dinner...”

 


“I think that’s what you wanted to hear, pet.
But I told you that you could cook dinner. I never said
you’d be eating it with me. Don’t tell me you’re back to your old
thoughts about how we’re equal?”

 


“But it’s--”

 


“It smells delicious, and I can’t wait to
taste it. I’ll let you know how it is.”

 


KJ moved in a haze and quickly took a shower
and got dressed. When Jamison returned, KJ mumbled, “But I got
chocolate and strawberries for dessert.”

 


“Storm will enjoy it.”

 


“But I was going to melt the chocolate, and
we’d eat by the fire.”

 


“Storm will enjoy it,” Jamison repeated.

 


“The flowers are for her, too,” he lamely
pointed to the desk.

 


“I’ll see that she gets them.” Jamison picked
up the envelope and counted its contents. “It appears short.”

 


“No, I included a tip.”

 


“Then it’s very short,” Jamison said. “You
bought an additional two-hour block.”

 


“But the other guy paid--” KJ stopped
himself.

 


He realized the error. It had been nothing
more than a business deal. She had been in full control and had
allowed him to fantasize, knowing it would be a bigger blow when he
understood.

 


“I see,” he said as he pulled out his wallet.
He quickly thrust bills at Jamison and rushed away.

 


He barely made it to his car and got his dick
in his hands before he exploded.

 


KJ masturbated that night in his hotel, and
he came to visions of Storm enjoying the meal he had prepared while
sitting at the bar, or writing to another sub at her desk, or
lounging on the couch.


Chapter 18




 


“Aunt Char! We have a feast for Valentine’s
Day!” Raina called when she got home.

 


“I got your text. The table’s set and the
oven’s ready,” Char said, peering around the corner. “It smells
delicious!”

 


“I think it just needs a few minutes.”

 


“Wine glasses are on the table,” Char said as
she took the food bundle. “Oh my, what a gorgeous piece of
meat.”

 


Raina chuckled.

 


“Whatsa matter?”

 


“Nothing, I just keep seeing his face over
and over. Were it not for physics, it would have slid off his
head!” she grinned.

 


“What’d you do this time?”

 


“This is KJ, the one I talk to online.”

 


“The bald one you’re going to marry?”
Charlotte joked.

 


“Riiight. I told you I needed to do something
extra harsh to make sure he knew I was in charge. Oh, he claimed to
have this ‘awakening’ and all, but it’s never that simple. Not with
the ultra rich, anyway.”

 


Raina followed her aunt around the kitchen
and to the table, where she finished the vanilla version of her
story. They interrupted the sequence to exclaim how the steak
melted like butter in their mouths and how the wine was made for
it.

 


“Oh, I see. KJ thought he was preparing the
meal for the two of you to share?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“Oh, that’s so sad,” she shook her head.

 


“It’s his fantasy. Besides, I can’t have
anyone thinking there’s some kinda underlying romance going on.
It’s bad for business,” Raina winked. “Did your kids give you
flowers this year?” she asked, noticing the red roses.

 


“Those aren’t mine, dear. They’re yours. With
all the excitement, I forgot all about them.”

 


Raina thought that KJ had somehow discovered
her true identity and had sent them as a show of dominance. She was
relieved when the card said Christopher.

 


“That’s your little library friend?”

 


“My little library friend,” Raina
laughed.

 


“What’s it say?”

 


“Just stupid. Beautiful flowers for a
beautiful woman. And sorry we couldn’t spend ‘heart day’
together.”

 


“I bet he was disappointed.”

 


“I don’t care if he was.”

 


“Raina.”

 


“I don’t, Aunt Char.”

 


“I thought you’re seeing him this
weekend?”

 


“I am. He made me give him a raincheck on the
stupid Hallmark holiday.”

 


“Where’s he taking you?”

 


“It’s a surprise.”

 


“Sounds romantic,” Char smiled.

 


* * * *

 


Raina wore a plain red dress with long
sleeves and an open back. She wore red ankle boots that laced up
the front.

 


“I hope he’s not taking you ice skating;
you’ll freeze your arse off,” Char said.

 


“That why I have this coat,” Raina said as
she pulled on a black, woolen coat.

 


“Is he here?”

 


“Yeah, I saw his car pull up.”

 


“Have fun, dear.”

 


Raina opened the door as Christopher knocked
and caught him with his hand in mid-air. “Well, hello,” he
smiled

 


“Hi; ready?”

 


“Good evening, Mrs. MacNeil, these are for
you,” Christopher said, stepping past Raina to hand Char a bouquet
of pink roses.

 


“Oh my, they’re beautiful. How thoughtful,
but you shouldn’t have, Christopher!”

 


“I’m stealing her for the evening, the least
I could do is give you flowers.”

 


“Oh, you’re a dear. Thank you.” She hugged
him.

 


“Are we going to be late?” Raina prodded.

 


“We are on a bit of a time schedule,”
Christopher confessed.

 


“Don’t let me keep you.”

 


Charlotte walked to the door and watched them
get into his black Challenger. Christopher helped Raina in, and
Charlotte called to them as he shut the door.

 


“What’d she say?” Raina asked Christopher
when he got in.

 


“I’m pretty sure she said she wouldn’t wait
up for you.”

 


“Oh my god.”

 


Christopher drove a few blocks before he
said, “To be honest, I was hoping I wouldn’t have to take you home
tonight.”

 


“You wanted me to get my own ride?” she
joked.

 


Christopher let it slide to avoid a potential
argument.

 


“Am I allowed to know about the surprise
now?” Raina asked after a few miles.

 


“Not until we’re there.”

 


Christopher drove to his apartment near
Wabasha and Seventh. It was a remodeled historic building carved
into industrial spaces. Close to the style of Raina’s apartment, it
was also close in proximity.

 


As they neared his apartment, Raina held her
breath, wondering whether Christopher had discovered her secret and
would demand her services.

 


She breathed easy as they turned before
Robert Street. “Wow, this is a beautiful building. I didn’t know
they had a restaurant here.”

 


“They don’t,” Christopher smirked. “Well, not
open to the public, anyway.”

 


“You cooked?”

 


“I did. I hope you like it.”

 


He took her coat and commented on her dress.
“Let me get the wine and put some last-minute touches on
dinner.”

 


Raina followed him to the kitchen. His ass
looked especially squeezable in khakis. The cork came out with a
loud pop, and they laughed nervously. “The first sip is rather dry,
but give it a chance to blossom in your mouth.”

 


“Are you for real?”

 


He looked down and nodded. “I’m kind of a
foodie. It’s a 2016 BonAnno Cabernet Sauvignon Napa Valley.”

 


“Napa Valley, huh?”

 


“Yes, have you heard of it?” he smiled.

 


Raina nodded, not wanting to accidentally
talk about KJ’s wine.

 


Christopher held up his glass. “A toast to
the lady in red, in my home on Valentine’s.” He clinked her
glass.

 


“Christopher...” she began but he stopped her
protest with a kiss.

 


“Just don’t say anything. Please. It’s just a
toast.” He motioned for her to sip.

 


“Oh man, that is dry!”

 


“Yeah, but wait.”

 


“Wow. It kinda pops a little,” Raina
smiled.

 


“I’m glad you appreciate it. It’s an
underestimated wine.” He pointed to the living room. “Go choose our
ambiance, ma’am.”

 


Raina lingered and took another sip as she
looked at him. He wore a pink T-shirt with a big red heart under a
black button-down that wasn’t buttoned.

 


He caught her smile and pulled his T down.
“You like?”

 


“You’re so goofy,” she shook her head.

 


Christopher smiled. “It’ll just be a coupla
minutes. Make yourself comfortable and see if there’s anything in
my music you like.”

 


It was an open floor plan, and living room
and dining room flowed together. There was a view of the kitchen
but it was more enclosed than Raina’s place.

 


“Are you serious?!” she called. “Who has
records anymore?!”

 


“Remember,” Christopher stepped into the
living room, “I was gonna be a rock star and fly my band around.
Music is another passion, and the next best thing to live is
vinyl.”

 


She crouched down and began to sift. “I don’t
even know who half of these are.”

 


Christopher didn’t respond because he had
returned to the kitchen.

 


After a few minutes, he came back and asked,
“Didja find anything?”

 


“I don’t know half of it. But since you said
vinyl and live go hand-in-hand, I picked a few live ones.”

 


“Awesome. Who?”

 


“Ella Fitzgerald, Etta James and Satchmo,”
she said to impress.

 


“I thought you said you didn’t know anyone
and here you are on a nickname basis with one of the legends,” he
beamed.

 


“So we’re going with Louis?”

 


“It’s entirely the lady’s choice. You pick
and put it on. I’m just about ready for you here.”

 


“Um...”

 


“What?”

 


“So I know it’s an album... but that’s about
it.”

 


“You don’t know how to play it. Gotcha. I get
that a lot,” he grinned.

 


“Is that your kinky fetish? Bringing women to
your apartment to watch them fumble with your albums?”

 


He looked at her and cocked his head. “Is
that a kinky fetish? I mean, no. I don’t have a kinky fetish, and I
don’t lure women to my apartment.”

 


Raina rolled her eyes. “Don’t get so serious.
It was a joke.” She thought about Lennie.

 


“I know. But I also want you to know that I’m
not playing with you, Raina.”

 


She thrust the album into his hand as he
reached for her. “It smells so good!” she diverted.

 


“Good, I’m glad. I went with the basics but
strictly organic. I know you eat healthy.”

 


Raina nodded and watched him set the record
on the player. A hiss and crackle filled the space before the
melodic jazz rushed in. Louis Armstrong’s voice seemed to squeeze
them into a hug.

 


“More wine?” he offered.

 


“Sure.”

 


She followed him to the kitchen and then to
the dining room table. It was perched in an alcove that overlooked
the city. Christopher lit candles and turned off the lights.

 


“It’s very beautiful and peaceful,” she
mused.

 


“It is with you here.”

 


Raina inhaled sharply and stared out the
windows.

 


“Unless you’d like to say grace, please, help
yourself to salad.”

 


“Are you religious, Christopher?”

 


“Me? No. The parents did their best to raise
us to be god-fearing but it didn’t take. Probably because the
parents don’t really believe it, either. You?”

 


“No. No one tried, either,” she added.

 


“Dig in, then!”

 


They ate their appetizers in relative
silence, and Christopher brought the steak and vegetables. “I
didn’t know what kind of potato to make, and it dawned on me that
you may not like the starch.”

 


“So no potatoes?”

 


“I hope you’re okay with that.”

 


Raina almost blurted that she had a similar
meal two days prior but she remembered she’d told Christopher that
she couldn’t leave her aunt alone on Valentine’s Day. “It’s fine,”
she assured him.

 


They talked about jazz, his bands, college,
and the library. “Speaking of,” Christopher segued, “I’m going to
continue to volunteer there.”

 


“Don’t do it on my account,” Raina said
quickly.

 


“Well, you’re one of the reasons but I enjoy
it. It’s soothing in a way.”

 


“Trudy will be happy to hear it.”

 


He hoped he kept the hurt from his face. Not
that Raina was looking at him.

 


“I really like you--”

 


“I know you do, Christopher. But--”

 


“Don’t cut me off. Please. I don’t care how
old you are. We’re close enough for it not to matter. We get along
really well.”

 


“I’m not denying that.”

 


“Oh, we have to dance to this!”

 


Christopher jumped up and yanked Raina to her
feet. “I don’t know how to dance to this,” Raina complained.

 


“You don’t have to; I’ll lead.”

 


Christopher led her in a slow Lindy hop
through the opening instrumental section. Raina concentrated on the
steps and didn’t hear the words until, “All that meat and no
potatoes.”

 


They looked at each other and cracked up...
and Christopher pulled her closer. He sung both parts of the duet,
and she laughed at the lyrics.

 


After another song, he stopped moving and
kissed her. She accepted his kiss, and their tongues danced. It had
been fourteen years since she’d been kissed so tenderly. And he
knew what he was doing.

 


When she came to her senses, she pushed him
back, grabbed his arm behind his back and pulled him against her
chest, both faced outward. “You think you can just make your move
without asking permission?” she asked harshly.

 


Christopher was shocked. “N-no. I’m sorry...
we’ve kissed before, I just thought... I’m sorry.”

 


Raina let him go with a little shove. “No,
I’m joking.”

 


Christopher faced her but kept his distance,
rubbing his arm. “Where’d you learn self-defense?”

 


“In college after...” She picked up her wine
glass and took a long swallow.

 


“Hey,” he went to her and rubbed her
shoulders, “it’s okay, Raina. You don’t have to tell me anything if
you don’t want. C’mere.” He guided her to the couch. “Let’s just
sit here, sip wine and enjoy the jazz.”

 


They listened for a while, and Raina sank
into Christopher’s embrace. “Now that I’m comfy, you’ll have to
change the album.”

 


“No, I set all three to play.”

 


“You can do that?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“Oh. Cool.”

 


He played with her hair, and she rested her
head on his shoulder. “I’m sorry about earlier,” she whispered.

 


“You have nothing to apologize for... but I’d
like to kiss you again.”

 


She shifted to accept his soft kiss. Their
make-out session intensified, and Christopher said, “Raina. I want
you so bad.”

 


“Then beg me!”

 


“Huh?” He pulled back.

 


“Heh, heh, had to say something to break up
this high school kissfest thing,” she covered.

 


He held her head and stared into her eyes.
“We’re good together, Raina. Tell me you want to be with me,
too.”

 


“I dunno that I can,” she said honestly.

 


“Are you... have you ever been... you’re not
religious, though,” he stammered.

 


“Omigod, do you think I’m a virgin?”
she cackled.

 


He cocked his head, not knowing how to
respond.

 


“No, it’s just... well, it’s complicated,”
she said.

 


Christopher nodded though he didn’t
understand. “I can go slow. We can take it slow.”

 


Speed’s not the issue, she thought.
His kisses made her wet and squishy. Plus, she’d felt his package
while they were dancing. A casual press or bump against her hip or
midsection.

 


How could she tell him she didn’t know if she
could have vanilla sex?

 


The wine and the music and his kiss and their
proximity...

 


“Okay.”

 


“Okay, you want it slow?”

 


“Okay.”

 


Christopher cradled her and kissed her deeply
while he let his hands roam. A few times she grabbed his wrists and
slapped them back into his lap. But she’d laugh immediately and
kiss him harder.

 


Her mixed messages were confusing but, as
long as they progressed, he wasn’t going to stop and analyze
them.

 


At one point, he stood up and reached for her
glass to get a refill. The petting had become hot and heavy, and he
needed a breather... as if to make sure it was real.

 


His movement angered Raina, however, and she
shot up and pushed him onto the couch. She folded her arms and
peered down. “Who said you could get up, sub? If I want more wine,
I’ll let you know!”

 


Her eyes sparked, and Christopher briefly
wondered whether she was bi-polar. He tried to lighten the mood.
“Um, did you just call me a sandwich?”

 


“What? No.” She took a couple of steps
back.

 


“What did you call me, then?”

 


“I said ‘bub’. I called you bub. Like Bubba.
Chump.”

 


“Ohhh,” he said but his expression indicated
it made no sense.

 


“I guess my humor is just really off tonight.
Here,” she held out her hand, “let me get more wine.”

 


He contemplated his next move but Raina
returned and held the glass for him to sip. Then she pressed her
lips to his and sucked out the wine.

 


They entered another make-out session, which
included sucking her breasts. One of her legs was in his lap, and
it pressed against his erection. Christopher tried to
surreptitiously shift without relinquishing her nipple.

 


Raina, however, thought he was trying to move
into a position to get a blow job, and she elbowed him in the
gut.

 


“Oof!”

 


“Haven’t you learned that girls get taken
care of first?!”

 


“Uh, yeah?”

 


“But you think it doesn’t apply here? You
think because you sucked my boob for half a second, I’ll just...”
She looked at his crotch.

 


“Oh, that! No. No, no. I just needed to shift
a bit. Honest.”

 


“Okay,” she said and begrudgingly returned to
his arms... albeit in a different position.

 


Christopher broke their kiss a few seconds
later. “Did you just ask me for some service?” he smiled.

 


Raina bit her lower lip but couldn’t prevent
the smile. “I see how you think that.”

 


“I’m happy to oblige.”

 


“Yeah?”

 


He nodded with half-lidded eyes.

 


“Then get on your knees and show me!”

 


She pushed his shoulders down, and he sunk to
the floor. He watched her slowly drag the hem of her dress up her
bare legs. Their eyes met briefly before she lifted her left leg
and set it on his right shoulder.

 


As she directed him forward with her heel,
she crooked her fingers in a beckoning motion.

 


Trancelike, he moved toward her sweetness and
inhaled deeply. Then he pressed his nose against her red satin
panties until she moaned. He licked her panty-covered slit and
listened to her whimper, and felt her arch against him.

 


He slid his index finger inside. “Mmm, is all
this wetness for me?”

 


Reflexively, she grabbed the hair at the back
of his head and yanked back. But she fought with her words. As
such, her speech sounded more like growling. “Less talking, more
pleasing.” Then she gently pressed his face into her folds.

 


He cascaded her through four orgasms and
peeked at her with a shiny chin.

 


“Did I say you could stop?”

 


“No, but the album’s going to end. I was
going to put some smooth jazz on and take you to my bedroom...
where we’d both be more comfortable, and I could continue,” he
smiled.

 


“Okay, then,” she smiled back.

 


He leafed through the albums, and Raina
approached and ran her fingers through his hair. “What are you
putting on?”

 


“Some Earl Klugh.”

 


“Is he your go-to guy?” she teased.

 


“You’re the one who chose jazz, Raina.”

 


“Fair enough.”

 


Christopher stood and hugged her. They swayed
and listened to the music before he took her hand and led her to
his bedroom.

 


His bed was on a triple-tier wooden platform.
The room was sparse other than the bed, which made it the focal
point. The comforter was black linen, and it was folded back,
revealing light grey sheets.

 


“Pretty confident we’d wind up in here,
weren’t you,” Raina commented.

 


“I like the inviting look of a turned-down
bed.”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


He walked her up the platform steps, held her
hands and kissed her deeply. Then he gently pushed her onto her
back.

 


“I believe milady has demanded service,” he
said while he bowed and slid her dress up.

 


“Beg... not without permission... what do
you...”

 


Raina fumbled through her dominance but
Christopher was past the point of listening. He kept his eyes on
her as he slowly dragged the length of her dress into her lap. When
she stopped muttering, he kissed her pantied sex.

 


Maintaining eye contact, he worshiped her
satin-red lips before he slowly peeled them to the side and worked
on her flesh. Raina arched her neck, and Christopher knew he had
won. Softly and slowly taking her to multiple orgasms, he
continuously drank her nectar.

 


Raina found her voice after the first orgasm
and directed Christopher. Her legs, however, were tightly wrapped
around his head, which prevented him from hearing. Even though he
was skilled, she became irritated by his insubordination.

 


Pulling herself from the bliss, she grabbed
his hair and yanked his head. “Do you think you won’t be
punished?!” she hissed.

 


Christopher licked his lips and tilted his
head... and smiled. “I had a feeling you were kinky. I’m into
roleplay, too.”

 


“What?!”

 


“Tell me, pretty lady, how do you plan on
punishing me?” he grinned as he slid his hands up her legs and
diddled her clit with his thumbs.

 


His cockiness clouded her judgment, and she
slapped his cheek with alacrity that shocked them both.

 


Christopher stood up and forced Raina further
onto the bed, then held her arms above her head with one hand. With
his other hand, he slid her panties down.

 


Raina was wet but sought control. She brought
a knee to his crotch and pressed firmly. “It’s in your best
interest to stop what you’re doing. Now,” she said with chilling
calm.

 


Afraid he had misread the situation,
Christopher relaxed onto his knees and released her arms. “I’m
sorry, I thought--no, I’m just sorry. I thought you were
playing.”

 


Once back in control, Raina realized her
error and tried to correct it. “Oh, I was playing,” she forced a
smile. “But seriously, I like to be on top.”

 


She wiggled from under him and patted the
mattress. “Lie on your back.”

 


“Okay,” Christopher said hesitantly, though
his body complied.

 


“I’m going to strip you,” Raina said as she
straddled him.

 


Christopher smiled and held his palms up. “Do
with me what you will, milady. I’m all yours.”

 


“Remember that.”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“I said I’ll need some help,” she said,
pushing his shirt over his shoulders and tugging his T.

 


Christopher lifted his arms so she could
remove his clothes. That position showcased his abs, and she ran
her fingers over them. “You still work out,” she commented.

 


“I do. You approve?”

 


“Don’t fish,” she playfully slapped his
chest.

 


“Just asking.”

 


“Don’t. Fish.” She tapped an index finger to
his lips, and he sucked it.

 


When she took her finger back, he licked his
lips and nodded. Tucking his arms behind his head, he thrust his
pelvis, almost knocking Raina off. “You’re not in the best position
to finish your stripping act,” he smiled.

 


“That’ll be a hundred,” Raina blurted.

 


“A hundred what? Thrusts?”

 


“No, I mean, uh, you’re only batting a
hundred,” she muttered.

 


Christopher didn’t always understand Raina
but he didn’t let it prevent him from continuing. “I’m just warming
up.”

 


“I’ll be the judge of that.”

 


When Raina removed the rest of his clothes,
she pumped his cock a few times. It wasn’t porn-star quality but it
was bigger than most of her clients’. It felt silky in her hand and
she longed to suck it.

 


She wasn’t a fan of giving blow jobs but,
since becoming dominant, she missed it. Her go-to mode was
dominatrix, and she needed to remind herself that Christopher
wasn’t a client.

 


When she moved to mount him, he held her
hips. “Aren’t you forgetting something?”

 


“No.”

 


“I think you are. A little tit for tat, as it
were,” he grinned.

 


“Are you saying you don’t want me to
slide down your pole?” she challenged.

 


“No, no. I just thought we had an agreement.”
Raina stared at him. “From before,” he added meekly.

 


“I’m sorry, did we sign a contract?”

 


“No, but--”

 


“And you do want me to slide my wet
pussy down your hard and throbbing pole. Do I understand that
correctly?”

 


“Fuuuuck!”

 


Christopher had been with kinky girls, but
they generally wanted to be spanked or ordered around. Their dirty
talk was akin to baby talk. Normally, it aroused him. But Raina’s
words were over the top. Plus, her dress was hiked, and she was
poised to descend.

 


He relaxed his hold on her hips. “Yes,
milady, you understand correct.”

 


“I thought so,” Raina said as she impaled
herself.

 


From the moment of entry, Christopher sank
into the bed and let himself be ridden by the woman in red. He
watched her move and was aroused by the fact that she was fully
clothed. She knew how to pleasure herself. When she was coming
down, he grabbed her hips and began to thrust.

 


She clamped her pussy walls around his organ
and pressed her knees into his sides. “What do you think you’re
doing?!” she growled.

 


“Oh, I think you know what I’m doing.”

 


Her glare caused him to rethink, which was
difficult. “Oh shit. I’m sorry!”

 


He tossed her to the side and reached for a
condom. Shakily shoving it on, he flipped Raina to her back and
entered quickly. Her reflexes were shot, and Christopher’s were
insistent. She automatically wrapped her legs around him, and he
instantly grunted.

 


He propped himself on his forearms and looked
down at her. Christopher swayed his hips and smiled. “I only need a
coupla seconds,” he boasted.

 


“Get off,” she said quietly.

 


“I just did... but I’m happy to do it again.
Although I think I’ll need another condom,” he grinned.

 


“No, get off of me.”

 


Christopher rolled over and expertly removed
the condom and flung it on the floor. He reached to snuggle her,
but she was sitting up, with her legs over the side of the bed.

 


“Are you okay?” he asked, rubbing her
back.

 


“I’m fine.” She rolled her shoulders and
stood up.

 


“Can I get you something? Food, water?”

 


“No, it’s time for to you go.”

 


“Excuse me?”

 


“I mean, it’s time to take me home.”

 


“But I thought we could spend the night
together. Listen to good music and talk and sleep and cuddle.”

 


“Take me home, Christopher.”


Chapter 19




 


“Is that you, dear?” Charlotte asked as Raina
passed her bedroom door.

 


“I’m sorry I woke you, Aunt Char, go back to
sleep.”

 


“Are you okay, honey?”

 


“I’m fine.”

 


“I wasn’t expecting you to come home
tonight.”

 


“G’nite, Aunt Char.”

 


“Good night, sweetie.”

 


When Raina got coffee the next morning, Char
was waiting for her. “I thought we could go to the farmers’ market
and pick up some brunch things.”

 


“Like we used to,” Raina smiled. Char nodded.
“Lemme just hop in the shower real quick.”

 


The pair walked the path that Raina jogged
every day, with the lake next to them most of the way. It was warm
for the end of February and the sun was shining. Still, they wore
hats and gloves. Halfway into their silent walk, Raina linked her
arm with her aunt’s and squeezed.

 


“Thanks for getting me out of the house, Aunt
Char.”

 


“You’re welcome, dear,” she patted Raina’s
gloved hand.

 


“And thanks for not asking.”

 


“You’re welcome, dear.”

 


The women spoke with their favorite vendors.
Raina’s aunt and uncle used to take her to the market every
weekend. Charles was gregarious and got the best deals because of
his personality.

 


Back at the house, he’d make jokes while
Raina helped Charlotte prepare their feast. It was the time Raina
felt the happiest.

 


“Do you miss him?” she asked Char.

 


“Every day,” Char nodded. “But he’s happy
we’re doing this.” She squeezed her niece’s shoulders.

 


“I am, too.”

 


When they prepared their meal, they recited
Charles’ favorite sayings and made up things he would say if he
were there.

 


“Did you have a fight with Christopher?” Char
asked softly, halfway through the meal.

 


“No,” Raina shook her head. “It was very
nice. He cooked for me.”

 


“Was that the first time you’d been to his
place?”

 


“Yeah. But that’s the problem, Aunt Char, it
was very nice.”

 


As Raina talked about the evening, Charlotte
understood that they had made love for the first time.

 


“You have to give yourself time, dear. After
all, it’s been a long time since you’ve done that, right? You said
you don’t get physical with your clients.”

 


“Right. So?”

 


“So it’s an emotional thing. You’re making
yourself vulnerable in a way. You’ll be okay.”

 


“I don’t want to be vulnerable, though.
That’s the problem.”

 


* * * *

 


Christopher didn’t know what to do. Normally,
he found polite ways of asking the girl to leave. With Raina,
though, he wanted to be around her. Afraid of doing the wrong
thing, he opted to do nothing.

 


Waiting for her to contact him was
excruciating. He didn’t want to talk about her with anyone, either,
as if the memory would disappear.

 


Raina, on the other hand, found ways to talk
about Christopher, both directly and indirectly.

 


In consultations, she’d explain how “a bratty
sub” didn’t listen and what she would do to correct his
behavior.

 


In regular sessions, she’d use him as a
benchmark by which the client fell short.

 


In conversations with KJ, she’d use
Christopher as a shield to prevent KJ from getting closer.

 


“Thank you for calling me, Domina,” KJ said
Monday morning.

 


“I wanted to check on your bottom,” she
lied.

 


“Would you like to see it?” he smiled.

 


“No. Did it heal before you made it
home?”

 


“It did, thanks to your expertise. But it was
a constant and wonderful reminder of you for several days.”

 


“You’re welcome; though I should probably
charge you for the residual effects,” she grinned.

 


“If that’s what you command, Domina
Storm.”

 


“Did you book your next session yet?”

 


“I’m hoping to this afternoon. If things go
the way I think they will, I’ll be spending a great deal more time
in St. Paul.”

 


“For me?”

 


“With this contract but, ultimately, yes, for
you.”

 


“That pleases me.”

 


“And if things really go the way I want, I’d
like more of your time.”

 


“Yes, book what you choose.”

 


“No, I’m talking about more of your
time.”

 


“Like, you want a double-long session?”

 


“I guess that’s one way to do it.”

 


“Stop talking in riddles, KJ.”

 


“Storm, I want you to spend the night with
me.”

 


“That’s not gonna happen.”

 


“Don’t say no so quickly.”

 


“Don’t make me hang up on you.”

 


“Why don’t you have late evening appointment
times?”

 


“Because that’s my time.”

 


“What do you do?”

 


“Whatever I want.”

 


“Do you date?”

 


“Of course I date.”

 


KJ winced. “I see. Anyone in particular, and
is he a sub?”

 


“Not that it’s any of your business, but I
don’t date subs.”

 


KJ nodded. “Does he know what you do?”

 


“We’re not talking about me.”

 


“So he doesn’t.”

 


Raina disconnected the call.

 


* * * *

 


Raina and Lennie went for a mid-morning power
walk. The pair usually walked around downtown St. Paul to take a
break, check out new businesses and talk. That day, Lennie was
interested to hear about KJ.

 


“How’d Mr. Baldy do at his first
session?”

 


“Fine.”

 


“Fine doesn’t sound fine.”

 


“No, he was fine. He brought me flowers and
shit. I beat him and had him clean up after someone else. Then I
let him think he was going to make us a romantic dinner. It was
precious to see his face fall when I told him the session was up,”
Raina laughed.

 


“Good girl. You and JJ eat it, then?”

 


“No, me and Aunt Char. Jamison went out with
Cherry.”

 


“Oh, this was Valentine’s?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“Even better. How’d his date go?”

 


“I don’t think they’re compatible.”

 


“Yeah, I got the same from her. Too bad
‘cause they look great together.”

 


“I guess.”

 


They talked about a new restaurant and
commented on the mild weather.

 


“Tiffany almost got Garmond into a D/s lap
dance.”

 


“Lennie. Stop.”

 


“I’m just sayin’.”

 


“I had sex with Christopher Saturday.” Raina
sped up.

 


“Shit, girl, why didn’t you lead with that?”
Raina shrugged. “Was it good?” Raina shrugged again.

 


Lennie glanced at her friend and steered them
to a bench by the frozen river.

 


“I don’wanna sit, Lennie. I’m fine. Let’s
go.”

 


“Girl, you will sit your fine ass here and
spill.”

 


Lennie sat, crossed her legs and stared at
Raina, who reluctantly obeyed.

 


“As I told Aunt Char, it was nice. He’s a
nice guy.”

 


“I don’t want the vanilla version, girl. Did
you tie him up?”

 


“No. Fuck no.”

 


“What’s his place like?”

 


“How’d you know--”

 


“You didn’t tie him up, so you weren’t at
your place. And I know you didn’t do it in front your auntie.”

 


Raina nodded. “His place is... nice. Suits
him. Another industrial makeover not far from mine. He made dinner.
Reminded me of KJ’s ‘cause it was steak and wine.”

 


“Whose was better?”

 


“Um... I dunno. I didn’t compare ‘em. KJ’s
was better quality.”

 


“We still talkin’ food?”

 


“I thought that’s what you asked.”

 


“I did, but I was just makin’ sure. So didja
shove it onto the floor and throw him on the table and take him
hard?”

 


Raina giggled. “No. It was nice, I said.”

 


“Uh-huh. I got that, girl. But nice don’t
mean shit. He didn’t dominate you, did he?”

 


“Oh god no. But I mean, he’s obviously been
with women, and is used to having his way with them.”

 


“Oh? But you just keep sayin’ nice.”

 


“I mean, whaddya want me say, Lennie?”

 


“The way it is, girl.”

 


“I mean, I damn near dominated the fuck outta
him, and he got spooked several times but I made jokes, and he was
pussy-focused. So. Yeah.”

 


“You spooked a young, white dude?”

 


“That’s probably too harsh of a term.
Surprised him, for sure. Because, like, well, stuff just happens
automatically now, y’know? Like, he made some moves, and I grabbed
his throat or ordered him to beg. Basically, I reprimanded his
attempts.”

 


Lennie laughed. “Shit, girl, I wish I coulda
seen that.”

 


Raina laughed with her. “Yeah, I kinda do,
too. I mean, I think it’d be pretty hysterical to watch, knowin’
what was goin’ on and knowin’ he didn’t have a clue.”

 


“How big is he?”

 


“Slightly better than average.”

 


“He knows what to do with his tongue?”

 


“Yep,” Raina nodded.

 


“His bod look as good without clothes?”

 


“Even better.”

 


“He clean and smell good?”

 


“Very.”

 


“He got more than one position?”

 


“I dunno.”

 


“What you mean you dunno?”

 


“I rode him.”

 


Lennie studied her friend as some walkers
passed. Raina kept her eyes on the ice.

 


“I get it, girl,” Lennie said softly.

 


“I know; often and for as long as you like,”
Raina joked.

 


“Did you cry?”

 


“What? Fuck no, I didn’t cry!”

 


“Okay. Okay. Chill, I was just checkin’.”

 


“Why?”

 


“Because I’ve heard of women cryin’ durin’
their first time after... you know.”

 


“Well, I didn’t cry.”

 


“Good. But you ran things.”

 


“I ran things?”

 


“Yeah, you did him cowgirl. You on top. You
call the shots. Did he come?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“You try to prevent it?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“He flip you and come anyway?”

 


“Not a forceful flip.”

 


“But he came.”

 


“Yep.”

 


Lennie frowned. “You didn’t use no
protection?”

 


“He did.”

 


Lennie relaxed. “Good.”

 


They looked around in silence.

 


“You afraid to like him, Rain.”

 


“I already told you I like him, Lennie.”

 


“Yeah, but you afraid to like-like him.”

 


“Mmm mmm,” Raina shook her head.

 


“Shit, girl. You ain’t had no problems
talkin’ ‘bout the sex of it. You used to that. But you can’t talk
about the feelin’s.”

 


“I told you it was weird.”

 


“You didn’t ‘til just now.”

 


“Well, I thought it was obvious,” Raina
covered.

 


“How’d he handle it?”

 


“What do you mean?”

 


“When you were dominatin’ him, stoppin’ him,
reprimandin’ him.”

 


“Oh, I joked it off.”

 


“And you joked ‘cause he looked at you
funny.”

 


“Yeah, or asked what was up.”

 


“He’s not a sub.”

 


“No, I told you he doesn’t know what I
do.”

 


“Did he laugh with you?”

 


“No, he just... I dunno. It doesn’t really
matter, does it?”

 


“Hold up. He just what, went with it?”

 


“Yeah, I guess. I mean, he didn’t laugh, if
that’s what you’re asking. Oh, I think at one point he said he was
into roleplay.”

 


“Did you do a roleplay?”

 


“No.”

 


“So he just figured you were all over
it?”

 


“Yeah,” Raina laughed, “at one point he
thought I was a virgin.”

 


“Okay. And you showed him you’re not. So you
just confused the poor boy, Rain.”

 


“He didn’t seem to mind,” she stiffened.

 


“Not with his dick blowing in the wind. He
contact you?”

 


“No.”

 


“It’s gonna be okay, Rain.”

 


“I know.” She stood up and brushed herself
off. “You walkin’ or slackin’?”

 


“I’m walkin’.”

 


They got a few blocks before Raina spoke. “I
think KJ wants to book a double session.”

 


“Oh yeah?”

 


“Yeah. I mean, he wants to see me during my
off hours.”

 


“Like at night?”

 


“Right. And I told him that’s my time. And he
asked me if I date, and it was right after the Christopher thing,
so I told him--”

 


“That’s none of his goddamn business,
Rain.”

 


“No, I know. But I kinda feel like he’s
attached. So I thought if he knew I’m dating that it’d put our
relationship into better perspective.”

 


“How’d that go?”

 


“He said he’d pay whatever for longer
times.”

 


“It’s a slippery slope.”

 


“Yeah. It’s why I hung up on him.”

 


“You know that didn’t solve anything.”

 


“Yeah, but it made me feel good at the
time.”

 


“Doesn’t Baldy have a wife?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“So he won’t be able to get away.”

 


“His business will bring him to St. Paul
regularly.”

 


“Well, charge it up, girl. He’s referral
money to me,” she grinned. “But you make damn clear what his
money’s buyin’. You feel me?”

 


“So I let him book an overnight?”

 


“You do what you’re comfortable with. But if
you get physical, I can’t help you legally.”

 


“Lennie--”

 


“I’m serious. My reputation is built on the
book. I can bend some of the pages, but that’s all. I know
professionals who rent themselves out as consultants. They’ll
travel around the country, talk to married couples and coach them
through D/s scenes. All on the up-and-up. Zero touching. I know
some others who bend the rules. They’ll also travel, and the sub
pays for the travel, travel time, sleep time, everything. So if you
do an overnight, make sure you’re including at least six hours so
you can sleep.”

 


“Okay, well, I haven’t pulled the trigger on
anything. I just wanted to get your opinion.”

 


“My opinion is to look at all sides and plan
ahead.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“And it’s good JJ’s there.”

 


“Oh, I forgot about him.”

 


“Don’t do anything without him there,
girl.”

 


“It’d be kinda awkward, though.”

 


“What you talkin’ about? He’s there for all
your encounters!”

 


“Yeah, but this’d be... different.”

 


“Exactly why JJ needs to be there.”

 


“Think I can just ignore Christopher
forever?”

 


“You probably could. The real question is,
will he let you.”

 


“He won’t have a choice if I’m ignoring
him.”

 


“You don’t think he can call you? Track you
down at the library? Go to your auntie’s house?”

 


“I can get a PPO.”

 


“You’d have much better luck doing that once
Tiffany ropes Garmond into a dance.”

 


“Lennie, no.”

 


“I’m just sayin’ a little bit o’ preparin’
does a body good.”

 


“Did you just use a milk commercial?”

 


“Yep. I’m funny, remember?”

 


* * * *

 


At the beginning of March, Christopher
accidentally bumped into Raina on purpose at the library. “Hey,
Raina,” he called as she walked in.

 


“Christopher... hello.” She glanced around
and looked outside, as if trying to find an escape route.

 


“How are you?”

 


“Fine.” She held his stare.

 


“Good. Good.” He swung his arms and looked
around. “I, uh, feel like you’ve been avoiding me.”

 


“Nope. I told you I’ve been busy.”

 


“Yeah, right. But you haven’t talked to me
since our date.”

 


“Yes, I have.”

 


“Texts don’t count, really. You haven’t taken
my calls, and you’ve refused to see me.”

 


“I told you I’m busy, and I’ve been busy when
you asked me out.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“So you stalked me at the library?”

 


“I’m not stalking. I just wanted to see you,
in person, talk face-to-face.”

 


“And so you showed up at a place where you
knew I’d be.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Pretty sure that’s the definition of
stalking.”

 


“Do you want me to leave?”

 


“I don’t think you’re a threat,
Christopher.”

 


“Okay. Good.” He swung his hands and clapped
them. “So, uh, I’d really like to see you again.”

 


“I’m here Monday, Wednesday and Fridays.”

 


“Funny. I mean, do you want to see me
again?”

 


“Christopher... can we talk about this
later?”

 


“Sure. When would you like me to pick you
up?” he smiled.

 


“Christopher--”

 


“Just to talk,” he held his hands up. He
pivoted when he heard footsteps, and saw Trudy approaching. “How
about coffee after you record? Wet the throat and all?”

 


“Fine, I’ll meet you back here.”

 


* * * *

 


They walked around the corner to Brewed
Books. Christopher tried to pay but Raina insisted on paying for
hers.

 


They got a booth in the back and had the
place to themselves.

 


“Christopher,” Raina decided to take control,
“I don’t think it’s a good idea--”

 


“Wait! You can’t tell me you don’t like me or
you don’t like spending time with me or you didn’t like... y’know.
‘Cause if you do, I won’t believe you. So tell me, Raina, do you
have a boyfriend?”

 


“Do I--no.”

 


“A husband?”

 


“No.”

 


“Okay,” Christopher breathed. “Then what? And
don’t tell me it’s age, because we’re only six years apart. That’s
nothing.”

 


“It’s not nothing but I’m not relationship
material. I don’t want a relationship.” She swirled the steaming
liquid in her cup.

 


Christopher watched her. “Oh. So you just
wanna be friends with bennies?”

 


Raina’s smile was automatic. “No,” she forced
her mouth into a line, “I think it’s better if we didn’t do the
benefit thing.”

 


“Sooo, just friends?”

 


“No, I--” She looked at Christopher and
smiled. “Yeah, I guess. But I don’t think boys and girls do that
friends thing very well.”

 


“We’ll prove ‘em wrong.”

 


“I don’t want a relationship, Christopher,”
she restated.

 


“I heard you. And we can take it slow. I told
you we could.”

 


“I won’t ever change.”

 


“But we’ll become better friends.”

 


“I guess.”

 


“So that’ll change.”

 


Raina sighed. “I think any girl would be
ecstatic to have you as her boyfriend.”

 


“You gotta stop comin’ onto me, Raina. I said
we’re just gonna be friends.”

 


Raina chuckled. “I’m serious.”

 


“So am I. I’ve been watchin’ you check out my
package the whole time. It’s demeaning and makes me feel like a
piece o’ meat. And I’m much more than that.” He crossed his
legs.

 


Raina giggled.


Chapter 20




 


Clayton Cole became a regular client of
Storm’s. He liked to schedule his appointments after difficult
sessions in the legislature. His upcoming appointment got him
through the day of verbal negotiations.

 


As he slid into his car, he felt his
dominance wane. He had long since given up any semblance of control
over Storm, and looked forward to whatever she had planned.

 


She could sense when he needed a
run-of-the-mill beating versus pushing his boundaries. While he
would be happy in the St. Andrew’s Cross, he was kind of hoping for
something new and different.

 


Storm did not disappoint.

 


“Today we’re doing something different, you
poor excuse for a man,” Storm said as she stood in front of
him.

 


Naked and kneeling, Clay’s body tingled at
Storm’s words. “Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


“Good boy. I’m going to put this on,” Storm
said as she slid a collar around Clay’s neck and attached a
leash.

 


She’d used it on him before. A warm comfort
flowed through him when the metal clinked shut. He loved to be led
by her.

 


“Keep your head down and crawl after me.
Today’s session will be upstairs.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


Clayton crawled to Storm’s bedroom. He’d been
there before to try on lingerie and model.

 


Storm tapped her foot on a pink pillow, which
was on a circular platform. Clayton knelt, keeping his eyes on the
cement floor.

 


“You a good dancer, slave?” she asked, as she
sat on the bed.

 


“Dancer, Miss?”

 


“Yes, do you like to dance? Got the
moves?”

 


“In my younger days, Miss, I frequented the
discos.”

 


“I remember you told me, pet. I’m going to
put you on display with all your disco moves today. You ready to
dance?”

 


“Uh... y-yes, Domina. I want nothing more
than to please you... but...” Clay stammered.

 


“If you have a concern, you’re free to voice
it.”

 


“Miss, I’m wondering about the word
‘display’, and I know you look out for all of my limits, but I feel
the need to remind you about my need for anonymity, Miss.”

 


Storm ran her fingers through his hair and
patted the back of his neck. “Yes, pet. Are you challenging my
knowledge of your hard limits?”

 


“N-no, Domina Storm.”

 


She lifted his chin. “Look at me, sub.”

 


Clay looked at Storm and inhaled. Her hair
was down, and she wore a black latex bustier and French cut,
crotchless panties with over-the-knee black boots. It was the most
revealing outfit he’d seen.

 


“You’re beautiful, Miss.”

 


“Take ten more seconds.”

 


Clayton stared and made a move to stroke
before he remembered and stopped. Storm raised an eyebrow and
lowered her head.

 


She put a mask on Clay, and his world went
dark. “Don’t underestimate me again, sub,” she said while zipping
him in.

 


“Mmm hmm,” he mumbled.

 


“You can’t speak.” Clay nodded. “So you won’t
be able to use your safewords. Should you need to get my attention,
you’ll cross your fingers as if to wish me luck, and raise it as a
salute. Do you understand?”

 


Clay nodded. His entire head was covered and
sounds were muffled but he could make out her words. It was
frightening to be immediately cut off, and Clay felt like he was in
a different world.

 


“Show me your safeword, pet.”

 


Clayton crossed his fingers and saluted.
Storm unzipped the mask and peeled back a flap. “State your
complaint, sub.”

 


“Th--thank you, Miss. I understand how it’ll
work now,” Clay said.

 


Storm zipped the mask and walked away.
Clayton listened to her footsteps, which coincided with his
heartbeat. He couldn’t guess what she had in store for him, and the
mask heightened his nerves.

 


He would be on display. That meant someone
would see him do whatever Storm had planned. He mentally scanned
his body and was glad he never got a tattoo. There shouldn’t be
anything to identify him.

 


Clay had a brief moment of doubt. Did he
really want to go down that path? A scenario flashed of his session
being broadcast on the legislative floor and being the
laughingstock of government. Then he saw his wife and kids shaking
their heads in shame.

 


His entire world would collapse--

 


“There,” Storm said from across the room,
“that’s the last of the cameras.”

 


He jerked his head in her direction.
Cameras, plural?

 


“Welcome to everyone who is joining us this
afternoon,” Storm said. “Discretion is at the top of everyone’s
list, which is why you’re all on a separate connection with a
separate monitor. You’ve agreed not to record but I have a tracer
on your IP addresses for insurance. This is for your live, personal
fapping now and your memories later. Do you understand.”

 


A stereo of “Yes, Domina Storm” responses
surrounded Clay, and his mouth went dry.

 


“Today’s sub calls the shots at work. Another
privileged white man. But not in here. In here, he’s a worthless
piece of shit. I’ve arranged for you to witness his degradation and
to help me put him in his place.”

 


Storm walked around Clay as she spoke to all
the cameras, which were set to follow her. Jamison was monitoring
the connections. He had positioned the monitors so no one would see
each other but still have a front row seat.

 


“Since this is a one-time show, and you paid
good money for it, relax and get comfortable. Take your clothes off
and put your pecker in your hand. Your confidentiality is secure,
and things are about to heat up.”

 


She waited for her audience. “There are seven
people watching your session, sub. Some want to experience the same
thing as you, some want to fuck you, some are here just to demean
you. Make sure you behave.” Storm cracked a cane against his lower
back. “Do you understand?”

 


“YeshDominaShtorm,” was his muffled
response.

 


“You’ve grown up with a silver spoon in your
mouth, right?”

 


“YeshMish.”

 


Storm went through a detailed outline of
Clay’s privileged life.

 


“No one knows how sick and perverted you
really are, do they?”

 


“NoMish.”

 


“Anyone in his right mind would be
embarrassed to be on display, but not you. You’re pathetic. Why,
just look at that little dicklet throbbing all over the place.” She
made sure everyone had a clear view. “You’re not embarrassed,
you’re aroused. You like strangers staring at your naked
body.”

 


She paused and, when he didn’t answer,
swatted his ass. “Admit it, boy, you’re getting off to being on
display!”

 


“YeshMish.”

 


“These men have tuned in to watch you like a
porn show. They’re going to watch your ass turn red, and they’re
going to stroke themselves.” Clay’s cock pulsed. “And that excites
you, doesn’t it, bitch?”

 


“YeshMish.”

 


Clay’s urge to pound one out was
overwhelming. Sounds were distorted and he couldn’t see, and his
head sweat from the mask... and it added to his excitement.

 


“Let’s have a little audience participation.
When I point to you, give me a number between one and ten.”

 


Storm pointed at the first one, who said,
“Three.” Quickly, Storm smacked Clay’s ass three times. Then she
smacked his head. “What do you have to do when you’re smacked,
boy?”

 


“CountMish.”

 


“Again.”

 


She repeated the sequence, and Clay rushed to
count. She patted his head. “Now that we know how things are going
to work, let’s turn this on.”

 


Storm flicked a remote control, and Clay’s
platform slowly spun. “Now everyone will be able to see.” She
turned to the second monitor. “You.”

 


“Five, Domina Storm.”

 


Storm caned five times, and Clay counted them
all. His cock bulged. Strangers were affecting his session. And he
loved it.

 


The rest of the observers chose ten, and
Clayton’s ass was glowing by the end.

 


“This audience pleases me.” She ran her hand
over her handiwork. “Our next activity will use this.”

 


She held up a candle, which Clay couldn’t
see. It was surreal not knowing what would happen. “Choose, with
your fingers, one through five.”

 


Storm lit the candle. Clayton didn’t know if
it was a candle or a cigarette. She’d used both on him before.
“Well, sub, it’s unanimous: They all chose five. That means you
have thirty-five seconds.”

 


The audience was upset she didn’t count
minutes until she tilted the candle a half-inch above the tip of
his cock.

 


“Well, boys, this sub claims he can dance.
You be the judge.”

 


Clay’s cock tried to avoid the molten lava
but failed. His muted moans made some of the guys stroke hard.

 


Storm put the candle away and waited for the
wax to solidify. “Pick off the wax, sub, and make sure you only
touch the wax. Grab more, and I’ll kick your balls.”

 


Everyone hoped Clay would get kicked but he
was too careful. “We didn’t get him this time, boys. But there’s
still time.” She retrieved a whip from the bed. “Let’s get this
party started,” she cued Jamison to turn on the disco music.

 


She cracked the whip against Clayton’s upper
back and ordered, “Get up and dance, fool. Give ‘em their money’s
worth.”

 


Clayton swayed on his way up, his balance
affected by the loss of senses. Storm pushed the platform aside.
“You have the entire space, sub. Move.”

 


As Clayton shifted his feet from side to
side, Storm whipped his upper thighs. “I said dance, boy. You said
you could disco.”

 


It didn’t take long for Clay to get into it,
especially after the audience hooted and hollered. They fed off of
each other. Clayton was still collared, and his leash swayed,
adding to the confinement. Storm ordered him to use more spin moves
so everyone could see, and she tried to whip on beat.

 


After two songs, Clayton was a marked and
sweaty mess. She centered the platform and raised it two feet
before leading him to it. “Kneel, slave. And drink.” She handed him
some water and opened his mouth flap. “You’ve pleased everyone with
your dance moves.”

 


As Clay took a breather, Storm explained the
importance of tending to her subs, which included breaks, hydration
and a mixture of praise and denigration. Most of the observers had
gotten off during the dance and were happy to have a lull in the
action.

 


“Take the next few minutes to tell this
worthless ass what you thought of his performance. Start with you,”
she pointed at the first monitor, “and go around. I’ll be right
back.”

 


Some of them said positive things about what
good of shape he was in. Others told him how pathetic his
performance was and how they would’ve beaten him harder if they
were there. Clay toweled off and closed the flap. After each
comment, he said “ShankYou.”

 


Having the communication directed at him made
him hard, and it was painful not to release. But he knew
better.

 


When Storm returned, Clayton guessed she wore
a strap-on, based on the collective gasps of approval. He was
correct.

 


“It’s time to show you how pathetic this
loser is,” Storm announced as she stepped onto the platform and
started a slow spin.

 


Storm waited for it to rotate three full
turns as she oiled her cock. The sight of her sent all the viewers
straight to stroking, wishing they were the ones naked before
her.

 


“I’m going to unzip your mouth, sub. While
the flap is open, I only want you to communicate with your head not
your voice. Do you understand.”

 


Clayton nodded, understanding his voice might
be revealing.

 


“Good boy.” She patted his head and unzipped
his mouth. “Suck my cock, bitch.”

 


Clayton opened his mouth, and Storm placed
her cockhead at his lips. “Reach for it, boy.” He leaned closer,
wrapped his lips around the tip and sucked.

 


Storm waited through two rotations before
placing her hand at the back of Clay’s neck. “Audience
participation time. When you want to see this sub suck down more,
shout more.”

 


The seven spoke together after every single
rotation. Storm obliged by pushing a half-inch each time. “My cock
is eight inches, boys, and I’ve trained this slave well. He loves
sucking cock, don’t you?”

 


Clay nodded as he sucked.

 


Storm kept it up until his nose touched her
midsection. “That was all for you. This is for me.” She grabbed the
O-rings on the sides of the mask and face-fucked her sub. “Yeah,
suck that cock like the pathetic slut you are, boy!”

 


She continued to face-fuck. After each
rotation, she’d call out another epithet. Her audience was pumping
hard into its collective hands.

 


Just before the first explosion, Storm pushed
Clay’s head from her cock and redirected it to her open pussy. “Now
it’s time to please your Domina.”

 


Storm watched her audience pause briefly
before stroking like crazy. “This is one of the best benefits of
crotchless panties, boys. Do you see?”

 


Various moans flooded the room and tickled
Clay’s cock. His favorite thing, next to being demeaned, was
servicing his Mistress. Her arousal was even sweeter that day, and
he attributed it to the audience. He leaked knowing he’d soon be
soaked in her juice.

 


“All these guys know how pathetic you are
since they watched you take my cock all the way down, slave. You
lapped and sucked at it like a dog. You’re nothing but a dog,
aren’t you.”

 


Clayton nodded, never losing contact with his
prize.

 


“And you love that you were watched, and that
they know how much of a slut you are.”

 


Storm continued her rant while she guided
Clay deeper between her folds. She stopped talking a few seconds
before she orgasmed, and the boys loosened their grips, afraid
something was wrong.

 


She let out a guttural moan and held Clay’s
head while gyrating against his tongue.

 


The audience came with her.

 


“Don’t you dare let any drop fall on the
floor, boy,” she said after she came up for air.

 


She backed away slightly so Clayton had to
lap at her sex, which provided a better view for the audience.

 


“Who wants to see this pathetic excuse for a
man get fucked in his boi-pussy?”

 


Cheers resounded and Clay leaked.

 


Storm positioned herself behind Clay.
“Present your pussy to me, boy.”

 


Clay bowed and raised his ass. Storm circled
his opening with her cock, making sure the platform spun twice. She
noted all monitors were set to fast stroking and heavy
breathing.

 


The sound of their breathing infiltrated
Clay’s mask and made him harder. He had been fucked before, and she
had called him worthless. But now he was the center of someone
else’s fantasy.

 


“Tell them what you are, slut.”

 


Clay’s brain froze. She yanked on his leash
and repeated her order, though her voice remained calm.

 


“I am a worthless and pathetic slut who wants
nothing more than to be fucked in his boi-pussy by your hard cock,
Domina Storm.”

 


Storm repeated his sentence for clarity,
though every sub heard it perfectly.

 


“Audience participation,” she said, still
rubbing his anus. “I will thrust at a unanimous thumb’s up.”

 


They wanted to prolong the anticipation and
waited five rotations before giving the sign.

 


Without speaking, Storm gripped her cock and
slid it inside in a slow but deliberate movement. Clay moaned
loudly and pounded the floor with a fist.

 


That first thrust was the supreme moment of
submission. The audience made him feel smaller than he’d ever felt.
It was beyond erotic.

 


Storm shifted into a hard rhythm, demeaning
him as she pounded. Clay agreed with her. The audience moaned.

 


“I don’t think our friends realize just how
pathetic you are, sub,” Storm said on a downstroke. “What do you
say to showing them just how far you’re willing to go?”

 


Clay’s heart stopped. She couldn’t possibly
mean to show his face. It was a hard limit. She’d taken the
precaution of setting up the monitors and using the mask.

 


But it was all-consuming to Clay. He couldn’t
even focus on the wonderful pegging.

 


She yanked the leash and asked again more
firmly. “YeshDominaShtorm.”

 


“Wouldn’t you all like to see more?”

 


Seven heads nodded furiously.

 


“I know it’s difficult for you to talk in
that thing, sub, so I’ll tell the boys your deepest, darkest
desires. It isn’t enough for pussy-boi to get fucked in front of a
group of strangers. That’s almost vanilla compared to what I’m
about to do.

 


“Roll onto your back, boy. That’s a good sub.
Spread those legs nice and wide for me. Show these nice people how
much harder you are because they’re watching you.”

 


Clay spread his legs. His breathing was
shallow but his rod was on edge.

 


Storm squatted in front of him and put on a
glove. She stroked his cock and called him pathetic. Every observer
wished he could feel the grip of her hand.

 


“Mr. Man here has a taboo kind of wish. One
he’s even afraid to say out loud.”

 


Oh god, not...

 


“Isn’t that right, pet?”

 


“YeshMish.”

 


“Tell them how dark it is while I stroke
you... and don’t you dare even think about coming.”

 


“YeshMish. I... I... mmm... my wish is
depraved. I’m a shick man who wants to be a mere veshel for a
shtrong and beautiful woman like Domina Shtorm.”

 


As the audience was trying to decipher Clay’s
words, Storm stood and placed her feet on either side of Clay’s
hips.

 


“Wait for me, sub. You’re nothing but a lowly
piece of shit, not worthy to be in my presence.”

 


She continued to demean him while lowering
herself slightly. “When I pull your leash and tell you, you can
come but not before then.” Clay nodded.

 


The observers sat up in their seats, noticing
for the first time that the platform was covered in plastic.

 


“You are my vessel, slave.”

 


Storm released a stream of urine onto his
belly, and it ran down his sides and into his crotch. He felt it
sliding into his ass crack and pooling under him. It was torture to
refrain from erupting.

 


Four of the observers shot their loads and
continued to pump.

 


Storm turned off the stream and walked
forward. She unzipped the mouth hole. “Show them there is no depth
to your depravation and drink my waste, whore.”

 


Clay dropped his jaw, and the warm liquid
choked his esophagus. There was no time to think, and he
instinctively swallowed.

 


Storm tugged on his leash. “Come for us,
worm. Let’s see how it turns you on to be my toilet.”

 


Clayton grunted as he clenched his ass and
lifted it slightly off the ground. The cool air hit his wet bottom,
and he exploded in a three-foot arc.

 


There was a round of applause from the
monitors. Storm turned to them, still on the spinning platform. “I
hope you enjoyed the show. By the looks of things, some of you
enjoyed it several times,” she smiled. “Make sure you book your
consultation with me so you can be here live and in person.”

 


Jamison disconnected everyone’s feed, and the
monitors went black.

 


“You can remove your mask now, sub. I don’t
want to touch that piss. You’ll find cleaning supplies in the
bathroom. Make sure everything is sparkling before you come
downstairs. Provided you do a good enough job, whatever time you
have left, I’ll apply ointment to your thrash marks.”

 


“I don’t know how to thank you enough, Domina
Storm,” Clay gushed after he took off the mask.

 


Storm walked out without another word.

 


* * * *

 


KJ became a regular client as he worked in
St. Paul.

 


Raina and Christopher shared sporadic
lunches, dinners and movies. Usually she left before things went
too far past the friend zone. But there would be kissing and some
petting. The few times they had sex, it was a D/s battle for Raina,
though each time lessened. The day after each encounter, Storm was
extra harsh with her subs.

 


Lennie was impressed with Raina’s audience
participation and admittance fee, especially since Clay was a
referral. Even though the referral pay time had ended, she
continued to pay. They continued to advertise for her, and she was
making more money than she could effectively manage.

 


When some neighbors had to relocate, Raina
bought their units before they went on the market. She rented one
to Tiffany, who was thinking about going on her own. Then word got
around, and Raina rented the other one to a few Bada Boom!
dancers.

 


Aunt Char had small episodes of
forgetfulness, which the doctor said was normal. It was scary
because she didn’t recognize things but people knew who she was.
She was grateful for her niece’s assistance and patience. They
stepped up the memory games.

 


Raina was content with her life, and happy
that Garmond hadn’t shown any interest in a D/s lap dance.

 


* * * *

 


At the beginning of July 2019, KJ signed up
for his first double-session. It was a six-hour session from one to
seven. They were both nervous.

 


Since the pair continued to talk outside of
sessions--over Lennie’s objections--KJ had grown emotionally
attached.

 


There was a level of connection for Raina,
too, but she was more nervous about what she would do. Her longest
session was three hours and, while she ad-libbed, she knew the
sequencing. Plus, KJ’s time would cross dinner hours. She knew she
needed to keep them separate... but she wasn’t sure she
wanted to.

 


They spoke a few days beforehand, and KJ
begged her for a preview and teased her about not being able to
handle him for that long. Raina admitted a bit of uncertainty.

 


“Storm, I’m buying your time. For you. I
don’t care if you beat me for six hours straight or ignore me, just
so long as I’m in your presence.”

 


“Yeah, you say that now.”

 


“Okay. It might get a little rough, but I
would be happy to just listen to you talk.”

 


“Talk. Right.”

 


“I’m serious, Storm. I’d love to know more
about you. You could lock me in a cage and just talk. Tell me your
life story.”

 


“That’s not what the sessions are, KJ.”

 


“I know, but it can be.” When Storm shook her
head, KJ said, “Wait, I’ve got it! Let’s make it just like
this.”

 


“Huh?”

 


“A Skype call, only we’re in the same room.
And we can talk like we already do.”

 


“I’ve gotta go, KJ, my next sub’s here.”

 


“I’m serious--” he said as she
disconnected.

 


* * * *

 


Storm greeted KJ like normal, dressed as a
businesswoman. She ran him through sweeping the main floor,
cleaning the crate and doing a load of laundry. He received a
flogging reward for performing well. Then, she sat him at the
kitchen table to clean all of her leather implements while she
monitored her Tumblr account.

 


While KJ was fully present with each
activity, he yearned to implement his plan... though he knew he
couldn’t ask.

 


“How are you coming on the toys, sub?”

 


“I’ve got four more, Domina Storm.”

 


“Good. All this online chatting has me worked
up. When you’re done, crawl under my desk and worship my pussy
while I talk to others.”

 


“Yes, Storm.”

 


He tried not to rush the last few items but
Storm’s pussy was a sweet treat. The knowledge of doing it under
her work desk while she carried on her business was delicious. He
fantasized about her being his boss, stripped of his worldly
possessions, and made to be her slave. He shifted in his seat.

 


Once beneath her, he kissed her inner thighs.
He loved to tease her for as long as he could but Storm wasn’t
having it that day. She pulled him closer. “Your task is to get me
off not piss me off, douche.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm,” he mumbled.

 


She squeezed her thighs around his head and
gyrated her hips. He learned to gulp air when she relaxed her
grip.

 


Lazily lapping between orgasms was KJ’s
favorite time. Storm generally praised his skill, and he waited for
it. Instead, she said, “This is disgusting,” plucking at his
remaining hairs. “It’s unattractive, and I want you to shave
it.”

 


It was an argument they often had, with KJ
winning because his wife wouldn’t approve.

 


“That’s all,” Storm said abruptly. “Put a
mask on that doesn’t cover your ears or mouth, and bring me your
choice of handcuffs.”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


KJ chose his favorite from the masks
displayed on pegs. He then selected leather cuffs lined with black
fur.

 


“Hands behind your back.” When she locked
them, she ordered, “Crawl into the crate.”

 


Storm laughed at his struggle to crawl with
his arms behind his back and said how worthless he was.

 


“I’m going to incorporate your idea, pet,
with a few modifications, of course,” she said while locking the
crate.

 


“Thank you, Miss.”

 


She sat on a stool and held a cane across her
lap. “This will be your time to reveal yourself. I know your oldest
son’s name is Cricket, but what’s his real name?”

 


“Tornado watch, Domina Storm.”

 


“No, KJ, this was your idea. You don’t
get to use a safeword.”

 


“Hurricane, Domina Storm.”

 


“Oh, but it was okay to have me reveal my
entire life to you?”

 


“No, Domina Storm. I’m sorry, Domina
Storm.”

 


“Tell me your name, then.”

 


“Storm, I--”

 


“If there’s no basis of trust, then you
shouldn’t book a double session.” Her anger grew.

 


“You know I trust you implicitly. Look at the
predicament you have me in--”

 


“And look at how you’re leaking on my
floor.”

 


“Yes, I admit, I love the control you have
over me, and it’s something I can’t live without. But please,
Storm, please don’t make me do this.”

 


“This is what I have planned for a big chunk
of time. If you don’t cooperate, you can just sit here in
silence.”

 


“You were just going to interrogate me about
my personal life?”

 


“Don’t say it like that, KJ,” she slipped.
“It was your idea to talk like we normally do on Skype.”

 


“This wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.”

 


“It’s not up to you.”

 


“I really mean it, Storm, I want to know you.
But I meant talking about innocuous things, things that wouldn’t
identify... me.”

 


“You can’t have it both ways.”

 


KJ grimaced. “I know,” he sighed. “There’s
got to be an alternative.”

 


“Pick someone and tell me their name. I don’t
care which family member it is, but you’ve gotta gimme
someone’s.”

 


KJ thought about sitting in silence versus
pleasing Storm, so he relented. “Kim.”

 


“That’s your wife?”

 


“No.”

 


“You don’t have any daughters.”

 


“No, it’s my name.”

 


“Get the fuck out. Your real name is
Kim?”

 


“Yes.” He swallowed hard.

 


She laughed. “No wonder you go by KJ... or do
you use Kim in your professional life?”

 


He gulped. “I go by Kim,” he whispered.

 


She poked him through the crate. “There, that
wasn’t so bad, was it?”

 


“I... I like that you know it but I feel
completely exposed.”

 


“That’s probably why you like it.”

 


“True.”

 


“You’re making a big puddle there.”

 


“You know I get off on your dominance.”

 


“Want to really get off?”

 


“Miss?”

 


“Tell me your last name.”

 


KJ sucked in air and shuddered. He was so far
in his sub space that he blurted, “Svenka”.

 


“Show me a hands-free climax, Kim J.
Svenka!”

 


KJ erupted on the spot... and immediately was
ashamed. “I--I shouldn’t’ve told you.”

 


“Lick up your mess,” she instructed.

 


She watched him clean. The redness never left
his face.

 


“Even though you pay me to put you in
compromising situations, I realize this one was special. And since
you were such a good boy, you get a treat. We’ll continue to talk
like we do on Skype. But every so often, I’ll let you ask me
something.”

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.” He wasn’t sure he
wanted to continue but the offer was enticing.

 


“You said you were almost done with the St.
Paul job. Have you been working on anything else?”

 


“You mean to keep seeing you? I’ve been
trying to think of how to do that. There’s a statewide contract I
was putting together a bid for but it’s been derailed at the
legislative level.”

 


Storm guided KJ into talking about his
business problems, and watched him relax as he explained.

 


“Is there someone who can be bought or is it
just the system?” Storm asked.

 


“It’s one person. Representative Johnson, the
fucker, can’t justify spending money on infrastructure when our
unemployment is so high. How does he expect people to get to work
if their cars break down from the roads?”

 


“Can he be bought?”

 


“Nope, he’s a do-gooder on the left. Wouldn’t
take PAC money during his campaign, either.”

 


“Okay. Well, I can see this has you worked
up, so it’s time for your question.”

 


“How is your aunt feeling?” It was the only
thing he could think of, and he wanted to emphasize a connection
with Storm.

 


Storm thanked him for his concern and
explained her aunt’s progress... and bumps.

 


“How are your sexcapades with your wife?”
Storm redirected.

 


“Sexcapades?”

 


“It’s a joke. How do you feel fucking her the
same week you come see me?

 


“Oh, well. It’s just not fun anymore, Storm.
You know how much I love begging, but it’s entirely different to
have to beg your wife for sex.”

 


“You don’t have a schedule?”

 


“No. Whenever she doesn’t have a headache or
any other excuse, which hasn’t been often.”

 


“When’s the last time you fucked her?”

 


“I stopped asking several months ago.”

 


“Your hands-free was your first time since
you were last here?”

 


“No. I, uh, take care of myself and think
about you.”

 


They talked about KJ’s emotional separation
until Storm pointed out, “If you’re not fucking her, let’s talk
about that hair, Kim.”

 


“Storm, I can’t.”

 


“You just went on for the past twelve minutes
about how you barely communicate.”

 


“True.” He had expected her to balk at his
admission of jacking off to her. When she didn’t, his cock stirred.
Sub space was heaven.

 


“It sounds like you’re here more than you’re
there, naked anyway. So I should get to have my way. Shave it.”

 


“I’ll see what I can do.”

 


“Drink this,” she handed him a bottled water.
“Then get out, clean up, put everything away, and meet me in the
kitchen.”

 


“Do I get to ask another question?”

 


“Maybe next time.”

 


“Thank you, Miss.”

 


After KJ did his chores, he walked into the
kitchen. “I thought you could grill some shrimp and vegetables for
dinner.”

 


“But I don’t get to eat it with you,
right?”

 


“Not exactly but I do have a treat for
you.”

 


KJ put the shrimp and vegetables on skewers,
made a savory dipping sauce and opened a bottle of white wine.

 


“Plate one and bring it here.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Good. Your treat is you get to sit at the
table and feed me, sub.”

 


KJ’s cock bobbed, and he sat quickly. “Thank
you, Domina Storm.”

 


He slid the food off the stick and cut it
into bite-sized pieces. Storm’s first taste ended with a
compliment, and his dick pulsed.

 


She’d intersperse lingering, teasing bites,
where she’d run her tongue along the bottom of the fork before
slowly pulling the food off... all while locking eyes with KJ. The
sense of pride at feeding her and witnessing her delight was
thrilling, and he continuously crossed his legs.

 


“I’ll take care of the leftovers while you
clean up, sub.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.” He wasn’t even upset
that he didn’t get to eat with her.

 


“Thank you for your trust, Kim,” Storm said
before Jamison walked him to the sub room.

 


He left Storm a twelve-hundred-dollar tip and
a bouquet of flowers. As he placed the envelope on the desk,
Jamison knocked.

 


“Yes, I’m ready,” KJ said. Jamison opened the
front door, and KJ walked out.

 


“Domina Storm asked me to give this to
you.”

 


KJ turned around, and Jamison handed him a
plastic bag. “Please thank her for me.”

 


“I will.”

 


KJ warmed up the leftovers in his hotel
microwave and relived the past six hours.


Chapter 21




 


“I wanted to show you this,” Lennie told
Raina in the first week of October 2019. The girls were having
lunch at her apartment, compliments of a sub.

 


“What is it?” Raina asked.

 


Lennie pointed to her laptop and turned up
the volume.

 


“...you always get so hard when I talk to you
about the special dances,” Tiffany said, while rocking against
Eddie Garmond’s lap.

 


“If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you
were tryin’ to set me up, chick.”

 


“Set you up for the time of your life,”
Tiffany giggled.

 


“I’m serious, bitch. If I didn’t I trust
Silver, I’d be outta here and lookin’ to shut this place down.”

 


Lennie stopped the recording.

 


“Yeah, so he doesn’t want to be dominated.
That’s what I’ve been telling you. He’s a fucking douche.”

 


“That’s not my point, Rain. We don’t tolerate
the girls being called ‘bitch’; you know that. And he’s never done
it before.”

 


“So what are you thinkin’?”

 


“I dunno, that’s the problem. You hear
anything from your other cops?”

 


“Just that he’s probably gonna be chief of
police.”

 


“Too bad we couldn’t’ve flipped him before.
His shit about closing us down has me on edge.”

 


“I’m sure it’s nothing. He probably got sick
of gettin’ all horned up and not being able to express his own
dominance. I mean, can’t you just tell that he beats his
girlfriends?” Raina shuddered.

 


“He’s definitely got some testosterone that
needs to be harnessed, that’s for damn sure.”

 


“I’m just glad I don’t have to deal with
him.”

 


“I feel you.” Lennie took a bite of grilled
salmon and waved her fork at her plate. “Shit, girl, you got a
Michelin star chef for a sub?”

 


Raina chuckled. “Not quite. Most of ‘em can’t
cook. But they are masters of the grill.”

 


Lennie nodded. “This from Baldy?”

 


“No, but he really is bald now.”

 


“Come again?”

 


“I made him shave the rim of fluff around the
bottom.” She demonstrated with her hand.

 


“I thought he had a wife, though.”

 


“He does. But they haven’t been intimate in a
while.”

 


“Since he’s been seein’ you.”

 


“Around then, but he talked about how things
weren’t great since before we ever met; when we were talkin’
online.”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“Mmm hmm what?”

 


“I’m tired of tellin’ you you got it bad and
you sayin’ no way and switchin’ the subject to your
rocker-pilot.”

 


“Lennie, I’ve always told you that I like KJ.
He’s been safe ‘cause he’s married but now with the rift...” she
shrugged.

 


“He still doin’ doubles?”

 


“No, that stopped. He finished up the project
in St. Paul and was trying to get another one but got blocked
politically.” Raina grinned.

 


“What’d you do, girl?”

 


“I asked Clayton if he could do anything.
Turns out, a representative owed him a favor. So he called it in,
it went to the floor, and it passed. And KJ’s company won the bid.
Since he started coming again, he’s been on me about more time...
like, an overnight.”

 


“So you got him a state contract and he
repays you by demandin’ to spend the night? Girl, you gotta slap
this bitch down.”

 


Raina nodded and looked down.

 


“You want him to spend the night...
have you ever spent the night with Rocker-Pilot?”

 


“No.”

 


“But you fuck him still.”

 


“I try not to.”

 


“Shit, girl. Here we been outta college for
fifteen years and you got the hots for two guys!”

 


“They’re completely different. And it’s not
like that.”

 


“You talk to the young one the way you do
with Baldy?”

 


“What the--Jamison! Stop telling Lennie my
business!”

 


“Yes, Miss... but we’re worried about you,”
he said from the stairs.

 


“Stop eavesdroppin’ and get your ass down
here and help us eat.”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


“And don’t say nothin’.” Jamison nodded and
tried not to look at Lennie.

 


“KJ and I talk,” Raina said to Lennie. “I
can’t explain it but he’s different than the others. And
Christopher is like my vanilla world... the one maybe I’d have
if...”

 


“Girl, I’m all for spreadin’ the love. But
you got to be honest with yourself. You feel me?”

 


“I know,” she nodded. “I mean, I’m still a
Dominatrix. Hell, after he told me his name, I teased the fuck out
of him about it.”

 


“What’s his name?”

 


“Kim.”

 


“Nice.”

 


“Yeah, something Aunt Char said a long time
ago made me do it. About how teachers aren’t supposed to point out
flaws. And I realized that’s what I did, too. But then I thought,
what if they want to be teased about their faults? Subs have been
eating it up... not just KJ, is what I’m tryin’ to say.”

 


“Mmm hmm. I get that, and it’s an interesting
point. But you need to be honest with yourself, girl,” Lennie
repeated.

 


Raina nodded. “I mean, I’ve tried to stop
seeing Christopher. But he’s so easy to be with. And it gives me a
break from... everything.”

 


Lennie and Jamison looked at each other but
said nothing.

 


“He’s been really sick this fall, so I’ve
hardly seen him. And he doesn’t want me around ‘cause he doesn’t
want me to get it.”

 


“Yeah, the flu this year is vicious. Our
numbers are down at Boom!, and I know people who had it have felt
like shit for two, three weeks.”

 


“Yep, he’s been sick on and off since the
beginning of September. We’ve had a coupla lunches, but that’s
it... which is kinda good...”

 


“Girl, you know I love ya. And we both know
you’re gonna have Baldy overnight. When you do, and if you do
that, remember not tell me because I won’t be able to help
you. You feel me?”

 


Raina stared at her friend and decided not to
deny it. “Yeah.”

 


* * * *

 


With KJ’s new contract, lying about overnight
business trips was easier.

 


Storm saw KJ at least once a week through the
end of 2019. She was clearly in charge but her barriers eroded. He
craved more of a connection. And, late at night in the middle of
November, she provided it.

 


She wrapped him in a latex bodysuit and lay
on her side next to him on the bed.

 


“This is hardly what I was talking
about--”

 


Storm smacked his cheek. “You said you wanted
to feel me against your body. I have agreed to your wishes,
sub. Shut up and feel me.”

 


She slid a mask over his head. No skin was
exposed, save breathing holes. Then she spent an hour running her
fingertips over his latex.

 


Even though her touch was slight, it ignited
a tremendous heat. The bodysuit kept him in place, and it was
torture not to reciprocate the intimate touching.

 


Storm didn’t speak but neither minded the
silence. Each was lost in a world of arousal. Both yearned for
skin-to-skin contact... yet were strangely content.

 


As the minutes ticked by, Storm’s light touch
was replaced with a desperate hunger. She straddled KJ and ran her
sex from foot to head as he trembled. Once at the top, she ground
her pussy just under KJ’s nose.

 


He longed to pleasure her for the rest of the
night. The latex was confining and hot but his focus was Storm.

 


She sat on his crotch and gyrated against his
cock, building her climax.

 


Normally, she’d talk dirty and demean her
sub, saying he was only fit to serve as a toy. But she kept silent.
As she reached the apex, her raspy breathing turned to soft
moans.

 


KJ tried to help but wasn’t able to move. Her
breathy whimpers would haunt him for months.

 


Soon, her body tensed, and her grinding
slowed to a near halt. She pressed her weight against him, and he
sunk deeper into the mattress. Halfway through her long, guttural
cry, KJ came.

 


Separated by a thin layer of latex, they
connected in nirvana.

 


Storm slid off the bed and helped KJ out of
the suit but left the mask on. “Clean up in here. When you’re done,
we’ll do a brief aftercare at my desk.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


When KJ came downstairs, he saw the pillow on
the floor. As he approached, he saw her computer was off. He knelt
at her feet and waited.

 


“Tell me what went through your mind while
you were in the bodysuit.”

 


“Not a lot, to be honest, Domina Storm. I
just felt frustrated but my focus was on you. I wanted to help you
get off, and pleasure you, and, of course, feel your skin. In some
ways, it was more intimate the way you did it.”

 


“What else?”

 


“Mainly frustration. I couldn’t move. It was
hot. I mean, sweaty-hot. I felt used. And that added to everything.
To be honest, I’m kind of in a sensory overload right now.”

 


“Did it fit with your craving of being
stripped of everything?”

 


“It did. It really did. I couldn’t stop you,
I couldn’t help you, I couldn’t move. And in the end, you just took
what you wanted.”

 


“Did you come?”

 


“I did. The entirety of the situation was
beyond anything I could’ve imagined. But in all of the silence,
your moans and whispers, and everything you did was that much more
front and center. Hearing you get off made me come.”

 


“You’re welcome.”

 


“Can I say something?”

 


“Your time is done...”

 


“I’m driving home tonight. I couldn’t risk
another overnight.”

 


“But it’s midnight.”

 


“It’s okay. I wanted this. And I was going to
tell you before, I’ve moved out of our bedroom. I sleep in the
guest room now. She won’t wait up for me. And I’ll have all this
time to myself... thinking of you.”

 


“I’m sorry to hear about your wife.”

 


“No, no. It’s a good thing. I see now we
weren’t ever meant to be together. It was always a matter of
convenience, for both of us. You’re the one I want, Storm. You
don’t have to say anything. But the holidays are coming up. I won’t
be able to get away like I have been. But I can swing an overnight
the first week of December. Please, Storm. Please let me book that
with you.”

 


“I’d have to prepare an understanding of what
to expect... and what not to expect.”

 


“Thank you so much, Storm. I want to kiss you
right now.”

 


Jamison coughed and entered their space.
“This way, please.”

 


Wanting to keep her scent on him, KJ opted to
write a letter instead of showering. Jamison handed it to Raina.
She read it on the couch as they drank beer.

 


 


Storm, there’s not enough time to express
everything I’m feeling. I know I freaked you out just now, and I
wanted to let you know that even though we’ve not been intimate in
the biblical sense, that it’s not something I require. You’re
amazing just the way you are. And I don’t want to change that. Not
ever. I know you feel something for me, and I will wait forever for
you. And I don’t want you to think that I’m just replacing my wife,
because things with her were never like this. I can’t wait for
December, Storm. Yours, Kim.

 


 


Raina folded the paper and took a long swig.
“Is it sappy?” Jamison asked.

 


“Yep. Here,” she flipped it to him, “file it
with the rest of his shit.”


Chapter 22




 


“Christopher?” Raina said for the third
time.

 


“Hi...” Christopher rasped.

 


“Omigod, you sound horrible!”

 


“Wanted hear voice,” he whispered.

 


“Have you seen a doctor? It’s been
months.”

 


“I did... nothin’ they can do for flu.”

 


“You need some chicken soup. Do you want me
to bring you some?”

 


He texted that he was having some delivered,
that he sounded worse than he was... and he missed her.

 


“Okay, as long as you’ll be getting soup. You
get better, and I’ll talk to you soon.”

 


He texted a thumb’s up.

 


Raina was glad she didn’t have to deliver
soup, because KJ would be arriving soon.

 


After a lot of negotiation, Raina had agreed
to have dinner with KJ on several conditions. One, it was part of
his fifteen hours. Two, he couldn’t take her to a dive. Three, he
couldn’t pretend like he was in charge. Four, to ensure three, he
would be caged and hooked up to a remote e-Stim device. Whenever KJ
fell out of line, Storm would zap him.

 


KJ agreed and chose the Meritage. He was
surprised when Jamison opened the door and led him to the sub
room.

 


“Lock yourself and affix this,” he
instructed, holding the devices.

 


Jamison wasn’t happy about the date but it
was a public place... and Raina had insisted he couldn’t stalk
them. So, he made sure to set the tone for KJ at his arrival.

 


“Thank you.” KJ took the items and waited for
Jamison to leave, but he stayed. “You’re going to watch me?!”

 


“I’m going to make sure you hook it up
correctly.”

 


KJ complied. He was humiliated when Jamison
performed his inspection.

 


“Wait here.”

 


Jamison returned three minutes later with
Raina. “Domina Storm, may I present Miss Kim.” He couldn’t
help himself.

 


KJ didn’t care, since Storm looked amazing.
She wore a royal blue cocktail dress and three-inch matching pumps.
Her hair was down, and her makeup was subdued. It was a side of her
he’d never seen.

 


Jamison blocked his way.

 


“Thank you, Jamison,” Storm clipped, as he
helped her into her long, red coat.

 


He kept his eyes on KJ. “Your schedule says
you will return at eight-thirty,” he warned.

 


“Or she’ll turn into a pumpkin,” KJ joked.
Then added, “Eight-thirty it is.”

 


KJ held the passenger door open. When he got
in, Storm commented, “Nice Caddy.”

 


“Yeah, it gets me around,” he discounted.

 


“The Meritage is a rather prestigious place
and very public.”

 


“It is.”

 


“Why did you choose it?”

 


“Several reasons. I know you like it... and I
don’t care if people see us. I initially thought I’d need an excuse
about the job but I just don’t care.”

 


“Hmm, what changed?”

 


“Well, I planned on sharing this with you
over dinner.” He glanced at Storm. “I... I’m going to leave my
wife.”

 


“But it’s the holidays.”

 


“Yeah, not until after the new year. But it’s
going to happen, and I don’t want to hide you.”

 


“I see.”

 


Raina stared out the window for the remainder
of the short ride. He’d mentioned divorce but she hadn’t allowed
herself to think about the implications.

 


As he opened her door, she pressed the
remote. KJ jumped back and emitted a high-pitched squeal.

 


Storm exited the vehicle with a smile and
turned to the valet, “Be careful, it’s very electrifying
tonight.”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


She took KJ’s arm and walked into the
restaurant. “That was just a test, so you would know what it felt
like.”

 


“I wasn’t prepared.”

 


“I know... and you won’t be.”

 


“We’ll get thrown out if you keep it at that
setting.”

 


“That was the lowest setting.”

 


KJ was glad he had requested a quiet booth in
the back even though the restaurant wasn’t busy. It was unusual for
a Saturday night in December.

 


The waiter approached to take drink orders.
“We’ll have the--Ohfuuuu... I mean, she--whatever the lady
wants.”

 


“We’ll get a bottle of the 2016 Opus One
Proprietary Red Napa Valley,” Storm smiled.

 


“Do you always order the most expensive
wine?” KJ smiled as the waiter left.

 


“Tell me why you got zapped,” she
countered.

 


“Because I tried to order, which is dominant.
I just thought since we were out--”

 


“You’re right, it’s because you were
dominant. And we already discussed about being out.”

 


She pressed her toe against his cage. KJ
reddened and looked around before he realized there was a
tablecloth covering them.

 


“Thank you, Domina Storm.”

 


The waiter returned, opened the bottle and
offered the first taste to KJ. “Please,” he motioned to Storm,
“it’s up to the lady.”

 


“It’s wonderful,” Storm declared.

 


She ordered shrimp cocktail and filet with
asparagus for both of them. “You’re going to need your protein
tonight,” she explained with a smile.

 


“Thank you, Miss.”

 


“As for the wine, you raved about it after
your trip to Napa Valley.”

 


“That was over a year ago. You remembered
something that specific? I’m flattered,” he smiled.

 


“I looked through our past correspondence. I
told you I kept everything.”

 


“I see. Well, I’m still going to take it as a
compliment that you searched for the perfect wine to accompany the
perfect evening.”

 


Halfway through their appetizer, KJ took a
business call. “It’s dinnertime on a Saturday, and this isn’t an
emergency. Just make sure you fix it!”

 


As soon as he hung up, Storm buzzed him at a
level three. KJ clutched the edges of the table and bit his lower
lip.

 


“For that insubordination, I want you to jack
off in the bathroom and bring me proof of the explosion.”

 


“Miss,” he looked around. “Anyway, I’m
locked,” he recovered with a smile.

 


She slid the key across the table. “Be back
before our dinner arrives.” She returned the smile.

 


The walk to the restroom threw him into sub
space. He thought everyone knew what he was doing, and was
nervously titillated. The thrill was the possibility of getting
caught... not actually getting caught.

 


He returned to Storm with a paper towel,
which he set next to her. “I don’t want it. Put it next to you to
remind you through dinner that you’re on my time; not yours.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Tell me about your adventure,” Storm said as
the waiter brought their food.

 


“Oh, um.” He looked at the waiter and back at
Storm... who had her eyebrow raised. “I, uh, made things private. I
thought about how wonderful you look tonight.”

 


“I’m sorry, sir,” the waiter interrupted,
looking at the paper towel, “let me bring you some tissues. There’s
a really bad flu going around.”

 


“Oh, I’m not sick--er, yes, that would be
nice, thank you.”

 


“Was that all you thought about?” Storm
redirected.

 


“I was completely focused on you, and being
here with me. In public. I thought about how wonderful it will be
when we can do this every day. Being proper--or relatively proper
in public yet with you controlling me in private.”

 


“Don’t get sappy.” She buzzed him at level
two.

 


* * * *

 


Back in Storm’s apartment, KJ was shackled
over a saw horse and beaten for an hour. Storm alternated between
floggers and a crop, taking her time so as not to wear him out too
soon or break skin.

 


She taunted him for jacking off in a public
restroom and leaving it on display while he ate. She attacked him
for needing to be locked up and zapped throughout the evening.

 


And he loved every second.

 


But she had left the chastity cage on.

 


Normally, he got hard during her abuse. The
cage bit into his skin and its grip reminded him that he wasn’t in
charge. The intensity made up for the denial.

 


Storm ended the beating with dripping candle
wax. The sting faded as the wax hardened.

 


It was a new sensation for KJ... compounded
by the cage.

 


“Go fetch us a bottle of water, slave,” Storm
said as she released him from the apparatus.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm. Thank you.”

 


When he returned, they drank nearly all of
their water. Storm was seated in an armchair. “Pull up a
chair.”

 


KJ sat before her, and she unlocked his dick.
“Fetch the oil and rub it in. Try your best not to get hard.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“The cage did its job but you didn’t do
yours.”

 


“I’m sorry, Miss.”

 


“I intentionally kept it on, knowing it’d be
most painful for you to use that pecker... and it’s a reminder that
that’s not in our contract.”

 


“Yes, I know. Thank you for looking out for
me, Storm.”

 


“Overall, you were good at dinner, and you
handled your beating well. I’m pleased with the way your backside
looks.” She walked behind him and trailed her fingers over some of
the marks.

 


“Thank you, Miss.”

 


Storm applied an ointment to her
handiwork.

 


“You take such good care of me, Storm. Thank
you.”

 


“All that beating has made me quite horny.
You will lick me over the edge until I tell you to stop.”

 


“With pleasure, Domina Storm.”

 


“You may get hard but you’re not allowed to
come.”

 


“Yes, Storm. Thank you.”

 


After her second orgasm, she ordered KJ to
get a mouth strap-on. “Your tongue’s not cutting it, slave. Get on
your back.”

 


He was grateful for the cool, cement floor
but he wouldn’t have complained if it was prickly carpet. His focus
was Storm. Her scent, her moans, her thighs, and the way her dress
billowed around his face on every downstroke. It was the closest he
came to fucking her, and he savored every second.

 


Her pleasure consumed him to the point of
never thinking about coming.

 


“Good boy,” she said as she stood up. “Clean
up everything and come upstairs.”

 


KJ cleaned up without cutting corners. They
had negotiated a nude interlude. He had seen her nearly naked and
had imagined countless scenes of the two of them together. It was
surreal to be seconds away from the experience.

 


As he climbed the stairs, his excitement
grew, but he also felt strangely unworthy.

 


He was disappointed to see Storm fully
clothed but tried not to show it.

 


“You’re sticky and you’ve got wax all over
you. Take a shower.”

 


KJ’s cock pulsed, thinking she’d join him.
“Yes, Miss. In--in here? Your shower?”

 


“Yes. Make sure all the wax is gone.”

 


“I will. Thank you.”

 


KJ hoped Storm would join him. It was
difficult to refrain from pumping himself but he knew he wasn’t
allowed. When he emerged, he saw a rubber bodysuit and mask.

 


“Did you get it all?” Storm called.

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Good. Dry yourself off and put on that
outfit.”

 


“Yes, Miss.” The suit didn’t cover hands and
feet.

 


He opened the door when he was done but Storm
shut it.

 


“You weren’t given permission to come
out.”

 


“I’m sorry, Domina Storm.”

 


“Are you in the outfit?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Do you have the mask on?”

 


“Yes.”

 


“Can you see?”

 


“Not a thing.”

 


“Good. Go back in the shower and turn it on a
medium warm.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“Stand in the shower but not directly under
the water.”

 


“Okay, I’m there, Miss.”

 


KJ had been blindfolded before but never in
the shower. He wondered why when he heard glass door open, and
Storm touched his shoulder.

 


“You negotiated hard for a nude scene, sub.
But you didn’t specify a dual nude scene. You will bathe me, pet,
using only your hands to ‘see’ me.”

 


“Oh fuck.”

 


“Here is a washcloth and bodywash.” Storm put
them into his hands. “You may start now... and remain
respectful.”

 


“Of course, Domina. Omigod.”

 


KJ tried to memorize every shape, feel and
contour. He weighed her breasts in his hands as he washed them. It
took immense willpower not to use his mouth.

 


As much as he yearned to experience her
fully, he also knew that she hadn’t done it for anyone else.
Everything about the evening was special. For him. For them. And he
didn’t want to take advantage of anything.

 


His cock was not a part of the plan, and it
bumped into Storm’s body a few times in silent protest.

 


KJ kept Storm out of the water flow until he
needed to rinse her off. He had her sit on the bench while he
tended to her legs and feet. When he reluctantly declared her to be
clean, he enveloped her in a fluffy towel; the closest he came to
hugging her.

 


“This segment is now over,” Storm declared.
“Take off your bodysuit and go get us some white wine.”

 


“Yes, Miss. And Miss?”

 


“Yes, sub.”

 


“Thank you.”

 


“Hurry now.”

 


“Yes, of course.”

 


Storm put on a white lace negligee and sat on
the bed. KJ returned with the wine, and she had him sit on a
chair.

 


“I figured you’d want to have another round
in the morning before you left, so we can do the aftercare portion
now. If you face the door, I’ll reapply some salve to your back,
and you can redo the cage marks.”

 


“Thank you, Miss.”

 


“Tell me what you thought of tonight.”

 


“I think you have excellent taste in wine,”
he smiled and sipped.

 


“Yes, that’s another one you
recommended.”

 


“Well, I... I dunno, I’m just--it just feels
so right to be with you. Sitting in your bedroom, seeing you lie on
your bed in your nightie. I feel... privileged, Storm. I cherish
this time and look forward to being with you more.”

 


“Okay. So putting aside the age-old promise
of leaving your wife, tell me how you felt tonight.”

 


“You have every right to be suspicious of me
but it just makes me want to prove it to you more. And I will. As
for tonight...”

 


KJ talked about his feelings of submission.
Then, they picked up a conversation from dinner about his work and
his trip to Napa Valley. The conversation flowed freely as did the
wine.

 


“I’m not sure how we got on this subject but
it’s late, sub.”

 


“It’s not so very late.”

 


“Remember, there’s six hours of sleep
factored in.”

 


“Yes, I know, and you can have more. I’m
looking forward to it. But I love talking with you.”

 


“That’s where you’ll be sleeping,” she
pointed to the cage.

 


“Oh, come on. You’ve gotta be kidding.”

 


“You’re not sleeping in my bed.”

 


“That’s gonna kill my back.”

 


“If you need a bed, you can sleep in the sub
room.”

 


“Storm, I promise I won’t touch you--”

 


“The negotiations are over, boy. Make your
choice now.”

 


“How about if I sleep on the rug next to your
bed? I’d still be in a submissive position but I get to be in your
room.”

 


“I dunno--”

 


“Look, you intended for me to sleep in here.
But the crate’s not big enough. You see that. Shit, you were naked
in the shower with me, and I behaved. And that was without
ejaculating!”

 


“I let you get off in the restaurant.”

 


“Touché. But you have to admit that the floor
is a fair compromise.”

 


“Fine. But one wrong move--”

 


“You have my word, Storm.”

 


“You can take the blankets outta the
crate.”

 


KJ moved into position, and Storm turned down
the lights, thinking complete darkness would be giving up control.
She continued to sip wine, not totally comfortable with the
arrangement... but she was very sleepy.

 


“What did you want to be when you were a
little girl, Storm?”

 


“A teacher, like my aunt.”

 


“What I’d give to have a teacher like
you.”

 


“No, of elementary kids. I remember going to
school with my aunt and watching her teach. It was like a Disney
movie to me, and I wanted to be part of that magic.”

 


“Did you teach?”

 


“I went to school for it but I was... I
dropped out.”

 


“It must’ve been something major that made
you give up your dream.”

 


“There was.”

 


“I’m sorry.”

 


KJ wanted to keep her talking but didn’t know
how. “I’d like to hug you but I know you won’t let me.”

 


“No, I won’t.”

 


“So how did you come to do what you do
now?”

 


She told him about ‘Silver’ and her first
days at Bada Boom! How she refused to strip. How she started the
daycare program. Her first lap dance.

 


“One of the guys said he was a producer; made
commercials. He was gonna use me as an extra and pay me travel
time... I mean, it was more than I made in a week back then.”

 


“Sure.”

 


“Yeah, and he was gonna drive me. We fooled
around a little in the car but I told him I couldn’t do anything
else. He got mad. We got to the place, which was two and a half
hours away, and it just sucked. The actress couldn’t remember her
lines. Ugh, just... he wound up giving me fifty bucks and said he
couldn’t take me home because his wife was on him. I had to call my
aunt, who came and got me in the middle of the night, on a school
night.”

 


“Did he ever go back to the club?”

 


“Yeah, like nothin’ ever happened. I told
Silver I didn’t wanna do his lap dance, and she pulled me into the
office to find out why. Five minutes later, he brought me the cash
he promised me and apologized. He didn’t show up for about six
months after that.”

 


“Wow.”

 


“Yeah, but fuck, none of this could possibly
be interesting to you.”

 


“On the contrary, Storm, everything is. It’s
like I’m dying of thirst in the desert, and every story you tell me
is like water.”

 


“Oh, geez.” She knew she had talked too much,
but things seemed right. “I seriously need to get to sleep.”

 


“Yeah, I’m pretty tired, too. G’nite,
Storm.”

 


“G’nite, KJ.”

 


* * * *

 


“He’s gone,” Jamison told Raina after KJ left
the next morning.

 


“Tip?”

 


“Don’t talk after you’ve had a lotta
wine.”

 


“You weren’t supposed to be listening to
me!”

 


“I wasn’t. I got a midnight snack and saw the
wine gone. When I went upstairs, I heard muffled noises.”

 


“What a detective. Just tell me the tip,
Jamison.”

 


“Two grand.”

 


“The tip was two grand?”

 


“Yep.”

 


“Holy fuck. A grand’s yours.”

 


“Thank you.” He frowned.

 


“What is it?”

 


“He was on the phone when I went to see him
out.”

 


“His wife?”

 


“No, business.”

 


“He got a call last night, too.”

 


“You may wanna hear it for yourself.”

 


Jamison queued the video on the big
screen.

 


“What do you mean you can’t get it anywhere
else? Uh-huh. Well, fuck ‘em. Just take it from the overseas
shipment we got last week. No one’s gonna know. Yeah, I know
the contract says we have to use local stuff. I’m telling you, no
one’s gonna know. Besides, we save $1.8 million doing it this way.
You keep your mouth shut, and you’ll get an extra ten grand to
spend on the kids this Christmas.”

 


“Do you think it’s the contract you helped
him get?” Jamison asked Raina.

 


“I think it’s the only one he’s personally
involved with. Mark that in his file. We may need it later.”

 


“Yes, Miss.”


Chapter 23




 


The week before Christmas, Charlotte received
a lifetime achievement award at the school district’s Teacher of
the Year Party.

 


Raina was always Char’s date, and she was
accepted as part of the family. So when she brought Christopher,
the liquor-lipped teachers began to talk. The pair had seen each
other sporadically since September, and every time was fully
clothed.

 


That night, Christopher felt nearly one
hundred percent, and he danced with Raina before he made his way to
all of the female teachers. Char bobbed her head whenever she heard
“they make a cute couple.”

 


Being the designated driver, Christopher
walked a tipsy Charlotte into her house and made sure she was okay
before he took Raina to his apartment.

 


The alcohol dulled Raina’s dominant side and
awakened her playful side. It was the first time they had sex
without a struggle. Christopher adored every second, especially
when Raina demanded sex in the living room. They fell asleep in a
heap in front of the record player, and zig-zagged their way to the
bedroom in the wee hours.

 


In the morning, Christopher brought Raina
breakfast in bed, which she tried to eat while appearing
relaxed.

 


She made an excuse to get home early, and
Charlotte was surprised. “It’s still morning, dear. I didn’t expect
you back until much later... or even tomorrow,” she smiled.

 


“I planned on coming come home last night. In
fact, I should’ve just stayed when he dropped you off last
night.”

 


“I don’t need a babysitter,” she said
stiffly.

 


“I know you don’t. No, it wasn’t about you,
it’s about me.”

 


Char relaxed. “Did you have a fight?”

 


“No, he brought me breakfast in bed.” Raina
dropped her forehead into her hands on the table.

 


“Oh, dear, but that’s a good thing.” She
patted Raina’s hand. “I think all this ‘work’ that you do is
hindering your personal relationships. You need to let someone be
nice to you.”

 


“I don’t want a relationship, Aunt Char,” she
said to the floor.

 


“Everyone commented about how you guys are so
good together.”

 


“Are we, though?” She lifted her head. “We’ve
barely seen each other the past three months. And honestly, he
doesn’t know a thing about me... and there’s KJ.”

 


“I don’t know KJ except for what you tell me,
and I suspect there’s much more that you don’t. But I know he’s a
part of your ‘work’... and that he’s married.”

 


“He’s getting a divorce.”

 


“Honey, that line has been around since the
beginning of time.”

 


“Well, he really--”

 


“Raina, who’s with you more? Who’s been to
your house, has met me, has gone out with you in public?”

 


“I understand what you’re saying. I do. But
you’re also right that there’s more you don’t know about KJ.”

 


“I know he isn’t spending the holidays with
you.”

 


“And Christopher was sick, so he didn’t,
either. And--”

 


“But he was going to take you home for
Thanksgiving.”

 


Raina was about to argue but changed her
mind. “Look, I know where you stand on this, and we’re not gonna
agree. I’ve got a headache, and I’m gonna sleep all day.”

 


* * * *

 


“I didn’t think we had anything on the
schedule this weekend,” Jamison said when Raina showed up. He was
in a pair of sweats, watching the Golden Gophers play on the big
screen... which he muted.

 


“No, don’t get up. I’m sorry I didn’t text. I
just had to get outta the house.”

 


Raina plopped on the couch, and Jamison took
her feet in his lap. She relayed the events of the previous night
and morning. “I’m sorry, Miss.”

 


She sighed. “It’s just... whatever. Nothing
to be sorry for.”

 


“For the situation.”

 


“I guess.”

 


She stared at the screen but didn’t pay
attention. “I’m just gonna check the blog.”

 


When she logged in, she saw a message from KJ
in Skype:

 


 


I know I said I wouldn’t be available until after
the new year but I can’t stay away from you for that long. I don’t
care what the wife has to say, I’m just going to come. Please tell
me you can fit me into your schedule, Storm.

 


 


The message was timestamped at
ten-thirty-seven the night before. Raina smiled and shifted to
cover the screen. She glanced over her shoulder but Jamison was
focused on the game. Her schedule was completely clear, as it
normally was mid-December through the second week in January.

 


She tried to type quietly: When were you
thinking about?

 


Raina flipped to Tumblr and scoffed at
several messages from bots:

 


 


Hello .....I'm Mistress ROSELINE CRUEL of high
class , school is all about domination and feminization. I personal
seek a slave/sissy /CD &diaper boy/Girl to serve me in
person,if u're interested tell me your name and where you are from
?

 


are you interested in being my bottom sub boy

 


Mistress is looking for loyal slave to owned as
prefect Sissy

 


 


She read them to Jamison and explained the
errors. “You should save all of those messages and put ‘em into a
book,” he laughed.

 


“Yeah? And who’d buy it?”

 


“Right. Anything good?”

 


A Skype video request chimed. Raina declined
it and told KJ she couldn’t talk. He said he’d come whenever but
was hoping for last night or the weekend.

 


“Hey, Jamison, you doin’ anything this
weekend?”

 


“So, nothin’ good?”

 


“Huh?”

 


“I asked if you got any good messages.”

 


“Oh. Haven’t been through ‘em all yet. You
got anythin’ goin’ on this weekend?”

 


“Mom and me talked about doin’ some Christmas
shoppin’. Why, you wanna do somethin’?”

 


“Um. I don’t really know what I wanna do. I’m
antsy, I’m tired.” She stood up.

 


“I got a coupla pizzas, some wings and beer
comin’. Why don’t you just chill with me for a while? Wisconsin’s
on next.”

 


“Yeah, uh, okay. That sounds good. Lemme just
send a coupla messages.” She sat back down.

 


Tiffany joined them in the third quarter.
Raina pushed their talk toward a mom/son evening, with Jamison
spending the night in his mom’s apartment.

 


“I don’t mind keeping you company tonight,”
Jamison said.

 


“No, I think I just want to be alone, so
it’ll all work out. Thanks, though.”

 


* * * *

 


“You look a lot different than the regular
security guy,” KJ said when Storm opened the door in jeans and a
Minnesota sweatshirt.

 


“I told you to be quiet until you got in!”
She motioned for him to enter, and closed the door.

 


“You did but you didn’t tell me the
secret.”

 


“It wouldn’t be a secret if I told you, would
it.”

 


He looked her over. “I was worried I wouldn’t
like the casual look, but you’re still a Domme no matter what you
wear,” he smiled.

 


“Yeah, well, you said you wanted to just
share space with me, so this is what you get.”

 


“No, no, I like it.”

 


“Good. Put the food on plates and bring it
into the living room. Stanford’s on.”

 


“Yes, ma’am.”

 


When they were settled, KJ said, “Thank you
for seeing me on short notice, Storm.”

 


“You’re paying an expedited rate for
that.”

 


“I know, but you know what I mean.”

 


“I know you need your fix of submission,” she
fished.

 


“That’s fair. And I’d probably think the same
thing. But I also needed to see you because I wanted to tell you in
person that I’ve spoken with a lawyer.”

 


Storm stared at the TV until the message sunk
in. “Everything I do here is legal,” she tried to joke.

 


“Storm. Look at me, please.”

 


She faced him. “Permission to clean you?” he
asked.

 


“What?”

 


He held up a napkin, and she laughed and
nodded. Instead, though, he leaned closer and licked the barbecue
sauce from the corner of her mouth. She automatically slapped
him.

 


“Mmm, I could definitely get used to this,”
he smiled. “Since you need to have it spelled out, I talked to my
lawyer about getting a divorce. He’s drawing up the papers.”

 


“Until it’s done, it’s just words.”

 


“I know. And I’ll show you soon. It’s kinda
difficult this time of year, and everyone seems to have that flu
going around.”

 


“Yeah, I had a lot of cancellations earlier
this month. I’m glad I haven’t gotten it. I heard it’s really
bad.”

 


“My oldest had it over Thanksgiving. We told
him to come but he didn’t want to infect us, plus he couldn’t
move.”

 


They spent the next several hours watching
football, but Raina wasn’t relaxed... and it was more than the
clothes.

 


KJ acted the way Jamison had.

 


To clear her head, she did a quick spanking
session during halftime. KJ dribbled on the couch and licked it up.
Despite Storm rubbing lotion after, he leaned over the couch for
the entire third quarter, naked from the waist down. He took the
opportunity to rub Storm’s shoulders, and she relaxed into the
cushion.

 


When KJ took a bathroom break, Raina checked
her phone. “Fuck!”

 


“You okay?” KJ called.

 


She called Lennie. “What do you mean Tiffany
got a green light from Garmond?! She’s spending the evening with
her son!”

 


“He texted her. You know the holidays fuck
people up.”

 


“Okay. So it hasn’t happened yet.”

 


“No, but he’s talkin’ about it. I’m preparin’
you because I expect it to go down end of January, February the
latest.”

 


“Fuck!” she repeated.

 


“What’s wrong?” KJ asked.

 


“Ohhh,” Lennie said. “You wanted JJ outta the
apartment so you could take Pilot-Rocker for the ride of his
life?”

 


“No, I didn’t want Jamison out.” Storm
motioned for KJ to be quiet.

 


“Shit, girl, you forget who you’re talkin’
to?”

 


“Okay. Well, thanks for calling and letting
me know.”

 


“Just prepare for Garmond.”

 


“Bye.” Raina ended the call and said “fuck”
again.

 


KJ sat, still half-naked, and rubbed her
feet. “Can I help?”

 


“No. No one can.”

 


“Maybe it’ll help if you talk about it.”

 


KJ was easy to talk to, and Storm told him
about the college event, and the situation with Garmond. When she
finished, KJ hugged her, pressing her profile against his chest. He
petted her hair and kissed her head while he murmured, “You’re safe
now. I’m going to take care of you.”

 


Raina tried to pull away, but KJ wouldn’t let
her go. “I’m sorry that happened to you, Storm, but those things
happened a long time ago. What happened that made you so upset
tonight?”

 


Raina explained about Garmond’s promotion and
shift into D/s, concluding with the recent texts.

 


“You can’t do it,” he said
matter-of-factly.

 


“I don’t have a choice.”

 


KJ pushed, and Storm ended the conversation.
“This isn’t what I meant when I said my space.”

 


“I’m thrilled you opened up to me, Storm!
This is exactly what I wanted.”

 


“Well, it’s late.”

 


She walked to her bedroom, and KJ followed.
“Put it on,” she ordered.

 


“Please, Storm,” KJ began. Storm made a stop
gesture, and KJ obediently stepped into the latex bodysuit.

 


Storm turned on a smooth jazz channel on
Pandora and set her phone on the night stand. “You wanted something
sensual,” Storm said as she flashed him.

 


“Mmm,” KJ said approvingly at the glimpse of
her bare breasts. “Good tunes and good view.”

 


“You’ll remain silent or I’ll put a mask on
you.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


Storm turned around and backed her ass into
his midsection. Leaning forward on her knees, she rubbed her ass
around his cock. Then she faced him, breasts out, and pressed
against him rhythmically. She alternated front and back while she
swayed to the music.

 


KJ was instantly hard and longed to touch
her. Instead, he concentrated on her scent. There was a hint of
coconut in her hair, and a faint aroma of vanilla, which he thought
was faded perfume or something she’d eaten. The best scent, though,
was her sex.

 


Storm stood up and performed a slow
striptease. “Breathe through your nose. I can hear you panting and
practically wheezing.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.” KJ closed his mouth.

 


“Hold your arms out in front of you.” Storm
backed against him and slithered her body against his. Then she
placed her arms on his. “Let me move you.”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


She placed his left hand under her left boob,
and pressed his fingers to simulate squeezing. Then she guided his
right hand down her body and used his fingers like a vibrator.

 


When her moaning increased, she pinched his
left hand around her nipple and rubbed his right hand faster.

 


KJ barely breathed through her two orgasms.
It was the most erotic experience of his life.

 


Afterwards, she used her clothes as a shield.
“Now go downstairs and make us something chocolatey. You should
also remove and clean your outfit before you come back.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


Naked, KJ put premade chocolate chip cookies
in the oven when Jamison walked in.

 


“I forgot my wallet... hello.”

 


“Jamison,” KJ said without embarrassment.

 


Jamison walked to the table and left. KJ
decided not to tell Storm about the interaction.

 


While KJ was downstairs, Raina debated
between wearing shorts and a T-shirt or a teddy. She checked her
phone and saw several texts from Christopher:

 


 


Just wanted to tell you I’m thinking about you, and
I had a great time last night!

 


Hey, I hope you’re okay. You were a little
distracted this morning.

 


If I’ve done something wrong, I’d like to fix it.
Please call me.

 


 


His sense of entitlement tipped the scales in
favor of the teddy. KJ was getting a divorce and was a better
match.

 


The pair shared cookies and milk in bed...
Storm under the covers; KJ out. They talked and giggled.

 


And Raina felt comfortable.

 


“Please let me make love to you,” he
begged.

 


“No.”

 


“Then order me to make love to you.”

 


She did.

 


And he did.

 


And she let him.

 


And they slept together.


Chapter 24




 


“Girl, what the fuck you thinkin’ havin’ a
overnight with Baldy when JJ’s not here?!”

 


“Hello, Lennie. Good to see you. C’mon in,”
Raina responded from the living room.

 


“Is he still here?”

 


“Not that it’s any of your business but he
left a long time ago.”

 


“Not any of my business. You hear that,
JJ?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“Wait, how do you even know he was here?”
Raina asked.

 


“Because I got my wallet when he was in the
kitchen--he didn’t tell you?”

 


Raina looked at them. “You went shopping with
your mom yesterday, Jamison. You already had your wallet.”

 


Jamison turned to Lennie. “He texted me about
how you tried to get him outta here, and I told him to check in
later. Besides, I knew you had someone here from our call but I
thought it was Rocker-Pilot.”

 


They dropped pizza and beer on the table.
Lennie sat next to Raina, and Jamison sat on a side chair.

 


“Ugh, I just ate that yesterday,” Raina
said.

 


“What makes you think I’m sharin’?”

 


“Nice,” Raina replied.

 


“Girl, mute that thing and tell me what the
fuck you’re thinkin’.”

 


“He messaged me late Friday, I talked to him
yesterday, and it just happened. I slept at Christopher’s Friday
night.”

 


“So?”

 


“So it felt... weird. And I didn’t mean
to--”

 


“When you say slept, you mean fucked?”

 


“Yeah, and then I literally fell asleep.”

 


“Nothin’ wrong with that.”

 


“I didn’t say it was wrong but it was weird.
He cooked and brought me breakfast in bed, and I kinda freaked.
Made him take me home. And I was too antsy so I came here. And then
KJ. And then Christopher sent me texts while I was with KJ, so I
just…”

 


“So you just what?”

 


Raina sighed. “I don’wanna get into this. Can
we just watch the game and eat carbs?”

 


“We gonna turn it off, is what we gonna do!”
Lennie grabbed the remote and turned off the TV.

 


“I slept with him.” Raina picked at her
hands.

 


“Which one now?”

 


“Both.”

 


“You slept with Baldy?! Girl, you can’t tell
me that! Now I can’t help you.” She shook her head. “What the fuck
you thinkin’? What’s goin’ on in that head of yours, girl?”

 


“I was pissed by Christopher’s texts. He’s
acting like we’re in a relationship. So I slept with KJ.”

 


“Uh-uh, you were lookin’ for a way to fuck
Baldy, and this was as good as any.”

 


“Maybe.”

 


“Maybe. You hear that, JJ?” Jamison nodded.
“Girl, you already planned on sleepin’ with Baldy ‘cause you
went to all that trouble to get JJ outta the house. And that was
long before you got pissed at some stupid texts.”

 


“Yeah. You’re right.”

 


“You gotta stop seein’ him.”

 


“What? I can’t.”

 


“He’s gonna expect it from now on. And that’s
not the kinda business you’re runnin’, girl. Not with me as your
attorney.”

 


“It’s not really like that.”

 


“Yeah? How’s it like, then?”

 


“He’s getting a divorce.”

 


“Shit, girl.” She shook her head and grabbed
a slice of pizza. “You see the divorce decree?”

 


“No, but he talked to his lawyer.”

 


“Then he ain’t gettin’ no divorce.”

 


Raina glared at Lennie, and then looked at
Jamison, who grabbed pizza.

 


“Look, Lennie. I’m super grateful for
everything you’ve done for me but I’m a big girl now. And I know
how to run my business, and my life. You tell me shit you do with
Ty, and I listen and support you. I don’t ever question you or tell
you you’re doing something wrong. And I sure as shit don’t presume
to know the inner workings of your relationship. So what the fuck
gives you the right?”

 


“You haven’t said shit to me because I’m in
an actual relationship, Rain. In fact, we’re married.
Do you feel me? And don’t forget, I’m the one who made you
everything you are today. I’ve been around the block a few times.
And I’ve told you and told you that you cannot have a relationship
with your subs.”

 


“Ty’s your sub.”

 


“That’s right. He’s my sub. Because
we’re in the lifestyle. But he was never my client. You feel
me?”

 


“Yes, Lennie. But I’m telling you this is
different. And I can say that because I’m the one experiencing it.
I mean, fuck, I didn’t ever think I’d feel the way I do. And I
thought if anyone could appreciate the magnitude of that, it’d be
you. So why aren’t you feelin’ me, Lennie?”

 


“Because it’s not real, Rain.”

 


“Oh, that’s just fuckin’ great.”

 


“What about Rocker-Pilot?”

 


“What about him?”

 


“I thought you guys were--”

 


“For fuck’s sake, should we call Aunt Char
over and discuss it with her, too? Christopher is--it’s just not
the same. He wouldn’t ever understand. KJ gets me.”

 


“I heard he did, in fact, get
you.”

 


Raina scoffed. “I told him about Garmond and
college.”

 


Lennie lowered her voice, “Wow, okay. I
didn’t realize you guys--okay.”

 


“Yeah, so why don’t you gimme the benefit of
the doubt, Lennie?”

 


“You right,” she said earnestly.

 


The trio talked about KJ, watched the game,
and chilled. When Jamison went to walk Lennie out, though, she
said, “She’s runnin’ to Baldy because of Christopher and because I
told her Garmond was movin’ forward with your mom and a D/s
dance.”

 


“Ohh, right, he texted her last night.”

 


“Right. And she texted me, and I let Raina
know. Musta been while she was with him.”

 


“Yep. I see now.”

 


“You keep a close eye on her, JJ.”

 


“I will.”

 


“She’s in for a big fall.”

 


* * * *

 


The next several weeks were slow. Raina spent
time with Charlotte. Their holiday tradition was to bake cookies
and watch Christmas movies. And Charlotte took a dozen to Charles’
gravesite. Raina and Char told him about the year’s highlights.

 


“And Raina here has a fine, young man who’s
good-looking and adores her.”

 


“Aunt Char, I’m not in a relationship with
Christopher.”

 


“Raina, honey--”

 


“You know I like KJ.”

 


“I thought you liked Christopher.”

 


“I do, but... I’m in love with KJ.”

 


“Raina, darling. I had no idea it was that
serious. Are you sure?”

 


“Yes, and his attorney’s going forward with a
divorce.”

 


“I guess I was wrong. Oh, sweetie, I’m so
happy for you!” Char hugged Raina, then turned to the grave. “Well,
Charles, Raina has an older gentleman who adores her.”

 


On the drive home, Char said, “But why is
Christopher still contacting you?”

 


“I dunno. We haven’t really seen each other
since your party because he’s been with his family. I guess he
assumes things are still the same but I’ve always told him that I
don’t want a relationship.”

 


“So you don’t feel like you can tell him that
you’re in a relationship with someone else.”

 


“Yeah. We’ll just drift apart naturally, and
he’ll move on.”

 


* * * *

 


In mid-January 2020, Raina’s business was
slower than normal. There were more cancellations. It gave her more
time to talk to KJ.

 


He came more frequently. If he couldn’t drive
to Storm, they would Skype.

 


Raina was afraid of Lennie’s warning not to
get involved with a sub, so she pushed KJ’s limits. She put him in
mask and panties, told him to walk onto the rooftop and declare his
submission to the world. He did it without hesitation.

 


But he didn’t fully comply.

 


“I’m a submissive, pathetic sissy-man. But I
only submit to the woman I love... Storm! I love you!”

 


The more he saw her, the easier it was to be
seen in public. And on Valentine’s Day, he took her to Landmark
Jewelers and bought her a ring. It was a five-karat, teardrop
diamond set in a platinum band. The accompanying wedding ring
looped around with three karats of smaller diamonds, and the entire
piece was outlined by black diamonds.

 


“Do you like it?”

 


“It’s beautiful.”

 


“It reminds me of the perfect storm...
Storm,” he smiled.

 


* * * *

 


Christopher tried to get Raina to see him,
but she dodged his efforts. He spoke with Charlotte, who told him
Raina had been busy... and if he wasn’t getting everything from her
that he deserved, he should find someone else. Christopher said
there was no one else for him.

 


In March of 2020, KJ cancelled an in-person
session. “I’ve got this flu,” he told Storm on Skype.

 


“The COVID-19 one?”

 


“I think so. I’ve got all the symptoms. And
it’s the worst I’ve ever felt. I bet it’s what my son had in the
fall.”

 


“They say it’s only been out since
January.”

 


“These are the same things he
experienced.”

 


“Well, I’m sticking to my herbal remedies. So
far, so good.”

 


“Storm, you probably shouldn’t meet clients
until this runs its course. I’m telling you, I wouldn’t want this
on my worst enemy.”

 


“Ha,” she smiled, “and that wouldn’t have
anything to do with a certain ring?” She held up her left hand.

 


“I won’t lie and say it hasn’t crossed my
mind. But I’m serious about this COVID thing. We can talk about the
other later.”

 


“Yeah, well, you’re still on the hook for
today’s session.”

 


“I’ll pay you double if you stop seeing
clients.”

 


“Pay me double today, and I’ll think about
it.”

 


But she didn’t have to think because the
forced shutdown occurred the following week. All of her
appointments were cancelled, and Raina stayed home.

 


She maintained her blog and talked with more
people since everyone was stuck at home. Charlotte became
despondent, and Raina thought it was from the lack of access to her
students. One of her clients got her two N-95 masks, and she wore
one whenever she left the house.

 


“I haven’t set foot outside in over two
months,” Charlotte complained. “Let me at least go to the grocery
store with you.”

 


“No, Aunt Char. You’re in a high-risk
category, and this expletive’s bad. Besides, the stores are only
allowing one person per family. If you’re going stir-crazy, then
walk around the backyard, sit by the lake.”

 


But Charlotte was too afraid, despite her
complaints. When Raina returned, they washed all the boxes and put
things away. Then she took her aunt to her computer in the living
room.

 


“Here, you can see what I do online.”

 


“Oh no, I’m not that desperate, dear.”

 


“Aunt Char, it’s just my Tumblr blog.”

 


She turned on her monitor, and Char looked at
the gif on her homepage.

 


“Is that you, dear?”

 


“Yep.”

 


Charlotte scrolled through the blog, looking
at sexual images and gifs. “Everyone has their clothes on!”

 


“That’s right. Lennie told me I shouldn’t
have anything that made it seem like I was offering nudity in my
sessions.”

 


“Because you don’t have sex.”

 


“Yep. Man, how I fought her on that. But she
dug her heels in, and I’m so glad she did.”

 


“Why’s that?”

 


“Because back in 2018, Tumblr grew a
conscience and deleted all the explicit blogs. No warning, no
nothing.”

 


“But not everyone does what you do,
right?”

 


“No, we’re talkin’ just everyday Joes.”

 


“So why do you still have a blog at
Tumble?”

 


“Tumblr. I wasn’t kicked off because I don’t
post nudity.”

 


“Oh.”

 


“I’ve gotten a lot more messages since COVID,
and many of ‘em are bots.”

 


“Bots?”

 


“Robots. I bet there’s at least three in
there.”

 


“Robots are in there?”

 


“No, I mean messages.” Raina opened her DMs.
“Here’s one.”

 


 


I’m Mistress Annabelle, How are you doing today,I
look through your profile and feel i should contact you being my
slave,I will like to know more about you and see where it leads
us

 


 


“I don’t understand why she’d be contacting
you to be her slave?”

 


“That’s the whole point. She’s not really a
she; it’s just a robot.”

 


“But it’s clear that you’re female and not a
slave.”

 


“That’s what I’m sayin’. They don’t read
because it’s all just an algorithm.”

 


“I don’t understand that,” Char repeated.

 


“Okay. Sometimes when I’m bored, I respond to
them. I’ll show you. Here’s one.”

 


 


if you're ever Graced by my mercy to get a message
from me I guess the universe answered your wishes it's a privilege
to get my attention make sure you don't waste my precious time the
universe don't have all day to make your fantasies come through I
am a leather fetishist, alternative lifestyle enthusiast BDSM
Educator, fetish model 24/7 Badass

 


 


“You get all that?”

 


“Yes, the grammar is atrocious.”

 


“Right?” Raina sent a response: “the universe
answered my wishes to get a message from you!”

 


“But you don’t want a goddess.”

 


“No, I’m showing you how they respond.”

 


“Okay.” Charlotte looked confused but
smiled.

 


“Oh, look, we got a response already.”

 


 


Lucky bitch

 


Your blog caught my attention

 


What scenario do you fantasize about often on
Tumblr

 


 


“So there’s no way that’s real because there
wasn’t enough time for someone to type all that. It’s just a canned
response. Notice, there’s no mention of what I said.”

 


Charlotte nodded but didn’t follow.

 


“Here, watch, I’ll reply.”

 


 


i'm so flattered. please, tell me
what you liked most about my blog, so that i can know how to please
you

 


First tell me what you fantasize about often on
Tumblr

 


 


“I don’t understand. You didn’t capitalize
anything.”

 


“Right, to fit in with the scam. Do you see
what the response is?”

 


“She wants to know your fantasies.”

 


“Yes, but again, no acknowledgment of what I
wrote. Do you see that?”

 


“But she already asked about your fantasies
and you didn’t respond.”

 


“I’m telling you, there’s no ‘she’ there. But
even so, a real Domme would acknowledge the compliment, especially
in a first communication. Then maybe a, hey, if you don’t answer my
questions, I’ll block you.”

 


“What’s block?”

 


Raina shook her head. “Like Facebook, you can
block people or unfriend them?”

 


“Oh. How are you going to respond to
her?”

 


“I’m not. I just showed you so you can
understand. Look, I’ve blocked her. See?”

 


“Mmm hmm.”

 


“Let’s binge watch a baking show instead,”
Raina suggested.

 


* * * *

 


With Bada Boom! shut down, the Garmond
situation was tabled.

 


Raina was financially secure and fared well
during the lockdown. She was able to take some time off. She talked
with Christopher and KJ to cure the boredom. And she helped her
aunt set up a Zoom classroom. She also used Zoom to tutor the
dancers’ kids.

 


Storm did several online sessions. They were
shorter than normal, working them in between grocery trips. Still,
she was able to earn a few bucks and get new clients.

 


The owners of her building were heavily
invested in two other developments in early 2020. When production
was forced to stop, they were short on liquid assets. They
approached Raina with a sweet deal, and she bought the entire
building. She planned on renting out the ground floor to businesses
like a coffee shop, a salon and an erotic toy and bookstore.

 


When the lockdown was lifted in June, Bada
Boom! opened its main room but not the private ones. The dancers
wore masks, and they incorporated the mandatory wipe-down of the
pole into their routine.

 


Raina looked forward to seeing KJ again but
he had a COVID relapse. “There’s nothing more I’d like to do than
breathe again,” he told her. “And see you. But I don’t want you to
get this, and I can’t move.”

 


“No, I don’t want you to move. Does anyone
else in your family have it?”

 


“I’m pretty sure we all do. We’ve been
confined to this house for months. The wife, the boys, we’re all
pretty miserable.”

 


“So no one is taking care of you?”

 


“There’s delivery, so we’re eating. But I’m
also getting a doctor to come out and give us all Remdesivir.”

 


“What’s that?”

 


“It’s a drug that’s tested positive in trials
for treating COVID.”

 


“I thought you had to go to the hospital, and
people are put on ventilators.”

 


“It’s actually what’s killing people. And I’m
glad my son was so obstinate and didn’t go to the hospital last
fall or they probably would’ve killed him. I’m convinced he had
COVID-19 back then. Anyway, we’ve gotta have infusions daily and be
monitored and shit. I expect to be back in your apartment in a
month, if not sooner.”

 


“You just work at getting better... and
please go to the hospital if this Rems thing doesn’t work.”

 


“Remdesivir, and it’s gonna work.”

 


* * * *

 


At the end of June, Raina started seeing
clients again. Jamison administered a quick COVID test, compliments
of her contacts, and all clients wore masks. The sessions contained
less contact and more humiliation.


Chapter 25




 


At the beginning of August, Raina was back in
full operation. She was in the middle of a session when Jamison
entered.

 


“I’m so sorry, Miss, but I made a horrible
mistake and double-booked you.”

 


It was code for emergency. They had worked it
out when Raina first started but had never had to implement it.

 


“Can it be taken care of?” Raina asked.

 


“I’m afraid not. I’m so sorry,” Jamison
turned to the sub.

 


“Because of the emergency, you’ll be refunded
fifty percent of this session, and you’ll get fifty percent off
your next one.”

 


Jamison showed the sub out and rushed back to
Raina, who had switched into street clothes. “What the fuck’s going
on, Jamison?”

 


“It’s your aunt.”

 


“What happened?”

 


“She got picked up by the police--”

 


“WHAT?!”

 


“Lennie’s at the police station now. She said
not to come down, just wait for her call.”

 


“When? How? For what?”

 


“She was tipped off by one of our friends at
the department.”

 


“The one who arrested her?”

 


“No, but he said your aunt was picked up
several hours ago. They wouldn’t give her a phone call, and she
kept shouting your name. That’s why he called Lennie.”

 


“Did he say why she was picked up?”

 


“He wasn’t sure but I guess she was walking
along the highway after walking out of a box store with a bouquet
of flowers that she didn’t pay for.”

 


“What? She’d never do that. Plus, she hasn’t
been outta the house since the lockdown, and she didn’t tell me she
was going out.”

 


“I know it sounds crazy. It sounds like
there’s been a huge mix-up. But the guy was freaked. Said something
big was happening, and then he hung up. That’s when Lennie called
me.”

 


“Thank you, Jamison. But how am I supposed to
just wait?”

 


“I know but you can’t go down there because
they’re not allowing people in. COVID, y’know.”

 


“Great.”

 


The two sat on the couch and stared outside
for seventeen minutes until Lennie texted to meet her at the
hospital. She said she’d call when she got to her car.

 


“Omigod!” Raina said.

 


“It’ll be fine. I’ll drive.”

 


They were barely out of the garage before the
phone rang. “What’s going on,” Raina answered.

 


“Your auntie is fine, Rain. Or she will be.
She’s got a broken shoulder, possibly clavicle, too. But she’ll be
just fine.”

 


“What the fuck happened?!”

 


“Here’s what I know. Charlotte didn’t pay for
some flowers--”

 


“She’d never do that, Lennie. You know
that!”

 


“Girl, I know. Try to stay with me, and I’ll
explain. It doesn’t look like she was thinkin’ right. I saw the
security video from the store. You can see a worker runnin’ after
her and yellin’, but Charlotte just keeps walkin’ like she doesn’t
even hear anything.”

 


Jamison squeezed Raina’s hand. “But that
doesn’t prove she didn’t pay for it.”

 


“No, it doesn’t, but it looks like that’s
what happened. It also sounds like she drove onto the service road
to Highway 61 but then pulled over and started walking. That’s
where the cop found her and arrested her for robbery.”

 


“You gotta be kidding me.”

 


“We’re pulling into the parking lot, Lennie,”
Jamison cut in.

 


“Good, I’m here, too. I’ve got someone
working on getting you permission to see her but for now, meet me
in the waiting area.”

 


The threesome connected outside the hospital
and walked in together. “Rain, she’s gonna be fine,” Lennie hugged
her friend.

 


“I’ve gotta see her, Lennie.”

 


Lennie talked to the person at the
information desk and walked back. “She’s in surgery--”

 


“What?!”

 


“For her shoulder. It’s bad. Rain, the story
gets worse... but your auntie’s gonna be fine. I want you to know
that first.”

 


“Whaddya mean the story gets worse?”

 


“The arresting officer claims she resisted
arrest.”

 


“That’s bullshit.”

 


“I think so, too, and I’m waiting for the
bodycam footage. But that’s his story. He claims he talked to her,
and she kept sayin’ that she was going to a funeral.”

 


“A funeral?”

 


“Accordin’ to him.”

 


“Fuck, what’s today?”

 


“The fourth, why?”

 


“Shit, I completely forgot. It’s my uncle’s
birthday. She brings him flowers... that’s what she was doing.”

 


“Okay. It sounds like she was maybe a little
confused,” Lennie added.

 


“How do we go from being confused to her
needing surgery?”

 


“He says that since she resisted, he had to
subdue her... which we all know is cop-speak for excessive
force.”

 


“She’s almost seventy, Lennie. How much force
did was required to subdue her?”

 


“Girl, I’m all over it. But there’s a
process; I’m waiting for the police report. Right now, focus on
your auntie. She’s going to be fine.” Lennie looked away.

 


Raina turned to Jamison, who patted her back.
“Miss Lennie’s gonna put things right.”

 


Raina nodded. “You said ‘worse’, Lennie. And
you’re not lookin’ at me now. The resisting and surgery aren’t it,
are they? What aren’t you tellin’ me?”

 


Lennie turned her head slowly, and she spoke
to Jamison. “You hold her down. You hear me, JJ?”

 


“What the fuck, Lennie--”

 


“Yes, Miss.”

 


Jamison squeezed Raina in a constrictive hug.
She wriggled but remained confined. “Shh, Miss, it’s okay. I’m
here.”

 


Lennie announced, “The cop was Garmond.”

 


Raina flailed and screamed, and Jamison had
to work to keep her still. A nurse looked up, and Lennie motioned
that they were fine.

 


“All right, Jamison,” Raina spat,
after giving up the struggle... but he hung on. “He’s not a patrol
officer. He’s a detective. Or the head detective. What the fuck was
he doin’ on the road?!”

 


“COVID.”

 


“He’s got COVID?!”

 


“No, COVID has kept people outta the
workforce and has shifted their duties. He was actually training
someone--”

 


“That’s exactly what we need, a mini-Garmond
on the fuckin’ streets!”

 


“I feel you. I do, girl. But if you don’t
shut the fuck up, they’re gonna kick you out. You’re only here now
because I pulled some strings.”

 


“Fine.”

 


“That’s all I know. I’ll know more when I get
the report. Right now, we need to chill. Do you want me to get you
some food?”

 


“No.”

 


* * * *

 


Raina excused herself and called KJ in the
bathroom. She needed him. He wasn’t online... something that had
been happening more frequently.

 


She sent a message that she couldn’t talk and
that he should text her ASAP.

 


Charlotte came out of surgery and was
resting. Lennie’s contacts couldn’t grant Raina a ticket into her
aunt’s room, especially since Charlotte was in custody.

 


“There’s nothing more we can do here, Rain.
But she’s in good hands.”

 


“I need to see her.”

 


“I know. I’m gonna make sure you do as soon
as I can. But right now, let’s go home.”

 


Jamison walked with his arm around Raina and
half-supported her. When they arrived at the apartment, Raina got
out of his car and slid into hers. She rolled down the window. “I’m
gonna head home.”

 


“Lennie will be here--”

 


“I know, and I love you both but I need to be
home. Somehow, that’s with Aunt Char, y’know?”

 


“We can go with you, Miss.”

 


“No, I just need to be alone and ‘feel’ her,
y’know?”

 


“You let us know if you need anything,
Miss.”

 


“Thank you, Jamison.”

 


KJ hadn’t responded yet but she was counting
on him to drop everything and spend the night with her. It would be
the first time he’d see her real home... and know her name.

 


By the time she arrived and got a cup of tea,
KJ texted, “What’s up?”

 


Raina called him.

 


“Hey, now’s not really a good time--are you
okay?” he asked when he saw her face.

 


“No. No, I’m really not. I was hoping you
could spend the night.”

 


“I can’t, darlin’. There’s no way for me to
get away. The wife is still feeling run-down, and my youngest is
here. Tell me what happened. Are you okay?”

 


“I’m okay but my aunt isn’t.”

 


Raina summarized the day in a couple of
sentences and asked whether KJ had connections to the police
department or hospital.

 


“I’d love to help you, I really would, but
this project is in a bit of a precarious place, and I can’t rock
the boat with law enforcement. And I don’t have any connections to
the hospital.”

 


“But you got the COVID treatment before.”

 


“Yeah, uh, it’s not like that, though.
Listen, I really need to get back before I’m missed.”

 


“Okay.”

 


Raina hung up and glared at her ring. Calmly,
she set her teacup down, removed the ring and threw it across the
room. “The wedding’s off, you truly worthless piece of shit!”

 


Then she got the ring and put it in its box
and shoved it into a drawer.

 


After her second cup of tea, she sat outside
and watched the lake. Christopher texted, “Hru?”

 


She texted back, “not good.”

 


He called her immediately.

 


“Hi,” she said.

 


“What’s wrong?”

 


“Oh... almost everything.” Her voice
cracked.

 


“I’m on my way. Talk to me until I get
there.”

 


“It’s Aunt Char.”

 


She angrily told him the story, adding
rhetorical questions, and she finished when he pulled into the
driveway.

 


Raina let him in, and he pulled her into a
hug. “I’m so sorry, Raina. There’s gotta be a way to see her.”

 


“Lennie did everything she could. It was a
big thing to even get into the hospital.”

 


“Well, but she’s safe and out of
surgery.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Okay, that’s huge.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“Why are you especially angry that the chief
detective handled the case?”

 


“Garmond?”

 


“You didn’t mention his name.”

 


Raina sighed. She told the story as quickly
as possible, and wrung her hands the entire time. Christopher
reached for her but she shirked back.

 


“Hey, it’s okay, Raina. Why don’t we sit on
the couch.”

 


Raina followed Christopher to the living
room. He sat and held his arms wide. She curled into the fetal
position and put her head in his lap. He covered her with a blanket
and stroked her hair.

 


Within a minute, he felt wetness on his
thigh, and he saw she was lightly trembling. He held her tightly,
and she fell asleep.

 


When she woke up an hour later, Raina was
disoriented.

 


“How do you feel?” Christopher asked.

 


Raina sat up and stared at him until she
remembered. “I’m sorry, I guess I fell asleep.”

 


“You were exhausted. How do you feel?” he
repeated.

 


“Really weird. Do you want something?”

 


“Not unless you do.”

 


“Not really.”

 


“Okay. Then just sit with me.”

 


Raina gave him the once-over before scooting
next to him. She awkwardly pressed her lips against his and flicked
her tongue.

 


He gently pushed her head against his
shoulder. “Don’t,” he whispered.

 


“You’re refusing me, too?” she blurted.

 


He thought she meant the hospital staff. “I’m
not refusing anything. I’m here, Raina. But I mean, it almost felt
like you were forcing yourself to kiss me,” he reflected.

 


“I don’t have to kiss you,” Raina
defended.

 


“No, you don’t. That’s my point. Just let me
hold you.”

 


Raina allowed Christopher to hold her. She
listened to his breathing and fell back asleep.

 


A couple of hours later, Christopher nudged
her awake. “Raina...”

 


“Hmm?”

 


“I’m sorry to wake you but someone’s at the
door. I didn’t know if you wanted me to get it?”

 


“Who is it?” she asked groggily.

 


“Hard for me to tell from here. Do you want
me to get it or ignore it?”

 


“No, I’ll get it.”

 


Raina was trying to process things when she
opened the door to Lennie and Jamison.

 


“Are you okay?!” Lennie yelled as she walked
in.

 


“I think so, why?”

 


“Because I’ve been texting you for the past
hour!”

 


“Uh, sorry, that’s my fault,” Christopher
called. “I turned off her phone when she went to sleep. I didn’t
want to disturb her.”

 


“Who the hell are you?” Lennie redirected her
anger.

 


Christopher stood up and smiled. “You must be
Lennie. It’s so great to finally meet you!” He walked to her in
greeting but she smacked his abs with a file folder.

 


“Who is this white boy who knows so much
about me, Rain?”

 


“Lennie, Jamison, this is Christopher.”

 


Jamison side-stepped Lennie to shake hands
with Christopher. “It’s nice to meet you. We’re all a little on
edge, sorry.”

 


“No worries.”

 


Jamison elbowed Lennie, “Rocker-Pilot,” he
whispered.

 


“So you blew us off so you could be with
another guy?”

 


“Lennie--” Raina began.

 


“It’s been a stressful day for all of us,”
Jamison said pointedly.

 


“No worries,” Christopher repeated. “Why
don’t we all have a seat? Did you find out anything else about the
arrest, Lennie?”

 


Lennie looked from Jamison to Raina, and
noticed she wasn’t wearing the ring.

 


“Yeah, is that why you’re here? Do you know
something?” Raina asked.

 


“As a matter of fact, I do.” She looked at
Raina and Christopher. “Shit, girl, you told him.”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“And Garmond?”

 


“Yeah,” Raina said quietly.

 


Lennie glared at Christopher until he
offered, “I can step outside if you’d rather talk in private.”

 


“No, it’s fine,” Raina said. “Just... Lennie
stop. What do you know?”

 


Lennie glanced at everyone again before
handing over her folder. “Police report. I put pressure on ‘em to
get it done.”

 


“Wow, you’re awesome, Lennie.”

 


“Yeah, well, there’s a video that’s going
viral. That helped, too.”

 


“A video?”

 


“One thing at a time, girl. I want you to
read this and tell me if you see anything wrong. I mean, I already
know there’s errors, just look at it.”

 


“Okay.” Raina took the folder with shaky
hands.

 


“C’mon, pretty boy,” Lennie said to
Christopher. “Let’s you and me go talk in the kitchen. You, too,
JJ. Rain don’t need everyone starin’ at her while she reads.”

 


Raina had time to read it twice before they
came back with coffee. Lennie opened her tablet and began. “They’re
missing a T in Charlotte, and the A in MacNeil. They have the value
of the flowers at a hundred and fifty instead of fifteen. What else
did you find?”

 


“I saw those but I didn’t see anything else.
It sounds horrible, like she had a break from reality or
something.” Her voice trembled.

 


“Rain, you stay focused. I watched the video,
and she didn’t have no break. She was confused, yes. But nothin’
like what’s in that report.”

 


“Okay.” Raina scanned the paper. “I mean, I
just can’t picture her doin’ this stuff.”

 


“Like what?”

 


“Yellin’ at a cop?”

 


“She didn’t. I’ll show you the video
later.”

 


“Okay. Does the video show her in the
car?”

 


“After the arrest in the police car, no. You
got a detective’s mind, Rain. The video cuts off. They say ran
outta batteries. I mean, shit, come on. But what’re you
thinkin’?”

 


“You know my aunt--you guys all do. She
doesn’t swear, and they’re sayin’ she was cussin’ up a storm.”

 


“Does it say that?” Lennie looked.

 


“I thought... hang on--omigod, I don’t
believe it! It says, quote, she shouted expletives all the way to
the station, unquote.”

 


Lennie smiled at Raina. “I knew you’d find
somethin’, Rain! That’s perfect!”

 


“What is?” Jamison asked.

 


“Tell ‘em, girl.”

 


“My aunt teaches little kids, and she trained
herself not to swear--”

 


“She says ‘expletive’!” Christopher and
Jamison said.

 


“Mmm hmm. But the way it reads on paper looks
like she cussed ‘em out when all she said was the word expletive.”
Lennie finished.

 


“Can I see the video now?”

 


“Not without Christopher and JJ flanking you.
She’s gonna get violent, boys,” Lennie warned.

 


The men sat on either side of Raina while
Lennie cued the video.

 


It starts from the patrol car pulling up next
to Charlotte, who walks and looks at the sky.

 


“Ma’am, I’m gonna hafta ask you to come with
us,” Garmond says.

 


“Who’s us?” Raina asked.

 


“The trainee,” Lennie said.

 


Charlotte ignores him and walks. He stops the
car and the two cops get out. “Ma’am, where are you headed?”

 


“I’m goin’ to a funeral.”

 


“Well, we need to ask you a coupla questions
first.”

 


“No, I’m goin’ to a funeral.”

 


“Not today, you’re not,” Garmond says
harshly. When Charlotte doesn’t stop, he adds, “If you don’t stop,
we’ll have to book you for resisting and obstructing in addition to
stealing.”

 


“I’m goin’ to a funeral,” Char repeats.

 


“This is when it gets fun,” Garmond tells the
trainee. “I was hopin’ for one of these.”

 


Garmond runs to Charlotte and grabs her arm,
swinging her body one-eighty.

 


“Expletive, young man, you’re hurting
me!”

 


“That’s what she said, I couldn’t
figure it out before,” Lennie said.

 


“It’s gonna get a lot worse unless you come
with me.”

 


“I didn’t do anything wrong. I gotta get to
my husband’s funeral.”

 


Garmond loosens his grip and Charlotte walks
away. He grabs her from behind, picks her up and carries her to the
patrol car.

 


There’s muffled voices in the background.

 


“What’s that?” Raina asked. Lennie held up
her index finger.

 


“Excuse me, sir?” a civilian asks, and
Garmond turns around. “I said, why are you being excessively harsh
with a little old lady, Officer?”

 


“It’s none of your business. Get the fuck
outta here and turn that recording off.”

 


“So someone else recorded it?” Raina
asked.

 


“Yeah, I gotta get that tape, too,” Lennie
said.

 


“Detective, I gotta problem over here!” the
trainee yells.

 


“Whatsa matter?”

 


“I can’t get her in the car.”

 


Garmond runs over, grabs Charlotte hard, and
twists her so abruptly that the bone breaking is audible.

 


“OMIGOD!” Raina cried.

 


“Wait, hold it. Listen to what’s said after
that.” Lennie rewound the video to right after the break.

 


“Sometimes you gotta force criminals when
they don’t follow the law,” Garmond tells the trainee.

 


“I didn’t wanna hurt her.”

 


“You gotta stop thinkin’ like that or you’ll
never make it as a cop. Now get in there and keep your mouth
shut!”

 


“What a motherfuckin’ ass,” Raina said.

 


“Oh, he’s gonna pay for this, girl, don’t you
worry. But did you hear your auntie say anything? I couldn’t make
it out before--”

 


“She keeps sayin’ expletive,” they all
answered.

 


“Beautiful,” Lennie nodded.

 


Raina sobbed. “She was in so much pain! I
just don’t understand why anyone would wanna do that to her.”


Chapter 26




 


After a mandatory quarantine and rehab stint,
Charlotte came home. Whenever Raina had to leave the house,
Christopher stayed with Char, over her protestations that she was
fine. But she was glad to see Christopher and Raina together.

 


The civilian’s video made it easy for the
department to suspend Garmond without pay pending an investigation,
and then quietly allow him to retire early.

 


Charlotte had suffered a couple of
mini-strokes. Her doctor ran tests and did some blood and plasma
transfusions, and put her on congestive heart failure medication.
She would be fine with possible recurring episodes.

 


KJ booked several appointments but had to
cancel. Raina never let on that she was upset. She needed to find
the best way to punish him, and if she kept her cool long enough,
something would show itself.

 


At the end of September, something did.

 


“Storm, please. I can’t. You know I want to
do everything you say, but I can’t do this.”

 


Storm zapped his balls with a taser and
laughed as KJ howled. “Ever since you proposed, you’ve been nothing
but an old, self-entitled prick. I thought I taught you better but
I see you need a severe review.”

 


“No, please!” KJ tried to block his jewels
but Storm was too fast, and he dropped to his knees and howled
again.

 


“That’s better. I don’t know why you were
standing up, anyway. Now go put that on.”

 


Storm pointed to a French maid’s outfit on
the bed.

 


“Fuck, if you keep zapping me, I won’t be
able to think!”

 


She zapped him again. “Don’t you take that
tone with me, fuckwad.”

 


“Ahh! I’m sorry, Domina Storm. Fuck, I can’t
remember the safewords. Please, safewords!”

 


Zap!

 


“You don’t get to use safewords on something
that’s not on your hard limit list.”

 


When KJ opened his mouth, Storm raised her
taser. KJ closed his mouth, and Storm said, “That’s better. Now
move.”

 


She zapped him at the lowest setting, which
coincided with him standing up. It resulted in a little hop, and
Storm laughed callously.

 


“You’re enjoying this, I see.”

 


“Indeed I am, sub.”

 


When KJ was in full costume, Storm pulled him
before the mirror. “Look at what a sissy-boi you are, faggot.”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Go on, turn around and look at yourself from
all angles. I know you want to.”

 


KJ looked at himself and pulsed. He felt
pretty and was pleased that Storm had forced him. She always knew
how to push the boundaries and make him more aroused than he’d ever
been.

 


“Now put the heels on and walk around.” Storm
held up her phone.

 


“You--you’re not recording this, are
you?”

 


“Just so we can look back on when you first
walked in heels. I plan on having you pass for a female soon, and
we can have a good laugh.”

 


“Storm, I--”

 


Zap!

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.” KJ wished his perversion
wasn’t so exciting.

 


When she had her fill, Storm said, “You’re
just like one of the girls, so make us some tea. We’ll have it on
the balcony and talk like girls.”

 


KJ thought better of objecting. In a few
minutes, he was seated with Storm. “Cross your legs like a lady,”
she instructed. “And make sure your pinky finger goes up when you
sip.”

 


KJ obeyed.

 


“Very nice, maid. What’s your wife’s
name?”

 


“Storm--”

 


Zap!

 


“There are three people in your family, and I
don’t know their names. I guess you don’t have to tell me your
wife’s name, but, I mean, I should know your sons’ names, since
I’ll be meeting them, right?”

 


“The same can be said about you. I mean, I’ll
still you call you Storm, but I don’t think that’s your real
name.”

 


Zap!

 


“We’re not talking about me. What are your
sons’ names?”

 


“I’ve already told you.”

 


“Then tell me again... but when?”

 


“Way back when we were first chatting, before
I ever thought I’d meet you for real.”

 


Zap!

 


“Your choice, boy. Gimme names or get beaten
for the last ten minutes.”

 


KJ chose his favorite.

 


* * * *

 


Raina was scrolling through a document when
Jamison returned from showing KJ out. “Was it a good session?”

 


“Meh,” she said without looking up.

 


“He gave you another grand.”

 


“Yeah, he’s been doing that ever since--well,
for a while.”

 


“Ever since he gave you that ring you never
wear?”

 


“Yeah.”

 


“What’re you doing?”

 


“Looking for something. He said he gave me
names way back but I don’t--here it is! He’s right! Now let’s just
look ‘em up.”

 


“What’re you up to, Raina?” Jamison asked
again.

 


“I’ll know when I find it.”

 


“All right. You’re speaking in circles, so
I’m turning in early.”

 


“G’night. You can keep the grand,
Jamison.”

 


“Thank you, Miss. I hope you find what you’re
looking for.”

 


“You gotta be fuckin’ kidding me!”

 


“Miss?”

 


“Well, I found one, Jamison. I fuckin’ found
it.”

 


* * * *

 


October brought three more bookings and
cancellations from KJ. At the end of the month, he asked for a
last-minute appointment.

 


“No can do, KJ. Don’t you have an appointment
scheduled later this week?”

 


“Yeah, but I’m not going to be able to make
that one, either.”

 


“Okay.”

 


“This is so difficult, Storm, that’s why I
wanted to do it in person. But it’s not fair to you. I, uh, I can’t
leave my wife.”

 


“How come?” she asked casually.

 


“With this whole lockdown thing, we’ve been
together, and I’ve just seen my life. It’s not fair to her.”

 


“Well, which is it, KJ, not fair to me or not
fair to her?”

 


“I guess to either of you, really. But I want
you to know that I love you, Storm, in a much different way than I
love my wife. But I’ve come to realize that I do love my wife. And
my life. And a divorce, especially now, would be devastating.

 


“I think there’s something about you that
makes me go crazy, and I can’t think of anything else but just
being with you and getting more. More limits pushed, more over the
edge, everything. But I don’t want you to think that I used you
because I’ll always care about you, Storm.”

 


“No, why would I ever think that?”

 


“I’m honest-to-god serious.”

 


“Oh, I’m sure you think you are, KJ.”

 


“You’re upset.”

 


“I don’t get upset, KJ.”

 


“You have every right to be.”

 


“Thanks, but I don’t need your permission to
feel anything.”

 


“Right,” he nodded. “I’m sorry, Storm.”

 


“I’m sure you think you’re sorry, too. But
you’re still responsible for this week’s session, and I’m keeping
the ring.”

 


“Of course. I wouldn’t have it any other
way.”

 


“It didn’t matter if you agreed, but
okay.”

 


“I, uh, I’m just wondering, you know, about
the, uh, video you took the last time I was there?”

 


“What about it?”

 


“Did you keep it?”

 


“Of course I did. And I’m going to hang onto
it for a while, just like I’ve kept everything that’s happened
between us... as I’ve told you from the beginning.”

 


“Okay. But like, it’s just--”

 


“You’re not going to say that you don’t trust
me now, are you?”

 


“No. No, nothing like that. It’s just, I
mean, you know how these things can go. I’d feel a lot more secure
knowing that it was destroyed.”

 


“I’m sure you would. But your feelings aren’t
my priority, KJ. Besides, it’s your darkest desire to have your
world pulled out from under you. Let this be a reminder of our time
together. And you can get off to that after you fuck your wife
since you can’t get off from her.”

 


“Fuck, you have a way of getting to me,
Storm. I’ve got a huge boner now.”

 


Raina hung up.

 


She didn’t hear from KJ again, though he paid
for the session plus a bonus grand.


Chapter 27




 


“How’s our girl, JJ?” Lennie asked when he
delivered the referral monies.

 


“I’m worried about her.”

 


“Shut the door and spill.”

 


Jamison closed the door and sat in a chair.
“I think I overheard a conversation she had with KJ, and he said he
was stayin’ with his wife.”

 


“How do you think you heard that?”

 


“It was muffled, and I only caught the tail
end.”

 


“So you know that you heard it.”

 


“I guess, but Raina didn’t have any
reaction.”

 


“She’s cool like that.”

 


“No, I know, but she usually tells me
things.”

 


“About KJ? After he proposed?”

 


“I guess not.”

 


“But you’re still worried.”

 


“Yeah. A few weeks ago she was searching KJ’s
file kinda like a crazy lady. She was mumblin’ about how she was
lookin’ for somethin’ but didn’t know what but knew she’d find
it.”

 


“Did she?”

 


“I guess, she whooped about finding it but
didn’t tell me.”

 


“And that was before this?”

 


“Yeah, a few weeks.”

 


“Mmm hmm. So our girl knows how to take care
of herself, JJ. I bet she figured it out long before and set him
straight.”

 


“I’d think that, too, except he broke
up with her.”

 


“Hmm.” Lennie thought for a second. “How she
been actin’ since?”

 


“Fine. But I’m talkin’ weird-fine.”

 


“Weird-fine’s okay. He’s the first one she’s
fallen for, so you got to give the girl some space, JJ. It’s the
bat-shit-crazy-weird you gotta call me about.”

 


“Okay, if you think it’s gonna be okay.”

 


“She still seein’ clients?”

 


“Yeah, but we’re moving into the slow
time.”

 


“Christopher still around?”

 


“I dunno. She doesn’t really talk to me about
personal things except for how her auntie’s doin’.”

 


“But he was babysitting her when she went
out.”

 


“Yeah, Charlotte’s much better now.”

 


“I thought she could still get foggy-like,”
Lennie said.

 


“I think so, too, but she’s doin’
better.”

 


“Good.”

 


“When’s the last time you talked to Raina?”
he asked.

 


“I dunno. It’s been busy here. Everyone’s got
their horny on, and they’re pissed about no lap dances. Let’s see.”
She looked at her calendar. “She skipped our last two walks.”

 


“That’s not good.”

 


“It’s not horrible. She may not wanna face me
because I tell it like it is. So just keep an eye on her, JJ.”

 


* * * *

 


The second week in November, Lennie and
Jamison met Raina at the Meritage for a late lunch. They were
surprised to see Christopher with her.

 


“Thanks for meeting us,” Raina said calmly as
she stood to greet them.

 


“What the fuck’s goin’ on, girl?” Lennie
whispered during their hug.

 


“You guys remember Christopher,” Raina said,
ignoring the question.

 


When everyone greeted each other and their
drink orders were taken, Raina announced, “We’re getting
married!”

 


“You’re what--” Lennie started.

 


“We’re very happy for you,” Jamison
smoothed.

 


Lennie stared at Raina’s ring. “Isn’t that
the same--”

 


“Yes, it’s my grandmother’s. You’re right,
Lennie. I told Christopher he didn’t need to pay for another one
because ever since I was a kid, I wanted to wear hers.”

 


“You did?” Lennie stared at Raina, who looked
away.

 


Jamison looked at the ring and then at
Christopher. “Hey, I offered to get her one,” Christopher told
Lennie. “But you know how Raina gets when she wants something.”

 


“That, I do,” Lennie said to Raina.

 


“Anyway, I think it’s beautiful. It kinda
reminds me of a brilliant storm, the way the black weaves through,”
Christopher said.

 


“A storm, you say?” Lennie asked.

 


“Yeah, do you see it?” Christopher pulled
Raina’s hand closer to Lennie.

 


“Shit, it absolutely looks like a
storm.”

 


“How and when did you propose?” Jamison tried
to smooth things over again.

 


“We’ve been spending so much time together
lately, and he’s been super great with my aunt, and, I mean, you
guys knew I liked him before I did.” Raina smiled at Christopher,
who squeezed her hand.

 


“Uh-huh, we did, huh?” Lennie asked.

 


“I’m grateful to both of you for pushing her
my way,” Christopher said while he stood. “If you’ll excuse me,
nature calls.”

 


When he was out of earshot, Lennie leaned
toward Raina. “Girl, what the fuck you think you’re doin’ to that
poor white boy?”

 


“Making him happy, I hope.”

 


“Makin’ him happy, you hear that, JJ?”

 


“I heard it.”

 


“Shit, girl, you got two goddamn seconds to
tell me what the hell’s goin’ on or I’m tellin’ him how that damn
storm on your finger really suits you!”

 


“Go ahead. I’ve already told him I’m a sexual
consultant.”

 


“A sexual consultant. You hear that, JJ?”

 


“I heard it.”

 


“Have you ‘consulted’ with him?”

 


“He hasn’t seen the apartment, if that’s what
you mean. And he doesn’t know the extent of things. We’ll be
talking more about it but I’ll be continuing with my work, just in
case things don’t work out. Always protect myself, I learned that
from you, Lennie.”

 


“Mmm hmm. Don’t placate me, girl. One month
you’re in love and engaged to KJ and the next you’re with someone
else... with the same goddamned ring! And what the hell’s that
story about your granny?!”

 


“I kept the ring. I like it.”

 


Lennie looked at Jamison in exasperation. “I
think she wants our support,” he said.

 


Lennie sighed and looked at Raina. She
reached across the table to grab her hands. “Rain. Just tell me one
thing. Are you happy, girl?”

 


Raina held Lennie’s stare and nodded.

 


“Really happy?”

 


“Yes, I’m really happy. Christopher’s a great
guy, and we get along very well. Everyone says so. He’s been great
with Aunt Char, and she loves him.”

 


“Is that why you’re doin’ this?
Because you were afraid you’d lose your auntie, and you know she
wants to see you married?”

 


“That’s a part of it. But I really do think
we’re a great match.”

 


“But you said you can’t do vanilla.”

 


“That’s why I told him about consulting. I
can play with him a bit. I’m sure I’ll get to play with him
more.”

 


Lennie squeezed Raina’s hands and sat back
up. “As long as you’re happy, girl.”

 


“I am.”

 


“Then we’re happy for you.” She elbowed
Jamison.

 


“Have you picked out a dress yet? ‘Cause I
wanna help!” Jamison blurted.

 


* * * *

 


Raina met Christopher’s parents at
Thanksgiving. He was excited to surprise them with a fiancée.

 


“Cricket!” Chad cried as he opened the door
and tackled his brother. Raina side-stepped the melee with a
smile.

 


Christopher helped Chad up. “Chad, this is
Raina.”

 


“Nice to meet you in person, Chad.”

 


“You’re even more beautiful than on Skype.”
He hugged her.

 


“Where’s Gail?” Christopher asked.

 


“Upstairs getting ready. She’ll be down in a
sec. You met her on Skype once, didn’t you, Raina?”

 


“I think so.”

 


“Where’s Mom and Dad?” Christopher asked.

 


“Mom’s in the kitchen and Dad’ll be home
soon. He didn’t get the right wine. You know how Mom gets.”

 


Christopher introduced his mom to Raina, and
eventually Gail, and the five of them snacked until it was time to
eat.

 


“I don’t know where your father is. He
should’ve been back by now,” Christopher’s mom fretted.

 


“You know how he loves to make a grand
entrance.”

 


“Yeah, remember a coupla years ago, he came
in five minutes late with an electric knife that he found while
searching for egg nog?”

 


“Classic,” Christopher nodded. “Let’s go sit
down. I’m sure he’ll show up.”

 


Raina and Gail helped take platters of food
to the table before sitting down. Everyone looked nervously at the
door.

 


“One of you boys text him, please.”

 


“No need, my darlin’, I’m right here!”

 


Christopher’s dad walked in with a bouquet of
flowers in front of his face and a bottle of wine in the crook of
his arm. He walked to his wife and presented both along with a big
smooch.

 


“Keep it G-rated, Dad,” Chad said.

 


“Yeah, what a way for my fiancée to have to
meet you!” Christopher said.

 


“Dude! Are you serious?!” Chad smiled and
high-fived his brother over the table. “Welcome to the family,” he
told Raina.

 


“Thank you.”

 


“Congratulations,” Gail said.

 


“Thanks.”

 


“Oh, you little sneaky boy!” his mom said.
“Dear, let me get up so I can hug Raina.”

 


Raina stood up to accept the hug. “I’m so
happy. Christopher’s been talking about you non-stop for over a
year!” she cried.

 


Raina looked at Christopher’s dad during the
embrace. He shook hands with his son before he turned to the women.
When he saw Raina’s face, he began to choke.

 


“Have some wine, dear. I’ve got to see this
ring!”

 


Raina proudly displayed her left hand to
murmurs of approval. “Well, dear, say something!”

 


“I... it... that’s a beautiful ring,” KJ
stammered.


Epilogue




 


The next morning, Raina walked into KJ’s home
office and locked the door.

 


“What are you doing in here? You can’t be in
here, and that door can’t be locked. They’ll find out!” KJ
panicked.

 


“I told Christopher I wanted some time to
talk to his father, since I didn’t think he liked me very much
after yesterday’s icy reception.”

 


“No, Storm, you can’t do this. You can’t
marry my son. I forbid it!”

 


Raina took a seat in front of his desk.
“Well, Kim, the thing is, it’s not up to you, now is it?”

 


“If you won’t stop it, I’ll march right out
there and tell Christopher how you and I know each other, and
that’ll put an end to it.”

 


“Be my guest,” she said, motioning toward the
door.

 


KJ stood up, stared at her and sat back
down.

 


“I see you’ve figured it out.”

 


“Storm, please. Don’t do this.”

 


“I love your son.”

 


“How did you even find him?!”

 


“Do you think I did all this just to spite
you? That’s pretty fuckin’ arrogant, Kim,” she said calmly.

 


“How do you know my son?”

 


“I’ve known him since his probation. He
worked at the library with me. But he was introduced as Christopher
Swanson. It wasn’t until recently that Christopher told me you got
it worked out for him to be called Swanson to avoid any connection
with your precious company.”

 


“I knew he was dating someone named ‘Raina’
but of course I didn’t know your real name.” Raina snorted. “And I
had it worked out that his family name be kept out of the system
but I didn’t know what his probation was.”

 


“I know. You basically disowned him, and
you’re lucky he still wants to have a relationship with you.”

 


“Maybe it would be better if he didn’t.”

 


“Don’t worry, Kim, I’m going to be the
supporting wife who ensures you two remain connected.”

 


“For my money? Is that what this is about?
Storm, I’ll set you up on a monthly allowance. Just don’t marry
him.”

 


Raina laughed. “First, you’d better get used
to calling me Raina. And second, you’re gonna hafta accept me as
your daughter-in-law.”

 


“I’m begging you Stor--Raina.”

 


“I thought you would. You do that rather
well. Should I grab your wife and show her?”

 


KJ blanched... and throbbed. “Are... are you
going to blackmail me and threaten to tell my wife?”

 


“Kim, I don’t threaten. I promise. I promise
you the wedding will happen. I promise you I won’t tell your wife.
I promise that I don’t want a stipend or allowance or whatever you
want to call it because I. Will. Inherit. Everything.”

 


KJ gulped audibly. His world was crashing,
and he wanted to jack off.

 


“You’re hard right now.”

 


“Storm, please--”

 


“Ah-ah,” she wiggled her index finger.

 


“Raina, please,” he corrected. “Please don’t
do this. I’ll be ruined.”

 


“You already are, KJ.”

 


“Fuuuuuck.”

 


“What a conundrum. Life as you know it is
over, and that makes you spontaneously ejaculate. You really are
pathetic, Kim.”

 


KJ tried to speak but couldn’t. He held his
hands together in a prayer motion.

 


“I’m your god now, Kim. You will do whatever
I say, and you’ll do it happily. The first thing is, you’re going
to talk to your son and tell him how much you approve of this
wedding. You’re going to make that boy feel loved and accepted. Do
you understand that, Kim?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“You never once asked about my aunt when I
called you from the hospital. In fact, you turned your back on me.
So, within the next six months, you’re going to create a teachers’
charity for my aunt’s school district, set up in her name, that she
will run and get paid for. I don’t want her teaching anymore, not
with COVID and not with her medical issues. But she needs a
purpose, and you’re going to provide it to her. Do you understand
that, Kim?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“You’ll make a provision in your will for any
kids we have. There won’t be a similar provision for Chad.
Christopher will have controlling interest in your business, and
he’ll get more than half of your estate. Do you understand that,
Kim?”

 


“My wife--”

 


“Should she survive you, Christopher will
provide for her. We will explain that you wanted us to take care of
her. I’ll make sure of it but the control has to be ours. Do you
understand that, Kim?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“On Monday morning, you’ll be forced to
account for your materials on the state contract.”

 


“I’m sorry, what?”

 


“The contract I helped you secure, Kim. The
contract where you promised to only use Minnesota-made materials.
The contract that you breached when you authorized the use of
overseas materials, to the tune of $1.8 million. You’ll pay that
back to the state along with some hush money to keep working on the
contract. Do you understand that, Kim?”

 


“B-but if I have to pay that, it’d be that
much less you’d inherit.”

 


“You’ll have plenty of time to earn it back
and more. Do you understand that, Kim?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“Oh, and if you think about running your
company into the ground so there’s nothing to inherit, I’ll take
your French maid video and air it on the nightly news.”

 


“Oh fuuuuck.”

 


“Should you try to come up with anything else
to destroy me, let me just tell you that every, single, solitary
session where you came to visit me was recorded.”

 


“Fuuuuck.”

 


“Do you understand everything, Kim?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


“One more thing. Tonight, you’re going to
stand outside my bedroom door and listen while I fuck your son. I
want you to hear what it sounds like when someone makes love. We’ll
discuss it tomorrow morning at nine in here. Do you understand
that, Kim?”

 


“Yes, Domina Storm.”

 


THE END

 


If you enjoyed my book, I’d be honored if you
left a review at your favorite retailer.

 


Many thanks and keep reading,

 


~B.J.
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