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  Chapter One


  


  “Close the door, Roxanne, and pull down the shades. I’m up here.” Caroline’s tired voice traveled from the loft to the shop below. “Did you bring the wine?”


  “Lots of it,” Roxanne called to her. Dressed in tiny shorts and a halter-top, the sumptuous blond raced up the stairs to Caroline’s studio, which was attached to her small apartment beyond.


  Summers for Caroline and Roxanne are always hectic. Main Street of Mesquite Shores was packed until after 9:00 p.m. with tourists combing the stores. Until that hour Caroline Ashley would be busy in her art gallery, while Roxanne Wilde arrayed fine designer sport clothes in her Main Street Boutique. As the sun finally disappeared, the shades to the shops were drawn and the bustling activity moved behind the doors and glowing windows of the half dozen cafes serving mellow moods, fine liquor and exotic food.


  Miles north of San Francisco on Highway 1, Mesquite Shores sits like a little jewel, with a few hundred residents during the week and thousands at week’s end. The quaint haven had become the newest place to spend time away from the hustle of the city. Tiny shops line both sides of Main Street, which in the past few years had been renovated with bright awnings and banners, beckoning tourists with elegant tastes.


  Caroline Ashley’s gallery was one of the first to redecorate for the burgeoning audience of meandering visitors. For ten years since she decided not to go to college, her small shop stood weathering the fickle winds of seasons, and the fashionable changing trends. Her life has been a testament to her independent will and her dogmatic need to create her art at whatever cost. And for her resourcefulness, she’s finally been well paid.


  “Ah! This week’s been horrible!” Caroline exclaimed, “I think I need a good screw.” She sighed as she plopped down on her brightly-colored sofa.


  Roxanne looked at her with eyes twinkling. Her large, pouty, lips formed a charming smile, which was a welcome relief for Caroline and her woes. She was such a sweet slut, with enormous tits that always stretched her lira tank tops so tightly that her tiny round nipples showed through. She was the bouncy and voluptuous kind of woman who teases and flirts, and easily opens her thighs for men lured by her unabashed sensuality.


  “Yeah, tell me,” Caroline observed, “You look like you had yours.”


  “I’m not as picky as you are,” she replied with a devious grin.


  Caroline poured California Merlot into handmade goblets she’d pulled off her showroom shelf, and the two sat opposite each other, slouching into her overstuffed couches. Between them, the glass-topped coffee table was covered with plates of sticky finger food: wontons, lumpia, fried mushrooms and sushi. Caroline’s favorite repast came hot fried from her kitchen, a splurge for the occasion. It had been months since she and Roxanne had reveled in a Friday night over greasy food and wine.


  Caroline Ashley was a cool, fluid and elegant woman, proud of her life and her creations. Her sandy blond hair was long, usually tied in floppy ponytails, or piled atop her head; or on special occasions, it simply fell about her shoulders in loosely flowing curls. Nearly 5’11” with long and slender legs, she carried herself with grace, and yet her physical assets were often hidden by her casual attire. She was seen about Mesquite Shores in baggy, hand-knit sweaters and oversized pants.


  What was always unmistakable was the sensuous way she moved, with her head held high and her angular neck inviting all to see what lay underneath the surface. Most men would prefer to see more than she offered for their view, but that was Caroline’s well-kept secret.


  She was a passionate lover, though never had her passions been fulfilled. There was something in her eyes, a strange glittering light, a mystery, something haunting. Something wanton resided in her psyche, remaining there, untapped. Though too often her inner nervousness hid her passions, making her look a little too prim and demure.


  “So tell me about him,” Caroline asked, “about this great fuck of yours, I haven’t heard a good juicy sex tale in weeks.”


  Roxanne took a gulp of wine, the rich red flowing over her luscious lips like a potion from the gods of sex. Her smirk was lewd. “He’s a cowboy, boots and all.” After devouring a crusty mushroom, the creamy dressing dripped down her chin, and she licked it off with her tongue as though she were licking a lover’s face.


  “Here? He’s here?” Caroline was incredulous. “In Mesquite, a cowboy?”


  “Yeah, and he’s hot! Not prissy liked the guys we usually meet, and rock hard!” Her eyes widened, her lips forming a sexy smirk. “Fucked him every night this week.”


  “Really?”


  “Where’s he live?”


  “Well, that’s a problem, he’s only in town for a couple of months, doing construction work on the washed out road. Cousin owns the company or something. He’s been jilted. Little bitch in Arizona broke his heart. He tried a few months in Vegas, but lost too much money.” Her eyes brightened again slyly. “Thought a little town like ours would treat him better.”


  “I bet he’s glad he came.”


  “I hope so.” Roxanne was positively euphoric.


  “I can just see you taking with one of these guys,” Caroline mused.


  Roxanne’s face screwed up scornfully. “Ah, I don’t know, they get me off for a while, but something permanent? Hell, I don’t know.”


  The wine was pulsing through Caroline’s veins, sending her to the altered state she loved best, where she didn’t care too much about anything except being tipsy and thinking about sex. “You know, I need something soon, this drought is damaging my creative juices,” she breathed an exasperated sign.


  “You could borrow Duke.”


  “Duke?”


  “Yeah Duke.”


  “You’ve got to be kidding,” Caroline laughed, “I didn’t think anybody had the guts to be called ‘Duke.’”


  “Oh, stop it, Caroline!” Rox threw a wonton in her face, her giddy laugh infectious.


  “You know what I want?” Caroline declared.


  “What?”


  “I want something really wild and kinky.”


  “Oh, like what?”


  “Something rough. Is Duke rough?”


  “Aw, he’s kinda rough, and kinda like a kitten.”


  “Oh, no,” she shook her head. “I’m talking something deviant.” She finished her second glass of wine and poured another while her voice lowered to a sexy whisper. “You know what I think about when I have to get myself off?” Roxanne’s eyes lit with interest. “I think about getting spanked.”


  “Really?” Rox was surprised.


  “Yeah, real hard, on my ass. You know turned over some guy’s knee, or better yet over a table or desk, and …” her eyes looked faraway as she spoke, “leather, something leather,” she licked her lips dreamily, “a belt, or strap, or paddle coming down on my backside so it burns and stings. Ooo my,” she breathed in hissing, as her bottom squirmed against the couch.


  “Caroline,” Roxanne drawled (She pronounced her named the way it was meant to be said—rhyming with fine or wine, which made her sound like Southern Belle). Rox was amazed, her eyes so wide you’d think they might pop right off her face. Caroline instantly came-to, “Gotcha didn’t I?” she said with an inebriated giggle. She was hard to shock.


  “Yeah, I never knew. Is this real?”


  “Yeah it’s real, I think about it all the time,” she admitted, “but what do you say to a lover? ‘God I wanna be spanked!’”


  “Why not,” Roxanne replied coyly.


  “You’d do that?”


  “I have,” she winked.


  “Oh, you have not!”


  “Oh, but I have,” she answered earnestly, with a deliriously blissful look on her face. With a finger at her mouth, she licked it suggestively as she giggled through her words. “You have no idea how it feels.” She squirmed on the soft cushion, pressing her pussy lewdly against it.


  “Maybe not, but I can certainly imagine,” she spoke enviously. “So did your cowboy spank you?”


  Roxanne laughed. “Not exactly. Last night, he lassoed me, tied me up in the shop and teased me … he was so cute. He started with my lips and kissed me a hundred times, all the way down my body … one little kiss after another. He was on his knees right in front of me … you know my hands were tied over my head, I couldn’t even touch him,” she pouted like a child, “then he grabbed by butt and tongued my pussy. Gawd! What a tongue! By that time, I moaned so loudly I thought I’d wake my next door neighbors. Ooooo, I wish he was around tonight. No offense, Caroline, but … .”


  “You think I’d be here if I had a date?” she laughed. “So, let me live vicariously, tell me more.”


  “He sucked me till I started to cum, it was sweet,” her eyes were closed, lips pursed in midst of the memory. Caroline could imagine Rox’s cunt pulse just thinking of it, “and then he parted my legs, so I was on my toes and I could hardly stand up, but he held me. Great muscles…oh, and his tongue lapped at the juices dribbling down my thigh, then he burrowed between my legs and planted his lips on my clit and hole, sucking as though he’d suck me dry.” Her entire body shimmied with the full mounds of her breasts jiggling underneath her tee shirt. With thoughts of the bondage, of Roxanne getting spanked, of her pussy throbbing against her cowboy’s tunneling face, Caroline’s pussy juiced in reply as a glorious fire of need ignited inside her cunt. She squeezed her anxious muscles against the nothingness and wished for more stale air.


  “Before I knew it…” Rox opened her eyes in time to discover Caroline’s lust filled ones, “he rose up, grabbed my butt and thrust his dick in my cunt so hard I screamed … oh what heaven!”


  “Ahhh,” Caroline sighed as though she were cumming herself.


  “I’d give anything to be screwing him right now,” the lusty blonde sighed herself. And then coming down, as though coming down from a furious fuck, some normalcy returned to the sex charged scene.


  “I didn’t realize you were quite so kinky,” Caroline was the first to speak. “I mean getting tied up?”


  “It’s lots of fun.” She giggled again.


  “Aw, for you it’s so easy, for me,” there was a look of despondent sweetness on her face, “you want to know the truth?”


  “What?” Rox asked


  “What I fantasize about is a lot nastier.” Her eyes darkened as she started to confess, “I think about dark, shadowy, wicked things. Men who refuse to listen to my protests, who take me with such intensity that I’m scared. I imagine more than one man, a dozen, maybe, and sinister things …” her voice drifted off, and then she looked back sheepishly. “I shouldn’t say these things,” she blushed.


  “You’re as much a slut as I am.”


  “Maybe,” her eyes were downcast and sullen. “What’s the point?”


  “Don’t speak so fast, you think about it enough, you just might find your man.”


  “You think so?” Caroline perked.


  “Yeah, I think so.”


  “Oh, it seems pretty absurd.”


  “Why absurd?”


  “Roxanne,” she said seriously. “You don’t understand. I imagine being owned.” She looked intently at her friend as her eyes turned smoky with the fires of lust flaming passionately. With the wine taking away any hesitation, she was drawn back to her fantasies, and spoke forcefully, as though she were in the middle of her dreams. “Being used, losing myself in a man’s desires, losing myself … I think it would be the perfect peace, perfect contentment. I’m so tired of being responsible and independent all the time. When it gets to sex, I want the rules suspended. I don’t want to have to think about anything. I want to be led, commanded, taken care of. No decisions. No choosing. I want someone to read the book of all my desires and make them happen.” Caroline stared into Roxanne’s discerning eyes, her friend absorbing the attitude and the words she’d never heard her speak, as though she were, at last, seeing Caroline’s true soul for what it was. “I want to be owned. My God, I shouldn’t be saying this, but the pictures are so distinct, so clear. I see it in my head every time I’m horny and close my eyes. I’ve never told a soul, I’ve hardly admitted this to myself, but it’s the truth.”


  Roxanne was in awe. She could feel the force of Caroline’s words, realizing that something primal had risen within her. “Confession’s good for the soul,” she reminded her. “Don’t hide your passions.”


  “Sure. And what do I do with it? With these silly thoughts, who could ever make them happen?”


  “I don’t know,” Roxanne admitted, “But pushing them away all the time is just going to keep them hidden forever, and you’ll never have a chance to find what you want.”


  Caroline often marveled at Roxanne’s simple wisdom. She had the way of saying the right wise thing at the right time, but the wine was too strong, and her stomach too full, and her head too terribly sleepy to contemplate it any longer.


  The two friends looked at each other, thinking more, but remaining silent. Nearly 12:30, they were both exhausted. And as the background music died away, they fell into a pleasant dreamless sleep nestled in the downy cushions behind them.


  About 3:00 am Roxanne jerked awake. “Damn! I’ve got to go!” she exclaimed, looking at the ticking clock on the wall. “Shop opens at 9:00.” Caroline looked up sleepily seeing her energized friend hurriedly pull her sweatshirt over her head.


  “I had a terrific time, the food was perfect, oh, and everything else.” She yawned as Caroline walked her down the stairs, to the front door of the shop. “Oh, by the way,” she abruptly turned back as an odd thought suddenly swept her mind clear of anything else, “are you really serious about the spanking and all those dark fantasies of yours?”


  “Rox, don’t tell a soul!” Caroline whispered, as if the whole world might be listening. The remembrance of her brave confession brought a blush to her cheek.


  “I won’t tell anyone, but if you’re serious,” Roxanne looked her straight in the eye, “call him.” Pulling a card from her purse, she scribbled something on it; and handing it to her friend, walked out into the damp ocean air.


  As Caroline locked the door, she noticed a gentle fog making its way down the street covering the shop in its cloud. Glancing at the plain white card, she squinted to make out Roxanne’s scrawl. “Max, 622-9117,” was all it said. She was still too drowsy and too drunk to make any sense of it. But her stomach had turned slightly sour. She wondered what had possessed her to share her darkest secrets with Roxanne. “Confession’s good for the soul,” she remembered her saying. Caroline fingered the card, as she looked at the name wonderingly. She could really make no sense of it. Stuffing it in the pocket of her shorts, she climbed the stairs to the loft and went to bed.




  Chapter Two


  


  Summer was not Caroline’s favorite time of year: too much activity, too many frenetic people—even though she refused to get frantic herself, maintaining an almost austere calm on the surface of her excitable creative reality. Caroline’s excitement was always an internal thing, revolving around the dozens of ideas that continually besieged her brain cells until she had the time to answer with a new creation. Too often in summer she spent her time waiting on tourists and very little time in the seclusion of her studio. The shop was open six days a week, instead of five as it was in winter, and until 9:00 every night instead of 5:00, when she would have preferred to lock her doors.


  With so little time to create, there was even less time for musing … and for thinking of her sexual fantasies. Yet now, despite her busy days, her thoughts obsessively returned to her night with Roxanne, their curious conversation about kinky sex … and the card that remained in the pocket of her favorite shorts.


  In the middle of waiting on a customer she’d find herself wondering who this Max was, and why Rox might think to give her his number. Was she suggesting that she’d been spanked by him? She imagined Roxanne’s plump round ass bouncing in the air as a man’s firm hand smacked it repeatedly. She imagined little tears making streaks of grey through her tawny colored make-up, though they were hardly tears of pain, more likely tears of release as she let go the tension generated by her excitable life.


  Even more she imagined herself; what it would be like to find the right sort of man to offer her this pleasure. She had such specific thoughts about being spanked; would any man understand her need? She wasn’t Roxanne. Sex was never an exuberant deed, it was solemn and passionate and fraught with powerful surges of physical sensation. It seemed impossible that any man would understand her complex desire, but what if…? What if there was such a man? For days after Rox’s card landed in her pocket, she contemplated the possibilities, but just as often, squashed them summarily, sure that this preoccupation with such improbable things could only lead to more frustration.


  


  622-9117. Caroline dialed her phone.


  By the she finally made the call, she couldn’t stop herself. Obsession had conquered common sense, and she made the impulsive move one afternoon, almost without thinking. She had the number memorized.


  “Law office,” a young pleasant voice answered.


  Caroline slammed the receiver back on the cradle.


  “Law office,” she mused aloud to no one, no one was in the shop yet. She grabbed the phone book. Maxwell Burton, Attorney at Law. 925 Pine Street. He worked one block from Main Street; his office must be in one of the houses along Pine, converted as many already had been, into small businesses.


  So close by. So real. So within reach. She shuddered.


  But then, why not? Why would she have expected him to be far away, when he had a local number? The likelihood that she’d seen him, would recognize him, that he’d been in the shop at some time, was very possible. And did that change things? Did he need to be a total stranger in order to realize this fantasy?


  Two hours later she dialed again.


  “Law office,” the secretary answered in the same sweet way.


  “Mr. Max Burton’s office?”


  “Yes, ma’am.”


  “May I speak with Max?” She used the familiar, after all, that was the only name Rox had given her.


  “May I ask who’s calling?”


  “Um …Caroline, Caroline Ashley,” she blurted out, not wanting to. “He doesn’t know me.”


  “One moment please.”


  She waited for nearly a minute with her heart pounding and pussy squeezing as though there were a cock inside to milk dry.


  A strong male voice came on the line, “This is Max Burton.”


  “I-I, I-um… I’m Caroline Ashley.”


  “Yes, Miss Ashley.”


  She cleared her throat nervously, sure this busy attorney was impatient with her. “I don’t know how to say this, but Roxanne Wilde gave me your name and number.” She hesitated almost about to hang up the phone; but then steeled herself against the worst, and with ass and pussy leading, she said, “How do I put this… that we… she said I should contact you if I were serious about,” her voice then softened to a whisper, “spanking?”


  “I see. And are you, serious about being spanked?”


  “I guess I am.”


  “You need to be clearer than you sound.”


  “Oh, but I am,” she jumped in. “I’ve just never talked about it before.”


  “Apparently you did with Roxanne.”


  She took another deep breath. “I was drunk,” she admitted, surprising herself with the unusual candor speaking with this stranger. She was certain now that the man was no one that she’d ever met, or had even seen. He had a commanding power over her, just his voice—coupled with her imagination—able to turn her stomach vilely, while an intense hunger spread inside her belly. Her cold hands, shaking when she first made the call, had warmed and steadied as her sexual energy engaged.


  “I see,” she heard him respond to her confession. He paused, for what seemed an ungodly time. “I have time tomorrow evening, at 6:00. Be prompt.”


  “Yes sir.” She found herself addressing him formally.


  “You know where I work?”


  “I have your address.”


  “Then, I’ll see you at 6:00” The abrupt click of the phone made her body jerk.


  Caroline shook again, her hands began to sweat, and her mind reeled at the thought of what deed she’d just set in motion. She could feel her thighs warm at the thought of what he might do to her. Her ass tingled—suddenly becoming the most important of her body parts. With the possibility of realizing her dark secret suddenly before her, she put on brakes. “Good gawd! He might be a total jerk!” she said aloud, reminding herself how extreme her fantasies were, how specific and excessive. The likelihood of meeting a master to enact those fantasies seemed much too remote to give her any hope of realizing what she wanted.




  Chapter Three


  


  The bell of the boutique tinkled as the door opened, drawing Roxanne’s attention. She turned to see the tall dark-haired gentleman enter. Having caught her eye with a knowing glance, he then turned to bolt the door, pull down the shade, then make his way to the back of the shop. He had an aura of mystery about him, eyes that pierced souls, and a wicked way of turning the buxom blonde’s thoughts to sex.


  “The stool,” he said without further comment.


  Understanding what he wanted, Roxanne pulled a stool from one of the dressing rooms hidden behind curtains in one corner of the shop. It was always the same ritual, though never really the same result. Sitting down on the stool, the silent intruder pulled Roxanne to his side with his hand immediately moving on her generous thighs and the warmth rising from their smooth surface. With fingers diving deep between her legs, he found no panties, just moist damp skin, and a small bush of clipped hair, where her fragrant folds yielded the opening he would soon penetrate with frenetic abandon.


  He grabbed her bottom harshly so she nearly lost her balance.


  “You’ve been a bitch this week, Roxanne?” he asked.


  “I’m afraid so, Maxwell,” she replied, as she steadied herself against his arm.


  He wasted little effort pulling her over his lap, where her voluptuous form made his prick quickly rise to its full measure. There was little doubt that she could feel the throbbing member as it pressed against her groin. Roxanne’s short skirt was tight about her thighs. Giving it a tug, he pulled drew it slowly off her ass, seeing the dimpled creamy tan of her naked skin revealed as it rose an inch at a time. The lovely sight gave him some satisfaction, though not as much as he would have once he’d spanked it to a rich red hue. Kneading her flesh for just a moment, he then moved on, striking quickly with a hand, rudely smacking her left ass cheek. Repeated smacks, and Roxanne’s behind was turning pink.


  She gasped with these first few, knowing that they were the soft ones, the initial jolts, which would soon give way to harsher, stinging slaps. Her comely behind began to squirm.


  “Stay still,” he ordered.


  Trying to calm down was not easy, her loins were ablaze, her sexual desire mounting each time the palm of his hand crashed hotly on her skin. With the surface beginning to burn, she knew the flesh would be richly stained by the time he was finished, and her whole body would be in that lovely and nonsensical state of agony and desire. Her juices were already beginning to flow, gathering between her thighs as a sticky liquid, which would ease the path of his erection. Oh, how she loved this!


  The slaps grew harder yet, and she squealed ignoring his wishes for quiet. He always demanded silence; but she could never obey that request. Tears began to well inside her eyes, and her heart raged as she became more frantic. Her rampaging need for penetration was acute; she was about to cum.


  “You little slut,” Max declared as he realized the fire that drove her.


  “Ah, yes, love, fuck me,” she begged earnestly.


  “Not till I’m finished with you,” he paused long enough to answer.


  The blows rained down harder, as hard as his swollen cock beneath her was hard. She could almost tell by the size of his prick when he was ready to throw her off and screw her silly. She moved her cunt against him, each rubbing motion making her surge with greater zeal. The two randy lovers struck a fine rhythm: the blows, the pulsing organ, her hot ass, her churning cunt.


  Oblivious to all else, they rode the sexual fire to its peak. Then abruptly, in one swift motion, he stopped. Rising to his feet, he held her firmly in his grasp, promptly pushing her against a table piled high with clothes. Spreading her legs, he thrust himself inside her cunt.


  He slapped her still, though not as firmly as he had before, or with as much intent to punish. His focus was fixed on his pulsing member pummeling the depths of her channel. He loved the sight her—the red raw globes of flesh rocking lewdly before his eyes. He loved the way she panted, and how she screamed in whimpering and melodic waves of sound. Even though her cries might be heard and their passion discovered by someone passing by the boutique, she was too lost in herself to care.


  “Oh, yes, Max, harder. Harder, yes!” she demanded. “Yes, yes yes, yes… my love… aughhh… ahhhh…” as she began to cum.


  Her cunt tensed around his huge prick, from the head lodged against her cervix, to the wide stalk that its way inside her vagina and opened it wide. He clung to her ass cheeks with both hands squeezing the flesh firmly, and let the orgasm trigger his first shot of cum.


  “Yeeeawwww…” a low roaring growl issued from his raspy throat. And thereafter, he thrust deeply into her cunt with his balls banging against her thighs, and his cock surging with one pulse after another, pumping her full of his thick cream.


  Max collapsed against her when he finished and she went limp with her upper thighs pressed firmly to the edge of the table, cushioned by a pile of soft sweaters. With their sweat mingling and thighs still locked together, his lips drifted to the back of her neck and delicately kissed that sensitive spot. Afterwards, as they regained some sense of calm in the wake of their turbulent fuck, he carefully lifted Roxanne from the table.


  Turning around, she watched his savagely animal eyes mellow, gathering in them a kinder expression she’d come to treasure at moments like this one.


  “Ooo, Max, you are a beast!” she exclaimed with an animated whisper.


  “And you’re complaining?”


  “Not at all, never!”


  He put his arm around her. It was the gesture of a friend, not a lover, though it was a friendship that was often both affectionate and sexual.


  “So, you’re giving my name to friends now?” he wondered aloud.


  “Friends?” She struggled to figure out what he meant. Then from somewhere out of the foggy past she remembered the card she slipped into Caroline’s hands. “She called? Caroline called? I never thought she’d do it.” Her mind raced backwards, recalling the remarkable conversation of weeks ago. She shuddered bringing to mind the kind of desires prowling about Caroline’s psyche. “Be kind to her,” she thought to add, “she’s not like me at all.”


  “Oh?”


  “No. She’s much more refined. I’m a bit of whore to her, not that she judges that, it’s just … well, it must have taken incredible courage for her to call you, either that or incredible desire.” She viewed him, wary of what could transpire between the two. Perhaps her friend was more refined than she was; but if she were to believe even half of that half-drunk conversation, Caroline was far more perverse in her sexual motivations. Max would be just the kind of man to feast on that sort of untapped lust. “Just be kind to her,” she said again.


  “I’m always kind. And she’ll get what she wants, if she deserves it and is willing to pay the price.”


  There were times when his mysterious depths alarmed her. The way his eyes would light strangely, giving her glimpses of the peculiar soul beneath his surface gentility. Theirs was a joyous screw, but she wondered if it would be the same with Caroline. Had she been wise to give her his name? At the moment, it seemed like a terrible mistake.


  Once presentable again, Max left. He’d been in the shop less than twenty minutes.


  Quick, but so satisfying, Roxanne thought to herself as she straightened herself, the table of sweaters, and prepared to open the shop again.




  Chapter Four


  


  Three days of waiting for her first meeting with Max were chilling. Thousands of bizarre fantasies loomed in her head. His appearance. His attitude. Would he be anything like the men in her fantasies? And then what? Was it possible that she could actually suggest to him the kind of sexual scenario she so yearned for? Would she have the guts to say the words, let alone submit to being spanked by some stranger?


  And what if it were all wrong? What if Max Burton were nothing more than an abusing bully? And if so, how could Roxanne, her best friend, recommend him? She had liberal tastes in men, but certainly, she would never have mentioned him if she didn’t trust him. But could she trust Roxanne?


  As Caroline approached the white frame house on Pine street, she was a bundle of worries.


  “Attorney at Law” The sign was neatly posted in the front yard. Apparently he worked alone for there were no other names on the sign.


  Gazing up at the two story structure, she found herself shivering with anxiety as her eyes moved from one window to the next. Of course, his office would be on the main floor. And in the second story would be his own apartment or rooms where he might entertain female guests with appetites for curious sexual practices. Hesitating at the front gate, she wasn’t sure she was brave enough to follow through; and yet the potent memory of her long-held fantasy suddenly swept away her fears. Stepping boldly through the gate, she walked up the sidewalk, and took the stairs of Max Burton’s office with a sense of purpose she was only now becoming accustomed to.


  Max Burton obviously had a flair for form and formality, which dictated his tastefully designed office interior. The white enamel woodwork offset the rich blue and velvet in the carpets and the drapes. The paintings were Old World, but not gaudy. Overall, the furnishings provided a warmly elegant, but professional setting, which might be found in any law office, in any city.


  “I’m Caroline Ashley,” she introduced herself to a young woman sitting primly behind a rosewood desk. “I have an appointment with Max Burton.”


  “Please have a seat.” The striking brunette pointed to a soft club chair. Then eyeing Caroline with suspicious curiosity, she picked up the phone, punched two numbers and announced Caroline’s arrival. Hearing her boss respond, she rose from her seat and disappeared beyond the office door.


  Caroline watched the young woman awed by her sensuous grace. Though she wore a plain grey suit, the cut was not ordinary at all. The skirt was short, so that her garters peeked out when she bent just slightly; and the jacket was cut deeply in front, so that the observing eye could glimpse the pink lace teddy beneath the grey. Caroline could see the scant outline of her abundant breasts. She admired such daring from a woman so obviously young. And what a lovely neckline, she thought. With her dark hair pulled back off her face, Caroline viewed the lovely line of her graceful neck, and how it drew the eye downward to her more obvious physical assets. She was birdlike, almost proud, and Caroline shuddered, ever so slightly noting the effect it had on her.


  “You may go in,” the secretary announced after she returned to her seat.


  Caroline had forgotten her own nervousness, so caught up in the whole atmosphere of the office. But reminded now of her purpose, she felt foolish and flustered.


  Slipping into Max Burton’s inner sanctum, Caroline sighed deeply, trying to regain some poise. Surely, she could be as facile as the pretty young brunette, though at the moment she felt like a shy five-year old.


  Directly before her in the office was another rosewood desk; though this one was far larger than the one in the reception area, at least five feet long and several feet deep. Engrossed in a thick sheaf of papers, the attorney failed to acknowledge that she was there. But moving from one foot to the other, Caroline’s movements seemed to grab his attention, and he looked up, dispassionately appraising her.


  She could not tell how tall he was, but regardless, he had an imperious presence that grabbed her instantly as though he had her cornered and cuffed. Though he was hardly handsome in the classic sense, his face was distinct, his nose strong, his mouth well-formed, and his eyes strikingly dark—the blue so deep it reminded her of the sky late in the evening when the last of the sun slips beneath the horizon and the color of cornflowers gives way to the shade and shadows of night. His jaw twitched and that made her nervous.


  Looking at her as though he was displeased, he soon voiced his complaint, saying tersely, “Your dress is inappropriate.”


  “What?” her voice was hardly more than a whisper of surprise.


  “I’ll see you when you’re wearing high heels, and a skirt, and something more feminine on top.” He waved his hand as though dismissing her, “This’ll never do,” referring to her bulky sweater and jeans.


  She herself dressed casually chic, and considered his remark both absurd and rude. “Excuse me. You might have mentioned this on the phone.” Though she tried remaining calm, she found that the anxiety of the past few days made her edgy, and her voice snap.


  “Don’t waste my time, Miss Ashley,” Burton rejoined. “You can return next week at the same time, properly attired.”


  He gestured with his hand again as if to whisk her away like an annoying fly. Before she left the room, he was already back at work.


  Flying out the doors and down the street, Caroline mumbled her exasperated angry thoughts into the warm evening air. “How dare he brush me off like that! What kind of man is he?” It was all a mistake, a horrible mistake. What a stupid fool she was!


  And yet … something beneath her burning rage, burned back at her with equal, if not, greater fire …




  Chapter Five


  


  There was simply no way to get Max Burton from her mind. Every minute of every day, she seethed, and fumed, and thought of him; but with all the emotion in her flying willy nilly, the one constant obsessive truth was—the whole damned incident turned her on!


  As much as she wanted to forget her ridiculous scheme, forget Max Burton, and getting spanked, and the hundreds of flighty fantasies that had fueled this desperate effort, she had little power to push her obsession away.


  The following Friday, at five o’clock sharp, she prematurely locked her shop doors and pulled down the shades. Going directly to her apartment, she stared for some minutes before the contents of her closet, carefully contemplating exactly what it was that Max Burton would want her to wear. Without understanding how he could grab hold of her so keenly, she found herself, propelled, even coerced by his command and his opinions. How could he in such a short time take over so much of her day, her mind, her thoughts, her feelings? She hardly knew him.


  And she knew what he wanted. It didn’t take instinct or fashion sense to figure out his tastes. But to think that she would succumb to such traditional feminine garb!


  “Oh, damn, Caroline,” she sighed aloud, “what are you thinking, what are you asking yourself to do … you want to be spanked by this man, you want to put yourself in his dominant hands and let him have his way with you … is this a modern independent woman? Who are you kidding?” She turned to the mirror and stared at her face, her lips, her body, breasts, ankles, neck—was she as graceful as Burton’s birdlike receptionist? Did she, too, that sweet young brunette, wear clothes to conform to her boss’s tastes? And would she, Caroline Ashley, self-made entrepreneur, succumb to that kind of sexist nonsense?


  She amused herself. Almost laughing aloud at the joke on herself.


  From the start of this madcap adventure, she was breaking rules of conformity, and feminist codes, accepting thoughts about herself that were simply crazy for Caroline Ashley to think. Yet, the inescapable truth: if she was serious about this game, she needed to seriously play by its rules—Max Burton’s rules.


  From the back of her closet, Caroline pulled a pair of black dress shoes with 3” heels, a long black skirt with a thigh-high slit, and a cream colored blouse that drooped lazily between her breasts. Rummaging through her chest of drawers, she drew from the jumbled mess of lingerie a bright red bra—one shocking enough to show through the thin fabric of her blouse.


  She hadn’t worn these clothes in months, and she’d never put the red under the cream. But if that’s what pleased Max Burton, that’s what she’d wear. Could it be that she actually wanted to please him? That she was deriving some satisfaction from doing so? That even her body responded with a seductive warmth that became more sexually delightful with each article of clothing she put on.


  Perhaps Mr. Burton understood her better than she understood herself, and that was scary.


  When Caroline arrived at the attorney’s office, little had changed since the previous week. The young secretary was dressed differently, though the effect was still the same. Her suit was black with a deep lace collar and a white lace teddy apparent underneath her jacket. When she walked, it seemed as though her breasts jumped to the surface of her clothes calling attention to their fully sumptuous quality. From behind her, her thick high heels augmented the appearance of her rounded ass. The gentle jiggle of those two mounds could hardly go unnoticed since it seemed that she wore no panties, and with her hips swaying invitingly, it was obvious she wanted to be noticed. Following the two plump cheeks into Max’s office, Caroline was forced to stare and forced to recognize the erotic impression they made on her.


  “Good evening, Caroline,” Max greeted her, as his receptionist left the two by themselves. He appeared less distracted than the previous week and sincerely interested in her. “I can see you’re respectful of your place here,” he added, referring to her attire—though it was difficult to know if her carefully chosen clothes actually pleased him. “Sit down,” he instructed.


  Turning around, Caroline looked for a chair, but found only a low wooden stool in front of his desk.


  “Yes there,” he anticipated her question.


  Though she hesitated briefly, she obeyed, taking up an awkward pose on the uncomfortable stool, understanding instantly that Max wanted her feeling clumsy and out of control. Strange, he wanted her to dress like a “lady” but didn’t allow her to sit like one. He wanted to press his advantage in every way he could. And wasn’t this exactly what she’d been asking for? The kind of man who could startle and command her. Whose power was so autocratic that she could do nothing except obey unquestioningly. Staring at Max from her humble position, she waited while her eyes began to moisten with tears.


  “Now, Miss Ashley, tell my why you’re here,” he asked her gruffly.


  Caroline cleared her throat, expecting that she would speak, but managed no reply. Her silence bothered even her since she expected to be bolder.


  “Miss Ashley,” he prompted her.


  “Yes, yes,” she thought quickly for an explanation. “As I said on the phone …” she started.


  “I know what you said on the phone,” Max jumped in. “Now tell me exactly why you’re here.”


  She licked her lips nervously, realizing that her hands were sweaty as they lay clasped in her lap.


  “Well, sir, for years, I’ve fantasized about being spanked by a man.” She spoke in a halting voice that hardly seemed her own. “In fact, the idea drives me crazy.”


  “That bad?”


  “It’s an obsession, I swear.”


  “And how do you imagine this spanking taking place?” he asked.


  She thought again, wondering which of the dozens of scenarios she should outline for him.


  “I’m afraid that my imagination has taken many avenues with this, but in general, I see a man, a very firm man and deliberate man like you, pushing me over a desk or perhaps a chair, and then striking my ass.”


  “With an implement?” he wondered.


  “Yes. Usually something leather.”


  “And is your ass bare?”


  “Yes,” she admitted. That was an important piece of the fantasy, the bare ass, the vulnerability, the humiliation, the chance for a sexual seduction afterwards.


  “And do your fantasies arouse you sexually?” he asked.


  “The fantasy, or the act?” she queried.


  “Both?”


  “Both arouse me,” she confirmed.


  “And is it your lover who disciplines you?” He emphasized the word lover so she understood the implication.


  She found herself blushing as she puzzled over the question. “I don’t know.”


  “Does this master make you submit to him sexually?”


  Her blush broadened as the barrage of questions left her feeling weak.


  “I don’t know that either,” she lied.


  “Do you masturbate when you think of this?”


  These were such personal admissions.


  “Yes. I guess I do.”


  “And how often?”


  “As often as I give-in to my thoughts.”


  “And how often is that?”


  “Nearly every day.”


  “You want to be spanked every day?”


  “I think I might.”


  Stopping the inquisition, his obscure eyes focused directly on her. Then he picked up the telephone and dialed a single digit. “Diandra,” he said, “come in here now.”


  In seconds the young secretary walked in, ass swishing, a confident smile on her face. “Yes sir,” she presented herself respectfully.


  “Go to the closet and get my thong—you know the one I want.”


  The young woman walked briskly toward a cabinet on the far wall, while Caroline watched as she opened a door and pulled the mentioned instrument from the interior. She closed the door too quickly for Caroline to glimpse what else might be inside the cabinet. Then she returned to the desk carrying a black leather strap in her palm. It was no more than eighteen inches long, with six of those inches braided into a leather handle. Two inches wide with a rounded tip, the implement was perfectly insidious—and everything the lusting Caroline dreamed of. For one brief instant she imagined herself ordered to assume the position where Max would lay that leather firmly on her ass.


  And though Caroline expected him to call her to her feet that very moment, to both her relief and disappointment, he announced otherwise.


  “Over the desk, Diandra, Miss Ashley needs to see exactly what I have to offer her.”


  A brief trace of anguish crossed the brunette’s face, but without hesitation, she dutifully moved several objects on the desk, and leaned over the rosewood surface, so her ass became a clearly presented target.


  “You understand, that Diandra was strapped this morning, as is a regular practice for her. These will be extra strokes as a favor to both you and me. You can be grateful and perhaps learn something from her unquestioning obedience.” Pulling at the receptionist’s skirt he revealed a naked ass, her twin pink cheeks framed by her white, lace garter belt and stockings. There were tiny marks where the skin had once been broken, but was now healing; and several red streaks and newer bruises, which must have been made earlier in the day.


  Caroline would have gasped had she not been so mesmerized by Diandra’s beautiful heart-shaped bottom, which beautifully tapered toward her ankles. Just the faintest hint of her pussy revealed moist hair guarding the womanly hole hidden between her labial lips.


  Standing behind that lovely rear, Max Burton rolled up the right sleeve of his long-sleeved shirt, and then plucked the leather thong from his desk. Grasping the handle firmly, he drew back his powerful arm and with a snap of his wrist brought the mean thing forward seeing it land in the tender center of Diandra’s ass. She jerked, determinedly remaining silent. A dozen swift blows rained hard against her bottom, each searing, cutting, and marking her already streaked skin. With each cut her soft flesh jiggled, her body twitched in a tiny dance, and a slight whimper escaped the young woman’s lips. She seemed to move in pleasant union with her master, knowing what to expect and how to respond. Caroline would have thought they might go on for some time, but with a breathtaking suddenness, Max said, “Enough,” and tossed the thong on the top of his desk. He’d finished. “Now, get back to work.” He was ice cold.


  The scene was like some hellish conflagration, igniting Caroline so wildly she could hardly hold still in her awkward position on the stool. Her mind dreamed easily of her own posterior so exposed; and she could hardly wait for her turn to commence. She wondered what fires must be burning in Diandra’s loins. Never had she seen anything as seductive as that young ass. For a moment she even imagined herself gently taking that lovely flesh in her hands and kissing the redness away. Such thoughts had never before crossed Caroline’s mind, but as they did, she allowed them to arouse her more. All this was so new; and yet, she sensed that her desires were only beginning to bloom, and that bizarre acts would become commonplace in what had once been an ordinary life.


  To Caroline’s dismay, Diandra straightened as soon as she heard her boss’s order. Pulling down her skirt, she proceeded to the cabinet, where she replaced the strap. Though there were tears in her eyes, none fell to her cheeks. And moving as gracefully as she had before, she left the room.


  “Diandra,” Max called after her, and his receptionist cracked the door.


  “Yes, sir.”


  “You deserved that,” he told her, as though he were reminding her of some misdemeanor only now answered for.


  “Yes sir,” she replied. The sweet resignation in her voice spoke plainly to Caroline’s heart.


  With the door closed, Caroline was alone with Max again.


  “So, Ms. Ashley,” Max stated, “is that what you look forward to?”


  Caroline hesitated, she had no idea how to reply.


  “Take your breath away?” he suggested.


  “I guess so, and yes, that is exactly what I had in mind.” The tenor of his speech, the words, the movements, the instrument, it was the same as she’d imagined it would be; as though Max Burton had found his way inside her brain, and was merely duplicating the scenario that had played there so long.


  “Please understand, that was a brief version, Ms. Ashley. Do you think that you could really tolerate the entire discipline that would surely last three times the length?”


  “It’s what I’ve wanted,” Caroline stated confidently.


  There was a curious attitude of doubt in Max’s questions, almost as if he were amused by her efforts to explain herself and argue for her desire. His lip turned up as though he were about to smile, but then he frowned again.


  “Okay,” he said evenly. “Then I’ll lay out the agreement.


  He was thoroughly searching every inch of her. Such scrutiny, made her believe he was dissecting her, stripping her, certainly laying waste to any shred of pride she might still have. His inspection over, he bluntly detailed the arrangement.


  “What you ask takes a good deal of my time. And my time is precious. I would consider no less than five sessions with the strap to complete your discipline. Since my current hourly rate is $200 per session, you’ll need to make advance payment of $1000, in addition to your signature on a contract outlining our agreement in written form. Is that satisfactory?”


  He stopped, awaiting her reply while Caroline sat mortified, initially too stunned to speak. Finally finding her voice, she gasped, “Wait a minute! I never imagined such a price! Or a price at all!”


  “And do you create your art for free?”


  “No.”


  “Nor do I.”


  She looked at him suspiciously, unsure how to react. “I’ll have to consider this, Mr. Burton.”


  “I imagine so,” he replied. “If you still want to proceed, you may come again next Friday, and we’ll commence.”


  “But …”


  “But nothing,” he jumped before she could voice an objection. “If you’re serious about this … if this is something your psyche cannot live without … if it truly has you burning with a need so obsessive that you simply can’t live without it… if that’s the case, then there’s little to consider. We both know I am not asking you to pay what you cannot afford. On the other hand, if you just intend to toy with a silly fantasy, then you might as well find some boyfriend to slap your butt a few times and be done with it. You think about it, Caroline Ashley. Think real hard. I’ll be here at 7:00 next Friday evening.”


  It was clear, he had nothing more to say, and would tolerate no argument from her.


  As she left, Caroline found it difficult to hide her tears. The emotions welling in her were rich and raw, and totally confusing. The whole silly thing made no sense, but just as Max Burton intimated, it made her burst with sexual need that would not, for all her efforts, be squelched.


  The shadows in Max’s office were finally drawing lines across the floor, across the oriental red rug and the desk and chairs. It was his favorite time of summer evening, just before the sun set, when a decadent warmth filled the air with its special mystery.


  He could see Caroline’s retreating form as she descended the stairs outside the building, and briskly made her way across the street where she would round the block and retreat to her gallery.


  How delightful it would be to have her ass, to strike it soundly, to leave marks that would stay for days!


  Longingly he watched her ass bounce underneath the tight skirt she’d worn; he could faintly see the crack of her rear, just as he’d glimpsed the tantalizing interior of her cleavage in the transparent blouse. And she’d worn red, the little slut, he thought. He hoped she would take his offer. A fine one she’d be… not the sweet, naive Diandra who he fathered with his strict lash, or the bouncy Roxanne and their occasional quickies. No, Caroline Ashley was unique. A master’s first choice for submissive, that breed of woman who exudes raw sensuality and a primness that needs shattering, though her touch of arrogance requires a master’s hand to break. To have a woman so apparently knowledgeable about her needs was rare. Yet, it is a fine line between fantasy and what is really possible with such a woman. He couldn’t have her balk, or back down in the middle of a session, which was why the conditions, the money and the contract. And Max, a betting man, gave her only a fifty fifty chance of returning that next week.


  Regardless of the future possibilities, the longer Max contemplated Caroline Ashley, the more his need became acute. His cock swelled with desire, stiffening so it was painful. He had no intention of denying himself.


  “Diandra,” he called out brusquely so the girl could here.


  She pattered into his office. “Yes sir.”


  Rising from his chair, he moved to his desk, and without speaking, he pulled his secretary over the end of it where she’d so recently been available for the thong. This time he had other intentions.


  Pulling up her skirt he squeezed her warm red ass; and opening his pants, he pulled out an anxious prick, quickly embedding the throbbing organ in her succulent hole.


  “Ah, yes, Max!” the young woman sighed deeply as his rod hit the bottom of her channel and began the vigorous ride to a climax.


  Reaching around, Max pinched her clitoris, and dozens of bursting sensations joined the fires inside her. “Ouch ooooh, yes!” she groaned with contentment and eagerness


  “Hush,” he warned demanding her quiet. Very near cumming, he grabbed her ass where it was sore and worked her faster, listening to the muted sounds of her physical release spilling out regardless of his command for silence. Diandra was hot, so lost inside their crude release that her clenching pussy forcibly squeezed his manhood until it exploded in white hot spurts of cum, and scowling, he came. His body thrust itself relentlessly against the soft flesh of her ass, and pulsed until she’d drained him dry. Her continuing spasms—not yet at their full peak—pulled from him the last drop of seed, and stored it lovingly in her depths.


  When he was finished, withdrawn and depleted, he dismissed her hastily, without a thought for her final pleasure. It was not unusual for him to use her this way. It filled his needs, and hers alike—normally readying her for an interesting evening out.


  Diandra left with her pussy vibrating so keenly, she was tempted to bring on her orgasm manually—though she did not. Anything that self-indulgent in Max Burton’s world was forbidden.


  With Diandra gone, Max back slumped into his chair by the window, looking out on the wildflowers some gardener had sown in the flower beds along the front of his house. Bringing to mind Caroline Ashley’s swishing ass, he imagined how it would feel to plant himself in the delicious wildflower pussy between her thighs.




  


  Chapter Six


  


  “You called him, didn’t you?” Roxanne exclaimed, when Caroline walked through the door of her boutique. She hadn’t seen Roxanne since their evening together several weeks before.


  “Yes, I did,” she said absently, moving to a new rack of sweaters. “I love these. You’re getting fall things in so soon?”


  “You surprised me,” Roxanne, stopped for a moment and appraised her friend as though she were looking at her for the first time.


  “Apparently I surprised Max Burton, too.” Caroline browsed through a rack of sale priced shorts. “You didn’t tell me you’d reduced these.”


  “Surprised Max? Really?”


  “I’m not going to tell you a thing,” she snapped sweetly.


  “Nothing?” Rox squealed unhappily.


  “Nothing. Because I’m not certain what I’ll do.”


  Roxanne was curious. “But he’s got you hot, doesn’t he?” She knew Max, and she knew the look in Caroline’s eye. She hardly needed more to access the truth about the two.


  “Doesn’t he do the same for you? Spank your bottom until its scorching hot?” Caroline asked.


  “Yes,” she answered, her mouth forming a coy smirk. “It takes the tension away, that’s all. We’re certainly not serious.”


  “So why did you give me his number?”


  “You mentioned the magic word.”


  “Spanking?”


  “He didn’t deny that’s a passion, did he?”


  “Not at all,” Caroline replied, “But I just don’t know who he is … and I like to—especially if I’m going to let him…” she stopped. “How did all this start”


  “We met ten years ago. Met him up north when I interned in his law firm during high school. He was just out of college. We sort of connected, but just as friends.”


  “Seems as though you’re more than friends now.”


  She giggled. “That started as a lark a few years back when he got really pissed at me for being too loose with my lovers. Then one night when I was drunk, I tried to crash in his apartment and said way too much. Gave me one hell of a good crack on my ass; and when I responded so eagerly, he just didn’t stop until my behind was burning.” She wrinkled her nose playfully. “When he came down here about eighteen months ago to start his own practice—said he got tired of the big city law—we connected again, just for fun.”


  “And you see him often now?”


  “Hummm, you’re not telling me much, so why should I tell you?” There was a nasty sparkle in Rox’s eyes. With a handful of clothes in her arms, she moved from the back of the shop sashaying saucily past Caroline, and began loading the ring rack with new fall sportswear.


  “Will you tell me this much, does he have a lot of…” she stopped unsure what she should say.


  “…Women with your sexual tastes?” Roxanne completed the sentence for her. “I don’t know. I know that little secretary of his is under his thumb, but I really think he’s looking for something he hasn’t found yet.”


  “And it’s not you?” Caroline didn’t know why she was asking, putting the cart before the horse. She wasn’t sure she knew her own mind to begin with. Even so, she had the strangest feeling she was being propelled down a


  race track at break neck speed, taking turns she could hardly maneuver, making choices ruled by something other than reason. Passion alone appeared to have taken charge; that, and this curious fascination for a man she might soon call her master.


  Roxanne stopped with a little red shift dress hanging limply in her hand. Pursing her lips, she squinted at Caroline as though she were trying to figure her out. “No, it’s not me,” she stated. “Max Burton doesn’t love me and never will. Is that what you want to know?”


  The bell on the door tinkled as two women entered, leaving Caroline with a dozen unanswered questions.


  




  Chapter Seven


  


  Max watched her walk up the steps and a familiar surge of desiring energy shot through his groin. He hadn’t expected her after their last meeting. The money and the demands were intended to dissuade her, if she was likely dissuaded; though it pleased him that they hadn’t.


  Caroline wore a dress that was likely linen, white and perfectly pressed, with a red belt—like a waist cincture—cutting her form into its two most desirable parts. Her breasts were again encased in a bright red bra, with the “V” neckline of her dress allowing him to glimpse the lace and her creamy skin. He imagined striking that tender skin with a pencil-thin reed, or a whip, leaving a distinctive mark on that flawless fair skin. The thought alone increased his desire.


  Moving his gaze, he noted her loins so clearly defined by the tight skirt beneath the wide red belt. He imagined them too, the delicate soft brown hair, the moist feel between her shaved lips, perfectly naked so a mouth descending on them would have no barriers … naked because he liked the look of a woman’s shaved pussy, and naked because he knew a good submissive would shave every lock of hair away just because he commanded it.


  As Caroline entered his office, Max rose to greet her.


  “So, Diandra’s not here?” she asked, surprised to see him walk through the door into the reception room.


  “No, she has the evening off,” he said pleasantly as he motioned her into his office. “Have you made your decision?”


  “I have.” She sat on the same low stool where she’d sat before, and began by pulling an envelope from her purse. “A thousand dollars,” she stated, moving awkwardly forward to hand it to him.


  Taking the envelope from her, Max leaned back against the edge of his desk. His handsomeness was an obscure thing—in his eyes, which seemed to pierce right through her, focused, calm, radiating an oddly animal glimmer. There was nothing remarkable about his physical appearance, except for the way he commanded himself. In that sense, handsomeness didn’t even count. Standing before her in a crisp white shirt, without either coat or tie, the scene was more intimate that their earlier meetings. Max appeared even more threatening than he was behind his rosewood desk, when even the air space between them cushioned her from his intense bearing. This close, she could feel his warm body, sense his cock throbbing beneath his pants—though she refused to look at his crotch—and smell the musky fragrance of his cologne. All of it, every little detail exaggerated her desire and she realized she was trembling.


  Finally opening the envelope, Max flipped through the ten, one hundred dollar bills, observing her flair for drama as he noted the crisp new currency. Turning around he reached for something on his desk, and turning back he handed Caroline a typed contract.


  “I suggest you read it,” he said, with clipped formality, and he returned to his chair on the other side of the desk..


  The document gave a clear and explicit description of the arrangement Max proposed, worded without legal jargon so she could understand every word.


  “Aloud, read it aloud,” he instructed.


  “Aloud?”


  He nodded. Hardly able to hold the paper without quaking, or to speak without quivering, she worried that her voice would crack, and was unsure if she could get through the long typed pages. Still, she had no choice, so she sucked in her fear and began …


  “It says, ‘C. Ashley agrees to pay M. Burton one thousand dollars for five consecutive sessions of discipline. In return for payment, C. Ashley will be disciplined and/or punishment at each session at the sole design and discretion of M. Burton. C. Ashley agrees to follow all requirements demanded at each session, which may include gagging, bondage and corporal punished with instruments of Burton’s choice. (Instruments provided by M. Burton may include leather paddles, straps, buggy whip, or bamboo cane) This contract allows Burton, during the course of the contract, to use C. Ashley for his sexual satisfaction as suits his desires. In addition, C. Ashley agrees to willingly submit herself to serving the sexual needs of persons arranged for by M. Burton.’”


  Straight, direct, to the point. Spelling out far more than she’d initially expected. And yet, each word stirred the new places of submission in her psyche. As shocking as it was, there was nothing that did not turn her insides raw with desire.


  “‘During the course of this contract,’” Caroline continued, “‘M. Burton may demand additional requirements for discipline outside the specific session.’” Caroline looked at him quizzically, but he merely nodded for her to continue. “‘All requirements, demands, punishments and sexual activities will be carried out without protest, or this contract will be breached. Failing to comply with any demand, C. Ashley forfeits all money paid. C. Ashley will be reimbursed only if M. Burton fails to provide the agreed on services’.”


  Caroline looked up again, “‘These requirements will, without protest, be fulfilled or this contract will be breached.’ What does that mean?”


  “In order to establish the appropriate relationship, Ms. Ashley, you must submit to me, it’s as simple as that.”


  “And sexually, no restrictions?”


  “None.”


  She was breathing heavily while her loins ached for some relief. She imagined her pussy dampening the dress beneath her leaving a stain at her crotch. “I never realized how involved this would be,” she said, her voice sensuously breathy.


  “I can provide you with what you need, but only if you surrender. Only if I take control.”


  Control, surrender, submit, words like firecrackers, stunning all her senses.


  “And if I can’t continue?”


  “The answer is clearly stated in the contract.” He paused and pursed his lips. “Now, I’ve answered enough questions, you either sign your name, or leave.”


  It came down to trust and passion. She would sign away the rights to her body, to a man she hardly knew; and though it may sound terrifying, it was at the same time exactly what her fantasies would have her do. Did she trust her own judgment, or was her pussy ruling her reason?


  “It doesn’t matter anymore what I think,” she finally answered him with a releasing sigh. The passion was beyond bearing and she couldn’t be bothered with details. “Do you have a pen?”


  Reaching for the gold one lying on his desk, Max handed it her way, and before she could change her mind, she scribbled her signature on the line provided. Handing the contract back to Max, their agreement was finalized.


  As the money and the contract swiftly disappeared inside his desk, Caroline watched fascinated as he proceeded to the cabinet where Diandra had fetched the strap the week before. With as quick a gesture as the young woman had used, he found what appeared to be the same implement.


  As Max returned to her, Caroline couldn’t take her eyes off the dreadful looking thing, while at the same time, her imagination whipped up the fantasy in minute detail. How many hundred times had she already visualized the scene? As though she understood every move, every beat of her heart, every stirring in her belly, and yes, every stripe laid on her naked ass.


  “You have a deep need for discipline, Caroline, not some simple spanking, but discipline. You have a need to be submissive, to tame your nature, to have a man take charge of you with the ruthless passion you yearn for.


  “What you will receive from me, you both desire and deserve. I can guess that you’ve run roughshod over the men in your life, while at the same time, you’ve hated them and yourself for letting that happen. That pattern stops here. Right now. You will submit to whatever demand I make. Don’t try your games. I’ve seen them all. To attempt that kind of foolishness will only bring down a vengeance you don’t want to see.” Oh! How his words got right inside her.


  She looked up at him like a child looking into a father’s face. But this was no father figure. Max Burton was a master who had animated her darkest desires, and stirred her sex unlike any man ever had. In that instant, he’d named her dilemma and the reason she loathed and cast off a dozen lovers. No man had the strength of will to handle her, and she had grown to hate weak men.


  “Now, over the desk,” he ordered.


  For the first time since this undertaking started, Caroline was truly scared. This was no titillating fantasy. It was no game. Max was real, masterful, and determined. And, he was about to redden her ass with the vicious looking strap he held in his hand. Though she trembled enough for him to see her hands shake, and her breathing quickened, and, perhaps, even her heart pounding like a drum in her chest; her sex—deep within her belly and all the way to her juicing cunt—beat in rhythms of desire even more profound.


  Hesitantly, she rose from her seat and moved toward the polished rosewood desk. Having been cleared of papers, she could see her own reflection in its shining surface. Bending over, as she’d seen Diandra do, her bottom tingled, almost burning as though he’d already begun.


  “Put your arms in front of you and grab the other side,” she heard him say. And reaching for the hem of her skirt, Max quickly drew it over her ass so it was bunched around her waist. Having worn no panties, her bottom was bared and vulnerable, she shivered as a cool breeze caressed her skin. Having been so sexually fired, the cool was a welcome calm before the blast. She could even feel the stickiness between her legs as her body dripped with the delicious arousal. She squirmed in wait, but did not wait long.


  Thwack! The sizzling strap cracked off the surface of her ass with a jolt so solid she was nearly knocked off her feet.


  “Don’t move,” Max clipped off the order, and with a rain of smacks coming down hard on the middle of her softest flesh, he spanked her ass. Four… five… six. Something made her count inside her head. He stopped at ten.


  She was burning with pain so intense she did not know if she could take anymore, but the man was hardly done.


  “Be still,” he ordered her again as though he was really pissed. Only then did she realize, she’d been bouncing, her body squirming wildly against the wood, her feet doing a fast-paced jig beneath her. “I will tie you down, if you can’t.”


  She fought back tears. Though it wasn’t the pain that produced those tears, but relief. He was as uncompromising as he claimed he’d be—refusing to give in to her whimpering cries or crude gyrations. Even if she changed her mind, he wasn’t about to stop before he finished.


  Resuming the punishment, Max began again. This time the blows increased in strength against her hot and angry ass. This time she lost count as her mind disappeared into the pain and the humiliation. There was little to do except resign herself to his forceful command of her. This is what she’d come for; this was what she wanted.


  Fire scorching her from the outside in, she howled, “No, no, no, pleeeeasse.”


  “Quiet!” Max snapped nastily.


  “Oh, but stop!” she tried again.


  “Hush!” He laid another smack of leather against her ass.


  “Auuughhhhhhh,” she collapsed into her desk.


  “Hush!” He admonished more harshly. Though he paused and there was some relief in that pause, he was not yet finished.


  Caroline was ready to defy him, to bolt for the door, which stood between her and her freedom. And yet, during that empty-in-between, as she waited for another smack of leather, a serenely pleasant sensation of satisfaction warmed her backside, spreading quickly though her entire frame. As though some fleeting heaven had descended on her, she felt curiously blessed—some wise piece of her knowing how very right this was.


  She didn’t want him to stop, at least not now.


  Having settled, the strap came down again—this time measured, and even, and very hard. Between each strike, Max paused, allowing the pain to subside and the pleasure to build so that she would welcome the next


  She gasped, with a sensuous, “ahhhhhhh,” as her body joy increased. There were no more protests, no more pleading, no more strain or stress, or angry rebukes. With just a few more sharp shots her first spanking was over; and she almost wished for more.


  Finishing his task, Max realized that it had been some time since he’d had so fine and mature a submissive to tame. Caroline Ashley was breathtaking. Her white bottom was now beet red from just above the cleft to just under the curve at the bottom of her behind. It would burn for some time, and be sore for several days.


  Caroline Ashley had cried and protested, though not as nastily as he might have expected. Corporal discipline was obviously real for her. She needed honest discipline, which would touch those miserable depths of her submissive soul. And, as importantly, she left him as sexually aroused as she was. Whether she knew it or not, her cunt peeking from underneath her reddening ass was noticeably damp with little beads of her cum clung to the small wisps of curly hair.


  Thoughts on how he’d further tame her were rampant in his mind … but now to finish, to complete the session. He was far from done.


  “You may rise, but don’t pull down your dress.”


  Caroline was only slightly mussed, a little of her makeup had run. Her control had been remarkable, and so, too, her observable pleasure. When she straightened herself she looked well worn, but the pain banished any trace of arrogance she might have had before. There was a curious softness about her face, less tension, and ease. Seeing her languid and sensuous in the poignant interlude, it was all Max could do to refrain from grasping her in his arms, and taking her to bed in the rooms above his office.


  “Return this to the cabinet, Caroline,” he ordered coldly, “and look at yourself in the mirror.”


  Caroline was slowly returning to her conscious self, and with surprising grace, considering the state of her attire, she made her way to the curious cabinet where the strap belonged. She couldn’t look at the instrument in her hand, feeling it was enough. Oddly, she remembered how cold the leather had been when it first struck her behind. Now, the smooth surface of the implement was warm, having been warmed by its action on her ass, and so had become for her a gentle friend, not simply Max Burton’s ruthless accomplice.


  As Caroline opened the cabinet she viewed a dozen implements, each varying in side and width, and degree of damaging potential. Her eye quickly caught sight of a cat o’nine tails hanging on the door. The picture of those eight talons bouncing through the air to strike her ass stirred such agitation in her belly that her hand began to tremble. The delicious sight caused her belly to spasm as she longingly stared at the thin strands so gleaming leather.


  Replacing the strap on the one empty hook, she turned her attention to her own body reflected in the mirror. The woman looking back at her was unlike herself—her eyes unlike the ones she was accustomed to seeing, as there was some earthy quality appearing inside them. Turning around she gazed at her reddened ass, seeing the stripes she’d earned, finding herself surprised by the remnant marks. She had already forgotten many of the small details. Perhaps they were simply stored away, lost in some obscure corner of her mind to be recalled at another time. But the fire on her ass—now dwindling away—was so imprinted in her mind that it could never be cooled. Closing the cabinet door, she shut herself away from the implements inside, shuddering as she realized that her trial with Max Burton was just beginning. Taking a respectful place before his desk, she waited for him to speak.


  Max greeted Caroline’s awed expression seeing the satisfaction written there—in her eyes, the look of her mouth and the attitude of surrender that was already quite obvious. “We have far to go, Caroline. I suggest you return home and think for about your need for submission. And we’ll continue next week.”


  Max abruptly left the room, dashing Caroline’s expectations. No sex. Not a single tender touch. Nothing to cool the fires he’d set aflame. Though she expected more and even yearned for it, she was almost relieved. She doubted she could take more in one evening.




  Chapter Eight


  


  A magical light filtered through her clerestory windows. It was an evening glow, warm and yellow. In the distance, the sky was still blue, but darkening with the approach of night, leaving long and sensuous shadows across the floors and carpet of her loft. The unexpected fragrance of flowers hit her nostrils with its pungent redolence, a breath of new summery air wafting through the windows off the balcony, mixing with the old air inside. It was a quieter midsummer evening than Caroline had remembered in a long while, a time when her creative muse began to speak, and she was summoned to listen to its haunting strains as they drowned out the nonsense often cluttering her perpetually busy mind.


  Paint went on the canvas quickly at moments like these. And though it had been some time since she’d work with oils; she was right for it today. Certainly, she hadn’t lost her talent for the process. Her respite from this method of creation seemed to work in her favor. No blocks this time, and the bold stripes of color across her mind were painted across the piece before her with exact likeness to their appearance in her head. The cerulean and purple and lusty crimson were savage, but controlled.


  She had already completed three sessions with Max. Each time he’d taken her more deeply than the session before. Her lust climbed further into her desire, but a sexual release, at his hands had not yet come. He was obviously waiting for the right moment—that’s if he wanted her at all.


  But as the bruising punishment to her posterior became more intense, so, too, did the lingering effect. The first two times she could feel the “smart” for a few hours afterwards, and then it would die so she’d have to work to remember how it actually felt. But the last session had been far longer than the other two—stretching on for nearly three-quarters of an hour, in what seemed like an endless confrontation with pure pain. And now, just two days before her next session, she could almost sense the tightness still, a sensation lingering on her skin. And when she rubbed the flesh, she was sure that the burn remained. Perhaps it was all in her imagination, perhaps not.


  More importantly, it seemed, the profound calm that followed her punishment had not left this time, so she found her waking hours still colored by the odd experience of peace those tumultuous moments provoked.


  As she worked with the striking colors, sensations flooded her in hot and vivid waves as though her body was painting a picture of the passion generated by those awesome moments of hurt and release.


  Though her remembrance was sweet, the constant cravings were not. Why had he not taken her? He must be as sexually aroused as she was. But what would make him play out the fantasy and move their relationship into the territory of their lust?


  Surely, she’d not read his intentions wrong. After all the verbiage in the contract pertaining to sex, it would be surprising for nothing to transpire. He was not a man to hold back—but he was holding back now, and perhaps just to punish her more. But wasn’t he punishing himself as well by not taking advantage of what she’d willingly give him?


  Beyond the stripes looming across the canvas in front of her, there appeared two bodies clinging to each other, formed atop the vibrating surface of color and oil. Though it was nearly dark in Caroline’s studio with the long shadows of the dying day withering into darkness, the embracing couple inside her painting seemed as light as if the room were glowing with a thousand candles; and they, too, were glowing from a light they generated without any source except their own inner one.


  Unexpectedly, the bell of the shop tinkled in the distant air, which Caroline noted absently.


  “I’ll be right there,” she called out. She paused for just an instant, certain her caller could wait a few more seconds, but before she could put down the palette and reach the stairs, she heard footsteps—he was behind her, and so close that she could feel his warm breath on her neck.


  “You startled me.” She turned around, jumping back a safe distance


  Max Burton was dressed in plain black sweats, no tie, no crisp dress shirt, no suit coat, or polished shoes. Nonetheless he was as commanding as he would be if he were wearing the finest suit. He was rougher, cruder in these clothes, and, if it were possible, even more domineering than he was in his formal office.


  Her physical response was immediate.


  Looking beyond her to the painting, which was nearly indistinguishable in the fast fading light, he responded with amazement, “Remarkable!”


  Caroline turned back to her work-in-progress almost embarrassed by what she saw.


  “Inspiration,” she said, thinking, perhaps, he would understand. Seeing the color and the content of the painting clearly vibrating erotically, the two didn’t need words to communicate further. They stood for some moments in the quiet silence.


  “Perhaps I’ll buy it when you’re finished,” Max finally spoke.


  “Perhaps it’s not for sale,” she suggested.


  “Ah,” he said.


  “Did you need something?” she asked. Though it seemed strange to have him in her studio, she was not at all uncomfortable. He’d even traversed a boundary she rarely allowed others to cross—witnessing her in the intimate midst of her creating; but as he’d already crossed such private boundaries of her psyche she could hardly feel uneasy.


  Max reached toward her, carefully guiding a stray hair from her face.


  “I was out for a walk and saw your shop. I’ve never been inside.”


  “May I show you around?”


  “I think the light is too dim to see much, don’t you?”


  “I can turn on the overheads,” she suggested.


  “No, I’d prefer to return and see it all in natural light, which only means I’ll have to come again.” He looked over the railing to the darkened shop below. “But the thought crosses my mind… .” He turned back with a peculiar, faraway look in his eyes, as though remembering, as though he’d suddenly plucked a thought from the distant reaches of his mind, on an impulse. “You have your morning hours free?” he asked.


  “I can.”


  “Good. It’s supposed to be warm tomorrow. I want you to sunbathe on the beach. Have you even gone to the other end of Mesquite Bay?”


  “Sometimes,” she replied, recalling the trek to the far end of Mesquite Bay, a good mile and a quarter walk from the main beach, and beyond a rocky precipice where, in the secluded cove, it was possible to sunbathe nude. When Caroline had a day when she wasn’t busy, she’d go there to relax and let the warmth of the sun soak through every part of her. The first time she’d shed her clothes, there was a naughty thrill to the adventure, but now there was little to get excited about. There were usually a few gay men who didn’t interest her, and a few robust women, but rarely the eyes of some hot hunk she could exhibit for. Now, it was just the freedom, the release, a moment to relax with no barriers at all. But then, too, it had been a long time since she’d sunbathed there in the middle of summer and the ambience might have changed.


  “Sun yourself for at least an hour,” he told her, “get inside what you feel, and before you go,” he paused to emphasize the point, “shave yourself clean, so you can let the sun tickle your hairless crotch.” His dark eyes seemed to snicker.


  An involuntary shiver of delight darted up Caroline’s spine as the picture of such nakedness came to mind. He had a way of turning her erotic emancipation into a vision infused with energy.


  Listening to his voice was like listening to the music of another world. The compelling melodies from his exotic realm inflamed her craving need for him. She wished he’d just rape her on the spot! But no, not yet. He’d wait, bide his time, let her suffer as long as his warped mind could extend the game.


  Caroline had accepted that fact. Here, she’d fought and struggled most of her life for what she wanted, but with Max, fighting was impossible, struggle was useless, he’d only win.


  She knew she wanted him from the first moment she laid eyes on him and felt his imposing essence, his impatient erotic needs. But not until she listened to his demands, here in her sacred space, did she realize how rich the desire for him had become.


  “Are you understanding?” Max interjected into her reverie.


  “Oh, yes,” Caroline shook off her imaginings. “Sun myself,” she acknowledged.


  “Naked.”


  “Yes.”


  “And hide nothing. If someone wants to watch you, you let them. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir, it is.” Exposing herself on the secluded beach had never been difficult, but at Max’s command, she was surprisingly frightened. This was no longer her choice. His direct command and the thought of such deliberate exposure were both lewd and alluring.


  “I’ll see you Friday evening,” he then said quite briskly. Descending the stairs, he was out of the building before Caroline could even move from where she stood.


  Seeing the painting in the near darkness of her loft, it glowed still, even though the light was nearly gone from the room. It was beautiful, one of the most perfect things she’d ever done.




  Chapter Nine


  


  It was the fourth Friday of her contract and time for another session with Max. This one, however, had more anticipation behind it than others—if that were possible.


  The day before, Caroline had made her way along the craggy shore line, past the outcropping of rocks, which separated Mesquite Beach from the secluded cove beyond. Indeed, there were many more people on the far beach than she’d ever seen there before. Obviously, it had become well known in recent years, for those needing a place of freedom away from the regulations of a more conventional world.


  Taking off her clothes—first her shorts and then her tank top—she was quickly naked amid dozens of other naked sunbathers. Some ignored her—the naturalists. Others noticed her svelte, long-legged form—those out for thrills. The unabashed stares made her tremble, though she’d never show any nervousness on the surface. Most of all, the attention she garnered aroused her, as much as the warm sun, and the soft sand, and the hint of a breeze caressing her perfect nakedness where she had shaved between her legs. Her exposed nipples quickly hardened to become inch-long knots protruding distinctly from the lovely swell of her breasts. Her day at the beach became a curious heaven of physical sensation and yearning.


  It was on Caroline’s mind to speak of the experience to Max when she arrived for her session on Friday afternoon; however, her dominant master had his own agenda—and one completely beyond her expectations.


  When she entered the inner office, Caroline was surprised to see Arthur Moore sitting on a low couch at one end of the large room. Max sat opposite him in a leather chair. Both were dressed for the beach, in shorts and sport shirts. The scene alarmed her enough to make her tummy flutter with that same mix of fear and excitement that had become common in her last weeks.


  She knew Arthur well, had dated him for several months, slept with him, lunched with him, fought with him—had the beginnings of a real relationship with him until it had become obvious to her that he was not her dream man. Though it had been two years since they quit seeing each other, they remained friends—not intimate friends, but still friends. He was gregarious, fun loving and sexual, but he was not inclined to enjoy the company of one woman. Almost every available female in town had tried to “bag” him; but it was clear that none could inspire him to monogamy. Caroline hadn’t been in love with him, but she had enjoyed his company. Now, in Max Burton’s office, she wasn’t sure whether he was a welcome addition to her evening.


  “Ah, Caroline,” Max said, smiling warmly, “You look lovely.” He seemed to respond positively to her attire, a crisp white see-through shirt, black bra and a long-flowing blue skirt. “Come, sit down.” He motioned to a place beside his guest. “You know Arthur Moore?”


  She nodded, “Good evening Art.”


  Her old friend smiled, then patted her on the leg as she settled in beside him while trying to control the urge to run off. Max seemed unduly jolly for a session, but there was still the look of mastery in his eye, keenly focused on her, which kept her from fleeing.


  “I thought Arthur might enjoy the sight of your reddened ass tonight.”


  “You did,” she whispered terrified. A horrifying jolt shot through her head and into her ass.


  He really meant it. A witness! An audience! Arthur!


  Of course this was his contractual right. But for some reason Caroline had assumed that the suggestion of other people involved in her submissive activities was more a threat than anything Max would actually do. Obviously she assumed wrong!


  And good God, Arthur! Her former lover. He’d love it, and that was the worst humiliation


  “You seem shaken?” Max observed the blanched expression on her face.


  “I am.”


  “Good!” he observed. “Things were getting far too mundane in your sessions.”


  “I didn’t think that at all,” Caroline tried a meek protest. She could feel her garter belt around her churning abdomen, and the sexual juices flowing at her crotch. The whole scene was like some ghastly dream with her arousal building almost viciously, and no place to release the brewing energy.


  “Well, that doesn’t matter. Arthur’s here, and so are you, and it’s time to begin.” He looked at her intently, as coolly as before, though on this occasion he seemed to be enjoying himself more than usual—at least by outward appearance. “Did you like the sun the other day?” he asked.


  “Yes, the sun was…” she took a deep panting breath, “remarkable.”


  “And you were shaved as I ordered.”


  “Yes, I was.” She spoke in a hushed but clearly audible voice, watching as Arthur’s lively eyes peered lustfully into her. He obviously enjoyed the picture she suggested to him.


  “Tell me about your day,” Max went on.


  How hard it was to think of words, she could paint a thousand pictures, but words escaped her. “I don’t know how to describe it.”


  “Yes, you do, you are an imaginative woman,” Max countered.


  She breathed deeply several times—her arousal mounting with each breath as she put aside her immediate nervousness and returned to those delicious morning hours on the beach. “Caroline …” Max prompted her.


  “Ah yes. I felt almost as if I were… charged by an electrical current. Oh, but this isn’t saying it well…it was intense.” This was frustrating as well as embarrassing and a soft pink blush crept up her neck to her cheeks, making them burn hot.


  “How did your ass take the exposure?” Max went on despite her distress.


  “The heat reminded me of how I feel after you’ve strapped it.”


  “And how do you suppose it will feel exposing your naked ass when it still shows remnants of your punishment?”


  She looked at him in speechless horror. Apparently he didn’t require a response, since he’d hopped up from his chair and was moving toward the cabinet while Caroline and Arthur watched. Max pulled from its treasures, a thin leather covered implement, a kind of riding crop with a small end that looked as though it could cut the skin.


  Without his prompting, almost mesmerized by the effect that crop was having on her, Caroline rose from her seat and moved apprehensively toward the desk, bending over it as she’s been instructed before.


  Max then beckoned Arthur to join him where they both could view the scene from a close vantage point. While Caroline’s audience looked on in awe, Max raised her skirt above her bottom.


  “Ah, she as a fine ass,” he noted.


  “I’ve always known that,” Arthur agreed, a smile of satisfaction already forming on his lips. The two men relished the view—the way her firm buttocks quivered, the shivering dimples high on her pale cheeks, and the way her two globes formed the sides of a perfect heart-shaped target. In command and without hesitation, Max took a spot at the proper distance to deliver the punishment.


  Thwack! The crop sizzled through the air, landing with a zealous impact across the milky complexion of Caroline’s ass.


  “Oh, gawd, ” she cried too loudly, which prompted a stern, “Hush!” from Max.


  After settling down, a dozen blows rained down on her naked cheeks, so that her body throbbed, and a sharp pain rose quickly. Caroline was soon beyond herself with pain. Initially, she tried to wriggle free, but that sport was forgotten too, as the repeated blows began to drive her toward a sweet erotic edge. She wanted more. More than she could imagine. More than she believed she could tolerate. And with that knowledge, everything else in the stifling hot office fell away from her—Max, Arthur, her day at the beach, and especially her embarrassment. The painful instrument took hold of every conscious thought as it whisked repeatedly, landing its stinging brand of horror—and its underlying message of surrender on her naked behind.


  Arthur watched amazed. This was hardly the Caroline he’d known; the sweet, slightly uptight woman he’d dated—and thrown off. Now, she’d transformed herself into a siren temptress with her ass jiggling seductively as it took the punishment. At first, her cries shook him, but as the crop continued, her cries evolved into moans of erotic pleasure of the deepest sort. His cock engaged, throbbed needfully inside his pants, begging for the promised release. He expected no less than a good screw in her cute, tight behind. What wicked man Max was, the happy voyeur thought admiringly.


  Each blow on Caroline’s bottom etched another red mark in her creamy rear. Though intently moaning, when one strike would land with an especially vigorous intensity, she’d scream. Each time she screamed, Arthur’s cock grew more resplendently firm.


  Her flesh from the top of her crack to the tender spot where her legs join was flaming hot and bouncing erratically against the desk. He wanted her fully naked now, bound with her hands above her, on tiptoe trying to refuse the lash. He could see the picture clearly, knowing that eventually it would come to that between these two. He could feel a lush fire in both their loins resulting from this curious relationship, and he almost envied them.


  But unfortunately, this wasn’t the kind of relationship he’d ever have.


  “You want her ass?” Max suddenly asked as he retired the crop and stood back to view his work.


  Arthur smiled appreciating Caroline’s natural loveliness; she’d never looked more beautiful in his eyes.


  Recouping from the furious spanking, Caroline maintained her pose, while everything in her begged to be released from her humiliation. She didn’t want to imagine what thoughts were streaming through Arthur’s randy brain as he gazed at the reddened, swollen, punished cheeks. But she did want some of the fire that was certain to be churning greedily between his thighs. Though she wanted Max most, she was sure that any hot prick would do.


  “Take her as you will,” Max said, backing off, “and enjoy.”


  While Caroline waited, she heard the sound of the door open and close. She’d been left with Arthur, who quickly went about the task of satisfying his desire.


  “You’ll let me in here, Caroline,” Arthur assured her as he moved forward, his hand working its way inside the cleft of her behind, where his fingers discovered her tight bum hole.


  She jerked as the initial penetration made her clench more tightly. No one had ever been inside her ass. Though she’d thought of it many times, and had been rimmed and fingered there before, she’d never had a cock penetrate that unwilling hole. Since her trysts with Max had begun, she’d actually thought of it as his territory to breach; and indeed it was—in a way he was breaching it now—though certainly not in the manner she’d hoped for.


  Instead of Max, Arthur’s fingers played with the tiny opening, while his hand kneaded her flaming ass. Thankfully, Arthur had always been a good lover, forceful, but still affectionate; and his careful attention to her this time was much the same.


  He could have thrust himself rudely between her bright cheeks. But instead, he took his time, breaching the back door with a single finger, and then applying a cool and creamy lotion to the anxious spot, he lubricated the opening with several fingers until she relaxed and began to turn the crude sensations into pleasure.


  At last, he stood behind her, his pants down, his naked thighs against her naked thighs, his penis ready. When Arthur’s cock slipped beyond the yearning hole, Caroline gasped again, but not in pain. The sensations were so rich, that she found herself swimming in a sea of unexpected sexual delight.


  While Arthur pumped himself slowly in and out of the channel, he squeezed the rounds of raw flesh on either side. Caroline didn’t mind; but moaned all the more lustfully as he brought back the pain of her punishment. Once he knew she was content with his presence in her ass, he began to stroke himself more furiously, his cock pushing in and out of her so his purple head was well massaged, and his orgasm well within reach.


  Moving faster, she cried out more. Though this was no protest.


  Sensing her encouragement, Arthur pumped her harder still.


  “Ah, yesssssssss!” she was screaming in a sensuous cry as her voice lifted into the room around her.


  A moment later, he bellowed from deep in his inside, as his cock lunged into her ass driving for the special kind of pleasure he knew he would take from this randy slut. How wide her asshole had grown to accommodate his need. Oh! She was a ripe one, ready for plucking and here he was enjoying the fruits of Max Burton’s designs for her. He gasped at last, the climax almost too painful to bear as Caroline bore down, her dark channel milking him clean of every drop of cum his hard cock could eject.


  Once his pleasure was complete, Arthur backed away seeing drops of his milky liquid slowly meander down her ass crack. Caroline hadn’t orgasmed and he knew that. With a few moments of gentle touch she might climax. But in the spirit of the hour, he chose to leave her wanting, knowing that her master would appreciate the gesture. What a kick to use a woman, he thought to himself. And Caroline Ashley at that!


  Caroline appreciated Arthur’s gentleness in the moments that followed her first anal sex. He was, at heart, a sweet man, though she felt empty and incomplete as he pulled away.


  Out of some small regard for her—perhaps he was slightly embarrassed by his crude behavior, Arthur lowered her skirt and pulled her to standing, holding her long enough to steady her balance.


  “Thank you my dear,” he said with an appreciative smile and he zipped his pants.


  A hot red blush bloomed across her face as she stared into his eyes.


  “By the way,” he said, “I won’t tell anyone… about this arrangement between you and Max… I imagine that’s how you’d like it left?”


  “Thank you,” she whispered, and as she watched him walk out of the room. She was grateful to be alone.


  Caroline took several minutes to gather herself. In that time, she even opened the cabinet of instruments at the far end of the room, and looked at her ass in the mirror to see what remained from the crop’s rough journey about her ass. Though the dark blush on her rear was fading, there were still unmistakable stripes, ones that she imagined would remain for many days. This had been the worst, and the best of her sessions.


  Ah, how her loins ached for more. “Oh! When will he take me?” she asked in an audible whisper, but there was no one to answer.


  Straightening her skirt and freshening her hair, she closed the cabinet and walked out.


  From an upstairs window, Max Burton peered out as Caroline walked down the steps outside his office. He’d heard her cries when the force of Arthur Moore’s cock made her whimper and scream. His own cock had grown firm, as the thought of his control over her once fragmented being. She’d been so ripe and willing, despite his earlier doubts. Though she flinched in hesitation as she battled with her desires, she’d also relented. He wondered now just how far he could take her, and just how far he wanted to go.


  Residing side by side with his dark need to control and discipline this submissive, there was that twin desire. The desire to romance Caroline Ashley, to frolic with her affectionately, to give her the tenderness that he felt rising in him when she was close by—or when he thought of her during his day. She was a perfect creature of light and dark, just as he imagined himself to be. They were mirrors, twins in their erotic needs.


  What he understood clearly now was how things would soon change. They’d move into that gray area between light and dark where their relationship would play out in new ways and the possibilities would contain new pleasure for them both, and new fears for this initiate submissive. The next week would be the last of the contracted sessions.




  Chapter Ten


  


  A day later, when her red stripes were still fresh and profoundly sensitive, Caroline was at her easel again, painting. The dark themes of her work were even more evident than they’d been before. The need to paint had surpassed the need to keep the shop open; so she closed for the day, leaving a curt sign on the door.


  It was nearly one p.m. and she’d already been painting for six hours. As the light changed in the studio, so her work changed. The canvas was filled with two forms, with male and female in passionate embrace—one that warmed as the day warmed, as the studio became more tepid and the sun on Caroline’s back more intense.


  In the midst of her task, she heard a faint knock just beyond on her conscious thought, then heard it again and again, until it dawned on her that the visitor would simply not go away. Finally, padding down the stairs, she peeked out the blinds.


  Max.


  A quick turn of the latch key, the door opened.


  “You’re here?” she exclaimed amazed.


  “And you’ve closed the shop,” he looked worried.


  “I got inspired.” Though she was glad to see him, Caroline had no idea how to handle Max Burton at the moment; she wasn’t sure she even wanted him invading her private space while she was in the middle of a creation.


  “May I see it?”


  She gave him a suspicious glance, but realized that it thrilled her to have him take an interest in her work.


  “Sure.”


  As the two ascended the narrow stairs to the loft, Caroline could feel his eyes intent on her swinging.


  “You look lovely,” he managed the compliment, which initially surprised her. He hadn’t commented on her physical appearance since he’d dismissed her from his office the day she appeared in the baggy sweater and jeans. Today in grey sweats and a turquoise tank top, she was hardly the ravishing vision she was in her normal “Max Burton” inspired clothes.


  “Thank you,” she replied as they stepped into the loft—the painting before them was the first thing that came into view.


  “My, this is interesting!” Max exclaimed.


  The painting in question already looked different to her than it had when she left the loft minutes ago—as though it had changed with the mood, and the light, and the company. The figures undulated across the canvas as if they were actually making love—the images appeared alive and yet, indistinct enough to make them take on a mythical and illusionary quality. She’d never rendered movement, form and substance so well on canvas. Seeing the painting now after her short respite, it seemed as though Max had arrived at just the right moment, for it would have been a mistake to place even one more brush stroke on the canvas.


  “You like it?”


  He nodded. “And it’s finished?” he asked.


  “Yes, I think it is. I hadn’t thought so when you knocked, but looking at it now? Yes. It is done.”


  He smiled warmly, “Then I came at the right time.”


  “Sometimes I don’t know when to stop; I’ve been painting since six this morning.”


  “Always said—there are no accidents.”


  “And you are fate descending to stop me, before I went too far?” she giggled.


  “Are you afraid you might go too far?” he asked—the question obviously fraught with several meanings.


  She looked at him thoughtfully. “I don’t know; I don’t think so.”


  “Well, since you’ve closed the shop and your painting is finished, how about a real break? I closed my office. Diandra will answer while we go to the beach. I’ve packed a lunch, and it’s waiting in the car.”


  “Oh,” she was flustered by the sudden alterations in her plans. “I guess I could.” She stared at him hesitantly for several seconds, then scurried to wipe her messy hands on a towel.


  Max watched, noting her nervousness.


  “Relax, Caroline,” his calm voice stopped her midstream and she slowed her agitated movements, “it’s still five days until the last session. No punishment today, just pleasure.”


  “Yes, you’re right,” she said, sighing. “I’ll get my suit.”


  “No need for that,” he immediately countered.


  “Of course,” she said, realizing what that meant. Then hurrying on, she changed into shorts, grabbed a fresh towel, and followed Max out of the shop before the real purpose of this adventure hit her with stunning clarity. Not until they were in his car, speeding toward the beach did it dawn on her—the stripes!


  The beach, sans clothes, the distinct marks on her ass… anyone looking at her punished posterior could not fail to see them. And that’s exactly what Max wanted, her full disclosure in this semipublic venue where she could expose exactly who she was. He wanted her marked ass noticed, for her to feel the rush that would traverse her body as eyes peered down on her.


  Though Caroline made no mention of her sudden revelation, the innocent nature of the occasion had been quickly tainted.


  The two hiked together down the beach, Max the perfect gentleman, hand on her back to steady her across the rocks, but hands-off the remainder of their trek, as if they were on a first date and he needed to be cautious.


  Finally stopping, they carefully laid their towels along the sand, and Max sat, watching as she began to remove her clothes. There were several dozen sunbathers on the beach in varying stages of nudity. Among them, Caroline’s sensuously graceful body was something to admire, and she was greeted by numerous stares. Aware of the attention, her only recourse was to acknowledge them directly; this was not a moment to be shy.


  Smiling at Max, Caroline pulled her tank-top over her head, allowing her breasts to fall free, the flesh inviting caresses, her upright nipples, immediately erect, a deeper pink than the pale rose pink of the outer skin. Her body quickened, and her heart beat more rapidly as she continued on, turning around so that her backside faced both Max and the other bathers. Then, with deliberate intent, as though she were doing a striptease before an audience, she removed her shorts.


  Let them look, she thought to herself, as she remained standing long enough for them to get a clear view of her ass. How much her admirers could see from the distance she didn’t know, but certainly they wouldn’t miss the several lines across her bottom where the riding crop had made its most cruel cuts. These were badges of passion in her mind, marks of pleasure, not shame. And to her surprise, when she could have been deeply embarrassed exposing them, it didn’t matter whether the others on the beach understood it or not; her stripes were something she savored as much as she now savored their unveiling.


  Caroline sat on the towel next to Max while he removed his own clothes quickly. She couldn’t help but notice every detail of his body, the fullness of his muscled chest, and sinewy thighs, and of course the center of his body, where his cock and an amazingly heavy scrotum of testes invited her desire just by their appearance. Since he was not aroused, there was no way to know exactly how much nature had bestowed on him in size. But judging by the flaccid size of his organ, she imagined that he’d been generously endowed.


  “Lie down,” he ordered, “I’m going to feed you lunch.”


  Caroline followed the order, giggling self-consciously as she wiggled into place.


  “Spread your legs,” he added once she settled.


  Remaining obedient, Caroline opened her legs so they were nearly eighteen inches apart. Just the very act produced a feeling of sexual titillation deep in her crotch. Though neither of them mentioned the purpose of his command, there was no doubt that Max wanted her to be a sexual statement to the entire beach and its sunbathers.


  “Don’t ignore what you feel and don’t ignore your submissiveness,” he said. “You’re letting the world know.” The sonorous sound of his low whisper added more fire to her belly. “And you’re already wet—must excite you as much as it does me.”


  She snickered playfully. “You don’t look aroused.”


  He laughed—his broad grin so delightful to see after seeing so many dour expressions on his face. “Control, Caroline, it’s just control. Here,” he held out a bright red strawberry and let her eat it from his fingers.


  “Now my fingers,” he said when she finished. She blushed almost as brightly as the strawberry was red, licking his thumb, while caressing it gently with her tongue.


  Holding a piece of Swiss cheese just beyond her mouth, Max made her reach for it with her teeth.


  “You’re horrible!” she exclaimed when he suddenly snapped it out of reach.


  “I know,” he admitted, as he gave it back. Then he teased her with another strawberry, and another piece of cheese, and a buttered crust of sour dough bread. This was the most unusual meal she’d ever eaten. While Caroline squirmed to reward herself with the tiny repast he dangled before her, Max ate his sandwich nonchalantly, knowing they were catching the gaze of several sunbathers fascinated by their curious game.


  “You really like my being center of attention here, don’t you?” she said.


  “I like keeping people guessing,” he admitted. “It serves your purposes, too.”


  “You think so?”


  “Your body gives you away,” he stated simply.


  “You’d have me more convinced if I saw that prick of yours respond.”


  “Control. I told you it’s control.” He dangled another crust of bread over her hungering mouth.


  “You know, you’re not giving me much to eat,” she pouted.


  “Oh? You think I’m holding back?” he chided. “I could control every morsel you put in your body. You’d drink bullion for days, then I’d feed you a lush banquet of specialties I’d prepared for you—rich things, wild food—but only one bite at a time. That’s the only way to live life, Caroline, relishing every bite.”


  “Like relishing every brush stroke I lay across a canvas,” Caroline agreed.


  “Like relishing every stroke of the lash I lay across your ass.”


  For the first time since they’d arrived, Caroline wasn’t thinking of the sunbathers around her or the half dozen men preoccupied with walking up and down the beach just to look at her striped ass. There was no room in her world for anyone except Max Burton and the tender intimacy they shared. For the first time since she’d known him, he seemed truly pleased with her. No doubt she’d pleased him before, but it was never something that was acknowledged. He never let on how his punishment of her satisfied him, or if it did, or even why it did… or what profit he gained beyond his $200.00 per hour sessions.




  Chapter Eleven


  


  As Caroline walked up Max’s step for the fifth and final session, she was as highly aroused as she’d ever been. She’d stopped masturbating after their day at the beach—he’d told her to when he left her at her door. Said he owned her orgasm and it was natural for her to agree.


  The waiting. It had been deliberate and well planned, she understood that. She fantasized that it had been because he desired her as much as she desired him. Unfortunately, he said far too little. She had to guess what was in his mind, though if her intuition was correct, there was something peculiarly special between them that he had with no other woman.


  Her anticipation for this last session couldn’t have been more acute or engaging. Every sense in her body was alert and desiring of everything he meant to her. Even knocking on his office door seemed to rattled her insides in a sexual way.


  Max answered the knock himself, and though he greeted her with a smile, it was a deferential one, nothing more than a polite gesture he’d give to anyone who happened his way. Leading her into his office, he moved directly to his cabinet of toys and removed the lash and crop, as well as a device she didn’t recognize right off.


  “Sit down,” he said as he laid the implements across his desk, and then stood, leaning casually back against the edge in a sexy pose of authority she’d seen before.


  Following orders, Caroline rested herself on the short stool where their conversations had begun several weeks before.


  “Is your ass bare underneath the skirt?” he asked.


  “Yes.”


  “Then pull it up and sit with yourself naked on the wood.”


  She complied without hesitation, feeling the smooth surface against her naked ass give her another jolt of erotic pleasure.


  “Are there still noticeable stripes on your behind?” he asked.


  “Yes,” she replied, recalling how she’d looked for them as she was dressing for this session.


  “And is your ass still sore?”


  “Not much. Not at all really.”


  He nodded, “Then we start fresh today.” He was entirely different from the man who toyed with her on the beach, his steely eyes reflecting only cold and calculating fires.


  “I am going to gag you today,” he said, “using a ballgag.” The purpose of the questionable device he’d pulled from his cabinet suddenly became evident as he drew it from his desk and held the menacing thing before her shocked eyes. Those same eyes asked the pertinent question without her voice saying a word.


  “I don’t want a sound, not a single sound from you,” he explained. “I want you to let the feelings stay in your body; and I don’t want anything to escape in your cries. I want none of your energies to be released into squawking chatter and protestations. None of that. I want silence, and while this gag will not silence you completely, and you could still moan and cry beneath it, I want it to remind you of my command. Do you understand?”


  How could she not? The force behind his words certainly bore testimony to his plans. “Yes,” she answered meekly. This session was becoming ominous as its nuances were revealed. She should expect nothing less from a man so inspired by this avocation. The moment bore as well the added weight of being the last of her contracted sessions. She felt compelled to meticulously comply with his wishes, being worried that if she didn’t, he wouldn’t see her again.


  “Stand up,” his command rang out.


  Struggling to her feet and quaking as she did, she finally found her balance and took one deep breath to dispel her anxiety, though it did little toward that effect.


  “Now turn around.”


  Having stepped out of her way, Max moved in behind her, reaching around to open her mouth with his hand and push the thick ball of the gag inside, so that there was no way to move her jaw or her lips. He fastened the strap around her head, securing the device. When he was satisfied that she was adequately silenced, he pushed her over the blunt end of his desk. She gasped into the gag as she did, feeling a shock wave of fear and distress almost make her panic.


  “Ease off, Caroline. There’s nothing to worry about,” Max assured her, knowing how afraid she was


  Caroline breathed deep again to regain some poise, and then she reached for the far side of the desktop where she could hold on to the edge. But, Max, having other plans, moved quickly to bind her wrists with a leather strap and secured the loose end of the leather to a bolt underneath the desk. Never had she been more at his mercy.


  Stepping back, Max viewed her ass, thinking how delicate this moment was, and how important it was for him to be exacting and judicious. The fire in him was building as he was sure it was in her—moments like these were for him exquisite treasure to be executed carefully and savored.


  His slow hand pushed her skirt above her behind revealing the lovely object of his attentions, once again displayed submissively for his eyes to relish. For a second, his hand grazed the imperfect flesh—imperfect only because he caused such welts at her last punishment that the skin was still marred. He felt her twitch under the caress, an act that stirred him acutely, connecting directly with his already anxious cock.


  Beginning with the lash, he delivered the two-inch wide leather with deliberate and exacting precision. He heard only the faintest of muffled cries and was glad. The lovely white of Caroline’s ass turned to pink, and then deepened as the strikes continued in their long and steady rain, making her behind glow vibrantly. The more strikes delivered, the less she struggled, and the more resigned she became. This was just what Max planned.


  From his vantage point behind her, he could peer deep into her crotch where her legs were parted, and her pretty shaved pubis became wet with the sex juice flowing from her cunt. He watched the way her juices glistened against the smooth skin, and where they had begun to run down the inside of her legs in tiny rivulets.


  Giving her an especially harsh jolt, Caroline jerked, her ass wiggling more profoundly than it had before. This was now her only real means of protest—other than a slight muffled cry beneath the gag.


  When he had laid on at least two dozen blows, he changed to the thin and wily crop, which would leave the stripes they both loved so much. He thought beyond this moment—to other sessions with this submissive when he wouldn’t be limited to this one space of flesh. He could have her all, every inch of her succulent body to tease and torture.


  Delivering one especially mean cut, Max watched her ass jump as the crop stung her skin and he listened for another garbled sign of her distress. There was none. Laying on a second strike, he could see her swoon against the bonds as the pain darted through her excited body. Still, no audible cry. Finally, completing the full dozen, he then moved closer, making his sexual intentions clear as he began to fondle her flesh.


  Between shocking strikes of the crop to renew the pain, he caressed her bottom gently and moved on the wetness underneath where he’s seen her pussy glisten with juice. Caroline’s physical response changed from clenched jolts to serpentine gyrations as she reveled in his abounding attentions. At once stinging, then soothing, each act upon on her ass increased her desire, while her loins reacted to her sexual heat.


  Reaching between her legs where she was moist, he began to play in earnest, fingers descending into the womanly folds where her clitoris was hidden away. Her slit revealed the pulsing center of her sex, which jumped more lively as his fingers deftly manipulated the swelling slip of skin. Then as her moans became more animated and forceful, he swiftly stepped away and lashed her hard again as a reminder to be silent.


  The punishment was brief, however. His physical need was too pressing to wait any longer. Tossing the crop to his side, he took charge of her, pouring out the zealous passion he’d been holding back for weeks.


  Caroline had felt him change, their session turn from punishing to sexual. As soon as his warm hands connected with her ass, even the few blows that followed altered in quality. A rush of burning need advanced on her, coming through his hands, through his determination and the driving force behind it all—his cock. She whimpered crazily inside her quiet, soon swept by an overwhelming fire, which poured from her thighs, and her stomach, and her cunt, and every bit of flesh he explored.


  Max soon freed her. Untied her hands. And pulling the gag from her mouth, he replaced it with his mouth, his tongue finding its way about her lips with demanding fervor. He pulled her to the top of his desk, whisking away papers and pens, his desk-clock crashing to the floor. His hands were everywhere, while hers began to explore what had been denied her for so long.


  She promptly found his throbbing penis, eight inches of flesh, hardening as she rubbed her hand along the shaft. It was heaven to feel its potent power clash with hers and she wanted more.


  Piece by piece their clothing vanished until they both were naked, pressing that nakedness together as though they were trying to climb inside each other’s body. At last, his cock pushed deep, gliding forcefully into an opening that welcomed him with spasms there to milk his seed.


  He was rough making love.


  Daring. Intrepid. Relentless.


  He slapped her tits and she wanted more. Finding her nipple with his teeth he bit down and pulled it out watching her breast stretch taut and straight before his eyes. When she whimpered, he let go, repeating the tiny torture with the second nipple. He moved on to deliver a dozen such tortures, fanning flames that leapt up with each nasty act.


  Inspired by his lust, Caroline’s hands grasped him from behind as his swollen prick thrust with blissful abandon. He consumed her, every bit of his will taking her as he wanted, and leaving her asking for more and more of everything.


  He was soon pounding her hard. Her legs opened wide to let him in as deeply as he could go.


  And as the end came close, her head fell back, nearly off the desk, only her neck still cradled by its unrelenting hard surface.


  “Aaaaaugggghhhhh!” he began with a deep guttural rolling sound of pleasure as his orgasm moved through him in a long, churning rhythmic rumble; and their loins locked in an embrace that wouldn’t end until every bit of sensation had washed over him—and her. Her cumming moved in tandem with his, exploding within her as a shower of exhilarating sensation. She rocked inside his sure grasp and let her cries run free.


  As the pleasure began to subside, Max caught the look of paradise in Caroline’s face, as he heard her music, and felt the tension build, and wash away, and build again, and wash away like waves breaking on shore.


  The air around them was so quiet that Caroline wondered if she was still alive; though Max’s body, heavily collapsed half on her, half on the desk reminded her that, indeed, she was alive.


  She looked at his closed eyes, kissed his nose, and then watched his lids flutter open lazily.


  “This is fucking uncomfortable,” he finally said, squirming against her.


  “You mean the desk?” she laughed.


  “Yeah,” he laughed back.


  “We don’t have to stay here, you know.” She thought of cool sheets, of their lying between them in the comfortable warmth of his cozy bed.


  “I guess not,” he agreed, “but I can’t move.”


  She tried to pull away from him, but she was stuck, too.


  She laughed again, and he loved her laughter, the little sounds she made, all of them. They were silly. She was soft as a kitten, soft in her eyes and body, which often looked to him too pinched and insecure to enjoy life. Though not now.


  “You look perfect, you know that?” he said.


  “That’s exactly how I feel.”


  At last, he pulled himself from the sticky desk, drawing Caroline with him, supporting her as they walked toward the couch by the window.


  “A drink?” he asked, as he moved toward a cooler concealed in a corner cabinet.


  “Yes, please,” she replied.


  He pulled out two cans of beer and handed her one as he took his seat.


  She was laughing inside, limp outside, and wondering how things would change, though she didn’t give it much thought—something told her that life with Max was just beginning, and just beginning to make sense.




  Chapter Twelve


  


  Caroline’s ass was sore for days after their last session. But it wasn’t punishment alone, or the soreness, or the stripes that she could see on her bottom when she looked in the mirror that kept her mind obsessively fixed on Max Burton. She remembered being on top of the rosewood desk and his body entangled with hers. The slaps, the pinches, the wincing, the texture of his skin, the fit of their hips locked against each other, and the fullness of her cunt impaled by his cock were instant aphrodisiacs. He’d so thoroughly penetrated her conscious thinking and her inner soul, that there was not a moment of her day when she did not sense his presence close by.


  Every day she painted; the darker nature of her inner creator splashed across the surface of her work with remarkable enthusiasm. She thrived on the powerful forms that appeared inside the deep black and purple and iridescent greens—the red a vibrant shade that cut its way across her canvases, just as Max Burton’s cutting thong had cut against her ass. He’d given her a multitude of gifts, breaking open a repressed self that was overjoyed by the freedom of its expression.


  When the next Friday came, however, there was no contract, no date, not even a hint from him of a continuing relationship. She recalled their last conversation a hundred times…


  “You’re an extraordinary woman,” he’d said, as they sat side by side on his leather couch drinking his ice-cold beer. His eyes had been gentle and calm, as if he’d also touched the center of his soul—well opened, there was nothing to separate them, nothing to antagonize him—he was perfectly at peace.


  She smiled, “I don’t have words …”


  “That’s okay,” and like he’d done before in her studio, he brushed a lock of stray hair aside; this time he leaned over, gently kissing her lips.


  “You need to go, Caroline, this session is over.” She didn’t want to hear those words. Her hopes of exploring the rooms above, of finding his bed, and cooking him a late dinner were quickly dashed. Her disappointment must have been written in her expression.


  “I have a business trip and need to leave tonight,” he explained.


  Hearing that, her heart lifted slightly. Perhaps on another night he would have invited her to stay.


  “I see, bad timing, I suppose.” God, didn’t that sound awkward?


  “But we’re not finished, Caroline,” he said. Her heart rose into her throat with expectation. “I will see you when I return.” Though the conversation ended there.


  She’d dressed, and he’d dressed, and they parted with tender expressions. Yet, she hadn’t heard a word in one long, miserable week. When she caught a glimpse of him on Tuesday morning picking up his newspaper off his lawn, she was sure he’d call. But nothing.


  She would miss the Friday session, the pain, the lust, the fulfillment of her deep longing, all that had made her dreams wild and crazy. Her imaginings turned harsh—thoughts of deeper places, of whips, and bondage, and chains, and collars—all the accouterments of the darkest sexual pleasures consumed her thoughts. What made her cunt fire most crazed were the mental tortures, the wild streak of exhibitionism he’d drawn from her with a crude eagerness. It had begun with Arthur, and continued on the beach; so now, her daydreams were filled with indecent scenarios—orgies, exhibitions, lewd behavior. How her mind could create such scenes, she didn’t know.


  Caroline closed the shop at six. The week before, and all the weeks of her sessions, she’d closed at five to get ready for her appointment with Max. There was nothing to get ready for this week. Roxanne turned her down when Caroline invited her for pizza at the pub; she had a date with her cowboy. A Friday evening alone, no friends, or plans… the emptiness invading her was richer than it had ever been. She’d spent hundreds of Fridays by herself—but after two months of Max Burton, that time belonged to him.


  Pulling down the shades, she locked the front door of the shop.


  She was antsy—just finished another oil painting, which she’d hung on the wall next to the three others she’d painted in the last two weeks—she wouldn’t start anything new, not now.


  She didn’t want to cook dinner, or watch TV, or read, or even stay at home; yet, there was no one’s company she really wanted, except Max Burton’s. Anxious and uncertain what she’d do with her evening off, she fidgeted with the colors at her easel, suddenly startled by a rap on her door.


  Max perhaps?


  Her heart pounded wildly as she raced toward the front of the shop, and she almost flew into his arms when her hopes were realized.


  “My God, you’re here!”


  “Well, that is a welcome!”


  “I was thinking of you.”


  “Really?”


  “Come in.” She held the door for him, locked it after him, and led him upstairs to the studio. He probably noticed how flustered she was, but she didn’t care. “So, why the visit?” she asked, suddenly feeling just a little frightened about his reply.


  “I thought we could go to dinner,” he said.


  “Yes, sure, that would be great,” she smiled broadly, her eyes so fixated on him that she couldn’t stop staring in wonder. “Where to?”


  “The pub?”


  “Sure.” She would have gone to the greasy diner on the highway with him, bikers and all, if he’d suggested it. But the pub was perfect. “So let me get out of these clothes, I’ve been in them all day.” She moved anxiously to her bedroom and hastily pulled off her jeans and tee shirt. Searching her closet, she wanted to look right—not something dressy, certainly, but classy, sexy, even a little daring. He’d like that. Minutes into her exploration, she felt a strange sensation at her neck and jerked around.


  Max was standing at the door, observing her obvious quandary.


  “Oh!” she jumped a little, “you surprised me.” Then blushing, she turned back to her closet and pulled out the first thing she laid her eyes on. “How was your trip?”


  “Just three days in San Francisco for a conference. Boring, but brief.”


  “You spend much time in the city?” she asked. “Any sightseeing?” This normal conversation seemed too strange.


  “Not much. I’ve done it all. There’s not much new to explore. I did have dinner at a little cafe that serves crab and the best sour dough bread in the city.”


  “Where’s that?”


  “Near Union Street.”


  “Really, you’ll have to tell me where. That’s a passion with me, cracked crab and sour dough.” She was ready, wearing a short blue shift dress, scooped neck, slit at the thigh. Grabbing her purse, she noted a tiny tremor of excitement dart down her spine, as their eyes met—the passion wasn’t hers alone, she knew that now. Passing him at the doorway, she offered him a blushing smile, and for the first time noticed his jeans and the old sweatshirt he was wearing—a stonewashed grey, the texture soft and touchable, but she didn’t care.


  Max had a stable, firmness about him, an aura vibrating as though he were fixed to the ground by fiercely trembling currents. She’d never met a man like him, not as pretty and sweet as her other lovers; but the prettiness wasn’t important, the essence was—and his was electrifying. As much as she was excited and sometimes nervous in his presence, he calmed her as if he took her into his space and surrounded her with an energy that demanded she succumb to his will. Inside him so, she was his willing slave.


  “Sorry they don’t have cracked crab and sour dough at the pub. But we could manage a pizza,” he said.


  “Pizza’s fine—something spicy?”


  “Exactly what I had in mind,” he answered.


  She showed him to the back door and he guided her down the steps with a gentlemanly hand at her back.


  Max loved dark burgundy wines. They sipped theirs over pizza, listening to a country ballads and pop songs on the jukebox, most picked out by the younger crowd who were jabbering loudly as their Friday evening became more raucous.


  Caroline was in a different world, remembering that on Fridays past about this time she was getting her naked ass spanked, or strapped, or striped by Max’s nasty implements. What would this naïve crowd think of that? she wondered smiling inwardly.


  “I want to see your gallery soon,” Max announced when the music died off enough so they could hear each other speak.


  “Of course. You looking for something to buy?”


  “Maybe,” he answered evasively.


  “I’ve been quite productive with my oils the last couple of weeks,” she said, deliberately hinting about the effect her sessions had on her creativity; though if he noticed the remark, he didn’t mention it. This was no more than a date, a real, regular date, with no drama and no reference to what they’d already shared. The mood was easy and unchallenging, as though there was little for Caroline to fear about her future with Max… at least until the pizza was gone and their bottle of wine was empty. When the subject suddenly jumped out at her like a lion stalking his prey.


  “You’re not finished, you know that?” His remark slipped in between the music and the spaces in their conversation.


  “Finished with what?” She blurted out.


  “With me,” he replied as if it should be self-evident. “With yourself,” he added. Instantly, her heart began to tumble and her crotch moisten. Even her ass began to burn as if he’d just painted it with a dozen cuts of a cane.


  “Oh,” she answered obliquely, expecting that he would lead the rest of the conversation.


  “This Friday is respite enough. Time to move on.”


  “And do what…?” she wondered.


  “Next Friday night. The office where you belong.” He spoke forcefully. Everything in his attitude seemed to change as the discussion turned their thoughts back to what always happened behind that closed door.


  “No contract?”


  “As far as I’m concerned, your contract is still enforce.”


  “It is?”


  “If you want us to continue, it is.” He looked at her darkly. “But I’ll warn you, this won’t be easy. What we’ve done before is a trifle compared with where I’ll take you next, child’s play, kindergarten. And if you balk now… I mean balk so much as once… the whole game’s off. Finished. I’m not going to toy with you, and I expect you won’t toy with me either.” Caroline found his masterful mood making her shake with fear. Though her body responded also, as a familiar sexual heat rose with the seduction of his powerful promise. “Think about it, Caroline. Don’t make a foolish choice you might regret.”


  She could have easily agreed—even jumped on the possibility—but the way he framed the conversation, the way he looked at her and made her consider again what she might be getting into…


  This had gone beyond some trivial daydream; there was more at stake for her than a good ass warming, and a little humiliation. It was tied to the very essence of her being, to this raw submissive interior she had suddenly found so delicious to nurture. It was tied to this man, who had the amazing power to bring her to the edges of her pleasure and beyond. It had to do with an unfolding future that was as mysterious and dark as anything she’d ever faced, but nonetheless was something she could not avoid.


  “I’ve thought about it, obsessively,” she confessed. “I can’t stop now, particularly after last week.” She wanted him to notice her reference to their last encounter, but he refused again to refer to it.


  “Then next week it is,” he said, almost as if he were relieved, though there was only the tiniest of indications that he had some reservations or fears about her consent. “Would you like to dance?” he asked.


  The music playing through the dusky night air was stirring. His loins must be as provoked as mine, she thought. “Sure,” she replied, and he led her to the tiny parquet dance floor where several other couples were already crowded.


  He had her in his arms in a slow dance, pressed against him tightly so she could feel the pounding of his body through her chest and loins. She couldn’t tell if his cock was hard; but she knew her pussy was damp. He waltzed her around as though enchanted by the music; and while his lips once or twice brushed her cheek, he was otherwise the perfect gentleman.


  When the dance was over, they retreated to their table and talked again, about fishing in the rivers of Southern Idaho, and art shows where Caroline displayed her work in the city, and chocolate. Caroline told him how much she loved gooey milk chocolates with creamy centers. Max said he didn’t really care for candy.


  When it was time to go home, Max dropped her at the back door of the studio. The night was lit with hundreds of stars, the air was just beginning to chill; she could feel a cold shiver from her shoulders to her toes when he pulled away from her.


  “This was a wonderful night,” she said, putting the key in the door.


  “I enjoyed myself, too.”


  He pecked her on the cheek as if he wouldn’t have dared peek beyond her clothes or suggest anything sexual. His restraint was so obvious that she wanted to laugh; except that she wanted even more to have his commanding arms surrounding her and forcing her to submit.


  His exacting deliberate teasing made the evening one of the most perfect tortures she’d yet endured.




  


  Chapter Thirteen


  


  When Max arrived home, Diandra was waiting for him there.


  “You’ve been a little slut tonight,” he observed. Her skirt barely covered her tight twin buns, and the deep cut of her lira top revealed the way her bra beneath pushed her breasts into a risqué cleavage, she could have easily bent down and kissed them with her own lips.


  Her droopy eyelids batted at him blushingly.


  “What little crimes did you decide to commit tonight?”


  “Oh, Max, I hadn’t planned it, it just happened,” there was almost a whimper in her trembling voice.


  “But that’s what you’ve been trying not to do.”


  “I know.”


  She looked very apologetic and terribly desirable—a combination of traits she’d practiced well—just to lure him into bed.


  He reached out, taking her chin firmly in his fingers and lifted it high. Wearing such attire, she was a devastating temptress to any man. Her makeup was so severe there was little doubt what she’d been looking for.


  “I really ought to throw you out on your ear, Diandra. There doesn’t seem to be much I do that makes any impression on you at all.”


  “Oh no, please don’t!”


  He scowled. “I hate it when you whine!”


  But she always whined and she always would.


  “Oh, Max, I’m so sorry,” she said.


  He stared at her long and hard. How many times had they been through this scenario? He’d be a rich man if he had five bucks for every time he’d been forced to discipline her. She was his project, something dumped on him by a friend; and as much as he tried to mold her behavior, she was a tramp at heart. What was worse, she seemed to love the punishment as much as she loved her outrageous behavior.


  “So, where’d you get the clothes?”


  She didn’t want to tell him. They’d had an agreement that she’d accept no more “presents” from her bevy of admirers. Even though, she did look nasty in them!


  “Where’d you get the clothes?” He put a sharp edge in his voice to get her attention.


  “Guy I met last week in a bar,” she cooed sheepishly, her head cocked to look meek.


  He pushed her at the hip, though not hard. “Get to the office, now, I’ll be there shortly.” He watched her disappear behind the door and close it.


  He mused about what he’d likely do, relishing the way his cock was already responding to the vivid pictures in his mind. Just so she’d be primed, pissed, and nervous as hell, he made her wait nearly a half hour; and with each moment that went by, he savored the thought of his young slut stewing in the mess she had created.


  When he finally entered his office, she had the riding crop by her side; and her ass was already bared and poised for punishment. She was bent over his rosewood desk—and with his appearance, every nerve in her seemed to jump. What joy!


  Max appraised her lovely behind, thinking how enjoyable it would be to redden it; to let her have the full force of his dark whims crisscrossed on that sweet pink flesh. Her globes were fine young melons he wished he could eat with all the relish of his desire.


  Once picking up the crop, he toyed with the implement, deciding exactly how he’s use it; and then thought of a better, more tantalizing idea. Returning the crop to the cabinet, he plucked the strap from its hook. The feel of it was much more appealing to him now. He always saved the old-fashioned razor strap for Diandra’s most flagrant abuses.


  The poor slut hated this leather—and that was exactly why he used it. Other women would find it a most delightful lover. But not Diandra.


  Ready to begin, Max stood back, aimed, and let his opinions of her behavior be experienced through the dancing leather while Diandra shrieked and jerked as though she were dying.


  “Twenty five, my dear,” Max assured her, after he’d administered just five. He paused, just so she could hear him dictate her sentence. “You’ll endure the next twenty in complete silence, or I’ll go on all night.” And he would, and she knew that. Immediately squelching her cries to the barest of whimpers—which he wouldn’t count against her—she held on, biting her lips to hold back the screams behind her agony.


  Max delivered the blows quickly. This was punishment, not pleasure. He wanted the pain as real and rich as he could make it and have her still endure it. She’d eventually learn the lesson if he had to do it a thousand times; though he imagined it would take a thousand times before he’d finally make a real impact on this lawless young woman. Fact was, that wasn’t all bad for him. Punishing women was his favorite sport, and as long as she was being so damned obstinate, he’d just have to suffer through these sessions. Enjoying that thought, the aroused dominant watched Diandra’s rear grow rosy. He watched the fire rise, even when the robust pain must be burning her miserably. He watched her sex moisten, and her hips begin to move in erotic rhythms as though she knew exactly what she could expect after he was finished with the strap.


  To the saucy woman’s surprise, however, when Max was done, he dropped the strap on the floor, and walking away, sank down in a chair at the far end of the room.


  “Put the strap back where it belongs,” he instructed her absently, sounding annoyed. Just part of their game.


  “Aren’t you going to fuck me?” she wondered sheepishly.


  “I’m only going to fuck you when you’re good, and g’dammit I’d have liked to tonight. But you’re only getting punished this time.”


  She stood there in awe, her skirt still bunched around her waist, her naked cunt peeking at him, as if seeing her so lewd might just change his mind.


  “Now, put the strap away, and go clean yourself up. And get rid of that make-up. When you’re done, you can go to bed.”


  “In your bed?” she asked as sweetly as she could.


  “No, not in my bed.”


  She looked at him disappointed, no reward. Though obediently, she was about to pluck the strap from the floor when he interrupted her move.


  “On second thought,” he said, “come suck me off.” Pulling his engorged penis from his pants, he found Diandra quickly on her knees between his thighs, her mouth descending over the deep purple head. Her hand grabbed for the shaft while her head bobbed up and down in a regular rhythm, making him moan as the pleasure swept though him.


  For a moment, Diandra pulled back to lick the shaft and tease the head while her hand fondled his enormous balls in her delightfully teasing way. Taking them one at a time in her mouth, sucking them carefully as her free hand still vigorously jacked his dick. Getting close to his climax, Max reached down and forced her head over him again. He wanted her mouth and nothing else. And it wouldn’t take long, with his shaft deep inside her throat; not long at all until his cum would shoot. He grabbed for her hair, fucking her mouth the way he would fuck her pussy; then with that familiar surge, he pulled back enough to see the thick liquid spurt out on her face, on her cheeks and her lips, the seed drizzling down her chin. She stared at him, her eyes enormous as she licked cum from her lips.


  Such a slut, he thought. He beat his still firm prick against her face, while her tongue reached out to lick the daub of cream leaking from the tip of his shaft.


  “Go clean yourself,” he snapped brusquely. “And don’t let me see you until morning.” Shooing her away with his hand, he remained slumped in his chair, thinking. He was spent, but hardly satisfied. Watching his little slut pad out the door, he knew she had a long way to go. With such a tight fresh body, he’d enjoy her as long as she could still get him off.


  Pulling open the drape beside him, Max could see the lights outside the office, and the stars nestled peacefully in the clear sky above.


  How sweet the night had been with Caroline. And how different she was than Diandra or Roxanne, or the others. His time with her was so much more than he’d intended it to be. His heart swelled, though he didn’t count on anything—not this soon. She had a dozen more tests to endure, and none of them would be easy. If this was a real romance, it had to be on his terms, since he refused to compromise himself. He wouldn’t be less of who he was for some manipulating woman and he didn’t doubt that she was as manipulating as any other woman. No, he couldn’t have a lover who made herself less than who she really was, just to be with him—just for the kicks of being punished. He didn’t suspect that Caroline Ashley was the sort to run—or even hide from herself. Not now. Not after what she’d already seen. But he couldn’t rush anything. Patience. He needed patience, trusting that everything would work out in time.


  Max sighed. Thank heavens for the little release, he thought. It calmed him enough so he could sleep.


  




  


  Chapter Fourteen


  


  Walking up Max Burton’s office stairs again, Caroline couldn’t imagine what would lie beyond, what pleasures and what pain he would have in mind? Why would it be so difficult for her, anymore than the last two months had been? Max was a mystery to her, at once so sweet and then again so nastily severe and chilling; he revolved around a complex essence, which was difficult for her to understand. Maybe that was it. Maybe it was Max himself who would be difficult for her. But it didn’t matter in her mind; she was willing for whatever was waiting. Having him was everything. Being for him, exactly what he wanted, was everything she wanted. Giving him pleasure, she ignited her own. In some mysterious way, she belonged to him for he was the centerpiece of her most secret fantasy.


  When Caroline opened the front door, she was surprised to see that Diandra was still there. It was the first time she’d been so late on Friday; she’d never been there when Caroline had been punished. The young woman seemed primmer than normal and quite subdued as she led her into Max’s office. Once presenting Caroline to her boss, Diandra exited the room silently leaving the two alone.


  Engaged in a conversation on the telephone, Max had his back to Caroline, while she stood before his desk waiting for him to finish.


  “I don’t care what you want, you’re not getting it,” he said tersely to his caller.


  Caroline could hear an angry voice on the other end of the phone line, though she could not distinguish any words.


  Max was angry, “This isn’t going to work that way, Phil, don’t expect any considerations, no bending, nothing, you’ve gone too far this time.” He was hot with anger, then, in a split second turned utterly cold. The sudden change amazed the listening woman. “I’m sorry, too,” he added at the end, and he hung up the phone.


  Caroline waited for him to turn around, though she was embarrassed to be there after overhearing the strained conversation.


  “Perhaps I shouldn’t be here?” she suggested, and when Max finally heard her speak, he swiveled his chair around so he could see her.


  “What would you mean by that?” His eyes were certainly not focused on her, but somewhere else—and it certainly wasn’t in the room.


  “It just…”


  “Through that door,” he interrupted her, “there’s a room, and chair in the middle of the room; go, sit and wait. Diandra will be there in a moment.”


  Startled by his instructions, Caroline stood frozen in her place, feeling the coldness in him leap out and clutch her by the throat.


  “Go,” he barked, when she didn’t move. This time, her feet couldn’t leave the room fast enough, even while her mind still sought to understand why he’d so suddenly changed his mood. What intimacy they might have shared the week before seemed only a dim recollection—a moment she’d enjoyed with another man, not this one.


  Finally free of Max Burton’s office, Caroline could almost rejoice. But instead, her fear behind this new adventure only became more acute.


  Shivering nervously, she entered a sparsely furnished room inside the round Victorian styled turret. The walls surrounding her were papered in forest green, while two large windows were shuttered closed and draped with heavy green velvet that matched the walls. A trail of sunshine peeked in through the cracks in the shutters and glanced off the heavy Oriental carpet, but otherwise the room was dark. It left just enough light for her to see her surroundings. On the wall to her right there were cabinets like the ones that lined the wall in Max’s office; and in the center of the room there was a low stool similar to the one she’d sat on in the adjoining office.


  Caroline inspected the room thinking how lovely it could be furnished in almost any style—the lines and symmetry were inspiring, and yet now, the denuded space was utterly imposing in its simplicity. The stark stool appeared to her as lonely as she was feeling.


  This was a turning point in her relationship with Max. She could feel it intensely from the atmosphere around her, and the aura that had characterized her master as she entered his house that day. Still, she belonged here, and the thought of belonging was some comfort as she faced the unknown hours before her. There was a myriad of questions confronting her, but not a single answer.


  All she could do was sit humbly on her stool and wait. Following Max’s instructions, Caroline took the required position, noting that her nervousness now exceeded anything she’d experienced before.


  There was no way to know how many minutes ticked by, before Diandra entered. Caroline would have guessed as many as thirty, and she was getting more antsy with each one.


  On entering, the young secretary was still subdued, as if she were painstakingly following Max Burton’s orders. Her dress this time was somewhat more demure, a creamy tan blouse with an open collar, her lingerie peeking out as before; and her skirt was typically short, but a modest dark brown.


  “Mr. Burton has asked me to bind you for him,” she said, approaching the expectant Caroline. “Why don’t you stand?”


  Caroline obeyed, feeling an odd sensual rush accompany Diandra’s nearness.


  As the young woman stood before her, she began to unbutton Caroline’s blouse, her fingers working easily as though she’d done this task before. As the silk fell away, she gathered it in her hands and tossed it to one side, then proceeded to remove the skirt with the same easy grace.


  When Caroline had dressed for this appointment, she’d chosen a pale blue corset—knowing that it would please Max that she attempted something so daring. But now, being disrobed as if none of her choices mattered, she wondered if he’d take the opportunity to appreciate her efforts at all during this session.


  Seeing the lacy push-up corset, Diandra stood back admiringly. “This will be good,” she said, noting, too, that she wore no panties so that Caroline’s smoothly shaved pussy peered beautifully below. “You can sit,” she instructed.


  The efficient secretary obviously knew exactly what she was doing, perhaps not because she’d done this before, but because she’d once been in Caroline’s position herself, maybe more than once.


  Sitting again, Caroline waited with her back to Diandra, as the young woman moved toward the cabinets where Caroline could hear latches opening and closing and opening again. When the girl returned, she stood behind her gently tugging at her arms, until Caroline drew them behind her where Diandra had her wrists quickly cuffed together.


  She smelled the heady scent of leather, and felt the cool feel of a collar circling her neck. The leather was white, not black as she’d initially expected it to be. Once it was secured, the collar fit alarmingly tight. And with her wrists bound she felt a moment of panic. She knew it would do no good to fight the bondage – this was as Max had ordered.


  Retreating to the cabinets again, Diandra returned with a chain that jangled ominously in Caroline’s ear. A leash of sorts, the chain was fastened to the collar and then to something above her that Caroline had not yet seen. When Diandra disappeared again, she’d moved behind a drape out of sight, where seconds later she manipulated the overhead device, pulling the chain-leash taut leaving Caroline’s neck slightly stretched so that she was forced to sit up straight. The entire effect of the bonds was to thrust her chest out conspicuously, becoming the obvious center of attention to anyone who might view the scene. Yes, the corset had been perfect, Caroline thought, so perfect she wondered if Max had somehow psychically planted the thought in her brain. In the extreme position, she could gaze down just enough to see how the underwire cradled her breasts tenuously in the half cups, the flesh shimmying on top. In no time, her nipples would wiggle free of any confinement and stand at attention, rock hard before a gaping eye.


  Finally, Diandra’s careful fingers pushed against the insides of Caroline’s legs, parting them so that her cunt was blatantly visible—as obvious as her breasts. To ensure the pose, her ankles were bound to the legs of the stool making her capture complete.


  A delicious thrill ran through the newly bound women as she thought of Max seeing her so presented. This should please him, she was certain of that, but what would follow? What were his plans for her? What possible punishment could he wreak on her in this pose—or was it not punishment at all that he was after, but humiliation? Teased by her predicament, she grew more anxious in the intervening minutes while Diandra sat passively by the door, waiting also—though she was much more at ease.


  When the door latch finally clicked Caroline jumped, her whole body instantly reminded of the bonds that kept her fixed, hardly able to budge an inch.


  Max entered, striding into the room, changing the direction of the air currents, with the noise, light, and the feel of energy leaping everywhere around the trio.


  He didn’t smile. He didn’t say a word.


  He circled the motionless Caroline, and turned to his secretary, saying in a flat monotone, “You did as you were told.” As though he expected her not to? “Bring me the small whip.”


  Scrambling quickly, Diandra went for the cabinets, withdrawing a reed like bendable instrument of soft brown leather. The end was tasseled looking like a noxious cluster of even thinner leather. It didn’t take much to guess the purpose of this implement.


  “Diandra, mark her breasts,” he ordered.


  Uncertain of herself, the young woman hesitated—not to protest, but to absorb the importance of the deed required of her. She’d never done this before, though she’d endured the pain herself, and knew that it would be vivid.


  Her hands were nervous, fingering the handle of the whip gingerly as she took her place before the subdued and shaking Caroline. Then with a suddenness that surprised them all, she cracked the whip though the tepid air, the leather striking Caroline’s breast searing the virgin skin. Jerking involuntarily, the submissive’s body registered the awful sting with a tear forming in her eye.


  “Again,” Max ordered.


  The whip flew down again, on the same breast, and then again four more times until there were six distinct marks on Caroline’s white skin. The pain was worse where the tassels grazed the soft flesh of her nipples, and the miserable bite took her breath way. By the third cut, Caroline couldn’t squelch her agony and she shrieked, knowing her master wouldn’t approve.


  “Quiet!” Max ordered. He turned to his secretary. “Mark the other, harder.”


  Diandra pulled back her arm and brought it down so the whip struck again, creating wounds etched like those so brilliantly visible on Caroline’s other breast. She struck again, and then again, while Caroline moaned. Her pain burned in a devious way, this so much more personal than what Max gave her ass. So much more revealed in this exercise in submission—to the master, to his servant, and to Caroline, also.


  Diandra struck the second breast six times. The initiated Caroline was glad when it was done. She didn’t know how much more she could tolerate; and yet, in the back of her mind, there was an inkling of desire for it not to stop, but continue on until the exquisite pain gripped her body with its cruel pleasure that she couldn’t help but want more.


  When it was finished, Max and his secretary stood over the withering submissive, seeing Caroline’s tears run silently down her cheeks. Her chest undulated in the rhythms of her aroused body, so that there was no denying the powerful effect of the punishment.


  “Bring her off,” she heard Max say to the girl; and before Caroline could comprehend what was happening, Diandra was on her knees, her head bowed between Caroline’s legs and her tongue playing seductively with the wet velvet of her throbbing cunt. Pulling Caroline’s ass forward on the stool so it was easier for her to reach, she moved in on the delicious cunt with rapacious abandon.


  First one finger, then a second and a third poked inside the dripping pussy; then all three fingered fucked the way a cock would force itself inside the hole. The tart Diandra’s tongue focused on the hardened clit. Over and over, faster and faster her lips, teeth and mouth worked the enflamed little shard of hard flesh. Caroline was peaking, in seconds, not minutes, having climbed to the edge of her body’s ability to absorb the stimulation, moaning as the release made her ecstatic; her head thrown back against the confining collar and leash. She came, and Max lashed her tits more—in softer blows, but regardless, ones that cut, these solely intended to sharpen the physical pleasure of release.


  “Ahhh, ahh, ahh, yesss……” she gasped, in short measure breaths. “More……” Her groin bucked against Diandra’s pressing fingers and probing tongue. Her breasts thrust high to meet the strike of the whip, and at last, her cunt squeezed the offending fingers, as though they might squeeze them in two. She lunged again and again as the strong, sharp jolts of orgasm rippled her skin and the insides of her channel, turning the pain of blows into sensations of rapture.


  Caroline tried to go limp, as she would have in bed, but there was no support for her body, which would have strangled hers in the collar.


  Thankfully, her captors were not that cruel, making her hang so weakly when she had no strength left. Freed from her bonds, she was pulled gently from the stool by Diandra’s feminine hands. And together, they collapsed on the floor, into a soft rug that Caroline swore hadn’t been there when she first entered the room. Somewhere, commingling with her confused thoughts, she recalled the sound of the door opening and closing. When she lifted her head, glancing around, she saw that Max had left the room.


  Settling back down, Caroline couldn’t help but kiss the tiny lips of the tender woman inside her embrace. The hands that had been so rude and sweet to her, stroked her gently as a lover would. Caroline kissed her lovingly, forgetting it was a woman’s lips she caressed and a woman’s arms that comforted her. This kiss was as sweet and needed any she could imagine.


  With a deafening silence looming around them, broken only by the sound of their own breath, they lay together for some time, as though they were dear friends who had just now crossed a distinct barrier. She could clearly see the truth of what was happening to her now: even though Max was fashioning these scenes, drawing from her known desires, he was also bringing untouched need from secret places, things that even Caroline hadn’t realized were there.


  She sighed softly, enjoying an experience she never anticipated having, though she had no words for the young woman in her arms.


  Diandra, seeing her struggle, put her finger to her lips, and shushed her attempts to speak. “I need to go now,” she said quietly. And with a smile and a mouthed “good-bye,” the young woman, pushed herself up and danced lithely from the room through a door opposite the one to Max’s office.


  An hour later, Caroline sat on the sofa in her studio with a glass of wine and an intensely satisfied feeling inside her body. She felt as if she were reaching the very bottom of herself, nothing to surface anymore. Max’s curious prescription for her was like taking a magical journey into regions that were as mysterious as foreign lands. She nearly laughed aloud, certain the expression on her face approached pure bliss.


  She’d been alone after the delicious cum, but not alone in spirit; her instincts clearly told her that the author of this drama, Max, was close by, if not in physical presence, in his ethereal one. And, if she were correct, he’d show up somewhere soon, very soon. She could almost feel him coming to her.


  Caroline sipped her wine and ate a dish of fudge ice cream, put herself to bed by eleven, taking one last one look in the mirror at the stripes, the now dull but still distinct red marks that Diandra’s hand had cut into her tender breasts. And Diandra? What a pleasant wild card in this curious deck, a fragrant, devilish wild card in Max’s hand of lewd indulgence.


  




  Chapter Fifteen


  


  “I’ll pick you up at noon. We’ll have lunch.” Hearing Max’s voice on the phone was odd. The last time they’d spoken on the telephone was the first time she’d ever talked him. It seemed like eons ago. And yet, it was just a few short months.


  “Wonderful,” she said, “What do I wear?”


  “Something I’d like,” he replied, “something accessible.” His tone of voice and his choice of words delighted her. She liked surprises, and she liked the mysterious uncertainty of their moments together. She’d spent too many years being predictable. Max Burton was not predictable, ever.


  She wore a skirt she’d bought with him in mind. It was long, but slit from bottom to mid hip, and not full enough to hide the slit; so when she walked, her slender legs would show from the ankle to nearly her waist. Even if it was a little daring, it was perfect. Her blouse was a rich shade of turquoise, unbuttoned loosely in front so that the lace edges of her black bra could be seen if she turned just right. Looking in the mirror as she walked from the door, “yes accessible” she thought to herself; he’d be pleased.


  When they reached the restaurant, Max steered her toward the corner of the busy dining room. They were nearly sequestered in a small alcove, at a table overlooking the harbor of Mesquite Shores. The fragrant air smelled of seafood and chowder, and fresh baked bread.


  As she sat next to him, the skirt fell open at the slit, and Max’s hand opened it further so her entire thigh and leg were visible to his eye and available to his touch. He said nothing of her clothes, though she knew he was delighted. His affectionate, fondling hand rested on her bare thigh as they sat. Side by side gazing out the window at the boats, seemingly isolated in their own world.


  “I thought you’d like this, been here?” he asked.


  “Not in a long time.”


  “You’ll like the crab.”


  “Or maybe, the lobster.”


  “Anything you want as long as I feed you.”


  Her eyes grew wide as she recalled their day on the beach and the unusual meal they shared.


  “So how was Diandra?” he asked, after he’d ordered for them both.


  “Uhm.” How was Diandra, she thought to herself? Her cunt clenched quick with images his secretary brought to mind. She was hot, pleasant and desirable, but could she describe for Max her first experience of a woman’s body?


  “Have you ever made love to a woman?” he wondered.


  “No. I haven’t.”


  “So, what do you think?”


  “I can’t say it was normal, but it was … natural, perhaps?”


  His finger, just the tip of his index finger, toyed with the inside of her right thigh, tracing an imaginary line across her leg that joined an imaginary path to her cunt. Teasing her thigh was like teasing her ripe pussy, as if there were a tiny string attaching that finger to the insides of her steamy hole. Staring at her, Max was looking for her response. He seemed amused, and so was she, but neither said a word about the playful torment.


  “Was it easy for you to accept her?” his questions continued.


  “Yes. Because you were there.”


  “And if you’d been alone?”


  “Is that what you want?” Caroline asked.


  “I want you to do anything I ask.”


  “And I would.” The realization of this truth was almost startling—especially put into words. It was what she desired, this ownership. “Does Diandra do everything you ask?”


  Max laughed. “No. Never, but that’s why we’re together.”


  “Then she’s your lover?”


  “She’s my charge.”


  “What does that mean?”


  “I discipline her when she disobeys me.”


  “Like a child?”


  “It’s a game we play. She used to need it because she had no guidance. It’s been three years now. She stays because we enjoy it.”


  The waitress interrupted their conversation, placing two plates of food before them, the aromatic steam rising to their nostrils.


  Forgetting his plans, she reached for her fork, but he covered her hands, “Keep them in your lap.”


  Taking her fork, Max teased her with several bits of butter-dipped lobster. Each one finally found its way into her mouth, melting as if it were some sweet confection. After she ate her bite, she waited while he ate, watching him carefully, enjoying the lusty way he devoured his food.


  “Ah Georgio!” Max exclaimed to someone out of the blue, as a young man approached the table. He was undoubtedly Southern European, with the style of clothes, hair and a fashion right out of a men’s fashion magazine. “This is Caroline.”


  They awkwardly shook hands as Georgio sat down in front of them, his back to the windows on the water.


  “You’ve been back long?” Max asked.


  “Just long enough to get very hungry and very horny,” he snickered.


  “Ahh.” There was a delightful grin on Max’s face and he turned to Caroline, explaining, “Georgio’s a banker I represent, a rather innovative banker. He’s just bought a little cottage here in town.”


  “You don’t work in the city?” Caroline asked.


  “Here and there. I don’t like to stay in one place too long.” He had bright, lively eyes, a sexy smile, and a well-muscled body, no doubt hardened in some designer health spa.


  “She’s yours, I take it,” Georgio commented.


  “Becoming mine,” Max replied.


  Caroline wanted to interrupt him, correct him, tell him that she was indeed his; she could think of nothing more perfect at the moment.


  “I think Georgio would like to see you marks, Caroline, open your blouse for him?”


  Though the order shocked her, she knew she’d obey. Her eyes glanced from Max’s cool expression, to Georgio’s droopy eyes, finding the lust that poured from them was adding to her own desires. Reaching for the buttons of her blouse, she unfastened the two so the material fell away and her cupped breasts were exposed. Above the half cup, as below, the signs of her recent night of sexual submission appeared visible. It was Tuesday, four days since Diandra had whipped her tits, but the marks were still easy to see—and interpret.


  “Diandra did a fine job, didn’t she?”


  “Ah yes, and how is the little tart?” Georgio asked.


  “As recalcitrant as ever.”


  “Will you let me wail on that ass of hers sometime?”


  “When you’re around.”


  Reaching across the table, Georgio fondled the tender, broken places on Caroline’s breasts, the force behind his firm hold causing her to wince.


  “Your stripes are perfect. I can’t think of anything more perfect in a female lover than one who would bare their breasts to such pain, and then so willingly expose them to a stranger. You are rare, Caroline.” His appreciation was genuine, of that she was certain; but he was a rake of his own sort like Arthur, who would take whatever they could from a woman and give little in return. A terrific toy, perhaps, but not a serious lover.


  Caroline realized exactly what was likely to happen with this lusty devil, and the thought was as tantalizing as it was wicked.


  “Let him feel you beneath your skirt,” Max continued.


  The order didn’t surprise her; and despite the potential for embarrassment, she moved closer to their guest so Georgio’s hand could easily find her cunt. He came from underneath, forcing her to sit on her leg, slightly raising her groin to accommodate his hand. He found the easy path to her juicy folds, and played with her as he talked to Max


  “I want you to cum,” Georgio finally whispered in her ear.


  Of course, she thought and it wouldn’t take long. She was so aroused, her cunt pulsing, only a few seconds of his fondling hand would be necessary to bring her off. Letting the sensations build, she moved with them, almost as though his hand were a cock teasing her gate of pleasure. Inspired by the aggressive style of his play, she imagined that he was a master of female manipulation. She couldn’t be certain since she had few to compare him with.


  “Ahh, ahh, ahh,” Caroline gasped in short breaths, hardly caring that this was a public place. With them hidden in the private alcove, not a soul would witness the scene, which made their moment possible, and at the same time very lurid. This was their private decadence surrounded by the risk of exposure. As her body surged, she wanted to groan in reply; and though she tried to keep her response to little whimpers of satisfaction it was obvious that she couldn’t hold back.


  “Quiet my love,” Max admonished her, “you want the whole place to watch you?”


  She hardly cared, the sensations were too strong to squash. The fingers at her cunt seemed to fly, her groin heaving against her hand and Georgio’s inside her cunt. She soon burst, the spasms making her squeeze on this lover’s fingers; then she collapsed against his hand, letting her orgasm move though her until it quietly died away. Her muffled sighs were obvious only to the three.


  Georgio kissed her on the ear. “You’re remarkable,” he whispered. “I’d like her Max, a night perhaps?”


  “Tomorrow?” Max agreed.


  “Wonderful,” he answered happily.


  “Take her in her gallery. That would be all right with you?” Max looked at Caroline with the sincere question.


  The juice still flowed, the sexual heat had only been tapped at the very surface. This flagrant scoundrel of a man aroused her to a merciless edge. She could imagine herself screwing him all night, and then dumping him the next morning, never worrying about another night, or another fuck, their passions only needing one night of indulgence.


  “Of course,” she answered, looking longingly at Max. As much as the young man turned her on, she wanted Max in the gallery, not Georgio. However, this was what her master wanted.


  “Give yourself to him, Caroline, completely. And remember, you’re doing this for me.”


  She looked from Georgio to Max and back to the younger man again.


  “The shop closes at nine,” she told her bold lothario. “I can see you then.”


  “I’ll be there,” he said, winking as he rose from the booth. As he swaggered away, Caroline watched his tight, round butt retreat wondering how it would be to clutch those lovely cheeks.


  “My, you little whore,” Max said. He means it as a compliment.


  Caroline was reeling. “I agreed to this, didn’t I?” She started to blush.


  “For me, you’re doing it for me,” he reminded her.


  “But I don’t even know him.”


  “That’s the beauty of it, my darling. He’ll use you terribly, abuse you with his thoroughness, and none of it will matter.”


  “It doesn’t bother you, my being with him, I meant, without you there?”


  “You’re mine to give away, and I’ll enjoy knowing that you’re pleasing him at my command.”


  The thought was shocking, but so like the man who was molding her as his sexual trinket.


  “And Caroline,” he said, “don’t cum, no orgasm. Let him use you as he will. Enjoy him, but don’t cum. Your cum is mine.”


  My God, how could he deny her! “Sometimes it just happens!” she blurted out in her dismay.


  “And you can prevent it,” he reminded her sternly. “Your cum is mine and I expect you to obey the order.”


  Was there anything he demanded that did not arouse her? The denial of her orgasm was another aphrodisiac, another means to fuel her sexual hunger and her passion for him. At the same time, she wondered if this was an order she could obey—the risk of failure seemed so high; and she had the distinct impression that Max knew this.


  “Just remember, my dear,” he said, “I know what you think about. Your fantasies are as scandalous as mine. You’re not a woman who needs a mundane relationship, and I’m not about to make this deal of ours mundane. Enjoy yourself with Georgio because I want you to, and because you want to. But your completeness is at my control and it will be complete because I know how to make it so.”


  Gazing into his deep-set eyes, she believed him. As difficult as his demands were, there was nothing he’d commanded of her or had done that had not blown the roof off her well-housed secrets. She had a scandalous nature. And now seduced in a thousand directions, she desired them all.


  Caroline hardly noticed that Max’s hand was again playing with her wet cunt. He fed her more buttered lobster, and two spears of cold asparagus, and then one luscious bite of chocolate raspberry torte. And that was all. Though she was hungry for more, that was all he allowed her to have; and that hunger in her stomach only furthered the hunger of her sex.




  Chapter Sixteen


  


  Wearing his movie star sexuality like a suit of clothes, Georgio arrived with flowers at nine o’clock the next evening.


  A lock of his golden hair dangled down his forehead, and his eyes peered up through it seductively. His jeans were tight across his crotch and ass; and Caroline could see his muscles rippling from beneath his white silk shirt. While she waited patiently for her customers to finish their shopping, her suitor leaned against her front desk, looking deliciously charming, winking at her like the scoundrel he was. As she listened to the prattling conversation, trying to be gracious, Georgio kept drawing her attention away with a charming smile that suggested sex. When he began playing with his cock through his pants, it was too much to bear!


  Georgio was the kind of man she’s always avoided for their obvious charms and insincerity. This time, though, she could enjoy exactly what she wanted from him with no guilt or regrets, just sex and sex and more sex—not the tiniest thought of relationship to bother her.


  Waltzing toward her the moment her customers left, he wrapped his arms around, grabbing her ass with an affectionate squeeze. His mouth covered hers while his hands roamed at will.


  “You are a rare one, I’ve been thinking about this all day,” he said.


  She smiled at him sexily, playing the kind of vamp she knew he’d like—she liked it too.


  “Max probably told you not to orgasm tonight?”


  “How’d you guess?”


  “Known him a long time,” Georgio replied. “But I won’t tell him if you do. It’ll be our little secret.”


  “Ah, but I will tell him, I’ll have to.”


  “So, he makes you honest, too,” Georgio mused, “how endearing, a really honest woman.”


  He kissed her, tiny, tiny kisses all around her mouth, with their erotic effect trickling down to her groin, tickling what was already aroused. As his hands and mouth devoured her again, his muscled body pressed against her thighs. And then, without warning, Georgio pulled her onto her cluttered desk. Paper and catalogues went flying, but he pushed right on, driving his meaty erection into her searing hole before she could protest.


  As his cock pumped in and out in a purposeful rhythm, he carefully lifted her blouse and massaged her breasts with passionate squeezes, and rude pinches to her erect nipples. “These are glorious,” he purred as he pulled the blouse away and stared at her waiting wealth. His mouth found its target again, the ripe hard purple bud of a nipple; his teeth sinking into the flesh until it hurt. “You’re going to cum tonight, Caroline, because you can’t stop yourself,” he warned in a whisper, “I have a devastating effect on women.”


  He likely did, she thought, considering the artful way he played her. His fire was infectious, transmitted through his cock, pulsing with erratic zeal inside her body. She was unable to resist the involuntary response as her pussy spasmed around the thrusting manhood.


  Laying her back against the desk, he held her ass fixedly within his fingers, and penetrated her deeply—so that the driving intensity hurt. She wanted him, almost to the point she didn’t care if she disobeyed Max’s orders. But even as she thought she might, she could sense Georgio’s orgasm building even faster than her own. It wouldn’t take him long, and he was far too aggressive with his lust to excite her “accidentally” over the edge.


  As he came, his cry was deeply sonorous, but soft, as though he’d held back his passion. He saved the fervor of his cumming prick, holding her loins fast to his as he pumped himself into her clenching pussy. When he pulled out he rubbed his cock against her thighs, leaving his juice in sticky drops, clinging to her skin, where she could see it glistening as it mingled with her sweat.


  Pulling her up so they were face to face again, he kissed her tenderly. But instead of ending their rendezvous, he was fanning her building fires.


  “Let’s go to bed,” he said, with a devious smile. “I’ve just begun.” And that he had—with Machiavellian artistry, he planned a taunting game of cat and mouse with her arousal, having every intention of seeing her fail to obey Max’s instructions.


  Once in the loft, Georgio began an unhurried and sensuous journey about her body, shedding each piece of her clothing very slowly, drawing her attention to every detail of disrobing—every button, every inch of flesh uncovered. His mouth was affectionate against her lips and his tongue insistent on penetrating her, just as his cock had. And as he moved from her mouth to her cunt with his lip, her desire surged again. She had no idea how she could fend off the strident orgasm demandingly charging at her crotch.


  “Bastard!” she thought of Max. She knew he was hovering in her mind, her conqueror gloating at her now, knowing what a trickster her body was. How it was born with too much lust to contain.


  “Don’t cum, don’t cum,” Georgio whispered mockingly as he fingered her nipples and tongued her pussy with amazing dexterity. He lapped at her clit until she could hardly stand it, and she tried to wrench from his grasp.


  “No! I can’t,” she squealed.


  “He’ll just punish you,” Georgio reminded her.


  “I can’t.”


  He smiled, and as if he were respecting her wishes, he stopped abruptly. Though he was by no means finished. Rising above her, he straddled her face, slapping his hard-on viciously against her cheeks. “Either he punishes you, or I do.” His expression was insidiously wicked as he banged his rude prick against her tender skin. “You love it, don’t you?”


  She moaned, and tried to move again, but he had her pinned.


  “You’re a slut and you love this.”


  She looked up at him through her disheveled hair.


  He was using her for everything he wanted, and as much as she hated to admit it, he was very right about his wily tease, she loved it!


  His cock pierced her lips and her tongue reached out to caress it gently. But unwilling to give up control, Georgio took charge, forcing his cock down her throat one minute, then easing off the next, when she would wind her tongue around the pulsing head with a sexual artistry that matched her lover’s. She squirmed beneath him, attempting to drive away the feelings that flamed inside her crotch; but with her body succumbing more each second, she could not hold out.


  When he finally withdrew, he moved back to her pussy, and pushed his way inside again. Then pulling her legs up over his shoulders, he lunged deep, while one hand played with her clit so purposefully it was impossible to suppress her urges. He was driving her mad.


  “Ah no!” she screamed. “Ahhhh nooo! Please gawd … no!” He didn’t stop. She looked into his swarthy eyes, seeing a crude smirk cross his face; and with her body’s lust finally in command of her, she spasmed with a vicious bite and released… tumbling into the most gnawing, overpowering orgasm she could imagine.


  This time, he bellowed loudly in that nonsensical language of sex, filled with grunts and ahhhs and a fierce, “Gawd, Fuck!” as his hips moved against her, pumping himself again inside her throbbing, cumming cunt.


  Finished, he fell over her body, their sweat and exhaustion mingling. His hard muscles were firm against her while she could feel the bones in his hips, still impaled in hers. His cock was still so hotly fired that she wondered if he would try again; his own capacity seemed endless.


  And behind her concerns, she had the curious feeling that Max had planned the whole thing; that he’d designed and orchestrated this tryst to create the effect he wanted. Knowing Georgio as a very compelling lover, Max wanted her driven crazy, unable to prevent her pleasure. Was he testing her to see if she had the resolve and will to resist? Maybe he knew she’d succumb, and maybe he knew she’d want the punishment that would follow.


  “Ooo, my, I’ve won,” Georgio exclaimed triumphantly, while he affectionately stroked her hair. They lay together in the semi-darkness of her bedroom feeling the exhaustion lovers feel in the aftermath of sex.


  “So you did,” she replied.


  “And you’ll pay dearly,” he reminded her, jokingly. “Too bad I can’t stick around to see it. Max is a real ass with the whip.” He paused to let her think on that. “Has he used the “cat” yet?” he wondered.


  “No,” she said. “I suppose you like watching?”


  “I like participating,” he said more to the point.


  “Then, you like to lay it on, too?”


  “Give or receive, it doesn’t matter.”


  “You’re submissive?”


  “Sometimes,” he said.


  Georgio at Max’s mercy, too? What a fascinating thought. But she wasn’t really shocked—nothing was likely to shock her anymore.


  As their sweating bodies continued to play, Caroline knew they could easily cum again; but Georgio was not as cruel when she resisted this time.


  “I’ll be with you in spirit,” he said brightly, as he was putting on his clothes. It was nearly one a.m. He said he had a flight out of San Francisco, for Greece at 5:00.


  On Friday morning, Max phoned.


  “Report to me tonight, Caroline,” he said, “at seven.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  He seemed especially abrupt, which made her wonder all day if he already knew about her transgression. But how could he? Certainly Georgio didn’t have the time to call before he left.


  At seven sharp that evening, Caroline stood before her sexual master waiting for the verdict on the night before. She was nervous, but hardly as undone as she might have been a month ago. She was becoming accustomed to her role, even desiring the punishment that would soon be administered to her craving body.


  “So I gave you to him—for your own pleasure I might add—and you violated the one requirement I insisted on?” He was cold and savagely heartless, his gleaming eyes penetrating with an astounding intensity.


  “I couldn’t help myself. In fact, I figured you wanted me to be so aroused that I couldn’t stop myself.”


  “Is that so? Well, you figured wrong. I wanted you not to cum. I demand nothing of you unless I mean it. You had full permission to do whatever you wanted with Georgio, … except one thing, and you still consider yourself submissive?”


  “More than ever.” She meant it.


  “Don’t test me, Caroline, because you won’t win. That is if you want this relationship at all.”


  “I do, I honestly do.” She was feeling desperate and unsure of herself, which was not at all what she expected. She would willingly accept punishment, but the idea that he’d end their agreement because of this—she was frightened.


  Max looked at her as though he were trying to decide what to do. His ambiguous expression baffled her, for it was impossible to read anything into his coldly heartless look of contempt. He was so far from the hotly passionate lover that she’d known him to be, she wondered if she’d been mistaken, if their moments of tenderness had only been a dream.


  “Diandra,” he called loudly for the secretary in the adjoining room, and she quickly responded, entering the office and quietly closing the door behind her.


  “Sir?”


  “Ms. Ashley will be bound on tiptoe at the center of the punishment room where she’ll be flogged. Make her ready.”


  “Yes, sir.”


  Too numb to know what was happening, Caroline felt the young woman’s warm hand lead her gently toward the door at the far side of the room. Imagining what lay ahead, an uncommon rush of fear and thrill flooded her loins, expanding to every inch of her. She was so hot, her head pounded, and her flesh nearly called out for the punishment that would follow. And yet, she cringed in terror.


  The punishment room was just as she remembered it from the time before, although there was no stool in the center. The shutters were open and sunshine filled the room with its warm glow; though as soon as they entered Diandra moved around the room closing each one, darkening the space around them with sinister shadows.


  Caroline succumbed as if there were no more room to protest. She had figured Max wrong perhaps, misjudged his will. She knew he’d punish her for violating his order, but he was so cold and so distant—she wondered if she’d destroyed the relationship with her disobedience. Whatever the outcome, however, she realized that she was about to embark on true punishment—not punishment because her body needed and craved the sensations; but punishment because she’d disobeyed. That would be far worse for her than anything she’d endured so far. The fact that she had disappointed him weighed on her heavily.


  Caroline wondered if she’d brought this on herself. If somehow she’d sought this deeper punishment of her spirit because she needed a more profound experience than she’d already known? She had no answer, and no time to consider the dilemma further as Diandra was standing before her—her fingers undoing the buttons of her blouse.


  Once the silk fell away, Diandra instructed her to raise her hands above her head, where her wrists were fastened into cuffs at either end of a bar suspended from the ceiling. Attached to a flexible chain, it would leave her body free to swing as she was flogged.


  In this position, Diandra removed Caroline’s skirt, so that only her bra, garter belt, and hose remained. As the young woman worked, Caroline watched her attentively. “No. He won’t want you this way,” she said, shaking her head. “I’m afraid, if I know him right, he won’t want any obstructions to your flesh.” The way she spoke made Caroline’s skin crawl. Removing the remaining garments, the girl then proceeded to pull a pair of stockings from the cabinet by the wall. These were made of fine black transparent lace, which she carefully rolled up Caroline’s legs to her mid-thigh. The stockings were held with tight black garters, each decorated with just one tiny satin rose—the brilliant red of them seemed almost ominous. With the stockings fixed on her legs, Caroline was naked otherwise and fully available for whatever Max demanded.


  “There,” she stated satisfied. “He’ll like this.” She backed away. “And don’t worry,” she continued, “it’s not really going to “hurt” you. I mean it will hurt like hell for the moment but all the marks will fade; and before that, you’ll love the way it feels and looks. Honestly, the worst part of being whipped like this is your arms; they’ll feel awful before he lets you down. Cramps. Trembling. But that’ll go away, too.” She smiled as if this were some lighthearted walk in the park. And when she finished, she tapped lightly on the office door.


  When Max greeted Caroline earlier, he’d already known she’d failed to follow his order. She assumed that was because of some substantial connectedness between them, some bond that immediately telegraphed her misconduct to his brain. But when he finally entered the punishment, the truth became instantly obvious…


  Georgio followed right behind him, a smug look of triumph from the night before plastered on his handsome face.


  The cad! He’s used her exactly as he said he would. But there was no private secret between them. The little snitch was even more devious than she believed. What a bastard! Seeing the self-satisfied smirk on his face, she considered how much she despised him.


  “You’re looking angry,” Max charged.


  She said nothing, what could she say?


  “Yes, he told me,” Max said. He was smug, too.


  “And I would have told you, too,” she defended herself.


  “I know that,” he replied. “But tell me, what difference does it make how I know? It doesn’t change anything. You want this as much as I do.”


  He was right.


  She wanted what he’d give her, and could already feel the lash on her body, though he hadn’t struck one blow. To be fully flogged—this was as much a dream coming true as all the other things she’d asked for and received.


  “You wanted to see her?” Max asked Georgio.


  “I wouldn’t miss it,” he said swaggering toward the precariously hanging Caroline. “I wouldn’t have missed this for anything.”


  “Good, my friend. You’ll get quite a show. Diandra,” he turned to his secretary, “affix a ballgag in Caroline’s mouth.”


  Caroline shuddered more, the feeling of surrender broadening with each act designed to make her more vulnerable.


  Finding a gag in the nearby closet, Diandra returned to her to press it firmly into Caroline’s open mouth.


  Georgio, acting proud and cocky, strutting around her, poking her, prodding her with the ends of his fingers, and then suddenly thrusting two into her dry ass. She moaned into the gag.


  Max slapped her face.


  The impact stung, and so did the tears forming in her eyes.


  Georgio withdrew his fingers only to find some grease to lubricate them; and with a sudden jolt he thrust them into her ass again. He worked them around gleefully, his other hand reaching around her body to find a nipple, which he squeezed viciously.


  “Sweet slut you are,” he whispered. His teeth nibbled at her ear, while he pumped his fingers inside and out with a ruthless cruelty, wanting the penetration to hurt and Caroline to cry out again.


  “My cat o’ nine tails,” Max ordered next as though Diandra was his serving wench.


  Caroline viewed the long lashes of the malicious instrument with a degree of respect, unsure exactly how these thin strips of leather would play out on her body. Each lash in the bundle was at least two feet long, though they were not equal in size.


  “You leave marks?” Georgio asked, as if he didn’t know.


  “Ah, you’ll get yours later you bastard,” Max replied, almost comically.


  And with an abruptness that startled her, Max drew back his weapon and the first stroke came down.


  Not on her back, or her ass, but from the front, landing on her thighs and cunt. Caroline jolted and screamed against the gag. Max didn’t seem to care now what she managed to vocalize over the inhibiting gag. He was more intent on delivering his deftly calculated strokes, slowly making his way around her gracefully hanging form. Some strikes hurt, other stung, some only amplifying the tender pain and allowing her to accept more punishment to her flesh. Though each time he circled her body, the strokes became more intense. Where they had started almost tenderly, they became furious—his own eyes more furiously cold each time he passed before her. This would be a long and nasty session.


  He wanted it painful, he wanted the hurt as dear as she’s ever felt. But in the end, he wanted her aroused. Aroused enough that she’d give into anything.


  “Ah, you fucking little bitch,” he murmured when he was behind her.


  She groaned in agony, hearing her own muffled sounds ring loudly in her ears, while Max’s raunchy epithets rang with them… as though it were some weird “other worldly” chorus.


  “Spread your legs,” he commanded. Without thinking, she separated her thighs, reaching out on tiptoe. Aiming the cat on the tender flesh between, he delivered more, and then, he eased off to stroke her inner thighs with the dangling leather thongs. Seconds later, he aimed higher, hitting her ass with angry shots of searing heat that made her buck against them trying to get away.


  Hot.


  Cutting.


  Satisfying.


  When he stopped for an instant, the pain would turn into dazzling sensations, which sent pleasant shooting shivers everywhere, through her veins and along her skin.


  When he started again the pain returned and she lost track of everything… of any conscious thought.


  Max viewed her gracefully beautiful body, seeing the red stripes rapidly appearing everywhere. The energy from her aroused loins flew toward him like a well-thrown dagger rousing every pore of his aroused body. He’d never seen her more exquisite, never more lovely than she was at this hour. Ah, he could go on forever in this dark and glowering mood of his, but for this day, the punishment was nearly over…


  There was just one more humiliation and he would be finished for the night.


  Max dropped the cat to the floor, which signaled Georgio and Diandra, with the two moving forward, first removing her bonds, then carrying her gently to a mattress on the floor where their gentleness immediately ceased.


  Max and Georgio instantly pounced on Caroline’s flogged body. And while Georgio lifted her ass in the air, and began a crude assault of her ass, Max’s cock was poised at her lips waiting for Diandra to remove the gag. When her mouth was free, he thrust his erection down her throat. Taking her at both ends, Georgio’s hands grabbed her loins to him as he swelled inside her bum hole, while at the same time Max penetrated her welcoming mouth.


  As though their frenetic energies were united as one, the two men came at the same moment, with the thrusts from front as savage and demanding as those from the rear. They did not stop until they were both satisfied, and the little “whore” between them was dripping at the ass and mouth, cum covering both places where their cocks had been.


  As they finished, Caroline lay exhausted on the mat. Her arms ached, her skin burned with pain, and her insides seemed scoured. Her eyes were closed as though she might close out some thoughts or feelings.


  “Come to my office when you’re dressed,” she heard Max say, before he left. “We need to clarify things.”


  Left alone, the chilling air brought goosebumps to the surface of her skin. It took her a long time to move while she fought the urge to fall asleep, even though she was naked, bruised and uncomfortable on the mat. When she finally opened her eyes she found herself looking into a mirror, gazing into her own eyes and seeing the humiliating vision of her disheveled state of surrender.


  Such a slut she had become.


  Such a slut.


  The mirror only reflected what was there.


  “Caroline,” he addressed her brusquely as she stood before his desk. He was in suit and tie, perfectly groomed as always. She wondered how he looked after he’d finished with her, but she’d been too far gone to notice, to even open her eyes and see his face. “Let’s see you follow my instructions this time. I own your orgasms. Don’t even consider cumming unless you have my permission. Is that clear?”


  “Yes, sir,” she responded. Her voice was unexpectedly dark and sultry.


  Returning to her loft apartment, Caroline gazed into the mirror on her bedroom wall. She noted all the marks left on her skin. Much had faded in the hour since the whipping ceased. But there were enough red lines and tiny welts on her ass, thighs and belly to make sure she’d be reminded of the ordeal until days later when they finally disappeared. These remnants only made her needy body more longing.


  There was no doubt; the dark and sultry slut peered out at her once more. And the remarkable truth? She liked what she saw and the woman she’d become. Well punished, she was satisfied with herself and at peace.




  


  Chapter Seventeen


  


  The wind howled. There was an unusual late summer storm pummeling the coastal town, sending tourists off the streets, into the cafes and hotel rooms, and turning the usually busy thoroughfare where Caroline’s shop sat into a gloomy ghost town. Caroline lit the woodstove to take the chill away. The delightful smell of burning wood reminded her that a quiet winter would soon follow—even though Fall, her busiest time of year was still ahead.


  It had been a week since her punishing discipline. And to continue her ordeal, Georgio had been in her shop like a little lecher, demanding her cunt nearly every day to satisfy his carnal urges and whet her appetite for sex—though she was left wanting each time. The whole arrangement was Max’s doing. He’d phoned to make his wishes clear.


  “Take good care of him, Caroline. I don’t want to hear that you’ve been the least resistant to his needs. And remember… no orgasm of your own.”


  “I’ll remember,” she assured him.


  Georgio, rather than a sweet little fuck, became a noxious torture from which she could hardly wait to be freed. He came when he wanted, demanded mouth, ass, or cunt; and was totally haughty, lording his power over her in every possible way.


  The fourth time he brought a friend to watch, Estefan, a younger version of himself—handsome, haughty and devilish.


  Caroline shriveled as Georgio unceremoniously latched her door, pulled down her shades, and pushed her against her desk.


  “Raise your skirt for him, Caroline,” Georgio insisted, as the two men waited with lusty glances. Caroline tugged at her long tight skirt until she showed her legs and top of her stockings. “A little more, darlin’, give Estefan a good show.” She raised the skirt fully, until it was completely bunched around her waist, and her naked pussy with its plump smooth lips was in full view.


  Estefan looked at her appreciatively.


  “Isn’t she a little tramp,” Georgio gleamed. “Turn around, my sweet, and let him see your ass.”


  Caroline dutifully obeyed, bending over her desk so Georgio’s intended target appeared for them both. She had no doubt what he had in mind.


  “I like this hole the best,” the older man exclaimed moving toward her, his fingers beginning their familiar probing into the depths of her tight brown tunnel.


  “Oh, ahhh!” she whimpered.


  He slapped her ass several times till it stung. She refused to cry, for Georgio or his little Estefan, never! “No protesting, love, you’re so much more fun when you’re willing.”


  He slapped her until her ass was crimson; and then with a cursory application of some lubricant to soften the initial entry, he plowed his dick between her cheeks exactly on target. He rocked inside her nastily for what seemed an eternity. She could feel his cock grow larger with each stroke, and to her dismay once again, she could feel the sensations of orgasm begin to please her. She didn’t want this pleasure. It was dangerous. But she couldn’t help moving wantonly against him, wiggling her ass while he kneaded her cheeks.


  “She’s so raunchy! She’s mad at me and look what she gives me anyway,” he laughed, loving every perverse moment of his triumph.


  They fucked together moments longer, as if Georgio had found some lovely glorious rhythm that he refused to end. From the corner of her eye, Caroline could see Estefan stroking his long prick, appreciating the lewd sight of Georgio’s enormous erection widening her asshole.


  When the lusty lothario finally withdrew, the young man joined him, pulling Caroline around and pushing her to the floor. Both dicks taunted her mouth for a few seconds until cum spewed over her cheeks, her mouth, her chin, and even on her crisp white shirt. Afterwards, they shook themselves off, letting the remaining drops of cum fly anywhere—in her hair, on her chest, down her legs, on the floor.


  “Maybe next time he flogs her, you can watch, too,” Georgio directed his comment at Estefan. “It’s a delicious sight, seeing a naked woman hang helpless.”


  Caroline eyed his smirk, his upturned lip, the droopy lecherous eyes… she could hardly believe she’d ever wanted to fuck him. If Max intended to humiliate her with Georgio’s offensive presence, he had certainly achieved his purpose. She sighed, thankful another humiliation was nearly over. When would it all finally end?


  Georgio’s last visit had been Thursday. Now Friday again, Caroline hoped that her tormentor had had enough for a while. She went to the window and looked out on the lonesome street, realizing how much she missed Max. She missed his body, his demands, his voice; she missed saying his name, gazing at his expressive face, and staring into his deep and terrifying eyes. Most of all, she missed that magical spell of exotic sexuality that had given her such remarkable peace in a very short time… during a summer that was slowly dying away.


  She turned from the window, deciding to paint; the musty rain-filled air put her in a pensive mood that needed some tangible expression.


  Just as she was settling in before a new canvas, she heard the shop bell tinkle.


  On automatic response, she leapt from her work to see who had entered… assuming it was Georgio—the only one with a key. Leaning over her balcony, her heart leapt joyously as she saw Max below.


  At last! Perhaps the purgatory was over; perhaps not, but at least he was home from his business trip and she could see him again.


  “I got back last night.” He seemed happy to see her—not at all glowering nastily as he had the last time they were together. “You look lovely,” he said. “Isn’t this rain strange?” He turned around looking at the downpour that began just as he came through the door.


  “Let me take your coat,” Caroline offered. She shook it out and hung it on the coat rack to drip dry. This little domestic act was as natural to her as if she did it for him daily, Max coming home to her. But she shook off the peculiar feeling, realizing that their relationship was not quite that far along.


  “Have you taken care of your obligations?” he asked.


  “Without hesitation,” she replied.


  He looked at her thoroughly, testing the truth of her statement. Then his face abruptly lightened. “It’s such a bitch of a day, but I thought it might be light enough, maybe I could see your work while we wait out this weather.”


  “It’s the perfect time,” Caroline agreed.


  “Now, where’s the canvas you were painting that night we went to dinner.”


  “Over here. It’s finished.” She led him to a wall where four paintings hung side by side, all the recent ones she’d completed since their sessions began. Two were already marked sold.


  “Sold, so soon.” He sounded disappointed.


  “They’re some of the best I’ve done.”


  “Really?”


  “What do you think?” She showed him around the entire gallery, explaining all the periods of her art. Her morose months, the sweet years, the three dimensional drama days, and back to the last four that she’d named simply, “Passion One, Two, Three and Four.”


  “Is there a Passion Five?”


  “On the easel now.”


  “Then I’ll see that later.”


  “So what do you think?”


  “They’re all remarkable. I can’t draw a straight, or a crooked line for that matter, amazing.” His face was so open and full of true awe. Caroline had never seen this expression from him before. “They’re aptly named, Passion. I like that.”


  “They’re passionate because of you,” Caroline said. For once with him, she felt no need to be reticent, no need to hold back; she was on her familiar turf where she was master, and would remain so. How peculiar that things changed with him so quickly. “Painting is always a passionate thing for me, if I can feel the color and the form here,” she held her abdomen, “then it flows right out on the canvas. I used to paint from my solar plexus, from my emotions,” she grasped the middle of her body, “but not anymore. It’s almost as if the inspiration was lodged in different places in me and has moved downward now, to the same places where I experience sex.”


  She was vibrant speaking to him, and she loved the way he listened. Rarely did she talk of such things with a novice, a “non-artist”; but she felt she knew Max so thoroughly she could tell him anything.


  “How does it come to you?” he asked.


  “You know, I can’t really say. It’s just there all of a sudden. Sometimes I dream the piece, sometimes I’m taking a shower and the image is there, other times, I’m just resting, or working, or cooking. I don’t ever try to think about any creation, I just wait for them to appear. I used to think when I was little that there was this art fairy floating around my head?” she laughed. “Once I’d completed a picture, the art fairy would tap me on the head again, and there the next idea would appear. I guess I still think that way, it doesn’t hurt, kinda cute, and it works,” she said almost sheepishly.


  “It surprises me how prolific you are.”


  “That used to surprise me, too, not anymore. I could do this all day and night and not stop. But then, I wouldn’t be much of a balanced woman. A long time ago, I decided my best art happened when I was really living on the outside. You know, before I called you, things were getting dry and sterile. I think I needed our relationship to stimulate myself again.”


  “And so this is a period that’s just going to end?” he wondered aloud.


  “Oh, no, it’s not like that. It’s like this ever-continuing challenge to myself… to go deeper and deeper, just keep going.”


  They slowly strolled about the shop. He paid attention to everything she’d done, and skipped over the work of other artists, uninterested. He touched her now and again and she shivered, as dearly as if he’d laid on the strap or lash. Something queer was happening, though she wasn’t certain yet what it was.


  “Maybe you should try some painting,” she suggested to him, “… or maybe sculpture.” She scrutinized him a moment. “You know, I think you’re a three dimensional person.”


  He laughed. “I have two club hands when it comes to this sort of thing.”


  “How do you know? Come upstairs, let me show you,” she declared, and she trotted up the stairs with him following.


  In one corner of the loft was a table for clay. Pulling a large lump from the closet, she removed it from the bag, and let it land with a thud on the table.


  “Try this.”


  He looked at her doubtfully.


  “Just feel it like you feel me,” she added.


  His eyes caught the meaning quickly, and he moved forward to feel the cold clay. “What would I do with it?”


  “Pretend there’s something inside that needs to be let out.”


  “An apt metaphor?” he asked.


  “Why not?” Her eyes twinkled. Giving back to him was naturally easy. “Just play with it and let the pictures flow.”


  He cautiously began to take the clay in his hands while a surging erotic feeling began to swell in him. “Is this suppose to make you horny?”


  “It does me,” she snickered.


  “Really?”


  “Yeah, it does.”


  “I could learn a lot from you,” he observed.


  “Yeah, I could teach you a lot.”


  She watched his hands mold the red terra cotta, these hands she’d watched so many times before, in so many differing moods. Through her discipline they were always there, at the heart, molding her sexual need into the most well-crafted forms… calculating, punishing, fondling, gentle hands.


  “It will likely be an animal of some sort when I’m through,” he decided.


  “That figures,” she said. “Animal that you are.” She watched how intent his mood had become, how he seemed to drop deep into his cold fires totally absorbed in the creation. “So is that what you want to do?” she asked.


  “What’s that?”


  “Learn from me about art?”


  He stopped for a moment. “I’m not finished with myself any more than you are, you’ve reminded me of that. Every time you walk through my door with your style and grace proceeding you, I get this other rush.”


  “What’s that?”


  “To find out what I don’t know. I was thinking of that when I was gone. I don’t know art at all, maybe that’s the attraction.”


  She’d never heard him speak so personally.


  “The attraction?”


  “To you.”


  “I see,” she was nearly speechless. They were traveling into that vague territory between master and friend, where she was not certain how to respond.


  “A lot of women inspire me to sex. A lot of women inspire me to help fill their sexual needs. But I’ve never had a woman inspire me to do things I’m not familiar with.”


  “Like this?”


  “Yeah, like this.”


  “I thought from your office, the way it’s so well decorated that you had a sense of style about you?”


  “Me, hell no, I hired it done.”


  “You chicken,” she blurted. “So, is that austere, neo-classical formal what you like?”


  “No. I hate it.”


  “I see,” she looked a little smug.


  “Yeah, look at this,” he exclaimed. While they’d talked, the face of a tiger appeared from the clay, just the face, crude, but recognizable.


  “See,” she said, as if she were saying, “I told you so.”


  “Now, where do I clean my hands?”


  She led him to the kitchen sink.


  “Can I make you some sausage and Parmesan pasta?” she asked.


  “You planned this?”


  “I have everything here. A little salad?”


  “Well, I’ll eat it, but you don’t get any,” he joked.


  She threw the towel in his face, and began pulling food from the refrigerator.


  The dinner went as pleasantly as the afternoon, as intimate as anything they’d shared; though the sharing was of a different sort, exploring new found regions with conversation and tenderness, not lashes and bondage.


  Max’s had his hands on her before she could clear the table, fondling her breasts, then her hips as she got up, while he still sat before his empty plate.


  Her body was already so aroused that the feel of his hand made her lust soar in a bounding leap, to the point she was afraid she might spontaneously erupt from the fire.


  “Don’t move,” he said, as he rose and met her face to face. His hands moved out exploring her skin, his lips kissing her lips, forcing them open for his probing tongue. She swayed against him, but he stopped. “Don’t move,” he commanded again gently; and he pushed her hands back to her side, so she could do nothing but receive what he had to give. On command, Caroline stood motionless as he stripped her of her clothes.


  “You’re mine,” he whispered the reminder, and he led her to her bed where she lay out against the covers.


  His lips teasingly played her body from mouth to nipples, and then down her belly, to that spot just above her clit, where she would nearly scream with glee at any tongue that found it. He was intent; stern, but not punishing, as he softly surrounded her needs with his, and quickly, their loins joined and they were making love in the heat of her bed, roving about the covers from one side to the other.


  He slapped her tits and ass, but not hard. He squeezed them, but not painfully. The tumultuous surges coming as they often did, though this time there was something new to arouse her, to send her reeling toward the edge. His gentleness and tender care, mixed with the passion of his powerful force, drew her toward him so she didn’t want to stop fucking him—ever. All the pent-up need, and all the waiting, the entire game of her orgasm seemed supplanted by this special something, and, for the moment, forgotten.


  She clung to him as she began to climax, while he clutched her tightly to him, pumping his semen deep inside her. When he was finished, he did not withdraw until they were too uncomfortable to remain as they were. Then, they stretched out on the bed, sweating, panting and finally gliding down, returning to the real world.


  “I love you,” he whispered.


  “And I love you,” she whispered back.


  The tiny words lingered in the fragrant air seeming to tickle their bodies, freshly said, as they spoke the truth about what they felt. Like the little bits of sunlight breaking through a cloud-filled sky as sunset neared, the ‘I love yous’ were tantalizing recollections to harbor the night long, and thereafter.


  They slept.


  In the morning Caroline cooked Max breakfast, after she met his sexual demands twice more. He polished off the eggs and salsa with exuberance, while he gave her just a tiny portion to dabble with. Anything that pleased him, pleased her. She would be delighted to know that it was the same for him.


  




  


  Chapter Eighteen


  


  He loved her wild eclectic style, the crystal that dangled over the kitchen sink making rainbows with the sun, and the arty way she arranged the elements of her loft as though the arrangement itself was an artistic masterpiece. He couldn’t find one thing that didn’t amuse, arouse or inspire him.


  “I love the light, the way it dances on your face,” he said, seeing her smile in reply.


  He loved the Gauguin comforter, at least it looked like Gauguin with savage colors that carried throughout the loft. The lack of form was form of its own, the lack of specific style was style in itself, and not stodgy or fixed, but changeable. A clue to her psyche perhaps, that her environment was so reflective of her inner self—the same inner self he’d discovered with his strap, his will, and his frightful command of her sexuality. Max was the opposite of Caroline, fixed in his surroundings as if they were plastered in cement to remain about him forever; while his sex life was fluid and dynamic, and constantly changing with the whims and desires of his lovers.


  He loved Caroline more than he loved the others. Never had a woman made so startling an impact on him. He could see Caroline’s distinct “non-style” beginning to change him—or at least instigate the thought of change—in his stodgy surroundings. He found himself fantasizing about her moving through his sacred rooms with a critical eye, ripping away the heavy velvet and the dark colors; replacing them with a fresher, livelier look. He imagined her bending and stooping, the line of her body, the grace of her neck and face, and the light in her lusty eyes. He could stare at her forever and feel the passions in him surge strangely.


  Her melodies began to play in his mind. The music in the background of her gallery, country, Moody Blues, 60’s tunes, classical, jazz—an endless taste in sound. Fragrant flowers bloomed in her gallery as if the gardens were right there. One day he watched her, unseen, for nearly an hour picking wildflowers from a field just outside town. He observed her as she plucked each bloom with exacting care, as though she were looking for the ones with her name written on their dainty petals. They wouldn’t last more than a day or two, but that didn’t matter to her.


  Caroline opened the other side of his life—the one he hadn’t realized was there; it was remarkable that he let any woman have such an effect on him.


  Still, it wasn’t right yet, not the two of them, not yet. She had to understand everything about him. He wouldn’t allow her to diminish the man he’d become. She could only make him more than he was, never less nor compromised. And for all her willing acceptance of his wide expanse of sexual appetites, those that often matched her own, she’d not yet seen it all.


  




  


  Chapter Nineteen


  


  The Rathskeller was a small cafe that stood midway between Roxanne’s boutique and Caroline’s gallery. There were about two dozen tables, uniquely placed in the room where the floor had been raised and lowered in different spots to create private places to dine and share the intimacy of a cozy conversation. Roxanne and Caroline picked a table in the loft, away from everything else; though they could still easily see the rest of the dining room. It was Roxanne’s favorite perch. She relished the drama, watching other people come and go, glancing at new couplings, and trying to read the lips of their intriguing conversation—in general keeping her watchful eye on everything and everyone in Mesquite Shores. And, of course, Roxanne knew everything for being so plainly nosey.


  It didn’t matter to Caroline where she sat, she wasn’t much of a gossip; though she loved to hear her friend’s crazy monologues of suspicion and intrigue.


  “I hear things,” Roxanne said, leading Caroline’s thoughts.


  “What things?”


  “You’re cozy with Max?”


  “I guess so.”


  “So it’s working, I mean he must be really nasty,” she wanted all the juicy details, though she never pushed.


  “I guess it’s what I need,” Caroline admitted.


  “I mean, I heard a little something… ” Roxanne went on.


  “What was it?”


  “Georgio?”


  “Ah! Georgio.”


  “He’s quite a devil, I’ve never liked him. I suppose he’s one of Max’s punishments?”


  “You could say that.”


  “And that’s all right with you?” What she’d heard about her friend was difficult to believe.


  “I guess I’ve changed Rox.”


  “You mean he really came in the shop and fucked you five days in a row, right in your shop!”


  “It was four days, and who told you?”


  “Georgio. I thought he was just blabbing for the fun of it.”


  “He’s an ass,” Caroline agreed.


  “I’m glad you realize that,” Roxanne said, with real concern in her voice. “So, it was punishment. I don’t think I’d mind getting punished that way. I can only take so much of the hard stuff Max likes so well.”


  “What is it with you and him?” Caroline inquired.


  “Oh, every once and a while, he says he’s keeping me in line, I know he just likes my tits.”


  Caroline stared down at her friend’s generous cleavage. She didn’t move that her breasts didn’t bounce and skin shimmy. “I’m sure he loves them.”


  “Oh, my God, speak of the devil,” Rox gasped.


  Caroline looked up in time to see Max Burton and a striking young woman enter the room and follow the waiter to a table by the window. Max looked up as if he’d heard Roxanne’s exclamation. Giving them a quick wave, he and the woman disappeared behind an enormous potted plant.


  “It’s Vicki!” Rox added, to her amazement as she’d waved back.


  “Who is she?” Caroline asked. She was stung inside, a sharp stinging pain began in her stomach and quickly spread, leaving an odious sensation in its place. The woman was gorgeous; short black hair, a plain but distinctive face, and sculpted body; the elements fused to design a woman that the eye would naturally watch. She could have been from the painting of a master, or an artistic dancer, or a bold red sunset, she was meant to be looked at and appreciated.


  “Vicki Starling,” Roxanne explained, “she’s a porn queen.”


  “What!”


  “Yeah, dozens of films. Very nasty, very peculiar woman. I’m not really surprised she’s with Max, not too many men would even try.”


  “You’ve never seen her with him before?”


  “I don’t think so. Word is she’s a lesbian, lesbian bitch, with a nasty whip, so the movies would indicate. You know, a dominatrix. Hell I don’t know. She sure wouldn’t be one for a soft tender night of sex.”


  Roxanne’s assessment of Vicki Starling was not comforting to Caroline, not as she the woman locked in a cloistered conversation with Max, head to head, hand on thigh. When Vicki’s slender legs opened wide, Caroline saw it clearly. The woman draped her right one over Max’s left thigh and exposed her crotch for him to fondle. Another jealous alarm rang in Caroline’s brain and registered as a vicious fear in her stomach.


  She turned away so she couldn’t look at them, but the anticipated dinner was spoiled by the unexpected intrusion into what should have been a pleasant evening.


  Caroline’s conversation with Roxanne grew strained, and she spent the remainder of the evening listening to her friend ramble endlessly about events she wasn’t interested in, until she couldn’t stand it any longer and excused herself.


  Roxanne followed Caroline out the door and down the street, but neither spoke a word. As Rox watched her friend disappear quickly into the gallery, she knew pretty well Caroline’s state of mind. She waltzed on back to her own little cottage, “She’ll have to learn,” she thought to herself, “she’ll have to learn.”


  


  ***


  


  “So how’s the city?” Max asked.


  “A bitch.”


  “Keeping busy?”


  “Long as I got a cunt that works, I have work. So, when do I get you more than once a month?” Vicki asked.


  “You get me when you need me, nothing more.”


  “But I’m so fucking tired of these wimps I work with, not even a decent cock makes them worthwhile.”


  “I thought you only did women?”


  “Aw, the producers think I look good with men; there’s a lot that want nasty females dominating them. Wimps, all of them!”


  Max looked into Vicki’s sultry eyes, a smoky dark grey. She was too lean, her tits had been augmented—once they were so small were hardly a handful. But they were the tricks of her trade. Her lips, now thick, red and moist, had been augmented as well.


  “Too bad for you,” he commented.


  Her leg had been wound around his for nearly an hour, but he hadn’t bothered touching her beckoning cunt. She wanted it too much. He hadn’t bothered looking; he knew exactly how she’d trimmed it. The little black hairs would be damp and glistening. And her smoky pink labia lips could pulse like no other woman’s. Such control.


  “Kiss me,” she said, with her mouth close to his.


  “When I’m ready.”


  “You’re such a nasty brute,” she gushed in her mellow dark drawl. She played with his leg, running her hand along his thigh to the inside of his crotch. It hadn’t been long ago she’d tried to jack him off in a local bar.


  “You must have come up here for something,” he chided her. She was a hard woman. To control was everything, to manipulate and emasculate had been her livelihood.


  “You always buy me dinner,” she said.


  “Of course, you can be a delectable treat to dine with. What’s latest your film?”


  She backed off, looking for another angle, hoping of course, it would never come. Max never gave in to her and that was the game they played, the only game with him.


  “Stupid piece. I’ve got to get out of this business, you can’t even call it campy. It’s that bad. The story is dumb. I play the bitch, isn’t that new? Think I’m good at it?” she joked. “I do a little dominance with a couple of well-filled out little tarts, and then they suck me dry, and I try to look pleased about it.”


  “If it’s so bad Vicki, why don’t you quit?”


  She didn’t answer, but sidled up to him again and tried popping a cherry tomato in his mouth. He refused.


  “You aren’t going to give in at all, are you?” she pretended to pout.


  He looked down his nose at her, sensing her frustration rise. Her anger would soon follow. It was the same every time. Keeping his cock calm until he was ready was the only problem. He couldn’t give himself away.


  Vicki began to stroke his dick outside his pants, so Max pushed her hand away. She tried his zipper, and again he pushed her away.


  “You’re going to make me angry, you know that?”


  “That’s what you want,” he taunted her.


  “I’m going to have my way, Max, if it’s the last thing I do.”


  “No,” he stated simply. This was so easy, so ridiculously easy.


  “You’ll find out, I’ll have you.”


  He caught her arm trying to pry loose his pants again. He held it tightly, though there was not an ounce of anger in his being. Just calm, perfect calm. The one thing Vicki Starling hadn’t mastered. “Don’t try it again, bitch,” he said. “I’m not in the mood.”


  “You still think I’ll bow to you, that I’ll get on my knees and serve you like a little slave.”


  “You always have,” he answered evenly.


  And she had. They knew her raging power crap would only satisfy her for so long, and she’d get the urge to play her alter ego. When the urge hit, there was Max, to make her into the groveling slave.


  “So, what do you think you’ll do to me tonight?” she asked.


  He stared at her thinking.


  “You’ll suck me off with your hands behind your back.”


  “You’ll never get me on my knees,” she baited him.


  “Then you can go home.”


  Her nostrils twitched. When she clawed him on the leg, he slapped her hand hard, even though the sound was heard by the diners around them. Their muted conversation was becoming more volatile. Once, some months before, she’d screamed at him in the middle of an elegant San Francisco bistro, blaring over the sounds of a Bach string quartet, “Scum of the earth! Bastard! Fucking asshole!” He’d grabbed her rudely and pulled her from the establishment, to the amazement of the patrons and the management. She continued to scream at him in the taxi on the way to the hotel, hurling vile accusations in the elevator, and howling a string of four letter words for nearly an hour in the hotel room—to the complaints of registered guests on three floors.


  She was finally subdued, complying, she had what she really wanted.


  “Let’s go,” he said. “I’m not going to repeat San Francisco.” He knew it would only rile her more to mention that night; but it was such sweet anger.


  Vicki was a unique treat. He let go with her in ways he didn’t dare with anyone else.


  Outside the cafe, she began again, “You bastard, you think you have me!” She walked along beside him, berating him in the ear, while he refused to speak. Her tirade continued as they made their way from the center of town toward his office. “I won’t this time, you are a vile fiend,” she snarled.


  He slapped her face.


  She tried to slap back, but he caught her hand, “No,” he said calmly.


  Her rage turned her face crimson, so hot he could feel the steam on his face. He loved it.


  “You fucking ass,” she seethed when they were nearly at his door. He thought better of riling her more before they were in the privacy of the padded green room.


  Following him inside, she erupted, “How dare you slap me.”


  He slapped her again, so hard he left the red imprint of his hand on her face. She threw herself on him, trying with her amazing strength to pummel him with slaps and bruises of her own. But he was too strong for her, though it was a strength he was glad he only needed occasionally. She fought him, grunting and groaning, spitting epithets as she did.


  “This is so unbecoming Vicki, so unladylike,” he observed wryly.


  Holding her, he could sense she was breathing hard. She tried fighting nasty with her knee, but he dodged the blow and knocked her to the floor. He was over her in an instant, his heavy body holding her down, his hands holding hers above her head. Pulling off his tie, he tied her wrists together so she couldn’t hit back. He wished he had a ball gag to force into her mouth, though they’d never played that way. She usually shut up when she was ready.


  She couldn’t move.


  “You want to stay here like this all night?” he asked.


  Her eyes shot daggers into his.


  “You ass, get off of me!”


  “When you’re ready to give me a decent blow job.”


  “I’ll bite it off.”


  “And I’ll tie you across that stool and beat you till you bleed,” he said.


  He’d started to do that once, the day after her boyfriend’s death, when she came storming into his office in the city, with a mouthful of a obscenities and a hurt so deep she didn’t know what else to do with it. Craig had died on his Harley, ripped apart. She’d watched him thrown from his bike, and there was no way for her to cry. Not until after Max had laid on a dozen good strokes with the cane. She broke down then and cried like a baby. He screwed her softly afterwards, because she asked—it was her only way to mourn.


  “You’ll never get the chance,” she said.


  Her words were yet fiery, but she was weakening; Max hoped it would end soon, he could hardly last much longer himself.


  “We’ll be here all night, is that what you want? Why don’t you just let me take you the way you want. Give up all this punishment, Vicki.”


  “I can’t!” she screamed.


  “You can,” he insisted.


  There was a tear in her eye. Sometimes there was, sometimes not.


  He pulled her to her knees while he stood over her; and then, while still grasping her hair in one hand, her arms still tied, he shoved his erection in her mouth, and pushed it down her throat as far as he could.


  The bitch eased off. There were more tears, making a steady line down her cheek. She accepted him as he knew she would. He couldn’t tell if it were getting harder or easier to manage their bizarre relationship, maybe he just knew her better, knew when she was ready to quit fighting.


  Her mouth joyfully swallowed his cock, then pulled back, working her tongue around the head and licking the shaft. Mostly, however, she accepted his huge member thrusting as deeply down her throat as she could. It was something no porno moviemaker ever got her to do.


  Vicki’s perfect passionate mouth pulled on his cock with a verve that seemed to suck him dry, her mouth like the tightest cunt, like the firmest rear hole. He continued to hold her head while his cock throbbed inside her. Though it wasn’t necessary; she was as submissive as a pup.


  His wild cry of satisfaction resounded through the green room as Vicki lapped up every little drop of his offering. Then, as he withdrew from her, she sat back on her heels subdued and quiet while Max watched her pant exhaustedly. Then he helped her to the floor where he pushed pillows around her tired body.


  When he left, he called Diandra from her room.


  “Vicki would appreciate your attention,” he said to his young submissive. She nodded smiling, thinking that she always had the best of Vicki Starling.


  




  Chapter Twenty


  


  In the middle of Max’s office that Friday night Caroline stood in tears. She was jealous, angry and hurt, and she’d hardly slept in days. She felt as though there was a fire-breathing dragon inside her, which she had no way to contain.


  “I saw you with a woman several nights ago,” she said, trying to be both bold and calm.


  “Vicki, yes,” Max replied calmly.


  “It shocked me,” she looked him directly in the eye, hoping he didn’t see how she was shaking.


  “Did it?” he replied curiously. He leaned back in his chair, inspecting her with arrogant eyes.


  The longer Caroline looked at his impassive expression the angrier she became, and the less she was able to hide her feelings.


  “What would you expect? After… after last Friday,” her voice sounded like a child pleading.


  “Am I suppose to tell you everything I do? I hadn’t realized that you had that kind of tether on me.” There was a decent amount of mockery in his voice and she suddenly felt silly confronting him this way, but she couldn’t help herself. She hated the sight of him with “that” woman.


  “How am I suppose to feel seeing you with another woman on your arm? No warning, nothing.”


  “I don’t know.” He sounded quite sincere.


  “God dammit, you bastard, don’t take me so lightly!” she exploded.


  “That’s enough bitch!” He seethed too, but coldly, just as he always did, cold, calm and reasoned.


  “Don’t call me bitch!” she shouted back.


  In one swift move, he was in front of her, inches away.


  “I’ll call you whatever I want.”


  “You call me, Caroline. I’m not here as your fucking little slave. I’m a woman, and I have a right to an explanation.”


  “Of what?”


  “Of us! What the hell do you think I’m talking about?” her eyes flared. She wanted to strike him, but she knew it wouldn’t work; he’d only wrestle her down with his strength.


  “You’re my submissive. It’s as simple as that. The contract hasn’t changed.”


  “Bullshit!”


  He slapped her face.


  Never had his punishment felt so cruel.


  “Get out of here!” he ordered.


  “What?”


  “You heard me, get out!”


  Her eyes burned with tears. She couldn’t believe what was happening. What had her jealousy started?


  “Please, wait,” she started to plead.


  “It’s over,” he said darkly as if the command hadn’t been clear enough.


  She couldn’t bear to leave, but she had the distinct impression he was about to physically remove her from his office; so she turned and bolted from the room and the building.


  Caroline walked on the beach for nearly two hours, but there was no comfort in that. She remembered that day in the gallery with Max, the insidious memory refusing to go away. He couldn’t really mean it was over. That just couldn’t be.


  After two hours she finally found her way to Roxanne’s cottage.


  “I have to see you,” Caroline insisted.


  “Now?”


  “Now, please.”


  “I’ve got a date sweetie, at nine. I’m kinda getting ready?”


  “I won’t stay long,” she said.


  “Come on in,” Rox offered. She stood at the door in a white corset she was in the process of lacing. “Here hon, hold this for me,” she said as Caroline walked through the door and Roxanne pushed it shut.


  Caroline pressed her fingers between Roxanne’s breasts, against the little knot she was making of the lace ribbons. Rox carefully tied the ribbons into a neat bow.


  “Duke?” Caroline asked.


  “Ah no,” Rox replied, she looked up at her friend, obviously embarrassed. She grabbed a silk robe from a chair in the living room and threw it over her shoulders, “Max.”


  “Oh, God!” Caroline sighed.


  “Something happen between you two?”


  “Suppose you’re fucking him, too,” Caroline said sarcastically ignoring Roxanne’s question.


  “It’s just a date, dinner.”


  “Yeah, and after …”


  Roxanne eyed her, lights beginning to go on in her head. Sometimes it took a while with her, she didn’t really think like Caroline; but she suddenly remembered. “This started with Vicki, didn’t it?”


  Caroline answered her question without saying a word.


  “It’s a just date, hon. Max and I are friends, sometimes, lovers but that’s just for fun.”


  Caroline slumped down in an overstuffed chair, which was covered in a cotton print of wild-pink and crimson roses. Her friend’s passion for overstatement littered her living room with several other “matching” wild prints, in the same colors; it was like walking into a greenhouse.


  “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t be doing this to you. I was so angry with him when I saw him this afternoon, I couldn’t see straight. I lost it. Totally fucked it all up.” She looked at Roxanne for some answer, something other than Max’s cold unbending will.


  “Oh, it’s nothing that can’t be handled,” Roxanne tried to soothe her.


  “Not this time, he told me it’s over.”


  “He doesn’t mean it.”


  “For heaven’s sake, Roxanne, does Max ever say anything he doesn’t mean?”


  “Well, you’re right about that,” she admitted.


  The lusty blonde sat down in a chair opposite Caroline and leaned forward. “Listen, you saw him with Vicki; you got jealous; you lost it. If there was anything between you in the first place, it’s still there. I don’t care how stubborn Max is. He’s not unforgiving. You’re just going to have to get back to his terms.”


  “But what do I do about the other women, about you!”


  “You do nothing. Hey hon, it’s who he is, you’re not going to change that.”


  “He told me he loves me.”


  “Then he does. He’s never told me that, I mean not the way you’re talking.”


  “He made love to me,” she went on desperately.” And it wasn’t just a game.”


  “Then what’s to be afraid of?”


  “You make it sound easy. You didn’t see him today.”


  “I know him, remember?” Her smile glowed warmly.


  “But the others?”


  “There are going to be others, but they come and go. You, have a place under his skin. You’re not going to make him into something he’s not, but you can join him where he is.” As she spoke, her eyes lit like seductive beacons. Caroline wondered if this were really true. “Besides, I think his other women get you off.” She had a devilishly crafty grin on her face.


  “What do you mean by that?”


  “You can’t tell me that it doesn’t make you squirm, just a little. Diandra?


  Me?


  Weren’t you just a little jealous that he didn’t include you with Vicki?”


  How did she guess that? “Maybe,” Caroline admitted reluctantly. The truth was she was on fire with the thought of Max, her Max, having any woman he wanted, the thought of him going out with any passing fancy, and her waiting submissively at home. Strange as it was, the idea fascinated her, playing with her cunt as wickedly as a skillful tongue toying with her swollen clit. Though until this moment she’d pushed the idea away.


  “Maybe, he’ll include you sometime. He has a rather interesting way of bringing his lovers and friends together.”


  “Really?”


  “I’ve known him a long time, a long, long time,” was all she would say, leaving her insinuations to tease Caroline’s already over indulged fantasies. “You’d better repair things with him first, then we’ll see.”


  There was a knock on the door.


  “Oh, my God, that’s him, isn’t it!” Carline concluded.


  Roxanne raised her eyebrows and moved toward the door. She didn’t particularly care that her robe was open, her corset was showing, and her tits were nearly falling from their flimsy cups.


  “Hi, come in.”


  Max took no notice of Caroline as he stood like a piece of well-carved granite in Roxanne’s doorway.


  Caroline jumped from her chair. “I was just leaving,” she blurted out, and she rushed past Max, avoiding his stony eyes.


  “What’s she doing here?” he asked, as they watched his submissive hurry down the sidewalk.


  “I think she wants to make amends,” Rox suggested as she closed the door.


  “Enlisting your help?” he chided.


  “Don’t be such an ass,” she said admonishingly.


  “If you try setting me up, it’s not going to work,” he replied pointedly.


  “She came to me,” Roxanne glared at him, but not seriously. “I was just explaining how things are with you.”


  “And how’s that?” he asked.


  “That you can’t be contained. It’s the nature of who you are.” There was a smoky gleam in her eyes as she sidled next to him.


  His own eyes matched hers in lust. “You trying to turn me on?”Roxanne could see his cock swelling against the crotch of his jeans. She moved closer to him, rubbing her tits against his chest. “You know, darling, all this wild confrontation makes me horny.” Her voice lowered into a dusky erotic purr. “You’ll patch things up with her, won’t you?” she speculated half-heartedly.


  “We’ll see,” he said absently, as his hands began to rove the succulent curves of Roxanne’s bounty of flesh. He needed a good fuck. Between his confrontations with Vicki and Caroline, the last several days had been anything but calming. Roxanne could definitely cool his cruel fires and soften the wicked edge of his temperament.


  Pulling at the ribbons of the corset she’d so carefully tied, he found that what had not already spilled from the lace was free for his eyes to admire. Her translucent skin was milky and pure in the glowing light; her breasts rounded and heavy. He dove into them ravenously—as though he’d denied himself the banquet of pleasure too long. He took the flesh of one breast into his mouth and sucked hard enough to leave a dotted pink mark to mar the flawless surface of her skin. Then his teeth covered a nipple and bit down gently.


  Roxanne squealed, though her desire soared.


  Her hands found his swollen prick, and she rubbed it through his jeans, until she could feel it pulsing back. Then tugging at his zipper till it let loose, she found his cock waiting for her hand to free it. She may miss Duke, but Max was always a good screw, enough to satisfy her nasty needs. And, after all, Duke was miles away, and Max wanted her now.


  With one hand on either shoulder, he pushed her to her knees between his feet, so her lips could circle his purple head and the long shaft, and her hands could fondle the dangling balls beneath. Her mouth played the organ greedily, her teeth grazing his flesh as his had hers. He pulled her hair, but she didn’t flinch. She yielded, opened her mouth and surrendered as he drove his cock deep inside her throat.


  He might cum in seconds, but he waited, pulling back, bringing Roxanne to her feet, and then throwing her rudely on the sofa. He didn’t want to cum too soon, and neither did she. Pulling off his clothes, he viewed her face, the teasingly coquettish look of her mouth and her blue seductive eyes. Descending on her, he forced her legs apart to find her tender pink cunt, which was already sloppy with her fragrant fluids. He slapped her cunt twice, where it stung the most.


  “Ouch!” she protested. But her little cries were half cries, half exclamations of delight. And before the sting subsided, he was deep inside, moving rapidly toward another peak, with her plump legs over his shoulders and his hands grabbing at her tits until all the milk white was glowing pink.


  “Gawd, fuck me, baby!” she cried to him exuberantly.


  His cock prodded deeper.


  “Gawd, I’m gonna cum,” she screamed. The force of his scorching thrusts massaged her clit so sweetly.


  “Harder, baby, harder!”


  Their rocking hips pounded together as she thrust her groin into his, begging for every little sensation that sent her closer into climax.


  “I’m cumming, please, oh gawd, I’m cumming,” she was thrusting frantically into his thrusting hips.


  “OOOOOOOooooooo! Gawd, Fuck!” he bellowed back in one long exclamation of satisfaction, while he unconsciously pulled her hair and squeezed her tits until the flesh was white beneath his fingers. As his head reared back in another howl, cum spewed first in her cunt, then on her pussy, and lastly shooting on her heaving belly.


  Bringing his dripping erection to her lips, she licked him clean, while a radiant smile broadened across her satisfied face. Then as he fell against her luscious softness, they lay contentedly side by side.


  A simple quiet followed, as she kissed his lips lightly, but not deeply; it wasn’t that sort of friendship.


  “Whew,” she whispered languidly, “you do know how to please me.” She lay back again, “But I feel a little guilty, you know.”


  “What the hell about?” he questioned. He was half on top of her, the couch a tight squeeze for two robust bodies. He was sweating buckets, getting too hot next to her.


  “About Caroline, you goon!”


  “And what does she have to do with anything right now?”


  “You don’t fool me, Max Burton.”


  “About what?” he was less serious, toying with her indignation.


  “You love her.”


  “Not if she insists on being a jealous little brat.”


  “You love her anyway,” Rox argued. “You can’t turn love on and off that easily, not even you!”


  He looked slightly exasperated. “Don’t worry I have my plans,” he said.


  “Oh really?” she was secretly delighted, as delighted as she was about this rare coupling, Max and Caroline.


  “She’ll get punished well when she’s ready.”


  “Ah.” Rox gave him a knowing glance.


  “And when I’m ready.” He pulled himself off of her and began to dress while Roxanne lay on the sofa like a succulent peach, the wispy hairs of her pussy glistening as she played with the delicate folds between her wet labia. Small, sweet sensations still roamed about her body and she could have easily begun again.


  “And when I’m ready, you’re going to help me.”


  “Oooooh,” she wasn’t sure what it meant, but she knew it would be a hot night, whatever plans he had. “And when do you think you’ll both be ready?”


  “I don’t know yet, but I’d suggest keeping a couple Fridays open just in case.”


  “Ah,” she said, having delicious thoughts, which made her cunt even more steamy as she continued to play with herself.


  “C’mon, let’s have dinner,” he said, ignoring her less than subtle come on.




  


  Chapter Twenty-one


  


  Caroline ran upstairs. She couldn’t imagine why she was so aroused. She could think of nothing but Max and Roxanne fucking, their bodies clawing at each other savagely. Roxanne was right!


  Her eyes caught the full length mirror in her room.


  She was shocked … her disheveled hair, her flushed face, her body heaving with sexual need that poured out to her from the mirror. From her sultry, sullen, tear-stained eyes, to her glistening lips, her undulating chest and churning loins, she was aroused. He’d ignored her; passed her by for her best friend; flaunted his other women before her; but rather than be jealous anymore, she was turned on, becoming more aroused each moment. Diandra, Roxanne and Vicki, the thought of them at Max’s beck and call, bending to his command … the ultimate power he held over them—ultimate surrender they returned to him, a magic sex potion of exquisite design. Her duty was only to submit, and allow Max to meet the wild lascivious needs that submission aroused within her dark sexual psyche.


  The woman in the mirror was sweating sex and glowing darkly from her eyes. Would any man approach her now, she would easily give herself without condition. But she wanted Max and no one else. She wanted his cold eyes on her, his whip flailing against her thighs. She wanted his hand striking her face reminding her she was a petulant child unworthy of his attentions. And she wanted him to use her rudely and leave her body unsatisfied, waiting for his command, and his command alone to turn her raw energy into orgasm. She wanted him to do with her all the demon things his mind could conjure.


  Her hand reached into her shorts finding the succulent labial lips, which throbbed to even the most gentle massage. The woman in the mirror reflected back the growing lust so well, it felt as though she were fucking herself.


  Rubbing her clit, she moaned as the sensations pounded relentlessly through her aching body. She had to drive them down, drive them out, pull them from the atoms of her body, and toss away their wild and vicious rhythms. She tore off her shorts and top, now gazing at her body nude. She slapped her breasts hard as if he, Max, were behind her commanding her to do so. She slapped her thighs and her abdomen heaved. Her hips wove lewdly—and—could she have laid her hands on the woman before in the mirror, she would have devoured the little tramp. She would have kissed her pouty mouth that Ooooed and Ahhhed before her, and the sweet flesh of her breasts, and the hollow of her shoulder where the skin was a faultless delicate pale.


  She turned and slapped her ass as the mirror tramp slapped hers, too. They were in time with each other, in rhythm, the little slut moving as she moved. Max would approve of everything except the finish. He would make her do this and watch, loving every naughty gesture. And because she’d cum tonight without his permission, he would punish her. But it didn’t matter how torrid his rage became; she wanted the full fury of his wrath coming down on her.


  He’d taken her to her soul-self, and now to argue that he was cheating on her with other women … Max was right; she was a bitch. He was right to chide her. He’d be right to punish her, also, just as she punished herself with one spank to her ass and breasts after another.


  She squirmed against the hand inside her cunt, as she felt the juice flow over her fingers, and the wild roar, as though she were a frenzied volcano about to erupt. She created more lighting in the mirror, more wildness with each harsh slap, until it was there…


  The tiniest little touch would explode it.


  She paused.


  Then touched again.


  She slapped herself again, and the need roared ready.


  The edge, again.


  And she paused.


  Again.


  And again.


  The mounting flames roared, as if they would never cease.


  A wicked panic, and then naked pain.


  She cringed.


  “Ahhh, yessss,” she offered her anguished cry to the mirror woman, both pairs of eyes half-closed.


  One jerk.


  And then another.


  And another.


  Against their hands.


  Against the potent flesh that spewed more life-fluid down their fingers. Together the explosion. Together, cumming savagely with animal jolts, then lighter, more delicate spasms, until their undulating forms were too exhausted to stand.


  Caroline retreated to her bed, and the mirror tramp to who knows where.


  Caroline played in the after light, with the after surges that didn’t want to stop, and with the fantasy that wasn’t fantasy in her mind anymore, but real—of her master, her dominant, her lover, her friend… the man from whom she was, at the moment, painfully estranged.


  They would be together again. She felt that deep in her bones, as though he were connected to her beyond their physical flesh and was at that very instant communicating his will to her mind.


  But when?


  It was Friday now.


  Of course.


  There would be another Friday coming.


  Caroline dusted off the pillow with her tired head, and with a drowsy, mellow menagerie of wicked thoughts and tender ones, she fell asleep.


  




  


  Chapter Twenty-two


  


  There was an anxious, empty hole in her. It was more than just her loins that waited for his attention, more than just her body craving the blows of punishment, and the crass taking of her sex. It was her mind. She needed his voice in the back of her head, guiding her still rocky initiation into this contract and its obligations. And beyond even that, there was a hollow feeling in her spirit.. There was nothing to paint that wasn’t empty, nothing to draw or write or sculpt without Max there to weave the curious garment of her submission.


  Friday came at last with Caroline unable to wait any longer to find out her fate. She’d taken measures to set the elements of that fate in motion in a conversation with Roxanne on Tuesday.


  “What happened with Max Friday night?” she inquired of her friend.


  “Everything you’d expect to happen, at least what I expect to happen with him.”


  “Did you make love?”


  “We fucked, though I don’t really think you have the right to ask.” Roxanne wasn’t often cross, but this time she was.


  “It’s okay, Rox, I realized the source of my jealously.”


  “Oh?” Her friend seemed surprised.


  “It’s part of what we are together—Max and me,” she explained. “I appreciate your reminding me of that. I wouldn’t want to put strings on my relationship with him. Of course, I couldn’t, even if I tried.”


  “But you’re still in limbo,” Roxanne said with a good degree of mockery.


  “If you mean we haven’t been together since last Friday, you’re right.”


  “So, how do you cross that chasm?” Roxanne continued to be more distant and haughty, and less the lighthearted friend Caroline was used to.


  “I’ve decided to crawl penitently before him and hope he’ll reconsider his sweeping termination of our relationship.


  “And you think he’ll respond?” she asked.


  “I don’t know. But do I have any other choice? I’ve been through this in my head a thousand times, and I know that he won’t come to me. I have to start somewhere. I’ll take whatever punishment he decides on and go from there. I have no choice.”


  “I must say you are committed,” Roxanne observed. “I don’t think I ever expected it of you.”


  Caroline looked at her friend suspiciously, her aloof manner wasn’t normal. “Do you know something that I don’t?” she asked.


  “What makes you say that?”


  “You’re rarely cool, but you are today.”


  “I guess I got involved,” she answered, “I didn’t want to, but I am.”


  Secretly, Caroline hoped Roxanne would relay her intentions to Max—prepare him, even though it was a daring gamble. Max might see the subtle hint to Roxanne as less than subtle manipulation; and she supposed it was. But there were no other choices she could see, except the one she would not accept. She could never permit the relationship to end, not as long as she still had the power to do something about it.


  Friday night, she dressed for Max as she had on many occasions. Her cream-colored blouse was nearly transparent and her soft skirt clung to her hips so that when she moved the sultry lines of each sensuous curve attracted the eye. And those who looked could see through the outer fabrics to the flesh blatantly exposed beneath. Her bra was so thin underneath the thin blouse that the dark pink of her aureoles was visible. And when the skirt rested gently about her legs, the few dark hairs of her pussy were easily distinguishable, as was the sultry pattern of her thighs and sex where they meet, and the crack of her ass from behind.


  Caroline looked at her image in the mirror, seeing a woman who was becoming more and more familiar to her, the tramp, the slut, the submissive. Max Burton’s submissive. She was ready.


  Promptly at 7:00 p.m. she arrived at Max’s office. Entering the reception room, Diandra was there—as though she’d been waiting for her to arrive; and she let her inside without hesitation.


  “Did you have an appointment?” she inquired.


  “No. I was hoping Max might have a free moment.” She said it so sweetly, without contempt or urgency, trusting that the bonds that had been created between she and Diandra would serve her now.


  “I’ll see what I can do,” she said. She was more casually dressed than usual. A purple satin bustier held her breasts so high that they looked even larger than Caroline knew they were. She wore a black lira micro-mini, which barely covered her ass and left little to the imagination. It defined the shape of her ass, and accented her thighs where they drifted naturally to her long, shapely legs. Her four-inch heels only enhanced the arousing effect of her attire, especially the way she carried off the lusty picture with such alluring ease. As the young woman disappeared into Max’s office, Caroline wondered why the provocative dress. A date perhaps? Perhaps a date with Max. Or maybe there was something more.


  She waited nervously in the foyer, wondering what destiny was being planned for her; then was encouraged when Diandra appeared again, though she did not get the answer she hoped for.


  “Max suggests you sit here for a while,” Diandra said, and the young woman disappeared behind another door.


  The wait became more painful with each second. Try as she would to expect nothing, there were vivid pictures flooding through her head, in a stunning collage of horror. The worst of her imaginings was not what pain might ensue from her punishment, but that there would be no punishment at all. The empty horror of his utter rejection caused her stomach to grind and her heart to beat with ever increasing fervor.


  After an hour in the foyer chair, Diandra came back into the room.


  “Max will see you now,” she said, motioning Caroline to the office, to that familiar place before his rosewood desk. The door clicked behind her and Diandra was gone.


  The nagging silence in the room demanded Caroline say something but she couldn’t decide where to begin—or if she should say anything at all.


  When Max finally looked up, he started for her, “What do you want?”


  “To make amends?” she replied hesitantly.


  “And why should I want to do that?”


  “Because you said you loved me.”


  “That’s true. I did.”


  “And you still do?”


  “Yes.”


  “Then what can we do to make this right?”


  He considered her for some seconds of anxious appraisal, finally saying, “Open your blouse.”


  The buttons were quickly undone, the flimsy fabric falling away so he could view her breasts pushed to a cleavage in the transparent bra.


  “Turn around,” he ordered, and she obeyed, giving Max a view of her round behind and the shadowy crack of her ass.


  “Turn back,” he ordered again, and she resumed her submissive stance before him, trembling nervously.


  “To answer your question, what do “we” do? I do nothing. You can be submissive. That’s the agreement, what is spelled out in your contract. The contract’s binding and you broke it.”


  “And I’m sorry about that.”


  “Is that so? And to what extent have you broken our agreement? You came roaring into this office a petulant bitch, have you also been cumming whenever you damn well please?


  She bit her lip. “Once.”


  “Just once?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Tell me about it.”


  “It was after I saw you with Roxanne last Friday. I couldn’t stop myself.”


  “So we aroused you?”


  “Yes.” Though she still hated to admit it, it was the truth.


  His lips curled into an amused smirk. “Well, perhaps you’re farther along than I thought.”


  She had no idea what he meant.


  “After these last errors, it’s clear that you have a good deal to learn about being a proper submissive. Taking the rules and bending them at will is not acceptable. And your overt manipulation of me through your friend is contemptible. I shouldn’t even be considering a just punishment. I should expect that you could understand what your duty is.”


  His words were painful for her to hear, though she deserved every one.


  “I’ll reconsider this week, and while I do, I’d suggest you think of nothing but what it means to serve me sexually; what it means to be obedient to my will; what it will feel like to surrender yourself. Words of submission had better be the first words in your pretty head at every hour. Become obsessive, Caroline. You may not understand, but hopefully by week’s end you’ll begin to.”


  “Yes, sir,” she said.


  “I make no promises,” he warned.


  “I understand.”


  He pushed some papers on his desk to relieve the unforgiving tension, content to let her wait, to let her stew in anticipation. Feeling her sex ignite aroused him; and she had an uncommon way of doing that. Sometimes it frightened him, as if she had a power over him he’d never allowed of another woman. Yet, at this moment, it didn’t matter anymore. He had her in his palm, carefully cradled, her next adventures well prepared … and anymore … he didn’t expect anything to thwart their affair.


  “And your instructions remain. You orgasm to my command and no other time. There will be no forgiving another “accidental” lapse.” His eyes burned ruthlessly, knowing what his command would do to her while she waited. He thrilled to the rush of that power, and the way wielding his special genius to torment and control would set her on the edge of pleasure for the next seven days.


  “Next Friday,” he said.


  “Yes, sir,” she answered.


  “At seven,” he continued. He was about to dismiss her when he looked up at her again. His head was cocked to one side as he eyed her one last time. “And this time,” he added, “dress like a slut.” There was a snarl in his voice that curled around the sounds of “slut”, as if he were seeing a picture quite contrary to the one of statuesque sensuality that Caroline painted before him with her coordinated wardrobe.


  She shivered, knowing what he meant.


  “Yes, sir,” she dutifully replied.


  Rising from his chair he walked with her to the door, following her into the foyer.


  “Diandra, my dear,” he called to the young woman somewhere beyond her foyer office. He turned back to Caroline. “On Friday,” he nodded to her. “Better button your blouse before you walk out of here,” he added.


  She blushed.


  Diandra walked through the door while Caroline hurriedly pulled herself back together. And as Caroline walked from the office, so did Max with Diandra on his arm. Diandra’s slutty attire signaled Max’s expectations. A dozen potent thoughts raced through Caroline’s head as she descended the stairs outside with Max and the tramp at his side following close behind.


  They parted at the bottom of the steps, Max escorting his young charge to his black Porsche parked in front.


  The day had been hot, the air still warm as the sun was setting, leaving Caroline feeling sweaty, now tormented and filled with such raging need that she had no idea what she could do to calm her frayed nerves. Max had taken her only respite away. Perhaps she’d paint—paint to forget, paint to remember, paint to allow her submissiveness and her orgasm to dance on a canvas in the turgid colors that mirrored the turbulence of her endless waiting.


  




  


  Chapter Twenty-three


  


  There was the smell of fragrant cinnamon incense and the sound of seductive music—there had never been music before—and of laughing voices. Caroline heard Georgio’s above the female giggles. The office had taken on an odd hue with no late afternoon sun for the cloudy day and dim light of candles.


  Caroline was wearing a red dress with a low cut front and back, the fabric clinging to her body like a second skin. As often as she’d worn short skirts and tiny tank tops, she should have been less self-conscious, yet one glance in the mirror and again that word “slut” came to mind. The woman in the mirror had peered back into her dark eyes with a nasty glimmer in her eye, and a lusty smirk across her mouth. Caroline was too much of an actress not to flounce her hair so that it looked like a lion’s untamed mane framing her made up face. Her normal sensuous looks were subtle and demure, but on this night to please Max, if she were to be the slut, she would be the slut!


  She had left the loft prepared, but not ready for what she awaited. How could she be ready for the mystery that was to unfold that night?


  And now, the cinnamon incense burned her nostrils as she waited in Max’s foyer. The pungent fragrance was like everything else that night, surreal and mystifying, as though she were stepping into a world where the sounds and smells, and sight, touch and taste were sharpened to a biting point. That sharpness matched the carnal climate of her loins that were as radiantly fired as they had been in the last several weeks. Now, she waited at this hour for the master to hold her passion in his hand, and with his fine skill, cast it in the shape that he desired—just as she herself cast pieces of molten metal in the white hot furnace fires to create her art.


  As Caroline followed Diandra inside, the scent of the incense became more aromatic. Tonight, Max’s secretary was sedately dressed in a long, simple skirt and starched white blouse; she looked younger than her years, like a school girl in uniform. It was odd seeing her so sweet after her whorish attire the previous Friday.


  Finding their way to the entrance of the round room, Max greeted them both, extending his hand to Caroline, graciously. “I’ve arranged a little party tonight, my dear,” he told her in a pleasant voice—one without the tone of mastery and command in which that she was accustomed. This would be an odd night indeed.


  Peering about the round room, she saw that it was lit by candles, and on one side of the room was a round platform bed; on the other side, dangling from the ceiling, were restraints waiting for their occupant. Gazing to the wall of cabinets, she found the doors were open, revealing the instruments of pain and pleasure that Caroline had only glimpsed on occasions before. At the far end of the room was a table filled with food and drink; the smell of a hundred different spices lingered in the air, along with perfume and incense, and a subtle hint of sweat.


  Milling about, on the other side of the room were Diandra, Roxanne and Vicki clothed variously in uncommon styles of lingerie, as well as the two men, Georgio and Estefan.


  She was introduced officially to Estefan, though she remembered him well from their brief encounter in her gallery. He pranced about in a mere leather G-string and nipple clamps; while Georgio in leather pants held a leash that was attached to Estefan’s studded leather collar. Vicki was in her porn queen costume, her face in a scowling and savage expression, while her body was clothed in a leather corset with chains across her breasts and high-heeled boots, which covered her thighs in shiny patent leather. And Roxanne, dear Roxanne, Caroline’s best friend gushed in her usual sensuous, rowdy manner, clothed in the same tight corset Caroline had helped her tie two weeks before. It trimmed her waist, enhanced the fullness of her breasts; and flaring nicely below the waist framing her cunt and ass as two well formed targets of sexual fancy. Roxanne refused to look at Caroline, continuing to laugh and joke, first with Max and then the “dreadful” Georgio.


  Vicki strolled toward Caroline with a sinister glint in her eye. “I heard you’re suffering from an unfortunate case of envy,” she taunted her. She pulled Max to her side and wound her way about his body like a snake, her tall frame blending well with his darkness. She reached out and felt for one of Caroline’s breasts and then pulled up the short slut dress to poke a finger in her moist cunt. “Juicy,” she commented, bringing the dampened finger to her lips. “Too bad, I have to wait,” she scowled. She twisted a lock of Caroline’s hair about her finger and pulled hard. “Just remember, little plaything, when Max is mine, he’s mine and never yours.” She disentangled from Max’s side and walked away, Caroline noticing a whip dangling down her thigh attached by a chain to her waist.


  “This is my den of sin,” Max said, his face now deepening as if a shadow had descended over him, his voice in a low animal growl. “It will be your pleasure to watch tonight,” he explained, and then turning toward Georgio and Estefan, ordered, “tie her, tie her well.”


  Too quickly for Caroline to understand her fate, she was unceremoniously thrust into a velvet cushioned chair. Georgio gathered her wrists behind her, cuffed them in leather bands, and then fastened them together with a short chain. She could not see her restraints but could imagine them from the way they felt. Estefan tied her legs to the chair so they were spread wide open. She was not uncomfortable in her bonds, but she was firmly fixed so that she couldn’t move. For one fateful instant it was a pleasure to be bound, the pressure against her skin—though making her wince as she strained against the devices—only incited her body more.


  “You so want to be the center of my attention, Caroline,” Max jeered, looming over her like a demon wreaking vengeance. “Tonight you watch. You witness it all and enjoy. Let it arouse you, and torment you so you can’t stand it,” his voice trailed off with a flourish, then his face zoomed down next to hers, just inches away, and in a whisper he finished, “then you take your lessons home, you take your body home… you take you sex home… and think on it. Nothing more.” He looked into her eyes with a command and power as if he’d just completed the final piece of her bondage, having captured her body, her mind, and her soul in one brutal display of control. Caroline stared back at him, frightened, not so much by what he’d said, as much as what it would mean as the evening unfolded.


  Max disappeared behind her and jerked down the top of her dress, so her breasts spilled out. He likewise hiked her skirt to her waist so that all her treasures, save her asshole, were unequivocally displayed.


  Finished with her, Max sauntered away toward his other guests, while she sat alone in one deserted corner of the room, unattended, unnoticed and forgotten.


  Max’s guest ate and drank, and played at dancing, though they were really playing sex games. Georgio and Vicki yanked on Estefan’s chain, and toyed with the “child” Diandra as if she were some little bauble. Roxanne leaned into Max with her succulent breasts, and he nuzzled them with his nose and mouth, sucking her pink bud nipples and tonguing them till they were rock hard.


  No one glanced in Caroline’s direction, not a single glance. She felt her cunt respond, delighted with pictures she would have loved to have painted herself—although she would have painted herself in the center.


  “I think it’s time the entertainment began,” Max suddenly announced. The room fell silent and by some unseen cue, the light dimmed and it seemed to Caroline that the fragrance of incense became more noticeable. There was a curious excitement, something special about to take place. “Diandra,” Max said, letting her delicious name roll off his tongue with an exotically alluring intonation.


  The young woman stood forward, separate from the rest, still looking out of place in her prudish attire.


  “Are you ready for the lash tonight?” the master whispered. He was very close to her face with his lips as she stood like a statue in the center of the room, a well-carved centerpiece of the night. It was an exquisitely intimate moment, her eyes once lowered, caught his eyes for a stolen glance.


  “Yes, sir,” she answered, slightly haughty, slightly humbled.


  She was trembling.


  Caroline had thought Diandra a seasoned veteran of Max’s wrath, corrections and sexual lust, but no . . that was not the girl before them.


  “You know you’ve earned this punishment.”


  “Yes, sir.


  “You will be used tonight at the whim of my guests?”


  “Yes, sir.”


  “Tell them how you feel about that,” he ordered her.


  “I welcome it, sir.” Her voice was clear, though hesitant.


  “Let’s be more convincing than that,” the master insisted, “on your knees, before each one and beg them.” Diandra blushed with humiliation as she obeyed his command, first kneeling before Vicki. “Please use me as you wish, ma’am,” she said with a longing look on her pretty face.


  The Amazon looked down at her, her face gleaming like the devil’s own whore. “Humph.” She lifted the girl’s chin, “Such a pity, you won’t look so pretty when we’re finished.”


  Diandra rose and moved on to where Georgio and Estefan stood together. “Please use me as you wish Mr. Rostini, Mr. Mucaro.”


  “I think her ass would take your cock, don’t you Estefan?” Georgio taunted them both, “while I ram mine up yours.” Diandra’s eyes grew wide looking straight on at the enormous pouch of male jewels trapped inside Estefan’s leather codpiece.


  “Kiss off, Georgio,” Estefan taunted back, “maybe it should be the other way around.”


  Georgio slapped the young man’s face. “You may not be the centerpiece, but you won’t be insolent, your turn will be next,” he said. Estefan glared at him.


  “I want your tongue lapping at my puss, dear,” Roxanne was almost kind to the woman on her knees.


  “But let’s whip her now, Max,” Vicki suggested, barging in between Roxanne and Diandra, pulling the poor girl to her feet and finding the hanging straps she wanted. Diandra was quickly strung up by her wrists on tiptoe. The bitch circled the little darling with sneers abounding, with a sly well-oiled gleam to her eye and face. Caroline thought her more horrid than she remembered her from the restaurant. What did Max see in this bitch?


  Vicki stood at Diandra’s back, and without fanfare began to strip her clothes away. First, she cut the starched shirt—with the girl’s hands already cuffed, there was no other way but to rip the garment. But then, a pair of scissors appeared from nowhere and in seconds, Diandra was down to a youthful white bra. Moments later, the bra was quickly dispensed with. Moving on to the skirt, the brusque Domme jerked it off Diandra’s hips, and with another of many sneers on her lips, tore the demure white slip away as though the gentle thing was offensive to her eyes. At last, the trembling Diandra stood before the room like a dispossessed waif, wearing nothing except a school girl’s pair of white, opaque panties, with only the hint of her pussy peeking out… and gartered stockings with pale pink rosettes.


  “I’ll whip those off,” Vicki commented with glee looking at Diandra’s remaining underwear. And taking a strap from Max, she began to lay it on the girl’s thighs with a vigorous stroke.


  Diandra cried out. “Oh, my gawd.”


  Vicki wielded the strap again, this time across her belly, leaving a bold, red mark—though it didn’t hurt as much as it looked damaging. “Get rid of the panties,” Vicki finally ordered. “I want nothing between her and this strap.” Georgio moved forward to complete her disrobing and the snarling woman continued, moving in with a gleeful expression on her face.


  “Ah, ah, ah,” the little cries issued from Diandra’s pale pink lips as the blows landed in their even, measured rhythm. Her body began to redden, little stripes appearing over her back and thighs. The dominatrix circled her with an experienced eye for bringing out the right welts, and the right stripes to please both her protesting subject and herself.


  Standing on the sidelines, Roxanne oozed with desires as the sexual intensity around the room multiplied. “Let me eat this cunt for awhile,” she interrupted. “She’s bound to be a little wet slut between these legs.” Moving to her knees, Roxanne smiled, seeing the juices clinging to the succulent pussy before her face. There was not a wisp of hair on the lovely Venus mound, shaved clean and smooth. Feeling that silken skin, Roxanne admired its innocent appearance.


  “Oh, my, she’s very ready everywhere,” the aroused slut noticed. Her tongue began its way around the girl’s nether lips as she parted Diandra’s legs and buried her face in the musty damp fragrance. The bound girl squirmed on Roxanne’s face, her own looking blank and flushed, deep in the midst of pleasure. “She’s got a fountain here. Oh, whip her more,” Roxanne added pulling away. “I want more to drink.” Only too happy to oblige, Vicki began again.


  This time, she changed instruments, choosing a thin whip that cut more dearly than the strap. It flailed against the girl’s reddening flesh delivering stripes with a deeper impact and more lasting bite. The brutal Domme took great pride in her work, and in seeing the pleasured faces of the company around her. They would approve when Diandra’s well-worked body would be limp and prepared for the further tortures of the night.


  Caroline looked on, knowing well the burning sensations that caused Diandra’s cries to rise through the teeming air. She could feel the blows as if they were reigning down on her—and wished they were. And to Roxanne’s surprising advance on Diandra’s cunt, she quaked excitedly. Seeing these passions with her eyes was quite different than being the one experiencing it. The pictures before her were vivid and real, and were breaking away the last of any judgment she might have clung to. With Roxanne, her dearest friend, showing sides of herself Caroline had never known were there, nothing seemed wrong anymore, everything was sacred, everything pure, everything that brought pleasure to the soul and the physical body was divinely right.


  With Diandra’s body red and pulsing with the burning heat of the lashes, Max broke through and pulled Diandra from her bonds, thrusting her quickly on the platform bed, on her knees, her legs widely spread. With their cocks unfurled, Georgio and Estefan were at her throat and mouth demanding entrance. The docile submissive played with one in each hand, moving back and forth from one to the next, as if she were trying to figure a way to take both in her mouth. That was impossible. Their broad, matching dicks were almost too much for her to handle one at a time. Estefan, more impatient than his master shoved his into her mouth, stretching it wide. He insisted that she take it all, at least to start. (It was nothing more than would eventually be demanded of him.) After a few minutes, Georgio demanded that she turn her attentions to his swollen meat.


  Caroline was aghast, seeing how expertly Diandra cared for them both with her tongue, her lips and even her teeth playing madly with the long shafts and the fine swollen heads, and the dangling, puckered balls.


  The young woman was turned on her side, then on her stomach, positioned over Georgio’s groin as he prepared to penetrate Diandra’s cunt. She must have come down on his cock, Caroline concluded hearing the curious moan that passed from his lips. While she was well fucked, her mouth was still busy with Estefan’s intent dick. Both men used her thoroughly, Diandra opening for their assault, letting all propriety go as the wanton torture multiplied the ache in her body.


  Caroline watched as Roxanne moved in toward Diandra’s swinging ass bobbing in time to the rhythm of the two cocks. Gently creaming the woman’s rear hole, she poked it with a finger and greased her deep inside with two fingers. She looked back at Max and smiled. The author of this play was ready, stroking his cock, preparing for penetration of the puckering target.


  Then as Rox backed away, he moved forward, pushing himself into the tight hole, his balls slapping the submissive’s ass. She gasped, her cry, though muffled by Estefan’s prick, was distinct in its protest, ignored as it was. Three men, three pleasures, three sensations, three about to reach a feast of satisfaction, taking all that Diandra gave.


  Caroline yearned to be the submissive in the middle of the show. She yearned for Diandra’s stripes and the raw satisfaction that would follow in Diandra’s loins. Caroline’s cunt pulsed, so wet she felt herself at once cold and hot between her legs. She tried more than once to move inside her bonds with no success. The observing wait was interminable, and far more contemptible than any torture Max had already made her suffer.


  The men were savage, not caring what cries issued from their slut, though Diandra’s were deepening into a profound enjoyment. First Georgio beneath her reeled back on the cushion of the bed and pumped her dearly with his cumming cock; then Estefan spewed thick strands of white liquid across her face and down her throat. And then, at last, buried in her asshole, Max rocked furiously to his end; and in one throaty gasp, he roared with a sound vibrating through the room as his orgasm ripped his body.


  Diandra moaned as she took every nasty thing Max offered her, her face looking savage and sweet in the same instant. Once finished, the quartet collapsed together, their bodies still entwined, resting, but not finished. Especially Diandra.


  Confined and throbbing, Caroline was in pain having her pleasure so artfully denied. Viewing the blended bodies, she thought she could see a fog, a mist of energy swell and glow about them, though it was likely just her abundant imagination. Looking on with desire, Vicki and Roxanne were free to move into the middle of the crowd of flesh, and found Diandra’s warm body to caress and kiss.


  Their attack was still not tender, nor womanly. Needing to cum, Vicki crouched over Diandra’s face with her cunt, demanding the slut eat her out, expecting an artful tongue inside her pussy lips, lapping up her juices and finding the firm bud of her clit to suck. She writhed on the girl’s face with no less fervor than the three men who’d used the slut before her. She liked to fuck like a man. Screw with intensity. She especially liked being serviced by little slave women. This bitch of Max Burton’s was as good they come.


  The picture was quite a sight for Caroline’s eyes, seeing a woman so hell-bent on herself. Vicki was good on her haunches, bouncing up and down, and moving lewdly across the girl’s face until she began to gasp, “Bloody, fuckin’ cunt!” She heaved a half-dozen times, her face looking pained until all the pain was over. Well spent, the lusty Dom fell back against Georgio, pushing him aside to find a place to recover in peace.


  There was still a smoky haze about them. Their forms seemed now indistinct to Caroline, exhausted on her own for having done nothing, no more valued or needed than a speck of dust on the wall. Her worst fear was Max’s wisest choice to punish her flagrant errors.


  And yet, the worst was not over. In the murky light of the sensuous room, she watched as Roxanne climbed atop the panting Diandra. She’d been at the girl’s nether lips toying with the folds of the female home, while Vicki had orgasmed. Roxanne wouldn’t have the girl in the same way rude way.


  As the others guests began to disappear, Roxanne moved on Diandra’s sweating, cum-soaked body, with her hands roving along all the pleasant places, taking her time with each succulent shape of flesh that Diandra offered her. In return, as Roxanne made love to the willing woman, Diandra’s hands became passionately alive. How could she have anything left? Caroline wondered.


  But the two women clung to each other in moving, churning, passion, ignoring everything else, as those satisfied, even Max, departed quietly into another room.


  Roxanne’s full lips covered Diandra’s smaller ones, and their tongues danced together as though they played hide and go seek. The plump hands of the voluptuous blonde, fingernails all polished red, began to knead the sticky flesh of the young woman’s breasts, while the exhausted girl felt the heavy weight of Roxanne’s abundance caress her belly—she needed her own end, her own final chapter in this sexual theater. Roxanne rose up carefully, and hovering over the girl’s face with her breasts, she buried Diandra’s face with them so the exhausted submissive could lick that tingling place between them and toy with her fat nipples. She almost laughed as the ticklish sensation nearly made her delirious.


  Their moans were low and soft. And when Roxanne swung around so they could bury themselves in each other’s cunts, their tongues found their ripe ready marks. The pleasure seemed to roll over them in waves, rising and falling, only to rise again. Roxanne rubbed Diandra’s tender clit; circling her fingers over the pulsing nub until the girl swooned, hissing sweetly, her climax almost on her.


  Too soon. It was too soon.


  Caroline looked on with envy pouring from her loins, and breasts, and a mouth that could never reach the two women. And Roxanne, it was Roxanne, glorious, sumptuous, decadent Roxanne. How many mellow nights they’d spent together under the influence of wine and sensuous talk, never finding this kind of uncommon pleasure.


  Roxanne began again, her fingers massaging Diandra’s clit, other fingers finding their way to prick her already well used hole, and even in her ass—her likely raw and tender ass. And then a finger found its way to release the feelings in the most rich and splendid passions her body could expel.


  Diandra jerked and arched her back, while Roxanne played.


  Her body tensed as she groaned and then panted… as everything in her released, “Oh gawds” staccatoed the air.


  She gave back to Roxanne lying with her pussy beside the girl’s head. Following Roxanne’s lead, Diandra fingered, tongued and played with her ripe flesh.


  “Oh, yes, yes more. More, more…” she became frantic. While Caroline watched, her friend kicked back, ripped by spasms, tensing and releasing her lust. “Oh, my…” The air couldn’t have been more full or charged, energy leaping on energy. And then a look of anguish, and then relaxation, and finally the room fell silent.


  The last act, the only act left was to collapse and enjoy what lingered, the last spasm, the last breath, the past passionate remembrance of the preceding hour.


  They looked almost angelic, like an old painting, like a Rubens, some Roman portrait of lust, or a statue better yet—of robust women satisfied.


  Caroline was left the only one not satisfied, the only one drifting impatiently with no chance for release and no opportunity to experience even one moment of pleasure.


  The door opened after a time on the far side of the room.


  Aroused from their brief recess, Roxanne and Diandra moved to their feet and limped from the room, giggling like two school girls. Something about adjourning to Diandra’s bedroom, Caroline heard them say. Roxanne, her best friend, with not a wink, a glance, even the tiniest hint that this game was being played for her.


  However, before Caroline could grieve even more, Max stood before her. Not smug or cruel, but even tempered and composed. His demeanor mannerly. His intent was simple.


  “You can go home now,” he said. No questions, no comments, just go. That was cruel enough.


  Reaching behind her, he loosened her bonds. Her arms had seemed frozen in their place and were now nearly numb. Bending down, he unfastened her ankles and legs. He even pulled her skirt down a trifle as she tried to adjust herself to leaving the room, and her body to its mission—getting out of the house and home again.


  “Your instructions are the same. I command your orgasm. I own your body. I will see you when I have the time.”


  Max escorted her through the door, through the office and to the foyer. The incense still burned, stinging her nostrils as it did when she first came. She heard giggles, voices again, and murmurs. Were they about her, or were they—as they had been all evening long—unconcerned with her passions and impassive to her clamoring body, apathetic to the torture she’d just endured?


  The night air was pleasant, though it only soothed her in the most finite way. It cooled her fiery skin and relieved her nostrils with fresh clean air; but it did nothing to soothe her sexual heat and take away the fragrance of sex that lingered in her nostrils after the smell of cinnamon incense faded away.


  




  Chapter Twenty-four


  


  Mesquite Shores was especially pristine, the air for September turning surprisingly crisp. The light of day had changed, the afternoons were shorter, and that rare quality of light that Caroline loved so dearly would flood through the gallery windows by four o’clock. She was on her way to paint in the loft above when she stopped at one of the large shelves and bent over to rearrange some pottery displayed there. It was dusty, so she grabbed a cloth to wipe it clean. She didn’t like the appearance of neglect or age on any of her pieces; they were all too dear to her to be treated that way.


  “Good afternoon,” she heard his voice behind her and jumped up turning around at the same time.


  “Oh my!” she gasped, looking into Max’s clear dark eyes, no shadows there now, just simple, root light radiating from him to her.


  “I’m looking for paintings,” he said.


  “Ah,” was her only response, though she was clearly surprised.


  “I was thinking of the one you were doing a few weeks ago; is it still available?”


  “Certainly.” She led him to the back wall of the gallery where four pieces she’d recently completed were hanging in a row. There had once been six, but two had sold.


  “Excuse me, I’m afraid I don’t recognize the one I saw,” he seemed genuinely embarrassed.


  “This one,” she said pointing to the first painting.


  “Ah,” he recognized it now. “I thought that was it.”


  Caroline’s stomach had begun to churn the moment she gazed at his familiarly solemn face. He was too real a reminder that her sexual needs had peaked and peaked again for days now, with no relief; and though she’d found this added torture to her punishment a strange pleasure, perhaps his appearance would at last signal her long-awaited gratification. She wanted him, but at this point, she almost wanted sex more!


  Still staring at her painting, Max pulled an envelope from his pocket. It was one of hers.


  “Will this be enough?” he asked.


  She opened the envelope. In it were ten crisp one hundred dollar bills; if Caroline was guessing correctly, the same ones she’d given to Max weeks before.


  “Certainly,” she said. “But the contract?” she asked anxiously.


  “The contract stands,” he said.


  She breathed an internal sigh of relief.


  “And I think I might use the others, these three,” he continued on, pacing slowly in front of them.


  “You want all four?”


  “I think so. I’m redecorating my office, the whole thing.” He turned to her with an intentionally significant look. “I’d like your help.”


  Her eyes lit up, but quickly narrowed. “And will you be standing over my shoulder controlling me every minute?” she wondered.


  He shook his head and laughed. “No. But I might stand over your shoulder and plant little kisses down your neck…”


  She smiled. She knew what he was saying, his words always spoke volumes in their concise neat packages.


  “Then let’s get started,” she said happily, “I have a thousand ideas if you want to decorate around these paintings …” she could have gone on and on and on.


  “No,” he stated flatly, “not yet, I have something else planned.”


  She looked back at him with a questioning glance.


  “Dinner on the beach,” he said. “It’s in the car.”


  She smiled again, relief pouring over her in a blissful wave.


  On the beach, Caroline buried her feet in the warmed sand and watched the sun as it settled down toward the horizon. Max’s arm surrounded her as they sat together naked on the far end of the secluded cove, where there were only a few others still enjoying the late sun and clear water.


  Every little touch on her skin threatened to set off the roaring orgasm that was waiting in her loins. He teased her all through dinner, with tiny touches to her thighs, and little kisses under her arm, where the sensations were so strong she could hardly hold herself back from climbing on him, demanding from him what was certainly to follow.


  He began to tickle her, first down on the ground, and she tried to pull away. Then he held her fast, leaning over her with a devious grin, refusing to let her touch herself between her legs where desire attacked her almost viciously.


  “You ass!” she charged with a laugh, and broke away from him, to bound down the beach.


  “You stop now,” he ordered, lightly.


  “And if I don’t?” she turned around and faced him standing still six feet away, “… you’ll whip my ass?”


  “Yes,” he answered.


  “And tie me up?”


  “Yes.”


  “And torture me mercilessly?”


  “Yes.”


  She turned abruptly and began to run at a slow and easy gait, knowing he was at her heels and would catch her with his steady hand. She waited gleefully for the capture in his all encompassing arms, and for his willful violation of her body and soul to begin once more.
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