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Gratitude in Submission






"You were late this morning," he notes. He is
walking a tight circle around me and the whip is in his hand.

"I was, sir," I agree obediently.

"Why were you late?" he asks, flicking the
whip limply from behind me so that it falls over my shoulder and
then recedes. The tip caresses my bare nipple as it withdraws.

"I overslept, sir."

He does not say anything for a minute. He
just walks those small circles around me, almost as if he is more
interested by the whip in his hands than he is by the naked woman
bound at his feet. He caresses that whip as he walks. When his
hands pass within my line of vision I can see the leather running
over the knuckles as he brings it taught and then twirls it.

"I'm sorry, sir," I say, more to fill the
silence than out of any hope that he will forgive so easily. I can
feel a bit of saliva pooling in my mouth as I watch him toying with
the whip. I am simultaneously chagrined and excited by what is
about to happen. But this waiting, this anticipation as I try to
watch him without moving my head, is not a good thing. I do not
like waiting this way, and I know he can tell.

"I keep you on a regular schedule," he muses
at last. "I don't see why you would have difficulty waking up at
the proper time, provided that you sleep at the proper time."

I stay silent, as he wants me to be.

"Were you asleep at your proper time last
night?" he asks.

"No, sir," I admit, trying not to count as my
sins accumulate and with them the impending punishments.

"You were told to be asleep before midnight,"
he goes on. "How far beyond that were you awake?"

I resist the compulsion to answer truthfully
as long as I can. "Until two, sir," I say at last.

"Two?" he repeats. "And yet I finished with
you before eleven thirty. What were you doing that was so pressing?
Or were you just trying to be disobedient?"

I feel a flush rise in my cheeks and hesitate
before answering.

"Tell me, Victoria." He almost purrs as he
says it, like a cat trying to coax a mouse out of its hole. He can
tell just by my reaction that he won't like my answer.

"I got distracted, sir," I say.

His hands pass through my field of vision
again. The strip of leather is taught over his strong hands. "I
see. And what was that distraction?"

I swallow and the blush on my cheeks deepens.
"I was masturbating, sir."

"Masturbating?"

"Yes, sir."

"I see."

He nudges at my groin with the toe of his
shoe. The polished leather feels incredible as it rubs against my
engorged lips.

"Whose pussy is that, Victoria?" he asks,
very quietly. "Is it yours or is it mine?"

"It's yours, sir."

"I see. And what purpose do you serve,
Victoria? You are the caretaker of my pussy, aren't you?"

"Yes, sir."

"You maintain my pussy for me. You make sure
that it is ready for me when I want it, isn't that the way it
is?"

"Yes, sir."

I hear a swish in the air and I feel a
scorching pain across my crotch as the whip strikes it directly. I
double over involuntarily, my wrists straining tightly against the
rope that binds them behind my back.

"Tell me, then, Victoria. What the fuck are
you doing using my pussy without my permission?" His tone no longer
implies danger. The danger is present. The tone itself is
danger.

I breathe deeply and straighten myself back
onto my knees. "I'm sorry, sir."

The whip bites again.

"Don't tell me you're sorry," he says while I
am still bent over and gasping. "You're not sorry yet. You are not
sorry until I have made you sorry, until I have seen for myself
that you are sorry, and until I say you are sorry."

"Yes, sir."

"So tell me. Were you being deliberately
disobedient? You knew how I would feel about it, didn't you?"

"I knew you would be upset with me if you
found out, sir."

"And that is why you did it?"

"No, sir," I say. "I couldn't help it." The
humiliation is evident on my face. My blush extends all the way
down my body. Or is that my arousal? My skin feels very hot in the
cool air of the room.

"You couldn't help it?"

"No, sir."

The ruse of being interested only in the whip
is fading from him. His eyes do not leave me, now. The angrier he
gets, the more he is attracted to me. I have been witness to this
pattern of his many times before. His pants are tight over his
crotch as he walks past me.

"As a result of our activities last night? Is
that why you felt so compelled that you would disobey one of my
most fundamental desires? Is that you chose to misuse my
pussy?"

I feel a slight bead of wetness begin to roll
down my inner thigh. The angrier he gets, the more I am attracted
to him, too. I pray silently that he does not notice.

Something in my body language must have given
it away, because he stops and looks at me. His foot returns to my
groin, probing it once and then withdrawing. He notes the smeared
moisture on the toe of his shoe and then looks at me steadily for a
moment before resuming his pacing without comment.

"You have not answered my question."

"I'm sorry, sir. What was your question?"

He twitches the whip in his hand, but does
not strike. "This is a very serious matter, Victoria."

"Yes, sir."

"I can appreciate that you are distracted by
the circumstances. I can appreciate that this must all be very
overwhelming for you, as you always find it so."

"Yes, sir."

"But I am going to ask that I not be forced
to repeat myself again." His tone is very quiet. "Is that
clear?"

I swallow and focus on the bare hardwood
floor about ten feet in front of me. "Yes, sir."

"Good. Now tell me what it was that made you
break one of my most important rules?"

I breathe in and out, struggling to bring the
air all the way down into my tightened chest. "I was extremely
aroused, sir."

"I would hope you were, to do something like
that. But what was it that put you in that condition?"

"It was you, sir. When you put clamps on my
nipples and led me around by them, sir."

"You liked that, did you?"

"Yes, sir. And when you spanked me, sir."

"Of course," he says. "You do always enjoy
that, don't you?"

"Yes, sir."

His slow, graceful stride circles me.

"But I spank you often, don't I,
Victoria?"

"Yes, sir."

"Do you masturbate every time after I spank
you?"

I close my eyes but manage to resist for only
a moment. "Not every time, sir. Not when you let me come after
you've spanked me."

"But this is not the first time?"

I screw my eyes shut all the tighter and let
out an unsteady breath as the conversation pushes me into
confessions that I never intended to make. The words terrify me,
but I have given up the part of me capable of lying to him. "Yes,
sir."

"I see."

There is a very long silence. He is not in my
range of vision. I can hear him switching directions as he paces on
the floor behind me. I imagine him contemplating the whip in his
hands. I can almost hear him concluding that the whip will not be
enough for this. It is one of his most mundane instruments, and I
know that it will not suffice now.

"Victoria."

"Yes, sir?"

"What is it, exactly, that the two of us have
together?"

"Sir?"

The whip licks the inside of my thigh, but
not painfully so. It comes, it establishes contact, and then it
slithers away.

"I want you to describe our relationship to
me," he says. "I want to know why what we do here is
important."

A flush of confusion rises into my face. "I
submit to you, sir."

"Don't give me lines, Victoria." His tone
harbors a touch of impatience for a moment, and then it cools and
becomes his familiar baritone: controlled and enunciated and
deliberate. "I want you to answer my question. We are always honest
with each other, are we not?"

"Yes, sir."

"So tell me, then."

The whip licks at me again, landing softly on
my back and wrapping around onto my stomach before it falls
away.

"I belong to you," I say, stuttering and
inarticulate. "I try to make you happy."

"And you think it makes me happy when I hurt
you?"

"I - it makes you happy to control me,
sir."

"But the pain, then. When I use this
whip."

It licks me again, just hard enough to sting.
It burns for only a moment in a line across my lower back.

"The pain is to control me, sir."

"So it is simply punishment? You find it
unpleasant?"

I can barely think. I want to say the right
thing, and yet my head is all but overwhelmed in anticipation of a
thousand different sensations. "I - I am happy to make you happy,
sir," I get out. "I am happy to give you what you want of me."

He stops in front of me and he probes his
foot between my legs once again, nudging at my thighs so that I
will open my legs wide for him. The leather of his toe sends a
shudder through my body as it rubs against its target.

He withdraws the foot and then places it on
the floor in front of me.

"Look at that," he says. "Look at how wet you
are."

"Yes, sir."

"Why are you so aroused, then? If pain is
unpleasant and here I am, threatening you with it? Why would that
arouse you?"

I shake my head, somewhat vexed by the
feeling that my own body obeys him more than it does me.

"And the spanking," he goes on. "You say to
me that you enjoy it. I watch and feel you enjoy it."

"Yes, sir."

"If pain is simply my weapon against you,
then why?"

I breathe deeply and try to collect my
thoughts. This should not be a difficult question, and yet it is so
hard to think when I am in this room with him. When I take too long
to respond the whip comes again, ever-so-slightly harder than its
last arrival. I bite my lip as the sting subsides and a new bead of
wetness rolls down the hot skin of my inner thigh.

"Maybe because it means you are touching me.
It means that you are paying attention to me."

I sneak a glance up at him in spite of
myself, and glimpse his narrow, handsome face. The dim light from
the room's single bulb casts a shadow below his high cheekbones.
One hand is resting on his chin and his long fingers trace his
jaw-line. I am very lucky and that his eyes are, for the moment,
intent upon my trembling limbs rather than my disobedient face.

"That is an interesting theory, Victoria. But
is my touch so rare as that? You would suffer pain to have it?"

"I would, sir."

I feel a light finger caress my cheek. "B it
is not only through pain that I touch you, isn't it, Victoria?" He
says. "Sometimes I am very good to you."

"You are, sir."

"Then I do not understand."

I shake my head again. "I don't know,
sir."

"You haven't thought about it? I know that I
am you first partner, Victoria, but we are not new to each other,
are we? All this time we have been together and you have never
asked yourself why you respond in the way that you do?"

I feel that terrible lightness in my stomach,
almost nausea, that comes when I hear him disappointed with me. "I
have thought about it, sir," I stammer. The distress and
humiliation and lingering pain in the whip marks are feeding the
inferno of my arousal despite the fact that it is my own inability
to explain them which has brought them each upon me in the first
place.

He notices, as always.

"The whip distracts you, Victoria. Is that
part of the difficulty you are having?"

"Yes, sir."

I hear a swish and skitter of stiffened
leather against hardwood as he throws the whip into the corner.

"There," he says. "The whip is gone. We will
deal with your disobedience later. For now I want you only to focus
on this one question."

I breathe deeply and try to forget that he so
close, circling me with his breath hot and his hands itching to be
on me.

"When you touch me, sir, you are touching my
body. When you let me touch you, I am touching your body. But when
you punish me, I can feel you pouring yourself into me. I can feel
myself being molded into your possession. I become a vessel,
sir."

"You feel closest to me when I punish
you?"

"Yes, and afterwards, sir."

"Because you know that there is a purpose
behind the pain I inflict upon you? Because you know it is not
simply sadism?"

"Yes, sir."

I see his feet stop in front of me, and then
he kneels. His gaze meets mine. I gasp involuntarily as I find
myself staring into those eyes of such deep charcoal. It is not
often that I am allowed the privilege. I inhale his heady musk that
mingles with the fragrance of rich leather and unscented soap.

"I feel very close to you, as well, Victoria,
when we are together in this room." His hand comes out and lingers
on my cheek. "To have someone submit to me the way you do is a
privilege that I do not take for granted. And when you are in my
hands, surrendering yourself up to me, it is as though we are the
same, you and I. If I did not want what was best for you then I
would be a very poor master. And if you did not believe that I want
what is best for you, then you could never be a good submissive. We
are good together, don't you find? We want what is best for the two
of us, don't we?"

I nod, tightlipped and savoring this rare
moment of candor and proximity. It is a precious gift on a day when
I do not deserve it.

"Good," he says, standing. "Then upon that
foundation, allow me to instruct you on certain expectations I have
of you."

"Yes, sir," I say.

I listen as his footsteps recede in the
direction he threw the whip only a few moments ago. As they return,
I can feel the saliva running in my mouth again. My eyes are locked
onto the floor in front of me.

The first strike comes quickly. I feel almost
the entire length of the whip on my skin, running from shoulder to
buttock. I fall forward at the force of it and with my hands tied
behind my back I land painfully on the floor, my face and breasts
meeting the hard surface simultaneously.

He seizes my head by the hair and hauls me
back upright. My eyes are watering.

"Tell me," he says, all patience and
compassion in his voice gone, "do you think I am a deliberate
man?"

"Yes, sir."

"You think I am aware of what I am doing and
not doing?"

"Yes, sir."

The whip strikes again, this time across my
belly and wrapping around me with enough force to leave marks above
both of my hips.

"And if I do something that arouses you, do
you think I am aware that you are aroused?"

The whip swings softly between my legs from
behind. It wraps up around my groin and the tip slaps against me
near my clit. I gasp and my legs respond of their own volition to
clamp shut around the whip and prolong the contact. With a hard
wrench the whip pulls free with such violence that it would have
burned the insides of my thighs if they were not so wet.

"Yes, sir," I manage to let out through
gritted teeth.

"Of course I know, Victoria. Your body and
mind are open books to me."

The whip strikes again and I am gasping at
the sweet sting of accumulating welts. Each sensation simply adds
to the fire building inside me that has no outlet.

"I can see it in the way your eyes dilate. I
can see it in the flush on your face. I can see it in the way your
tits redden and your nipples harden, and I see when the lips of
your pussy become so red and fat."

I shift uncomfortably as the sensations in
each body part confirm that it is doing precisely what he is
describing. Again I feel strangely lost, as though it were more his
body than mine.

"And if I know that you are aroused and I
send you away without letting you come, then isn't it clear that I
am denying you the release that your body is screaming for?"

"Yes, sir."

The whip lands across my shoulder blades this
time and again I fall forward. I breathe in gasps with my mouth
open against the floor, tasting the slight grittiness of its
surface.

"Are you glad that I am doing this to
you?"

I turn my head to the side and gulp in air.
"Yes, sir," I say with difficulty.

"Why?"

"Because I was bad, sir."

The whip comes down while I am still
prostrate. It cuts into my back and slaps against the wooden floor
beside me with a sharp crack.

"Very bad," he agrees. "And when I do this to
you, you take it, don't you?"

The whip comes again.

"Yes, sir," I say.

"Anything I do to you, you will accept."

"Yes, sir."

"And do you know what a good sub would do if
her master sent her away without letting her come?"

"She would not masturbate, sir."

The whip cracks again. I am no longer
entirely aware of where each strike lands and I can feel my wetness
pooling against the floor where I lie prostrate.

"It is not about what you do, Victoria." The
whip again. "It is about why you do it." The whip again.

"Yes, sir." There are tears running off the
right side of my face as I lie on the ground.

"And why wouldn't a good sub masturbate?"

"Because she is obedient, sir."

"And what if the master did not tell her that
she could not masturbate?"

I hesitate and then jerk as the whip comes
again one final time and is allowed to fall limp.

"I don't know, sir."

"Even then she would not. She would know that
her master intentionally sent her away without giving her release.
A good sub recognizes intent in everything her master does with
her. And she would be thankful as well. Do you know why she would
be thankful?"

"No, sir." I hear more than feel the whip as
it meets my body.

"Because a good sub accepts all her
punishments gratefully. They are something her master gives her,
and she cherishes them for that reason alone. She cherishes
everything her master gives her. Do you know why she would accept
that particular punishment most gratefully of all?"

"No, sir."

"Because it is the gift of discomfort. It is
arousal inspired by her master, and everything that comes from her
master she cherishes. It is a dull and hungry throbbing that keeps
her company throughout the night while her master sleeps and while
her master is preoccupied with other tasks. This sub is grateful
because her master has given her a gift that only he can give her,
and that gift lingers long after the sting of a spanking or
whipping has faded. Now do you understand?"

"I think so, sir."

"Then tell me. Why do you think it bothers me
that you would lay your own hands on that pussy that belongs to me
after I have intentionally left you unsatisfied?"

"Because not only is it disobedient, sir, but
it means that I do not cherish the gifts you give me. It means that
I do not miss you when you are gone and do not appreciate the
opportunity to nurture your gift inside of me until you next have
time for me, sir."

"Good. You listen and you understand. And now
what do you think I should do?"

"You should punish me, sir."

"I should?"

"First because am I disobedient. Again
because I am ungrateful. And again because I did not understand
what you give me or why, sir."

"And perhaps even once more after that,
because by not searching for a deeper reason for the way I treat
you, you betrayed your own assumption that how I treat you is
simply for my own amusement."

"Yes, that too, sir."

"Your list of offenses is growing rather
long."

"Yes, sir. Punish me for them, sir." There is
urgency in my voice. My acute need is evident in my tone. It has
been two or three minutes since I last felt the whip and I am
becoming restless and impatient. Cold lucidity is returning to me
and I want desperately to escape from it back into that heady space
of delicious torment and sexual anticipation.

"You are very eager," he observes.

"Yes, sir. Please, sir."

He walks around in front of me, his shoes
clicking slightly. I see his hands descend, holding the whip, and
then he lays it on the floor in front of me.

"I'm afraid we are finished with the whip for
the day," he says.

My heart sinks. "Please, sir. Punish me so
that it will be alright."

"That is not going to happen. We are not
finished with our lesson."

"Yes, sir."

"What I give you is very special, Victoria.
Our relationship is a connection between us on our most fundamental
level. We are so linked, you and I." He runs a delicate hand down
from my shoulder and brushes across my nipple. I inhale sharply and
thrust my chest forward into his fingers, but they are already
gone. "Not all women are so lucky," he continues. "Do you know how
people make up transgressions to their partners in a more typical
relationship?"

"No, sir."

"They have only the clumsiest of currencies.
They do not have this constant bond of pain and pleasure that we
do. And when one of them is wrong, they try to make it up to their
partner with little favors. That's the only language they have with
which to communicate. Does that sound like a very empowered life? A
very satisfying relationship?"

"No, sir."

He is standing in front of me and my eyes are
raised just high enough that I can see his erection in his pants. A
wave of relief and gratitude flows through me to see it. He cannot
be so completely disappointed in me if my body and suffering still
excite him.

He pauses and from his change in posture I
can tell he has caught me looking at him. I flush and stare fixedly
at the ground.

He does not say a word. He simply turns and
walks to the wall and then returns with a metal folding chair in
his hands. He sets the chair on the floor perhaps ten feet in front
of me and seats himself in it.

"You may suck my cock, if you wish,
Victoria."

Such is my astonishment that for an instant
my eyes leap to his. Then I remember myself and my gaze returns to
the floor in a show of apology. "Thank you, sir," I say
gratefully.

I lift myself off my heels and approach him,
finding it surprisingly difficult to balance on my knees with my
hands tied behind my back. When I reach him he has undone his belt
and I grip the fabric of his pants in my teeth and pull them as he
rises slightly off the chair to allow them to slip down. As I
return to do the same with his underwear, the smell of him becomes
almost overwhelming to me. My nose brushes the soft cotton
saturated in his musk as I tug gently at it with my teeth. It is a
struggle to pull the elastic waistband free of his erection, but I
manage it.

"This is the only repayment I will ever
accept for the way you have undermined what I have given you," he
says.

I look up at him, suddenly chagrined. Again I
snap my eyes back down and bite my lip. The glowing privilege of
this moment is suddenly tarnished. How can I ever do enough for him
in this single act to make everything alright? This is not the
penance for which my body and soul now align in yearning.

But for the moment it is enough to occupy me.
As I bring my head back up from his underwear I see a bead of
pre-cum has already formed on the tip of his thick penis. I breathe
lightly on him, my mouth hovering an inch away. I watch as the cock
throbs in response, red and swollen and eager for the lush wetness
of my mouth.

I place a chaste kiss on the tip and then run
my tongue over my lips after I have withdrawn. The meager moisture
on them is hot and salty.

I lean in further, nudging his legs apart
with my shoulders to have better access to him. I try not to let
myself become distracted as my nipples brush against his firm
thighs, nor dwell on the tensed muscles of his stomach as he
watches my movements intently.

Slowly I take as much of him as I can into my
mouth. I draw back and then take him in again. A rivulet of saliva
escapes from my lips and falls to run down the inside of his thigh.
His knees are tight against my sides.

I continue to move my mouth on him and feel
as his tense muscles surrounding me begin to relax. He sinks back
into the chair and I begin to move faster. My nipples are almost
uncomfortably stiff as they brush again and again over the firm
muscles of his thighs.

After several minutes his body begins to
tighten again. I can hear and feel his breathing becoming heavy
above me and I increase my pace further. My own body thrills at the
pleasure that I can feel flowing through him.

And then he tenses fully and ceases movement
and I take him in as deep into my mouth as I can. His liquid spurts
powerfully into me, hot and salty and viscous. In two swallows I
consume it, taking a quiet pride in the act.

I withdraw my mouth and glance upwards,
seeking to further relish his reaction to this small pleasure I
have given him. His beautiful face is flushed and distant, but as I
watch he glances down and sees me watching him. I jerk my head down
but he catches my chin in his hand and holds me, looking into my
face.

For some reason, the gesture reminds me of
why this is happening in the first place. I remember that I
disobeyed him when he only wanted what was best for me, and that
now he will not punish me because I have not been adequately
grateful for his punishments. Suddenly I am ashamed and do not want
to be seen. And yet, I do not dare pull away from his grip, so I
let him look at my face as I deepen in color and wait in obedient
patience for him to allow me to return my gaze to the floor. He
brushes his thumb across my chin to wipe away a drop of come and
then raises it to my mouth for me to clean. I accept the thumb
between my lips and suck on it wordlessly.

At length he releases me and I back away from
him, returning my gaze to the ground.

"Victoria."

"Yes, sir."

"Stand up."

I arch my back in order to use my bound hands
to assist me in standing. The flush is still hot in my cheeks as he
observes my discomfort.

"What is your state of mind?" he asks.

I fidget slightly. "Aroused and embarrassed,
sir."

"Embarrassed by your behavior and
disobedience?"

"Yes, sir."

"And ashamed?"

"Very much, sir."

"But those emotions can be very arousing in
their own right, can't they, Victoria?"

"Yes, sir."

"And if I wanted to be good to you, what
would I do?"

Out of the corner of my eye I observe his
movements as he re-clothes himself. Once again I alone am
naked.

"You would not let me come, sir. You would
leave the emotions inside me, unresolved. I would spend the rest of
the day pre-occupied by the feelings you stir in me, sir, and it
would be as though we were not apart."

"Very good," he says and a thrill of pride
runs through me. "If I were good to you now, do you think you are a
good sub? One who would appreciate it when her master is good to
her?

I flush with excitement, impatient to
experience this new world he has opened for me. The way he speaks
of it gives every mundane interaction between us all the weight of
love and trust and companionship. Until now I have spent many
hungry hours waiting for our next session together, but he has
given me a way to never be alone. It is a symbolic pregnancy. It is
to bear his mark upon me and within me through every moment of the
day.

"Yes, sir," I say.

"Then turn around and give me your
wrists."

I turn and back towards him, holding my
wrists out eagerly. The electricity of his touch runs up my arm as
his fingers begin to work on the ropes that are so tight around my
wrists.

The bindings come away and my arms fall to my
sides. Even though they are raw from the friction of the rope, I do
not rub or nurse them. The sting of their removal is always one of
the last sensations to savor as a session draws to a close.

"Now face me."

I turn around, almost shyly, my eyes on the
floor and my arms crossed slightly over my stomach.

"Now show me what you did last night."

"Sir?"

"Show me how you disobeyed me and abused my
pussy for your own short-sighted ends."

The breath turns hollow in my chest as I
understand what he is ordering me to do. Taking his words at face
value, I think back to last night and flush in shame as I remember
myself pawing hungrily, disobediently, and ignorantly.

The humiliation grows in me as I begin,
haltingly, to replicate the movements. He watches me as I place a
hand on my left breast, cupping it and playing with the nipple. My
other hand descends and rubs over the outside of my pussy, which is
now so wet that it makes an audible swishing sound as my palm
passes over the sensitive region. I exhale sharply as for my
intense arousal of the past forty minutes receives its first
physical vindication.

Part of me urges my fingers onwards, and part
of me shrieks that what I could have is so much more if I could
only take the fingers away.

"Please, sir," I manage to stammer.

"Go on, Victoria."

Tears form in my eyes as I rub my moistened
fingertips up my groin and begin to circle my clit. The power of
the sensation threatens to force me to my knees.

"Remain standing," he orders, watching
me.

I slip a single finger inside, probing at
myself, and then add a second. A moan escapes me and the
humiliation and reluctance are fading as an intense physical need
grows and begins to drown them out. My hand begins to move
rhythmically. Soon it is pumping in and out with a rapid urgency
and the hand that was fondling my breast has moved down to play
with my clit.

Every labored breath that escapes me is a
moan now. I move my hand faster and faster, as fast as I can
physically manage. I feel the delicious fatigue in the muscles of
my wrist as I tear into myself in complete abandon.

My legs are splayed and bowed outwards
garishly and I am hunched over, completely consumed by what I am
doing to myself. I feel the orgasm that I did not want only thirty
seconds ago as it builds in me, but now I am desperate for it. When
it arrives it is overwhelming, blindingly crimson, as I sway and
almost topple forward.

I open my eyes and see that I have soaked my
wrist and thighs in come. My thighs are clamped around my hand as
it still cups the sensitive region. Drool has run down from the
side of my mouth, and the humiliation and chagrin begins to return.
In fact it is far worse now. The arousal that muted it - rendered
it pleasurable, even - has passed out of me.

I sink to the ground and this time he does
not rebuke me for doing so. I cradle my knees to my chest and cry
quietly, overcome by shame and robbed for at least today of the
thrilling promise he has been tantalizing me with.

I hear him stand and walk from the room,
opening and then closing the heavy door behind him. My clothes are
stacked neatly to the side of the threshold.









My Ex's Revenge






I looked around the narrow entrance hall. I
had never been in one of these brownstones before. I used to admire
them across Brattle Street when I was younger, the way the light
glinted off the ivy and burgundy stonework of their facades. It was
strange to think that Connor owned one, now, as if in the two years
we had been apart he had become privy to some foreign world of old
money and respectability.

I heard him speaking quietly on the phone
down the hall. "Make yourself comfortable," he had said before
leaving me. "I won't be long."

I breathed in deeply, consuming the still air
and relishing that I was back with him again. Nothing was certain,
of course. Nothing had happened yet. But when I had called him he
had answered, had sounded positive, and had asked me to stop by.
These were positive signs. These were signs that something good
could happen tonight.

I walked forward, my low heels clicking
distressingly loudly on the hardwood. Every sound seemed magnified,
as though I were standing in a much larger space.

The dull egg-shell woodwork of the door
frames seemed to glow slightly in the ambient glimmer of light
thrown down from fixtures that were recessed somewhere out of view
near the ceiling. Every passing moment built upon the hanging
surrealism of the evening: everything that had happened and
everything that promised to happen.

He had seemed different when he came to the
door. He had only said that he was in the middle of a phone call
and wouldn't I come in and make myself comfortable, but even in
that short interval I could tell that he was different. There was
an authority in his voice that had not been there two years ago.
There was an easy strength to the way he moved and gestured and
smiled.

I was both perplexed and intrigued. It seemed
so strange to think that tonight had begun as a simple, cowardly
relapse - turning to an old boyfriend when I was lonely and had
nowhere left to turn. This was not returning to anything I had ever
had before. This was new.

"Regina."

I turned with an embarrassing sort of jump. I
smiled at him. I didn't remember him being so handsome, either.
It's funny the things you forget. Or maybe it was just the way he
was leaning on the door jamb, suave and in control.

He was wearing a crisp black suit, his three
button jacket open and his pant hem just barely brushing the
polished black leather of his shoes. It was clear that he had not
changed from work. The only concession he had made to comfort was
to remove his tie and unbutton his collar. His dark hair was cut
medium-length and pushed loosely off his forehead.

"Hey," I said. The word came out quieter than
I expected and I realized that I had not breathed.

"You look good," he said. "You look like
you've been well."

"Thanks," I said, flushing a little. "You
look great, too."

I liked how he didn't apologize for the phone
call. It gave this a sense of informality - of intimacy, even -
that I clung to in the unfamiliar building looking at a man I used
to know.

"Can I get you something?" he offered.

"I'd take a glass of something," I said.

"Of course," he said. "Come."

I followed him back into a warmly lit kitchen
and sat at the high table as he poured two glasses from a bottle of
Bordeaux. The polished marble surface felt slightly cold beneath my
fingers. I kept forcing my hand down as it tried to work its way up
to play with a stray lock of hair.

"I'm not going to beat around the bush,
Regina," Connor said as he turned around. "I'm going to be very
direct in this because I don't want any mistake about what I am
saying."

I sat up straighter and tried to meet his
gaze. Things had become serious in an instant. "Alright," I
said.

"What we had last time - it wasn't working
for me. It couldn't work for me. If there's going to be anything
between us again it would have to be very different."

I looked at him apprehensively. "What exactly
do you mean?"

He handed me one of the glasses and set his
own down on the table beside where he stood. His eyes studied the
glass on the table for a moment as he rotated it absently with two
long fingers, and then his eyes returned to me. "Regina, I remember
how it was when we were together. I remember how every day was a
constant fight for respect and autonomy in our relationship. It was
as though you felt that my being involved with you gave you a say
in every aspect of my life."

I remembered him telling me as much when he
ended it, but the fact that it was still his dominant recollection
of our time together hurt more than I had expected it to. Why was I
here, if that's how he felt?

"It was good, too, sometimes, wasn't it?" I
prodded, half reproachful and half pleading.

"There were good times," he agreed, "but not
a single memory of our time together passes through my head without
my also remembering why I ended it."

I took a drink from the glass to avoid
responding.

"But I am not that man anymore," he continued
when I remained silent. "I have come to terms with why I let you
treat me the way you did. I was not being true to myself. I was not
being fair to you, in bottling myself up, in restraining myself and
hating myself for it, and you." He studied my face, being sure I
understood him. "I grew from that. I came to terms with my own
needs. I came to terms with what I expect from a partner."

Still I was not sure what to say.

"I want you to know that I don't hold any of
this against you. I am grateful for the experiences that have
brought me to where I am now. And I know that it was my behavior,
my leniency, which allowed our relationship to become that way. I
say all this not to dishearten you but simply to make clear that it
will not be that way again."

There was a certain steel in his voice that
shocked me a little bit, and I looked up. It was not anger. He was
simply ... implacable.

"Yeah?"

"Yes," he confirmed.

I stared into my glass, taken aback by how
this was all playing out. "It wouldn't need to be like that," I
said at last. "I just remember it being fun, sometimes, is all. I
thought maybe we could try again. Feel it out. It could go a
different way, if you want it to."

He considered me, his gaze direct. I shifted
uncomfortably and tried to shake the feeling that he was looking
through me - as if my thoughts and purposes were somehow naked
before him. A self-conscious flush came into my cheeks and I looked
away, no longer able to take it.

"If you truly feel that way, then perhaps
this is something worth exploring," he said.

"I do," I said quickly, relieved and eager to
please.

"Finish your glass, then," he said. "And I
will show you what I mean."

He set his own empty glass by the sink, not
waiting for me. He walked out into a hallway beyond the kitchen and
I struggled to gulp the remainder of my wine. I almost choked as I
got the last of it down and then hurried after him.

I stopped abruptly after rounding the corner.
I stood in a long, low hallway, lit much the same as the entrance
way. At the end of the hall a door was cast ajar and he stood
inside the unfurnished room it opened into. His back was to me and
his hand was fiddling with something overhead which I could not
quite see.

I shivered slightly as anticipation and
sudden anxiety clashed within me.

"Come here, Regina," he said without
turning.

I walked towards him hesitatingly. Even as my
angle of sight into the room improved, no furniture became evident.
I laid a hand on the door and stepped into the room, again hearing
the click of my shoe on the floor.

"What do you want to show me?" I asked simply
to cut the silence. My voice echoed loudly off the walls of the
near-empty room.

He turned to face me and then gestured at the
wall behind me. Leather straps dangled from brackets in several
places. A whip and a flog hung from nails embedded in the bare
plaster. Several lengths of chain and strips of leather were coiled
on a shelf in the corner.

I continued turning in a full circle and
realized that the room was only half the size I had originally
taken it for. The wall to my right was a single enormous mirror, of
the kind you might find in a health club exercise room.

"You know what these are used for, don't
you?"

I blushed slightly. "Of course."

"Well, then. We don't have to waste time.
These are my expectations. These are my terms."

I studied the items, unsure of what to think.
I felt very on the spot, as though the seconds were moving too
fast. "What do you mean?" I asked.

"I am not attracted to people who do not know
their place - who try to reach above themselves. I am not attracted
to people who scrabble for power in order to feel bigger than they
are."

I looked at my reflection in the mirror. My
face was drawn into a rictus of confusion and shock. I consciously
relaxed my features.

"And that's what I was doing?" I asked.
"That's what ended our relationship two years ago? Is that what
you're saying?"

"It was, as I said, not your fault. I take
full responsibility. It was I who allowed the behavior. It was I
who did not move to stop it. But now I will. Now I will stop it,
even the slightest hint of it. When I am with someone, now, I ask
of them that they be true to their natural place in our
relationship."

"Submitting to you," I finished for him.

"Yes."

I took a slow breath, fighting the urge to
turn and gaze again at the instruments on the wall behind me.

"And that's the only thing you want."

"I want other things. But that is the
foundation of my relationships that I will not forego."

His new demeanor was beginning to make sense:
his assurance, his confidence.

"Regina, I hope that you don't dismiss this
out of hand."

"Why shouldn't I?" I looked up and fought to
hold his gaze. His eyes bore into me steadily. It was not an unkind
stare. It was not belligerent or in any way trying to overpower me.
He simply watched me. Studied me. Everything he said, he said with
the easy straightforwardness of a man accustomed to getting what he
wanted. If it was not me who gave him what he wanted, it would be
someone else.

"What else is there for you?" he asked, his
eyes not leaving me.

"What do you mean? I just called, is all. I
have plenty going on." The words sounded pathetic as soon as they
were out of my mouth. If it were true, I would not have needed to
say it.

"Let's not play games," he said. "I knew when
I sent you away, when I was too tired of your overbearing ways,
that you would do the same thing with man after man and none of
them would put up with it the way I did. Just like me, they would
not know exactly what bothered them so much about you, but they
would not put up with it. And I knew that someday, if you didn't
learn better, you would come crawling back to me begging to try
again because you had nowhere left to turn."

I tried to meet his eyes, tried to imply by
my nonchalance that what he was saying wasn't true. Instead,
looking into the eyes of a man who seemed to know everything
without the slightest hint from me, I quailed, faltered, and looked
away.

"And I'll tell you why it's happened," he
went on. "I'll tell you why you did it and why you are here and why
you are so uncomfortable with what I am proposing."

"Oh yeah?"

"Yes. It is because you are petty. It is
because you are small and afraid. It is because you have never had
the courage to give yourself entirely to another person, and thus
have never understood the privilege of someone doing likewise for
you. Again, I do not blame you. I am here to help you."

"Help me?"

"That is why I asked you here tonight. I
could have very easily left you out of my life. I am not the one
driven to making phone calls to ex-boyfriends at two in the
morning."

"I didn't call you at two in the morning. I
called you this afternoon."

"And you think I don't recognize your number
on my caller id."

I flushed. But it was the old, comforting,
familiar Connor that I had been trying to reach with those late
night calls that ended in frightened hang up. Not a man with chains
in a back room of his home. Not a man who explained my own motives
to me and expected me to change for him. And yet . . . was he wrong
in the things he said? I couldn't pretend that he was.

"So what exactly does this entail?" I asked
tentatively, as if I was simply curious.

"It is very simple. All I ask is a
relationship based on trust and accountability."

"Those are pretty good euphemisms."

"They are not euphemisms. I refer to those
very things. What's here in this room is simply a means to an end.
And a means to a little fun, too, I suppose."

I looked around again. I could not lie to
myself. I had always been a little bit curious about what was out
there beyond the narrow world of simple, normal sex I had always
been familiar with. It had always seemed like there must be
something more to explore in my sexuality than a few soft words and
a caress or two under the covers.

"I'm not really - I mean, I'm new to all of
this stuff," I said.

"That's alright," he said. "We will start
where we start, and move from there."

I breathed, trying to slow my heart rate
down. I took a walk around the room and ran one of the leather
straps between my fingers. The soft, grainy texture played across
my finger pads and the smell of the leather was rich in every
breath I took.

"Tell me more," I said.

"There is nothing more to be said. If you
want to know more, then the only thing left is to show you."

I let the leather strap fall limp and placed
a palm against the wall.

"So it's yes or no?"

"That's right."

I turned and looked at him, both eager and
fearful. Who wouldn't be a little apprehensive in my shoes? But who
wouldn't be at least a little turned on, too? His face was intent,
hungry but restrained for the moment. It was clear that he wanted
something to happen as much as I did. It was just - he had set the
terms and it was to me to accept them.

"And how would - I mean, what would happen
first?"

"First you must commit yourself to the idea.
It will not work - I will not let it work - if you try to wade in
ankle deep. This is for your sake. You won't enjoy it unless you
throw yourself into it - unless you commit yourself to the emotions
and sensations of submission. I'll help, but I can only do so much
for you."

My stomach felt very light in my abdomen as I
tried to weigh options. Everything seemed to flit through my head
much too quickly to make sense of. All I knew is that no matter how
much my conscious mind balked, my instincts drew me towards what he
was offering me. Assistance, compassion, trust, structure. And all
of these mixed up with a sexual aggression, hedonistic and almost
depraved, but seductive. Impossibly seductive. It seemed to offer
so many things that had been missing.

"Okay," I said.

"You want this?"

"Yes."

"Enough to give yourself to it? To me?"

"Yes."

"Tell me how much, then."

"I want it very much," I said. "Sir."

He raised an eyebrow, but he did not object.
I mused and explored the word silently with my tongue.

"Then Regina, I'm afraid that our first order
of business is your outstanding debt to me."

"Debt?"

"I cannot simply forget how you behaved when
we were last together. If we are going to be good together, then we
must work to ensure that you never, ever think of behaving that way
again."

A lump of dread formed in my throat, and I
struggled to swallow it. "That's the only way?"

"You will thank me, I suspect. People often
find it very moving to be punished for their misdeeds. It's much
better to externalize the pain and discomfort than to remain
trapped in self-criticism."

His eyes were intent on me as he moved to
stand directly in front of me. I opened my mouth to object, but his
hand reached out and closed it.

"That's enough," he said. "You deserve to be
punished, therefore you will be punished."

I kept my mouth closed as he withdrew his
hand. My eyes were locked in his.

He allowed a silence to develop as I lost
myself in his gaze, and when he began to speak again it was very
softly.

"When you are in this room, I ask that you
restrict yourself to your uniform. Do you know what your uniform
is?"

I shook my head.

I felt him playing with the top button of my
blouse. His hand worked its way down and I felt the fresh air on my
skin as it opened progressively under his touch. When it was fully
unbuttoned, he pushed it over my shoulders and down off my
arms.

 

"Fold this and put it in the corner," he
said, holding it out in front of me.

I took it from him and did as instructed,
bending down and folding the garment against my knee before walking
over to place it neatly in the corner. I smoothed it once, and then
returned obediently to him, my hands at my sides and my eyes once
more on his face and his eyes on mine.

"Turn around," he said.

I did as told and felt him detaching the
clasp of my bra. It loosened and my breasts slipped out, exposed to
the slight chill of the room. I felt my nipples begin to stiffen,
and my hands twitched upwards in the instinct to cover my
front.

"Here," he said, indicating for me to turn
back to him and then offering me the bra dangling from his hand.
"Put this with your blouse."

I took it, did as told, and returned to
him.

He admired me for a moment before reaching
out a hand to lightly brush at my left nipple which stiffened
further under his touch.

"I had forgotten what nice tits you have," he
complimented me. "Have many other men enjoyed them since we have
been apart?"

"What?"

"How many men have seen your tits since last
we were together, Regina?" he asked.

I flushed slightly, half from being exposed
before his roving gaze and half from the intentional invasiveness
of his question.

"Four," I answered after a pause.

"Four in two years?"

"Yes."

He ran a light finger between my breasts,
then down over my stomach and coming to rest on the waistline of my
skirt. With a slow, deliberate touch he undid the button and zipper
on my hip and allowed the skirt to fall to the floor.

"Take it and put it with the rest."

I stepped out of it, picked it up, and
carried it over to the corner and then walked back to him.

He stepped back from me and looked me up and
down.

"Those are very nice panties, Regina. Did you
pick them out especially for me?"

"Yes," I answered after an embarrassed
pause.

"They are your best pair?"

"Yes."

"Good. I am glad that your instincts are to
put on your best for me. We will hope those instincts do not
change." He put a finger to his lips as he regarded me. "You
addressed me as sir, earlier. I like that as well."

"Yes, sir."

"Now take the panties off and put them with
the rest of your clothing."

I slid slightly shaking fingers into the thin
waistband of the panties, pushed them down, and stepped out of
them. Again my shoes made their soft clicking across the floor as I
carried out his instructions.

"Now," he said. "Look in the mirror."

I turned and saw myself, pale and feeling a
little gangly as I stood with nothing but shoes on in this strange
building and in this strange room. My face was flushed and even
across the room I could see the erectness of my nipples. Next to me
stood Connor, still in his suit and his intense eyes alight. Though
I didn't entirely understand why, it was incredibly arousing to see
myself naked and vulnerable beside this man, handsome and powerful
and well-clothed.

"This is your uniform," he explained. "When
you are in this room, this is how I expect you to present yourself.
You are to be available to me in whatever way I deem necessary,
whether for punishment or satisfaction or reward. Do you
understand?"

"Yes, sir," I said quietly.

"Good. Then go and bring me that chair
against the wall."

I turned and noticed for the first time a
grey folding chair propped against the wall. I went and brought it
to him. The metal was cool against my fingers and my hip as I
carried it.

"Set it here," he instructed, indicating
directly in front of him.

I unfolded it and set it on the ground. He
took a seat in it.

"Now lie on my lap, here."

I regarded him nervously, but when I
hesitated his eyes rose to meet mine, coolly expectant. I took in a
shallow breath and then bent over and draped myself awkwardly over
his knees. My stiff nipples brushed over the soft cloth of his
pants and I rested my palms against the floor in front of my face.
My ass was pushed high in the air by the posture, becoming the most
prominent part of my body. My hair fell forward and over my face,
and my toes rested against the floor on his other side.

I stifled a gasp as I felt a hand caress my
ass cheek and run down the back of my thigh.

"This is going to be a simple atonement
today," he said. "This is to make the nature of our relationship
clear to you."

I breathed deliberately, waiting for the pain
to begin.

"Regina, when you are being punished or are
about to be punished and I am speaking to you, I would like you to
respond to me by saying 'yes, sir.' I want to be sure that you hear
and understand me, and that you never become so pre-occupied by
what we are doing that you cannot learn the lesson you are here to
learn."

"Yes, sir," I said to the floor, already
partially distracted by the sensations of his fingers on my
skin.

"Thank you. You are learning very quickly.
Don't think I do not recognize and appreciate that."

I felt a small warmth of pride at his
compliment. His hand was cupping my ass.

"Now, I would like you to tell me what is
about to happen is about to happen."

"What do you mean?" I asked. "Sir."

"I would like you to tell me why you are
being punished." His hand moved smoothly across my sensitive skin.
I noticed how wet I had become. I did not entirely understand why I
was so aroused.

"Because of how our relationship was two
years ago, sir," I said.

"That is true," he agreed. "But tell me why
exactly, Regina." He pinched me experimentally and I jumped
slightly on his lap.

"I - ah -" I began, struggling to ignore the
sensations of my lower body. "I was controlling, you said,
sir."

"This is not about what I say. This is about
what you did. I want you to consider your own actions and tell me
why you deserve what is about to happen to you."

"Yes, sir," I said. I reached back in my
memories and tried to recall when things had begun to sour between
us. His fingers were exploring my inner thighs, closer and closer
to - but I needed to think. "I was petty," I said. "You gave me
what I asked because you wanted to make me happy, and I wasn't
doing the same for you, sir."

"And why were you doing that?" he asked.

"I was selfish, sir."

I felt a sudden burning impact. He had
spanked me very hard. He struck my other cheek, and both were now
on fire. He struck again and again. Four times in total. I sagged
over his legs and moaned in pain. Well, perhaps the moan was not
only out of pain.

"Is that all?" he asked.

I fought to breathe and the throbbing ebbed
to a manageable threshold. I tried to think what answer he was
looking for.

"Because, sir, I was insecure," I said at
last.

"Oh? How so?"

"I was afraid I wasn't good enough, sir."

"And that made you behave the way you
did?"

I took a shuddering breath. "I thought you
were better than me. I thought that if I could hurt you then it
meant I wasn't powerless. If I was taking advantage of you then you
couldn't be better than me. Sir."

I felt sick to say it. It sounded so awful
and useless. I curled against his legs, wanting to be small and
invisible and somewhere else.

"Good. This is good. So you understand that
you deserve this, now."

"Yes. I do, sir."

He struck again. Four blows again. I writhed
on his legs, my body instinctually trying to escape the
punishment.

"Thank me for it then, Regina. Show me that
you understand the necessity of this and that you are grateful that
it is happening."

"Thank you, sir."

"You are glad that I am punishing you?"

"Yes, sir. Thank you for punishing me,
sir."

His hand returned to my backside, caressing
my wounded body.

"But you have not been punished enough yet,
have you?"

"No, sir," I answered very quietly.

"So you would like me to punish you
more?"

"Yes, sir."

"Ask me nicely, then."

"Please punish me more, sir. Please punish me
harder, sir."

He obliged. I gasped as each blow rocked me
across his strong, muscled thighs. There were six this time, and
the pain of each individual impact led together into a general
sense of intensity. Pain, adrenaline, and arousal combined and
raged in my body.

When he had finished, it took me a moment to
see the floor. The burning began to lessen, and I could feel his
hand caressing me again.

"Now tell me," he said, "why you are
here."

"Why I'm here, sir?"

His fingers were between my thighs, and I
gasped as they moved further inwards. They slipped between the
lubricated lips of my pussy and probed forward. They drew very
close to my clit before they receded. A moan of need escaped my
lips.

"Tell me what brought you to call me. Tell me
what has happened in your life."

My breathing was fast and shallow, but his
fingers did not return. I had become a quivering body of pain and
need and desire. I was incapable of lying, least of all to this man
who was playing my body so expertly, as though it were a toy he
knew better than I did. "I was - I was lonely, sir."

"And these four men."

"It didn't work out, sir."

"Why not?"

I felt his fingers moving up the inside of my
thigh, drawing close to where they had come before but at the last
moment pulling away and pushing gently across the back of my leg. A
hot, wet surge of disappointment flooded me.

"I did not treat them well, sir," I admitted
after a pause.

"No?"

"I was selfish, sir."

"And they left you," he finished.

"Two of them did. I lost respect for the ones
who didn't, and eventually left them, sir."

My groin was positioned directly against his
leg and I could feel a slight damp spot forming in the fabric of
his pant leg beneath me. I could smell my own arousal intense in
the air, fusing with Connor's own musk of body and delicate
cologne.

"It was a dead end, then. Your selfishness
was sabotaging you."

"Yes, sir." I could feel anguish and
humiliation building in me.

"It was lucky for you, then, that you came
here to a man who understands how a woman like you must be handled.
Isn't that so?"

"Yes, sir."

"Perhaps you do not yet understand how lucky
you are. But you will."

"Yes, sir." Tears were standing in my eyes. I
was so ashamed that it had come to this and ashamed at how right he
was.

"But if you tell me again why we are here,
perhaps we can make real progress. Did you take advantage of the
gentleness and kindness of other men, Regina?"

"Yes," I said with a tremble in my voice.

"You abused the trust and respect that was
afforded to you."

"Yes," I sobbed. Suddenly I wanted to tell
him everything. I wanted to confess to all my insecurities, to hear
them said aloud, and be punished for them. It was a cleansing that
I needed. It was retribution. "Punish me for it, sir," I cried
out.

His hand came down again and again. The air
was filled with the heavy thud of his punishment raining down on my
body. I was screaming out, partly from the pain and partly calling
for more. My lower body was on fire. My body was tensing and
collapsing and writhing, at a loss to respond to this
bombardment.

At last the blows ceased and I sagged over
his legs, gasping and clinging to him and with my cheeks streaked
with tears.

"Thank you," I was saying in a choked
voice.

I had slid crooked and disheveled across his
legs. I moved to reposition myself and my side moved closer to his
crotch. With a slow-witted surprise I realized that his cock was
hard in his pants.

As I embraced his legs I became aware of how
aroused he was. I pictured myself, raw and pink and vulnerable
thrown across his lap with my ass in the air. More than that, my
pain and my gratitude for the pain he gave me seemed to turn him on
to an intense degree. I had been so wrapped up in my own sensations
that I had not noticed it. His hand was on my ass again.

"Thank you for punishing me, sir," I said
again, my attention on the feeling of his fingers running over me.
"Have I been good to let you punish me?"

"Sir," he said.

"Sir," I repeated.

"And yes, you have taken it well," he agreed,
a bit breathily. His fingers were kneading my smarting flesh.

"Do you reward good behavior, sir?" I asked
the floor.

He laughed. It was a fond sort of laugh, a
what-will-I-do-with-you laugh, and it made me feel very warm in a
way that I had not felt in a long time. His fingers were between my
legs, almost touching me where I wanted them to.

"That is something that I give when it seems
appropriate, Regina. Not something that I give upon request."

"Yes, sir."

"But," he said. His fingers were rubbing
between my lips, over my opening, spreading my wetness. "In this
case, yes, I suppose we should do something to reward you. Good
behavior does not become a good habit unless it is reinforced,
after all."

"Yes, sir," I said, wriggling pleasurably
under his touch. I could feel my wetness spreading through the
cloth beneath me, but if he minded he did not say so.

Suddenly, I felt him seize my hair from
behind and pull me back and upwards so that he could bring his face
down to mine. I winced and breathed with difficulty as my back was
forced into a tight arch.

"But I will tell you, Regina, that my rewards
are often not much gentler than my punishments, so you must be
careful what you ask for."

I gritted my teeth and stupidly tried to nod,
but was unable to.

He stood up abruptly, releasing my hair and
causing me to tumble to the floor. I landed painfully on my side
and rolled onto my back, throwing my hand out to stop my momentum.
I gazed up at him as he stood over me, his eyes alight and
hungry.

He removed his jacket and shirt and threw
them over the chair beside him. Through his undershirt I could tell
even more clearly that he had improved his physique in the past two
years. He pulled the undershirt over his head, and I confirmed it,
drinking in the sight of his muscular torso gleaming with the thin
perspiration of our exertions.

He undid his belt and pulled his pants off,
stepping over and straddling me as I lay sprawled on the floor. He
was wearing boxers and they were pulled outwards by his erection
such that I could see up beneath them from where I lay on the
ground.

"You know," he said, standing over me, "I am
very good to you. Aren't I, Regina?"

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. Please be good to
me now, sir. Please."

He took hold of himself and freed his cock
from his underwear, allowing the thin garment to fall to the floor
and kicking it away. Looking up at him from below made his cock
seem unusually large and stiff, profiled against the ceiling and
his upper body.

With a rough push from his foot, he rolled me
over onto my stomach. He gripped my hips and lifted me onto my
hands and knees.

I gasped as I felt him enter me. He filled me
and thrust deep, deep into me. I moaned, already brought perilously
close to orgasm by all that had already happened.

"I can see it turns you on to be treated this
way," he said. "You are a dirty, depraved little slut, aren't
you?"

"Yes," I gasped.

"Well that's alright," he said. "I know how
to treat dirty sluts like you." He drove into me harder. He grabbed
a fistful of my hair and pulled me ever more forcefully onto his
cock.

I was moaning unintelligibly, and the force
with which he was fucking me made the noise come out high-pitched
and oscillating. I could hear him gasping behind me. I squeezed my
feet against his calves and curled my toes against him. I was
yelling something.

And then I came powerfully. The ecstasy
poured into me from every inch of my hot, perspiring, abused body.
I sagged and my arms buckled at the force of it, but he gripped my
hips and held me on his cock as he continued to pound me.

After a few more moments passed being
violently used, I felt him come inside me. He stayed rigid against
me for several moments and then sank back, letting me fall forward
onto the ground. My eyes were closed as I relished the lingering
glow of what had been the most powerful orgasm of my life.

After a minute I heard him getting up and
heard the rustling of cloth. I rolled over limply and gazed up at
him getting dressed. I wasn't sure how he wanted me to behave, so I
remained silent, simply watching him.

"We'll make arrangements for you coming to
stay with me," he said.

I smiled languidly, not entirely hearing.
"Yes, sir."

He reached down and stroked my cheek fondly,
and then withdrew. "But we are done for now. You did well." He
turned to leave. "And Regina," he said, turning back, "I'm glad you
called. This is a good thing. I think we will be good
together."

I sat up, feeling the deep soreness in my
ass, and watched him leave the room.









Begging to Be His Slave






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

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

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

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

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

My heart sank. A woman was standing
there.

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

"Yes?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Melissa," I heard him say.

"Yes, sir?"

"Why are you here?"

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

"How did you know where to find me?"

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

"And could you repeat it for me?"

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

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

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

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

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

"I'm sorry, I -"

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

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

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

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

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

"Melissa," he sighed simply.

"Yes, sir?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"How long has it just been happening?"

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

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

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

With difficulty, I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Present yourself for your punishment,
Melissa."

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

"You have been good, until now."

"I want to be, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, usually, sir."

"But not in this case."

"I try, sir."

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

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

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

I nodded, tears standing in my eyes.

I felt the stick slam into me.

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

Another strike.

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

The stick came again.

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

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

"Is that all true, Melissa?"

I nodded.

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

I nodded.

"Good," he said.

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

"Melissa, did I tell you to relax?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are you trying to learn your lesson?"

I nodded.

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

I nodded again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But he took it away.

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

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

The stick was back between my legs.

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

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

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

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

I nodded weakly.

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

I turned towards him, a little uncertain.

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

I nodded urgently.

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

I looked down uncertainly.

"Shake them off," he commanded.

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

"Shake them off," he repeated.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Thank you, sir," I said quietly.

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

"I'm sorry I did, sir."

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

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

"Thank you, sir," I said shyly.

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

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

"Thank you, sir."

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

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

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

"Thank you, sir," I gasped.

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

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

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

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

"Would you like another one?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That sounded like such a very long time.









This concludes Compassionate
Masters. If you have not already done so, be sure to check
out these other titles from Jessica Whitethread:






Blind in the Mansion

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

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






Naked at the Rodeo

Josie Patterson wants to ride a rough stock
bronco, just once. But when she goes to see the man who can make it
happen, he says the only opportunity will come at his annual county
rodeo in front of hundreds of people, and that the only way he'll
put her in it is in an outfit that will turn heads, whether or not
she can wow the crowd with her riding technique.






The Caspari Encounters

When Samantha Vichy arrived for work in the
morning, she was not at all prepared and not at all dressed to
serve as the hostess of a visiting intellectual, Nobel laureate
Adrian Caspari. What begins as an intimidating professional
encounter soon blossoms into much more as she comes to learn the
true identity of a man half the world admires through his letters
on a page.

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











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








cover.jpeg
THREE STORIES g “
MRy

COMPASSIONATE
MASTERS

A BDSM
BUNDLE
OF

GRATITUDE
IN
SUBMISSION

MY EX'S
REVENGE

BEGGING TO
sy BE HIS SIAVE
WHITETHREAD





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

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



