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“I won't pretend I haven't thought about this moment,” he said. “The triumphant homecoming, the one who got away... I've wondered about whether I would want to humiliate you in front of everyone, or act as though I didn't care. Then I thought, maybe I want to do both. When you get to be in a position like mine, you stop thinking in terms of 'one or the other.'”






“How would-” Amy started to say.






“You know the first rule. Do you really want to ask your last question?”






Something inside Amy was begging her to give in.
 I have to know!
 it said.






Slowly, she lowered her panties to the ground as Tag watched. He looked pleased by her willingness to bare herself. “Ask.”






“What do you mean by 'humiliate me?'”






He smiled, nodding as though debating her question. “What do I mean? Good question. Amy, I'm going to punish you for our mistakes. You're going to serve my every desire until I am fully satisfied, and then we're going back out to the party, and everyone here is going to know that we weren't in here just talking. Got it?”






“Yes. I... I have one more question.”






“You've used your last question,” he said curtly.






She trembled, her body aching for Tag to do everything he'd said. “Please.”






“Ask. I'll decide to answer, or not.”






Grateful for his mercy, she inquired, “Are there any other rules?”






Tag stepped behind her. “Yes, two. The third rule is, address me as 'sir.' The last is, enjoy yourself. This is the night we were always meant to have, and it's going to be worth the wait.”
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Dominate Me, Use Me, Punish Me, Forgive Me





Amy stared at herself in the bathroom mirror, comparing the shade of her red nail polish to the fabric of her short, tight dress. The shade didn't match very well, but it would do. It was a small sacrifice to be able to wear the dress. She'd received it as a gift for her high school prom, but a decade later she still fit into it. She hoped her old friends would remember her wearing it back then, see her today, and realize she still looked incredible. She wanted the room to be stunned, though there was really only one person who actually mattered. All the eyes in the room tonight will be on Tag, but Amy wanted his eyes to be on her.






She could still remember the look on his face, standing there at the side of the room, pretending not to be watching as she slow danced with Kenny. He knew what had happened. One dance was all it took. She'd arrived with Tag, but left with Kenny. Tag demanded earlier that night she make a choice: him or Kenny. She thought she'd made up her mind when she chose Tag, but in one moment it became unmade.






Tonight would be the first time she saw him since then. Amy felt terrible about what she did, even though it felt right at the time. Kenny had said all the right things, made her feel wanted and treasured, but he was just after what all guys want. Once he had it, he moved on.






She wasn't mad at Kenny; she was hardly the only woman who'd ever fallen victim to her own feelings back in those turbulent, hormonal times. Everyone but Amy blamed him for her misfortune: her friends, her family, the rest of the school. “If he'd just walked away when you chose Tag,” they'd say. “Who knows what would have happened?”






“Sure,” Amy would respond, “But then maybe Tag wouldn't be Tag.”






She often wondered if her decision would have been different if she had been able to see the future on that night. Had she known Kenny would end up a car salesman, and Tag the founder of a billion-dollar corporation, would that have changed her mind? Or would the love she thought she felt have overcome everything else?






What are you hoping to do tonight?
 Amy thought to herself.
 Ask his forgiveness? Or something more?
 She thought about the designer lingerie she wore underneath her dress and knew it indicated what she really wanted, but couldn't admit.
 It doesn't have to mean anything
, she said, trying to convince herself of something she didn't believe. Ever since she'd made the mistake of choosing Kenny, she followed her original instincts, for better or worse.






She left the bathroom just as the party was to start, thinking of how fitting it was that the 10-year reunion would be held at Temple Creek, the same venue as their prom. She loved the place, and had often imagined getting married there someday. It hadn't happened.






“Amy? Amy Lake!”






She turned and looked to see who had called her name. “Hi Clara,” she said, spotting the source, a casual friend from class. “So good to see you. It's been too long!”






It was nice to see a familiar face, but at the same time Amy didn't want any distractions.
 I'm on a mission
, she thought,
 And catching up with old pals is not it
.






Still, Tag clearly had not yet arrived. Amy had read the business magazines. She knew all about him. The man who had taken her to the prom had been quiet, understated; now he made entrances that would be over-the-top in the middle of Hollywood. She wasn't thrilled about Tag flaunting his new-found wealth, but she knew deep down he was still the same man. His philanthropic work was unmatched in the business world, and though he liked to play the field, never settling down and marrying, never had a bad word been spoken about him by a scorned party. It helped that the glossy magazine covers, shot in black and white, always captured Tag looking intense and pensive, making him seem even more handsome than she remembered.






“So I hate to ask the obvious question,” said Clara, “But what are you going to do when he gets here?”






I guess that is the question
. “Probably wait for the mob to die down. I'd like to have a more personal, private conversation. I hope he understands,” said Amy.






Clara nodded. “What if he doesn't?”






Amy's breath caught in her throat. She hadn't even considered that possibility. She'd imagined how their meeting would go so many times in the last couple days -- awkward small talk, passionate confessions, angry accusations -- she'd never even thought he might just decline to speak with her. Brush her off.






“I'm kidding!” said Clara, laughing. “Look at that dress! If he thinks all the attention will be on him, he's in for a big surprise. Is that... no! Is that the dress you wore to the prom?”






Amy smiled. “It is. Do me a favor and tell everyone.”






Clara giggled. “Oh, if I remembered, I think he will too. His memories of you won't be the only thing flooding through him!”






“Funny,” said Amy, too nervous to appreciate the joke.






Clara chuckled to herself anyway. “So anyway, how have you been?” she added.






Amy and Clara entered the reception hall and spoke for a time. Amy was actually grateful to take her mind off the night ahead and all the pressure she'd felt for the past few days. Nobody had expected somebody as important as Tag Hancock to attend a suburban high school reunion. Not that the town of River Neck had treated him badly, but he never would have become a titan of industry if he hadn't left it behind. What was here for him that he couldn't find elsewhere?






Not just me
, Amy thought. She refused to think the egotistical notion that he was attending the reunion just to see her, but something had drawn him back. The rumors started a few days ago that he'd attend. Then, the town of River Neck told the press that he would indeed be coming. When she heard, Amy frantically searched for the dress, finding it buried deep in her bedroom closet. But it was still there, and it still fit.






“Do you hear something?” Clara asked. The music in the hall was loud, playing a nostalgic medley of songs that were played at their prom. Amy recognized dozens of faces milling about the dance floor, and for a moment it seemed as though she'd traveled back in time. But Clara was right -- she did hear something off. A low hum of some kind, clashing with the beat of the music.






“Look!” said Clara, pointing out the party hall's windows. Outside, the branches of the tress swayed and the grass rippled as though being combed by an unseen hand. It couldn't have been windy out; the weather had been perfect on the way here.






The party's DJ lowered the music, noticing that everyone was now looking out the window instead of dancing. As the music faded, strange noise became audible and identifiable: a helicopter. Soon enough it came into view, landing in a grassy clearing next to a small, decorative pond.






He's here
, thought Amy.






She imagined that a half dozen men were about to spill out of the helicopter, a squadron of bodyguards and assistants, but only person got out, and it appeared to be the pilot. He looked to the party hall, to the crowd staring at him from the window. Then he unzipped his black pilot's jumpsuit to reveal he was wearing a tuxedo underneath. He threw off his helmet to reveal a strikingly handsome man. His chiseled jaw and and thick, dark hair were exactly as Amy remembered. As he approached she caught the sight of his light, blue eyes and the stubble on his chin and knew he'd changed as little as she had, at least in appearance. And of course he flew the helicopter himself -- he always was looking for adventure. Why let somebody else fly?






Seeing him there, looking like a movie star, her thoughts turned toward her first time... with Kenny. He had been selfish in bed that night, and if she hadn't been thinking of Tag, she doubted she would have experienced her first orgasm. Kenny was so proud of himself, thinking that he'd been responsible, but she never told him the truth. She didn't even want to admit it to herself. She'd come close to yelling out Tag's name, so she imagined him putting his hand over her mouth to silence her. The thought was so erotic she went wild, though she always assumed it was because she was thinking of Tag.






Cheering and applause erupted as he approached the building. He smiled at everyone and held up both hands in the air as if to say, “Hey everyone! It's me!” When he actually got to the door, three of his old pals were waiting for him. They hugged and slapped five as if no time had passed at all.






Amy watched from the edge of the crowd while Tag exchanged greetings with dozens of people from their entire graduating class. Few had heard from him in the last decade, as if he'd left the town behind. People claimed to have seen him on the holidays when he came to visit his family -- a sighting at the mall, or at a fancy restaurant. If it was true, he'd never shown up in a helicopter before. After enough people had said hello, he raised his hands and quickly the cacophony died down.






“Guys,” he said, “I appreciate that you're all so eager to see me -- I never expected such a warm welcome! Now don't take this the wrong way, but I don't want to be the center of attention. This is a party! Get out on the dance floor! I came here to mix it up with the people who knew me before I was a big deal, but I can't do that if we're all standing around by the door. Hey DJ, hit it!”






As soon as he finished, the DJ did as asked and cranked it up, drawing the party back. However, Amy didn't follow everyone else. She locked eyes with Tag, and he stared right back. Like a targeted missile he homed in on her, striding with purpose.






Adrenaline surged through Amy, as a combination of fear and excitement gripped her. His expression went blank, a poker face that surely served him well at the negotiating table. Was he about to humiliate her for choosing Kenny all those years ago? Was he going to embrace her and tell her he forgave her? Either seemed equally possible, though she felt something strangely alluring about the idea of being humiliated. Somehow, she wanted that to be his choice, as if she craved some sort of... penance.
 Was that the word?






“Hi, Amy,” he said.






“Tag.”






“I think you owe me a dance,” he said.






“Sure,” she replied. Amy felt a mixture of relief and disappointment. The request was delivered so calmly, with enough warmth to suggest he was glad to see her. Did she really want him to be angry? Was that really preferable? She didn't understand why she felt that way.






Tag led Amy to the dance floor and the crowd parted for them, whispers rising at the pairing.
 They remember all right
, she thought. If he heard, he didn't let on. His smile -- such a bright, friendly smile -- was implacable. He seemed truly excited to be taking her back to where they left off.






“You look lovely,” he said as they began to dance. The DJ accommodated him with a love song set to soulful guitar that prompted the crowd to slow dance. “That's the same dress, isn't it?” he asked. The feel of his arms around her shoulders and waist was electric. She ached for his touch. She wanted him to hold her closer.






“The very one.”






“You mean, the actual one you wore to the prom?”






She shut her eyes and imagined him tearing it off of her. It would be like freeing her from the past, and the mistake the dress had come to represent. “The same.” She felt her fear melting away; the crowd was stealing glances at them, but they'd largely hushed, quieted by the tenderness Tag demonstrated in the way he held her close.






“You look better in it now,” he said.






“Oh stop,” she replied, smiling. “I don't know what I was thinking. It's a prom dress. You must think I'm living in the past, like some obsessed cat lady.”






“I wouldn't have come if I thought that. But you can have strong thoughts about the past without being obsessed. I have them too.”






Thoughts.
 “You mean, regrets?” she asked.






“For sure. Like when you and Kenny split. I should have said something to you then. But I was too hurt, too proud. So I didn't.”






His admission lifted her off the ground; she felt like she could float up to the ceiling like a rogue party balloon. It was as if he'd released an anchor that had been pulling her downward into an abyss. Even though his watch looked like it cost more money than she'd make in ten years, and he could fly a helicopter and own a luxury yacht, he could still dwell on his past mistakes like everyone else.






“We both made mistakes,” Amy said at last. “Do you wish we could take them back?”






“Take them back? God no,” he said. “I'll tell you more, but not here. Come with me,” he said. He took her hand and pulled. She trotted on her high heels to keep up, feeling her cheeks blush as red as her dress. People were watching, she knew. But how were they interpreting their exit from the dance floor? A lovers' quarrel dredged up from the past, or a romance put on hold about to resume? Amy wish she knew. Maybe they could tell her.






***






Amy followed Tag through the corridors of Temple Creek until they'd entered a bridal dressing room. Everything was very white: white couches and carpet. White walls and white frames on the floor-to-ceiling mirrors.






“What are we doing in here?” she asked. Getting dragged away like that sent her heart racing; she felt dampness spreading through her panties. Being manhandled, controlled, by a man with that kind of power: it was powerfully hot. If he had picked her up, slung her over his shoulder and carried her, she'd be a bubbling mess right now.






“I'm going to explain to you a little something about mistakes,” he said, loosening his black bow tie. “And then maybe we could talk about earning forgiveness.” His tone had changed dramatically from the man she'd danced with moments ago. The anger she had expected appeared to be breaking through.






“What do you mean? Earn it how?” she asked.
 I could think of a few ways...






“I'll get to that,” he said, removing his tuxedo jacket. He folded it carefully and laid it over the back of a chair. “Do you know what I thought to myself after the prom?”






“What?”






“I said to myself, 'From now on, nobody is ever going to choose the other guy.' If he was brave, I'd be braver. If he was smart, I'd be smarter. If he was rich, I'd be richer. And it was all because I didn't want to lose somebody like you ever again.”






Amy didn't know what to say. She felt immensely flattered, but also ashamed.






“I have you to thank for making me the man I am today. So when you ask if I wish we could take back our mistakes, the answer is no. Not for a second.”






Amy nodded. “But don't you wish-”






“Ah ah,” he said, interrupting her. “You want to ask me a question, you take off an article of clothing. That's the first rule of my forgiveness.”






There are rules?
 she thought. Was he making this up?
 Whatever
. She kicked off her heels, then looked up at him.






“Ask.”






“You don't wish you'd come to me back then? We could have been happy.”






Tag shook his head and began unbuttoning his shirt. “Despite a few regrets, I've been pretty happy. Being a billionaire tends to have that affect.”






“I wouldn't know,” Amy snapped, though her desire had only grown. She loved his aggression, his dominant personality. It was a side of him she'd never seen.
 Maybe I created it
, she thought.






“No, I suppose not. But that's all right. Few know what it's really like. They think they'd like to, but they don't really know. Every day I have to wonder who is trying to stab me in the back, who wants to take advantage of my... generosity.” Tag sat down and bent over to untie his dress shoes.






“I came to the reunion tonight because I knew nobody was going to take a shot at me. At worst they might ask me to invest in some sad little business they'd been trying to launch. I didn't know for sure you'd be here. I wasn't sure you'd have the courage to show yourself, knowing that I'd be here. But you did, and I applaud that.”






Tag clapped his hands softly, almost sarcastically.






“So, you have my thanks for making me who I am,” he said. “The question is, how badly do you want my forgiveness?”






“How would I-”






“No,” he interjected. You know the first rule.”






Amy looked down at her dress. It hugged her hips and chest so tightly. She could feel her rapid pulse pounding and knew her mind was made up. She reached behind her back to pull open the zipper in the back, slid her arms through the shoulder straps and let it fall to the floor. “How?” she asked.






Tag stood up and walked around her in a circle, examining her slim figure. Underneath the dress she wore a skimpy set of white, lacy lingerie.






“Do you always wear this sort of thing?” he asked, his hands clutching her behind. His grip was so strong, his touch electrifying. “Or did you have some ideas of what you might be doing after the party?”






“I had hoped...” Amy started, staring at her feet.






Tag stepped in front of her and lifted her chin so she could look up into his eyes. “Hoped what?”






Amy couldn't speak. She knew the answer, but still couldn't bring herself to say it.






“Just admit it,” he said. “I already know.”






“I... I want to make things right. Make up for the mistake I made all those years ago.”






Tag nodded. “The second rule is, you will do as I say. Cross your arms behind your back,” he said. Amy obeyed, goosebumps rising on her skin. It was such a simple act, but doing it because Tag ordered her to do so was intensely satisfying.
 You will do as I say
. His words echoed in her mind again and again, each time making her feel hotter and hotter.






“Tell me, how do you think you can make up for the mistake you made?” Tag asked.






A tear rolled down her cheek. “I don't know,” she said.






“Did you think you could seduce me, and that would somehow make everything right?”






“I don't know,” she repeated. It was the truth.






“Why don't know you know? Just be honest, Amy. There's no wrong answer.”






“I... I didn't have time to think about it. I only heard you were going to be here a couple days ago.”






The skin of Amy's ass exploded in pain as Tag slapped it with his bare hand. Amy screamed, having no way to expect it was about to happen. However, once the shock wore off, she realized that the way her skin stung was surprisingly appealing.






“I stand corrected,” said Tag. “There was a wrong answer. Stop fooling around, Amy. Think about the question. What did you want from me tonight?”






Amy took a deep breath.
 Just let it out
, she thought.
 Don't think about it. Say whatever comes to mind.
 “I guess, deep down, I wanted to offer myself... to you. Because... because if I did, then maybe you'd feel better about what happened at the prom.”






“Good,” said Tag. He leaned in close to Amy; she could feel his warm breath against her face, and smell his musky cologne. “But do you think I'd be the only one who'd feel better about what happened?”






“No,” she said. She wanted him to put his lips against hers, though some part of her also screamed for him to spank her again. “I'd feel better too.”






“Exactly. You'd feel closure. So, in truth, what you really want is not to please me, but to please yourself.”






“No!” said Amy. Then she felt the next slap. Tag targeted the same spot as before, and the still sensitive spot burned painfully.






“I don't mind if you lie to me, but don't lie to yourself,” he said. Amy couldn't believe this was happening.
 Shouldn't I be scared?
 she thought. Yet, nothing about the situation frightened her. Tag was passionate, even aggressive, but she didn't feel threatened. Thanks to him, a desire she had never been able to articulate was gaining clarity.






“Look, Amy. You want to feel better about what happened at the prom, but in order for that to happen, you think that I have to absolve you of your mistake. Does that sound accurate?”






“Yes,” she said.






“Then you're forgiven,” he said. “I don't hold what happened against you. We were young and we both made mistakes. I got over it long ago. So don't feel bad about it, ever again.”






“Thank you,” said Amy. Tears were dripping down both cheeks now. She felt like a dark cloud had parted above her, letting the sun shine through. However, none of that relief assuaged the lust she felt inside. There was something powerfully alluring about Tag's manner; both benevolent and punishing at the same time. She didn't understand it, but she knew she craved more of it.






“If you want, I could still... Would you still like me to-” she started to ask.






“That sounds like a question. Don't forget the first rule,” said Tag.






Amy reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She let it fall to her feet, revealing her breasts. Her nipples were hard, eager to be touched, and Tag didn't disappoint. He took them in his hands and massaged them, eliciting a groan of pleasure from her.






“Ask,” he said.






“I know it's been a long time, but do you still want me?” she asked. “I'll do whatever you want.”






“Is that so?” Tag pinched her nipples, sending arcs of intense pain through them, yet the last thing Amy wanted to do was push him aside and break his grip. Instead, she threw her head back and savored the sensation. What was it about agony that was driving her mad?
 Maybe I deserve it
, she thought.
 Maybe that's why I like it so much.






She shut her eyes, focusing on the pain, but as soon as she did, Tag let go. “I won't pretend I haven't thought about this moment,” he said. “The triumphant homecoming, the one who got away... I've wondered about whether I would want to humiliate you in front of everyone, or act as though I didn't care. Then I thought, maybe I want to do both. When you get to be in a position like mine, you stop thinking in terms of 'one or the other.'”






“How would-” Amy started to say.






“You know the first rule. Do you really want to ask your last question?”






Something inside Amy was begging her to give in.
 I have to know!
 it said.






Slowly, she lowered her panties to the ground as Tag watched. He looked pleased by her willingness to bare herself. “Ask.”






“What do you mean by 'humiliate me?'”






He smiled, nodding as though debating her question. “What do I mean? Good question. Amy, I'm going to punish you for our mistakes. You're going to serve my every desire until I am fully satisfied, and then we're going back out to the party, and everyone here is going to know that we weren't in here just talking. Got it?”






“Yes. I... I have one more question.”






“You've used your last question,” he said curtly.






She trembled, her body aching for Tag to do everything he'd said. “Please.”






“Ask. I'll decide to answer, or not.”






Grateful for his mercy, she inquired, “Are there any other rules?”






Tag stepped behind her. “Yes, two. The third rule is, address me as 'sir.' The last is, enjoy yourself. This is the night we were always meant to have, and it's going to be worth the wait.”






She heard the clicking of metal and felt something cool being placed around her wrists.
 Handcuffs!






Tag spun her around and embraced her, bringing her lips to his. They kissed passionately, their tongues twisting against each other. Amy found not wrapping her arms around his to be odd, but also tremendously exciting. She was his to control. His to use. She wanted him to use this power, to command her.
 Until I am fully satisfied
, he'd said.






As they kissed her desire grew deeper, as did his: she could feel the bulge in his pants against her skin. She felt it rising, and when it stopped, Tag tore her away from him. “On your knees,” he said.






Amy quickly got down as instructed, eager to obey. Her subservience fed her arousal in a way she had never experienced before, and all she could think about was this new source of fulfillment. She felt that if he deigned to have mercy on her, he could bring her to climax within seconds.






Instead, Tag unzipped his pants and let them fall to his feet. He removed his boxers to reveal his manhood, which stood stiff like a flagpole. Amy's eyes widened in nervous excitement, as she had never seen such a long, thick rod. He stepped toward her, letting it slowly swing, and when it was right there in front of her she opened her mouth and took in the tip. She worked it over with her lips and tongue, more kissing it than anything else.






“No,” said Tag. “Not like that. Open wide.”






Amy hesitated, but then parted her lips as wide as they would stretch. Tag slid his package inside slowly, allowing her to adjust to its presence in her mouth. She began to get a feel for the act, which she performed sparingly in her life. It had always seemed demeaning to her, but now she was enjoying herself. She wanted to feel used.






Now that his cock was delving deep into her mouth and throat, Tag began to groan in pleasure. He shut his eyes and muttered, “You see that? You're a natural. You were meant for this.”






Amy felt the burning inside her grow hotter and realized he was right. The motion of her mouth, the feel of her tongue on his cock, the taste of his skin, the sound of his heavy breathing, the slight strain of having her arms bound: all of it was setting her on fire as much as her mental regard for the act.






When Tag began to thrust faster, Amy knew he was on the cusp of climaxing. Without warning, he put his hand against the back of her head and pressed it into his body, forcing his rod in all the way until his sac rested against her chin. She struggled as she felt the overwhelming urge to gag, but fought it down until Tag released her from his grasp and pulled out. As she gasped, he let his load shoot from his cock and land all over her face, getting in her eyes, mouth and hair, and dripping down onto her chin and breasts.






Amy squirmed on her knees, desperate for her own release. The warmth of his sticky seed was driving her wild. To make matters worse, Tag used his member to collect his fluids from her face so that she could lick it off and swallow it.






“That was well done, Amy,” said Tag, putting his boxers and pants back on. “You have a natural talent for swallowing cock.”






“Thanks.”






Tag reached under her arms and pulled her up to her feet. Then he smacked her ass. “What was that you just said?”






Amy twisted around but couldn't break free of his grip.






“Thank you, sir,” she said, remembering the third rule. She rubbed her backside with her hand, trying to relieve the stinging. The skin felt hot to the touch.






“That's better.” Tag found the keys to her handcuffs, unlocked the pair and set them aside. He began to massage her sopping wet crevice, sending jolts of ecstasy through Amy's body. “You're ready, aren't you?”






“Yes... sir,” she said, squeezing her legs together against his hand, but in response he pulled away.






“Bad girl,” he scolded. “You haven't yet earned your reward.”






Amy whimpered, desperate for mercy. His teasing was only increasing her need. Tag calmly picked up the pair of panties she'd taken off to ask her last question. He felt it in his hands for a moment, then balled the fabric up into a wad. “Open,” he said, holding it against her lips. She did as she was told, and Tag stuffed the garment into her mouth.






A chill ran through Amy as she tasted her own juices and inhaled her sour scent. She could see herself in the mirrors looking like something pathetic and depraved. The humiliation she felt was mortifying, but knowing only Tag was aware of it comforted and excited her.
 This is what I signed up for
, she thought. Her instincts told her this is what she wanted. She had no argument, just a hunger for whatever came next.






***






Tag retrieved his cell phone from the pocket of his suit and dialed a number. “Yes, I'm ready for it now... in the dressing room... door's open,” he said. “Thanks,” he added before hanging up.






She wished she had another article of clothing she could shed, as she desperately wanted to ask him who he had just called, and for what.






“In the corner,” he said to Amy, pointing at where he wanted her to stand. She followed his instruction, and quickly found herself at the wall, staring at the floral-patterned alabaster wallpaper.
 What is going on?
 she wondered.






After a minute she heard a slight knock on the door.






“Go ahead,” said Tag.






Amy heard the door open, a thump of something hitting the floor, and then the door closing.






“The staff here was kind enough to receive a package for me,” he explained. “I didn't want to bring all my toys to the party myself, you know?”






”-Esh, -shir,” she said through her panties. She could hear him unzip something and then the sound of objects shuffling around.






“Come here,” said Tag. She turned around and walked over to him. The package Tag received was a large, black duffel bag. He held a bundle of rope, and she could see there was more in the bag. “Turn around. Hands behind your back.”






When she obeyed his orders, he took her wrists and pulled them together horizontally across her back. “Hold them like this.” While she watched in the mirrors, Tag methodically pulled rope out of the bundle until it fell apart. He then proceeded to bind her arms together by the wrists and upper arms, cinching the ropes below her armpits and forming a massive knot at the center. “This is a box tie,” he said. “It's one of my favorites. You can stay this way for hours with no ill effect on your circulation or muscles. And it is inescapable.”






He didn't have to tell her. She fought against the ropes, trying to free herself, but to no avail. Her heart raced, discovering she loved the futility of fighting effective bondage.






Next, Tag produced a strange-looking item: some kind of black panel with leather straps hanging off of it. “Do you know what this is?” he asked.






She shook her head.






“It's to keep you quiet. Here, I'll show you.”






Tag positioned the panel of the muzzle in front of her mouth, then fastened two of the straps behind her head. He pulled the two remaining straps, which formed a triangle around her nose and joined together at her forehead, over her head and buckled it in as well. When Tag was finished, the gag was pressed firmly against her jaw, preventing her from dislodging the panties Tag had placed in her mouth. She mewled through them, but the sound was muffled to being almost inaudible. She loved the way it made her feel even more helpless, like a piece of property. She wasn't even allowed to speak.






Tag returned to his bag of toys and pulled out one more. This one Amy recognized: a flogger. It was black and had long, thick lashes. Tag swung it around in the air, practicing his delivery. The swooshing sound it made sent shivers through her.






He stepped behind her, and she watched in the mirrors as he crouched at the knees. She held her breath when she saw him reach back with the flogger, winding up to swing. She squeezed her eyes shut in fear.






The impact of the flogger against her ass was soft, barely even a tap.
 What was that?
 she thought. She was surprised to be feeling frustrated, rather than relieved. It didn't make any sense. She hadn't just been anticipating pain: something dark within her had been looking forward to it.






She opened her eyes to see what had happened, and as soon as she did, Tag's next swing smashed into her backside with the kind of force she had originally expected. She shouted in pain and jerked around as the shock rippled through her. However, once the surprise wore off, satisfaction took its place. When Tag's next swing connected, she yelped and twisted, but her sense of truly suffering was diminished.






“Are you enjoying your punishment, my little whore?”






Amy shook her head vigorously, eyes widened in fright.
 I'm sorry!
 she wanted to say.
 I didn't mean to!






“You can't lie to me. Your eyes say 'no.'” He flogged her again, eliciting a tremble and a sigh from Amy. “But your body says 'yes... God... yes,'” he said, flogging her cheeks three time as he mimicked her voice. “I can tell.”






Amy could see her skin reddening in the mirrors. It felt so sore, but she was savoring the sensation.






“And the thing about pain...” Tag continued, landing another pair of shots on her behind. ”...Is that, for most people...” Two more swings connected with her skin. ”...It stops being fun after a while.” Tag then proceeded to let loose a volley of slaps, seeming to paint every last inch of her skin with the flogger's lashes. Amy howled into the gag, but she never lost the sense of pleasure that accompanied the pain.






“You really like this,” said Tag. “Are you surprised?”






Amy nodded.






“I'm not. I learned after our split how much I enjoyed being sadistic, and I realized that you would have been receptive to it, were we still together.” Tag added a few smacks with his hand, making sure to aim for the most sensitive spots. “I'd be lying if I said the chance to test that theory didn't influence my decision to attend the reunion. Thankfully, you haven't disappointed. Now, turn around and spread your legs.”






Breathing heavily and writhing in pain, she pivoted on her feet so she could face Tag. Seeing herself in the mirror she noticed tears had caused her eyeshadow to streak down her cheeks.
 I look the same as I feel
, she lamented. Tears from pain, or pleasure or frustration -- she couldn't tell anymore. Between her legs she felt a yearning so powerful she could barely think. She was so on edge, she could imagine climaxing from the slightest touch.
 Please, just do it
, she thought.






Tag could see it in her eyes. He smiled, pulled her body into his and whispered into her ear, “The pain got you all worked up, huh? Is that right, whore?”






Amy nodded.






“Had you ever been spanked before tonight?” he asked.






She nodded again. In fact, some of her boyfriends had tried it in the bedroom.






“But not like this,” he inferred,






She shook her head in agreement. The light, playful slaps she'd experienced before couldn't compare to the punishing strikes Tag inflicted. They didn't hurt at all, and were mere attempts at spicing up action in the bedroom, rather than an act carried out for its own sake.






“I figured. You took that punishment very well, but I think a little more is in order before you're rewarded.”






Amy shut her eyes and nodded again. She knew at that moment she would do anything he asked if it meant he would let her orgasm. It was a humiliating realization, and to make matters worse, she had no doubt Tag knew it too.
 What would he want next? Will he really give me what I want, or is this an elaborate, cruel form of revenge?
 The possibilities were frightening, but she didn't care.






“Glad you agree. Now I'm going to flog your pussy. Keep your eyes open.”






Oh god
, she thought. She knew the buttocks weren't nearly as sensitive as the tender flesh of her folds, and yet, every part of her was screaming for Tag to punish her as he saw fit.
 After all, I've taken everything he's dished out so far
, she thought.
 I may be willing to go farther than he is!






She opened her eyes, flashing steely resolve like a set of fangs. She was ready to drink deeply from the well of torment and savor every last drop.






When the flogging began, Tag swung gently, but the pain was still unbearable, spiraling throughout her body and electrifying every nerve she had. She kept her composure, but she could feel fresh tears crawling down her cheeks. The suffering grew worse as he increased the speed and power behind each hit, and ran out of fresh, unmarked skin. Though she shook and wailed into her saliva-soaked panties, she endured, refusing to be overwhelmed.






Suddenly Tag stopped. Amy looked down at him, wondering why.
 Please, don't stop
, she thought. Though the pain seared, she wanted more. Tag stood up and lifted her chin until her eyes were looking up into his. Beads of sweat had begun to collect on his forehead from his enjoyment. She saw his cock was hard as stone and trying to bust through the crotch of his pants.






She thought he was about to say something, but instead resumed the flogging, this time lashing her chest. Sometimes he flogged the same breast repeatedly before switching to the other. Sometimes he alternated between them with each swing. Before long, the skin of her chest was as red as her ass and equally sore.






Not once during the session did she feel her arousal subside; instead, the pain maintained and further intensified it. Tag kept up his barrage until Amy was a quivering mess, and then without a word he tossed the flogger aside, dropped his pants and plunged his rod into Amy's inviting crevice. Her skin, though sore, was sopping wet, and Tag's hammer slid in easily.






Amy shuddered in ecstasy at the sudden reversal of stimulation. She began to weep in relief as Tag thrust himself into her. His deep, rapid penetration was rougher than she'd ever had, but she didn't care. She'd been on the cusp of an explosive orgasm for what felt like hours. Within seconds it she was cumming hard, spilling her fluids on the floor between her feet. The orgasm ripped through her body, frying her synapses and vaulting her mind into a euphoric subspace.






Somewhere during the experience she heard Tag's groans of satisfaction. He fondled her breasts while he pounded her, enjoying her pained squeals. She felt as though every part of her had become responsive to his touch, as if they were literally buttons he could activate and get a reaction. Just before he reached his climax, he pulled out of her chasm and brought her head back down on his staff. Her body instinctively took over, sucking and licking until his load poured into her mouth.






Tag put his arms on her shoulders and walked her to the couch. Exhausted, he dropped onto it and sprawled out, then pulled Amy onto him. He put his arms around her and held her close against him, basking in the heat of her body.






After a few minutes of listening to each other breathe, drinking in the smell of sex that filled the room, Tag unbuckled the panel gag from Amy's mouth and tossed it aside. He pulled out her panties, brought them down to her crotch and rubbed it against her folds. Amy moaned as the new stimulation quickly inspired fresh desire.






“Not so fast, whore,” he whispered. “Just wanted to see if you were still hungry for more.”






“Yes, sir,” she said, her voice dry and rasping.






Tag picked up Amy, got up from the couch and set her back down. “Stay here,” he said. He walked into the bathroom; Amy could hear the faucet. He came back carrying two glasses of water. He held the first up to Amy's lips. She hadn't realized how thirsty she'd become, and drank the entire glass. Tag then downed his in two gulps.






“Sir?” she said, remembering the rules.






“It sounds like you have a question, though you are still nude.”






“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.”






Tag sighed. “Fine. Ask.”






“Can we do more? I don't want to go back to the party yet.”






“What makes you think we're done?”






“I... I guess because I've been punished, and rewarded, sir.”






Tag considered her answer. “You're right. You have. But this was too much fun, and I have more toys, so no, we're not done. All right?”






“Yes sir,” she replied, smiling. “Thank you, sir.”






“However, I do need to make an appearance at the party, so I'm going to leave you here for a while.”






“Are you going to untie me?” she asked. As soon as the words were spoken she realized what she'd done. She shut her mouth and pressed her lips together, but it was too late.






“No,” said Tag. “In fact, I'm going to bind you so completely you won't be able to move. But now I'm going to throw in something extra, for your infraction.”






Amy wasn't sure if she should be mad at herself, or to ask another question.
 Better see what one infraction earns before trying for two
, she reasoned. She knew now that Tag had a twisted imagination. She wasn't sure if she was ready to test it further.






***






Alone in the room, Amy struggled against the ropes that bound her. Tag had been true to his word: she couldn't move. Before he left, he used several bundles of rope, leaving her in a stringent, taxing hogtie. Her legs were bound together and bent, her feet linked to her arms and back with tightly pulled ropes. Her hair had been gathered into a ponytail, which was then also yanked backward with rope. He put a new gag in her mouth, this one a large, red rubber ball that was secured by straps behind her neck. She could grunt and mumble, but not intelligibly. She drooled on the carpet uncontrollably, which she found humiliating but powerfully erotic.
 You're a freak
, she thought to herself. She liked the way it sounded.






The “something extra” Tag had promised came in the form of a rope pulled savagely hard between her legs; it ran around her waist and then down her crotch, through her slit and back up through her ass cheeks like a thong. She felt as though she were being split in half; the rope's presence producing a slow, steady burn. To make matters worse, every inch of binding rope had been linked to the one through her crotch, meaning every fidget, every struggle and every adjustment she made was transferred through her bindings into her pussy. It was a devious form of torture, and she couldn't decide if she loved it or hated it.






Probably because it's both
, she thought.






She had the same perspective on the finishing touch Tag had for her: a set of clamps that he attached to her still erect nipples. Connected by a chain, the clamps didn't look intimidating, but their bite was fierce and brought tears to her eyes until she became accustomed to them.






With Tag gone, living it up at the party, likely making up some explanation for her absence, there was nothing she could do but wait.






Rule four: enjoy yourself.






She had to admit, immersing herself in this painful predicament had been just as arousing as the flogging and everything else she'd experienced thus far. The isolation, however, was exciting on a new level.
 What if he leaves me here all night?
 she thought. What if he got drunk at the party, started reminiscing with his old buddies and forgot about her entirely? She shot the idea down -- after what they just did, who could forget? He'd remember every time the fabric of his pants brushed against his rod.






However, the idea of being stuck like this for hours and hours persisted, perhaps because she wanted it to. She could jerk and twist all she wanted, she couldn't loosen the ropes around her. Tag was clearly adept at rope bondage. He knew how to weave the bindings around her so as to cause discomfort and distress, but not damage. The bindings hurt, but they weren't causing injury. It seemed like a delicate balance to strike, but he'd done so with ease.






Lots of practice, I'll bet.






How many women had he done this to before her? Did he enjoy it as much with them as he had with her? Amy knew she might never get answers to these questions, but couldn't help imaging his billionaire lifestyle. He must have women begging for a chance to be with him every day, but how many were willing to submit to this kind of torment? How many submitted to it, but didn't enjoy it? And how many submitted to it and then asked for more?






Am I one-of-a-kind, or just another conquest?
 she wondered.






On top of that, she considered how much their past influenced the way they both acted tonight. Was he enjoying punishing Amy more than usual, or could he get the same satisfaction from punishing a woman with whom he had no prior history? Likewise, would she have the same intense orgasms being dominated and used by any random guy, or was the fact that it was with Tag elevating it into the earth-shattering experience it had become?






Though her questions were many, she did have some answers. She knew that Tag's wealth and power attracted her to him, though not because of his money or position directly. It was how he chose to use them: of all the options he had to spend his time, he had taken some of it to visit River Neck. He'd planned his schedule around reuniting with a cute but normal --
 no, not completely normal
 -- suburban woman, rather than a young supermodel on a private beach. That meant something to Amy.






Like her, his feelings about their past had still been fresh in his mind. Even with all of his success and a lifestyle few people could even dream about, he still carried the past with him, letting it influence his decisions. They both felt the same regret, and reconnected over it. Did this mean that all the anguish they felt from their breakup throughout the years was worthwhile, if it lead to tonight? Amy liked to think so.






Getting lost in thought suited her just fine while Tag was enjoying the party. Every once in a while she would forget herself and try to move, causing her crotch rope to dig into her flesh. However long it took for Tag to return, it didn't seem nearly as interminable as she thought it would be.






“Hey babe,” he said as he entered the dressing room. “You're missing a great party. You sure you don't want to go back?”






“Oh, irr,” she mumbled.






“A little later then. When we're finished. You been enjoying your alone time?”






“Esh, irr.”
 Enjoying
 wasn't the word she'd have used, but it was close enough.






“Nice. Thought you would.” Tag undressed quickly, eager to enjoy his handiwork. When he was naked, he sat down on the floor in front of Amy and spread his legs. This gave her an up front view of his engorged cock. He scooted his way forward on the carpet until her head was in his lap. His solid shaft rubbed against her cheek; she could feel the heat radiating off of it.






Tag pulled the ball gag out of her mouth and let it dangle from her neck. He didn't give her any time to appreciate the relief however, as he jammed her head down on his package.






Amy was happy to be serving him again, taking him in deep on the first go this time instead of working the tip. Lowering her head meant pulling at the web of rope around her body, which dug at her crotch, but she welcomed the pain. Breathing through her nose, she detected fresh cologne and not a trace of alcohol.






“Being left here all alone made you really hot, didn't it?” Tag asked as she worked his member hard and fast.






“Uh huh,” she hummed.






“Yeah. Thinking about you here by yourself made me pretty horny too. When I got down there... oh God... my erection was hard to miss... oh yeah... I think they have some idea... of what we're up to.”






No, they really don't
, thought Amy. She knew the crowd at that party better than he did at this point.
 They think we're just fooling around. They have no clue.
 In fairness, before tonight, she'd have made the same assumption.






Tag's orgasm took longer than his last few, but when he came he still spurted a full, sticky load. He pulled his cock from her mouth before he could cum, and used his hands to finish himself off. When he did Amy began to lick off his load without being asked.






“You're really turning into quite a whore, you know that?”






“Uh huh.” The first time he used that word it had shocked her. Now she didn't mind. If this was what it meant to him, she would be his whore whenever he wanted.






Satisfied with her work, he got to his feet and opened up his bag of toys. He took out some kind of device: it was long and white, and shaped like a tapering cylinder. Most notably, it had a large orb of some kind at the end.






“Do you know what this is?” he asked.






“No, sir.”






“You're going to like it.” He sat back down, then lifted Amy by her shoulder and positioned her on her side. He ran his hand across the skin of her crotch and gave the rope running through it a tug. Amy sucked in her breath at the jolt of pain, but let it out in a sigh.






Tag chuckled as he inserted the narrow end of device between the ropes around her thighs. He adjusted it until the orb was positioned against her folds. Getting it between her legs there required some effort, and Amy panted at every touch, but only when he actually turned the device on did she realize how truly aroused she'd become. The orb's vibrations against her sensitive clit immediately drew waves of pleasure out of her. Tag turned her back onto her front, which pushed the device against her crotch even more firmly.






Within seconds she was out of control, bucking and heaving against her bonds. It was as though Tag had fed a live wire directly into her. The orgasms crashing through her began to come one after another. Tag simply sat on the couch and watched, drinking another glass of water and casually stroking his cock.






With a sheepish grin, Tag realized he'd never replaced Amy's gag, causing her screaming to pierce the room.






“You think they heard you?” he asked her, resting his feet on her back. “Nah,” he said. “They have music on at the party. It's loud. They can't hear. Probably. That was really loud though.”






Amy didn't care. She screamed again has one orgasm exhausted its energy and another one started to build. She'd lost count of how many she'd enjoyed.






“I mean, even if the music was off, they'd still be talking amongst themselves. Talking about us, but still talking. And we're on the other side of the building. So yeah, they can't hear you. I think. Pretty sure.”






Tag got up off the couch and took a couple more items from his bag. He put them down next to Amy, then got down on the floor, straddling her. “No, they won't hear any of this. But when we get out there, they're going to see your messed up hair. They're going to see your ruined makeup. They're going to see your funny walk, and I promise you, it'll be pretty funny.”






Everything Tag said drove Amy even further into her euphoric trance. The orgasms had merged into one sustained bout of ecstasy.






“You like hearing this, don't you, little whore?”






“Mmm,” was the only response Amy could give, but it was clearly an affirmation.






“In that case, I think we should go for it. But first, I'm going to enjoy you one last time, and it's going to be in a new way.”






Amy continued to drift through subspace, barely aware of Tag's declaration. She felt the rope running through her crotch go slack, and felt it lift out from between her buttocks. The next new sensation was something cool and liquid being poured between her cheeks.
 Is that... lube?
 she thought.






“Have you ever had anything inside that tight little ass of yours?” he asked.






“No... sir.”






“Oh, well, this will be a treat.”






Amy wanted to pound her fist against the floor. She wanted to bite down on a piece of solid wood. The pleasure had grown so overwhelming, she barely registered the pain as Tag began to penetrate her anus. He took it slowly, working his way in very slightly. He'd used far more lube than conceivably necessary, but she was glad: she'd never had a cock spread apart her tender bud before, and Tag's was still stiff as a double shot of vodka.






When he drove his shaft in deep, Tag bellowed from the intense bliss. Amy writhed, feeling her pleasure spiked with an exquisitely sharp agony. He thrust himself in hard and fast, sensing her dual state of conflicting sensations.






“This is what it's all about,” he said. “Hurting like crazy while wanting to cum and cum and cum. You feel it?”






“Yes yes yes sir,” she said, her voice carrying the word 'sir' as a cry that sang in tune with her utter sense carnal fulfillment. Tag heard her wail and soon he came too, squirting all over her back. He reached underneath her and between her legs, feeling for the switch to the vibrator. When he found it, he flicked it off.






“I don't want you to lose all this feeling... just yet,” he said, still working to catch his breath. He picked up from the floor the last toy he'd taken from the bag and showed it to Amy: it was black, rubber and shaped like a cone. He poured lube onto the toy, then rubbed it all around to coat the surface.






“This is it,” he said. He placed the plug against her rear entrance and slowly pushed it in and out. Occasionally he stopped, giving her a moment to adjust, and gradually her ass opened up again, allowing the plug inside. Though not as long as his cock, the toy was wider, and getting it in posed a slight challenge. Soon, however, it slipped all the way inside, eliciting a fresh howl from Amy.






“Remember I said you were going to walk funny?”






Amy nodded, barely comprehending. The ache in her rectum was still very new to her, and she hadn't yet fully internalized the new source of pain. She shut her eyes and focused on it while Tag untied all of the ropes. She screamed again when he removed the nipple clamps, as feeling flooded back into them. However, the relief she felt as her arms, legs and hair were released was indescribable. She lay on the carpet, arms and legs spread, for several minutes after Tag was done releasing her. In the meantime, he had dressed himself and combed his hair.






“Come on, whore. It's time to show you off,” he said. He grabbed her by the wrists and pulled her up to her feet. She wobbled on her knees at first, but stood. Tag removed the ball gag that still rested around her neck, then carefully helped her into her dress. He zipped it up in back for her when he was done.






“My panties,” she said, her mind starting to clear.






“No need,” Tag replied. “We're just going to say goodbye to everyone.”






“Okay.”






Tag draped one of her arms around him as they walked. Amy looked at the floor, feeling exhausted and sore, but content and free. She'd shared with Tag a passion she'd always felt between them. It hadn't been exactly as she pictured ten years ago, but it was just as fulfilling. If Tag bore her any ill will over the events of the past, he hid it very, very well. She'd gotten out of tonight everything she wanted, and much more.






Tag and Amy heard their former friends and classmates before either saw them. The hooting and hollering was deafening to Amy, who was still coming down from the greatest high of her life.






“How do I look?” she said.






“Like a ravished whore,” he said.






Amy felt the urge to reach for the plug in her ass, but fought it down. She was already completely humiliated. The laughing faces of the men and women were loud and red, and only quieted when Tag yelled out so he could speak.






“I'm afraid the two of us have to leave, but I want to thank everyone for such a warm homecoming. If I'd known how welcome I would be, I wouldn't have waited so long! Isn't that right, Amy?”






“Yeah,” she said. The crowd laughed. Amy could only imagine what they would say after they departed.






“Anyway, thanks again. I'll see you soon. Have a wonderful night everyone!”






As soon as Tag wrapped up his salute, he dragged Amy out the door to the hall.






“Where are we going?” she asked.






“My helicopter,” he said. Sure enough, he led her to the clearing next to the pond where he'd landed hours ago; he opened the door to the aircraft and helped her inside.






Amy eased herself gently onto the passenger seat, feeling the plug shift inside her.






“I have a little confession,” Tag said as he started the engine.






“You do?”






“Amy, I didn't come here to see any of them. Just you. I paid the venue, and the school, to throw a reunion. I did it through one of my business subsidiaries so nobody would bother to figure out it was me. I felt it was time we settled the past.”






“Oh,” she said. She hadn't wanted to think she was the sole reason for his visit to River Neck, but he'd confirmed it. It was a wonderful feeling, knowing that with all the wealth and power Tag had, she had mattered to him, even ten years later. “But what if I hadn't come tonight?”






“I didn't worry about it,” he said. “It's been a while since something hasn't gone my way.”






The helicopter began to rise into the air. Amy looked out at the grounds of Temple Creek from above.






“Wait. Where are we going?” she asked again.






“We're making up for lost time,” said Tag. “I can take us anywhere you want.”






“Home,” said Amy.






In the sky, the helicopter banked into a gentle turn and disappeared into the night.
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“Tell me what you're thinking,” said Phil as he shut the door behind us.






“I... I don't know.”






“Are you scared?”






I wasn't.






“Do you feel safe?”






I did.






“If I asked you to undress, would you?”






I would.






“Then take off your blouse.”






I stared into his eyes as I slowly pulled my arms through the sleeves. Why couldn't I believe that this was really happening? I'd made an appointment with Dr. Birch knowing the rumors. If you're willing, the doctor will treat you He'll give you what you need. Is this what I needed? Judging by my drenched panties, it was. Underneath my bra I could feel my erect nipples and knew there was no going back.






He could tell right away, I realized. I was an open book to him.






With my blouse off, I felt the cool air of the room around my exposed skin. I wasn't shy about my body – I knew I was attractive and desirable – but baring myself to somebody new always made me nervous. If even half the rumors about Phil were true, he'd treated many, many women like me.






“You're a beautiful woman, Lacy,” he said.






“Thank you.” I blushed, enjoying the compliment.






“It's a shame the men in your life haven't given you the satisfaction you need. You deserve to be happy, and I think I can show you how. For a proper therapist/patient relationship to be effective, there has to be trust. Do you trust me, Lacy?”






“I do.” I nodded, knowing I never would have walked into this room if I hadn't.






“I'm glad you think so, but we only just met. Today we're going to find out how deep into this process you're willing to go. Are you ready to begin?”






“Yes.”






Phil grabbed my arm and spun me around. He slapped my ass again, this time harder than he had back in his office. “Yes, what? Is that how you address me?”






“Yes, sir?” I said, unsure.






He spanked me again, and I cried out as the pain gripped me.






“Sir? Did you just say 'sir?' Did you call me Mr. Birch when you met me?”






“No.”






Again his hand met the rosy skin of my backside. “No, what?” he said measuredly.






“No, doctor,” I said finally, a single tear slipping down my cheek. He had done it again; he'd shifted into a different self, like he was two different men: the compassionate, professional therapist and the cruel, exacting dominant. Phil made me feel comfortable, and cared for – much like Clark and Dmitri had. The doctor, however, made me feel something else entirely. And he called himself my master. What does that make me? A servant? The thought should have repulsed me, but I liked it for some reason.






He took both of my wrists in one of his hands and pulled them together behind my back. His other arm he wrapped around my chest, fondling my breasts. “I want you to understand, Lacy. While you're here, you will obey, or you will be disciplined. Is that clear?”






“Yes, doctor.”






“If you are uncomfortable or want to stop, you tell me, and we'll stop. Otherwise, you do as I say. If I want you to serve me, you will serve. If I want to punish you, you will be punished. If I want to restrain you, you will be restrained. Understood?”






Every word he said shot me off like a rocket. I quivered in his grasp, not wanting to be let go. “Yes, doctor.”









For Further Reading: “The Kinky Inventor” series
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If you enjoyed this story and are interested in something a little more exotic, check out “The Kinky Inventor”
 series. Read on for a preview. These and other stories are also available from Sasha Rich's Amazon page
.





“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.






“No. It's a surprise. First, your up front payment.”






“Fine,” she said, despite being annoyed at having to wait longer for the big reveal.






“Your usual?” he asked.






“I think so,” Rebecca replied, knowing it would please him. After all, he enjoyed it as much as she did.






“Good. Let's get started,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt. She waited until it was off, taking in the sight of his gorgeous chest. When she saw it, her crevice, which was already wet, began dripping. She'd taken enough psychology classes to recognize the effect of classical conditioning. Seeing him meant one thing for sure: the stage was set for a series of orgasms. If they only knew, Rebecca thought, thinking of her friends. How jealous they'd be. They were always complaining about their lovers, who were either selfish or incompetent. Harry was neither. He had his fun on nights like these, but she left each time with the afterglow of ecstasy still burning inside her.






When he was mostly undressed, she slipped off the straps of her dress and let it fall to the floor. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. Harry took her in his arms and planted his lips against hers. She shut her eyes and let herself be taken by the moment. He ran a hand through her long, brown hair, then brought it down to her breast. She traced her hand up and down his thick, powerful thighs.






“Let's move this to the bedroom,” he said, after they'd made out for a while.






Rebecca giggled. “Bedroom,” he'd called it. The term was relative. “Okay,” she said.






In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised whoop and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short - petite - but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.






She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn't have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.






Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. “I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite,” he said.






“Ropes are like chocolate,” Rebecca replied. “They're cheap and simple, but they always satisfy.”






“Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you're asking for Milk Duds.”






“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.






“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”
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