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Evelyn is laying on the padded bondage table, naked, as I work on her legs. I'm kneading a knot in her left calf muscle. "You're very tense, Evelyn. You need to relax."

"I know, I've been trying to keep peace among the staff at the club and I'm worrying about their problems as much as they are. Its like being House Mother for Animal House."

Well, I need you to forget about them right now. You're full of knots. Tell me about your favorite daydream. Think about something pleasant."

"OK...I'm waiting for my plane, said Evelyn. The terminal is full. People are laying on the floor, waiting for their plane. Its crowded and hot.  I arrived late and there's no seats left. I'm leaning back against a wall, sitting on my carry on. I look at the people waiting for the same plane, like I do when I'm bored and boy was I bored. The plane was a half hour late and the agent said they were repairing a minor technical problem. Then I see this great looking guy. He's blond, and tall,  Scandinavian maybe. He's a head taller than the people around him. He's wide and overhangs the sides of his seat, like a Viking Warrior. His hair is long and he looks like Thor, slumming."

"I guess Ralph isn't going with you."

"Hey girl, its my fantasy. I save it for when he's working late or we're in different countries."

"OK, sorry, go on."

We were in a small playroom in the newly remodeled Vault in NYC. It was once the premiere BDSM club on the East Coast. Times and clientele changed and BDSM went to Long Island, but someone had to fill the vacuum and sate the kink needs of the Big Apple. Ralph bought it and fixed it up, Evelyn was his wife and his manager. It was close to my place and she'd called me for a massage before the place opened. I used to drive out to their estate on Long Island and this was a lot closer.

"Anyway, he's as bored as I am. He's looking around, slowly scanning the crowd. I stare right at him, hoping he'll notice me and afraid he will. He sees me and our eye contact goes on and slowly, a smile forms on his face. I smiled back, across four rows of people and I can see he wants me. He stands up and walks slowly toward me. I stand up and open my coat just enough to show him its all I have on. He slings a backpack over his shoulder, picks up my case in one hand and takes my hand in his other. He pulls me to him and kisses me, passionately, but all too briefly. then he leads me along the concourse. He leads me into one of these family bathrooms and drops the luggage. I strip off my coat and he takes me on the floor our orgasms are simultaneous and good. He leaves me naked in the bathroom. I miss my plane and we never see each other again."

"Bullshit. You don't even try?"

She smiled a tiny smile and said, "Its a fantasy and I already have Ralph. What's your fantasy?"

"I'm not sure I should share this. I'm not proud of my dream."

"You only have one dream?"

"Well, you only shared one."

That's my current one. It sounds like you meant you only have the same one."

"Yeah, OK. I do only have one. Its the same one I started having in eighth grade."

"Well, what is it, Gruesome, ugly, depraved? Are you disfigured, beaten, unhappy, or what?"

"None of that, I'm happy most of the time. He owns me. I obey him because I love him. It makes me happy to serve him. I'm a slave. I'm kept naked and in chains and he takes me everywhere with him to serve him, I'm always humiliated and looked down on by everyone I see. But I eagerly follow him looking for something I can do for him."

"Why don't you run away?"

"I can't. I love him. I have incredible sex and he's kind to me. I think he likes me as much as a master can care for a slave."

"Are you the only slave in your fantasy?"

"It varies. Its like each time I have my dream its a vignette. Different every time. The only constants are me and my master. They only come when I'm in bed. I almost always orgasm in reality when I have a one of my dreams."

Is he a harsh master? Does he beat you or spank you?"

"Every time, and I love it. Its just foreplay in my dream."

"What about reality. Do you like to be spanked or whipped?"

"I don't know. I've been tempted in here, but I don't have a partner. Watching a girl get whipped turns me on, but I don't know if I could handle the pain unless I'm really in love. So far I just lurk in the background and think about it."

"You've got to try it, Lori. Its the only way to know if its for you, but your dream suggests it is. Want me to have Ralph do a scene with you. He's good. He can make your pain turn into hot foreplay. I know."

"I couldn't with Ralph. I might fall in love with him if he's as good as you say, then where'd I be. I'd feel like I was cheating on you, no matter what you said."

One of our friends would be good for you. Roger is Ralph's closest friend. They were friends in high school, served together in the military, and went to college together. They're completely different and so much alike. He's a really good man with a lot of integrity. Say, you worked in a law office, didn't you?, maybe you know him. Roger Frost?

I will be fucked. Every lawyer in New York knows of him. He took over his father's law firm when the old man got sick. One of the biggest in NYC and he's been president of the bar association . And I've met him. I worked for a lawyer who volunteered for a bar association committee on indigent defense and he was the chair. I did typing and filing and I've had a crush on him ever since. He even looks like the master in my dreams. Holy Shit. Calm, calm. "So you're friends." I said calmly. "He'd spank me if I asked?"

"I don't know, but I'm sure he'd spank you if I asked, and you agreed." Today's Tuesday, I think he'll be here tonight, shall I ask him?"

God, what a decision. I wanted to meet him so bad, but what would he think of me if I asked him to spank me on the first date? Wait, did this count as a date? I said, "Maybe it would be better if you asked for his help with a needy friend. I am needy, but not because of the dream. I can't seem to find the right man. My boyfriend just left me. Maybe you could call this therapy?"

"Sure. It sounds like you do need it. Come back at seven. Just tell the doorman my name. Wear something sexy."

I finished up and rubbed oil into her skin, thinking of rubbing it into Roger. I was already fantasizing about him. She got up and I handed her a robe. I gave her a peck, got my money and took a cab home.

I showered and washed my hair. I had lots of time so I fixed a small meal. I never tired of reliving my dream so I cooked in the buff. I put on my 'Manacles', really a toy I had a former  boyfriend make for me. Just two steel rings connected by a foot of chain. I could slip my hands into the rings and pretend I was in my dream, cooking for my master. I ate with them on, intentionally banging the chain against the table whenever I moved. I put them back in the drawer after washing the dishes and got ready.

I did my face first, Blue eye shadow, dark outline around my eye lids, red lipstick, paint   a little red highlight on my nipples, and outline my sex lips with red rouge. I was decorating myself like a present for Mr. Frost. Finally, some perfume between my breasts and inside my pussy, just a touch. I studied myself in the mirror. I like what I saw. My breasts were just a little too big for my frame, but most men liked that.

I dithered over clothes, like always for a date. Was this a date?  Never mind. I tried profession, slutty, little girl and finally settled for demure. I wore my favorite push-up, under wire bra. It always made me feel like my breasts had been bound and it emphasized my cleavage. A tiny thong to reward his exploration and make it easy to spank my highlighted ass cheeks, if he wanted that. I covered them with a thin silk blouse, a pleated skirt reaching almost to my knees, and moderate heels. It wasn't a warm outfit so I wore a long coat.

The taxi dropped me in front of the club. A long line of hopefuls waited at the door. I confidently walked past them to the doorman and whispered in his ear, "Evelyn Carstairs." He smiled, opened the door for me and said, "Enjoy."

Inside the door I was greeted by a man in a tuxedo. I repeated Evelyn's name and he asked, "Ms. Stanger". I nodded. He rang a bell and a strikingly beautiful young woman, tall, redheaded, with her hair piled complexly on her head, wearing only five inch heels escorted me inside and to Evelyn, seated at a table in the bar.

I felt funny, butterflies in my stomach. She took my hand and looked at me, "Lori, you're trembling."

"Nerves. Maybe you should just introduce us and let us take it from there."

"Sure, You know, you're meeting him in a BDSM club. You both like it. It'll be OK if you just tell him the truth."

She led me up the broad staircase. The upstairs had two large playrooms and several smaller ones. We went into the first room and she scanned the patrons playing in two scenes or just watching.  "She took my hand and said, nope, let's go next door."

I followed her and as soon as we stepped inside she said, "There's Roger and Ralph. I followed her gaze and nervous butterflies roamed my stomach. They stood out from the casual crowd. Both wore dark, well tailored suits and would have fit into a boardroom. I recognized Roger: awesome, tall, broad shouldered, blonde, a rugged, handsome face, and showing a mischievous grin when the woman in front of the group screamed in pleasure as the man coaxed her into an orgasm. I couldn't see what was happening because of the crowd, but both Ralph and Roger's heads towered over the group.

Evelyn started walking toward the two men. I froze. I couldn't do it. He scared me. Evelyn stopped and looked at me.

"Don't be scared, Lori. He's a wonderful man and just what you need."

"I...I just can't. He's too much. He knows me as a lawyer. Its too embarrassing." I pulled away and fled out the door and down the stairs. I stopped in the hallway. I didn't know where to go or what to do if I left. Evelyn caught up to me and hugged me. I was crying. I didn't know why. She dried my tears and led me back into the bar to a table.

"OK, we're alone, what's bothering you?"

"I'm sorry, Evey. I don't think I'm ready."

"Explain. You went home with Jeffrey after playing with him for an hour. Roger's an excellent man."

I know. I worked with him, well for someone else really, on a committee. He impressed and scared me then. Jeffrey isn't in his league and he wasn't what I wanted, either. He was like every other man I've dated. He was kind, gentle, afraid to hurt me, let me use safe words and I wound up telling him what to do. He wasn't very good at that either. Roger Frost is exactly what I think I want, but he also scares the bejesus out of me."

"You think he'll hurt you?"

"Not that. I want a little pain, It makes me horny. I like rough sex. I feel like I've earned it then. But if I kneel to him, I'll never get up. He'll totally dominate me."

Evelyn sat up and looked me in the eye.

"Lori," she asked softly, "isn't that what you want? Its your fantasy. Roger would never do anything to you without your consent. He's the most honorable man I know."

"Its not him. Its me. I've felt his power. He dominates every room he enters, no matter who's there. His personality is a tangible force. Everyone wants to obey him. I'd never be able to leave. I'd never want to while he's around., Even if I wanted to in secret. What if I'm wrong. I'll be trapped by my own submission.

"It sounds like you've just got the jitters now that you're so close to your dream. You're afraid it won't work in reality, aren't you. You want exactly the kind of relationship you just told me you're afraid Roger will give you.'

"She was right. I was afraid if I found what I wanted, it would turn bad and dash my dream. "Yes," I admitted, "but what it I don't like my dream?"

"Then you'll have to revise your dream and try again. A relationship is not necessarily the last one. It can be if it works, but you can leave it if it doesn't. Come on, I'm going to introduce you. Ralph and l will hang around to give you an easy way out if it doesn't work."

I followed Evelyn to the two men. Ralph pulled her into a kiss as soon as he saw her. Roger turned and said something to Ralph then his eyes focused on me and he looked at me like a cat to a mouse. I shivered under the hungry look in his dark blue, piercing gaze. I wanted him as much as he wanted me.  He stepped close to me and took my hand.

"I'm glad to see you again, Ms. Stanger." He lifted my hand to his lips and bowed over it, barely brushing my fingers. I felt electricity leap into my hand and numb my body as his lips touched me. I'd never had anyone do that before. It was elegant and intimate, so much more than a handshake.

"How...how do you know my name?"

"Surely you remember working on the indigent defense standards committee with me?"

"Of course, but that was two years ago."

"I would be remiss, indeed, if I forgot the name of such a memorable woman who worked with me, Ms. Stanger." I was staring into his dark blue eyes, feeling him look straight through me.

Evelyn turned to Roger and said, "Roger, this is Lori Stanger. You're met her and she badly needs to be spanked. I thought you might be willing to help her out. Got a minute?"

Our eyes remained locked while she spoke. Without a flicker he said, "Evelyn, I will be glad to help Ms. Stanger with her problem, but it will require considerably more than a minute to do her justice. Do you have a private room available?"

I was transfixed by his eyes. He was still holding my hand near his lips. I wanted his lips on me again, but not on my fingers. Moisture was dribbling into my loins and trickling into my panties. I wanted him. I had fallen into his grasp and would happily have stayed there forever.

"It so happens that number four is available, we had a cancellation."

I was suddenly terrified of being alone, in the power of such a man. He would eat me alive and steal my soul. Maybe he already had.

He said, "Ms. Stanger, you don't know me personally, would you mind if I asked Ralph and Evelyn to join us?"

He could read my mind. It was just what I wanted. Protection of a sort. "No, I don't mind."

"Good. Evelyn, Ralph, would you join Ms. Stanger and I in room four in a half hour? I'd like to get to know her better before we begin.?

Ralph looked at Evelyn and asked, "Doubles?"

She smiled and replied, "Of course, love."

I took Mr. Frost's arm and we walked to another room. All the rooms had thick, soundproof doors. and walls. This was a cozy room with a couple of couches, chairs and  bondage furniture scattered around. A bench festooned with many thick straps and an oak pillory that could be adjusted for height. It had thick drapes on the windows and its walls were covered in red velvet . It looked like a kinky lady's boudoir from the eighteen hundreds.

I dropped my hand from his arm as he turned to close the door. I stood still, looking around the strange room. I had never been in here before, but it felt like I had. Then I knew. It was strangely like some rooms in my dreams. Especially the decor and the bondage furniture. I often was locked in a pillory in my dreams. Strapped down too. I wondered if real life could be as good as a dream..

I felt a chill breeze on the back of my neck, no, it was gentle fingers. It was his hand. feeling me.  "Tell me why Evelyn thinks you need to be spanked."

We were telling each other about our fantasies. She thinks mine indicate I need to be spanked."

"Is she right?"

"I..I don't know. Maybe."

"Tell me your fantasy."

He had such a strength and certainty of purpose that I had to obey him. He felt like my father, different of course, but a man who valued honesty and maintained his principles. I know. I knew almost nothing about him save he was friends with Ralph and Evelyn, and he had a reputation for integrity in the legal community. I instinctively trusted him. I said, "I've had the same fantasy since I was a girl. Its always the same dream in different places. I'm a slavegirl. I adore my master and always try to serve his needs well. He keeps me naked and in chains. He protects me. He gives me incredible sex. I'm continually humiliated when others see me, but I wouldn't change a thing."

"Do you still work for Mr. Arnsen?"

"No, that was a hard job. Long hours, low pay. I went to night school and became a certified Masseuse. I'm independent now and have a number of clients who appreciate that I come to them. The pay and the hours are better and I get to work in some different places.

"Don't you find it hard to be a successful entrepreneur since you're also a submissive?"

"I'm not a litigator like you. I focus on people and their physical health. I couldn't argue a case in court. I'm no good at arguing. But I never thought of myself as submissive. Maybe I just never think of myself that way."

I felt his hands firm on my shoulders, turning me. The kiss was no surprise. I had been thinking of it since I took his arm. He was gentle with me, letting me become accustomed to his feel. After the shock wore off, I savored his taste, the feel of his lips, his tongue, the smell of after shave and cologne. I returned the kiss, pressing hard into him, holding him close. I could feel his arousal matching mine. He broke the kiss and, still holding each other, said, "You're at a cusp. This is the point where you can decide to explore your fantasy and try it on for size. For years you have had submissive thoughts. If you trust me, I can help you live them under safe conditions and you can decide whether you really want them."

"I'm afraid. The things in my fantasy are painful, humiliating. Its not a real world and wishing can't make it so.  There is no world left where I can be the girl in my dream.  I'm afraid being submissive won't lead to the joy and fulfillment in my dreams. Things like that don't happen in reality."

"That's why Evelyn thinks you need a spanking. Tackling that part of your fantasy in a controlled situation will let you see if it is enjoyable and then you will have real facts to base your future actions on. If you want to go on, I will try to make the experience both painful and enjoyable."

I'm afraid no one can do that."

"I can, I assure you." He slipped off his jacket and hung it on a oat rack by the door. "Now take off my shirt." He stood there, facing me.

I dressed my master in my dreams. How did he know?" I stepped close and removed his tie. silk and at least a thousand dollars. I hung it beside his jacket. He stood there watching my face. I was blushing. I started at the top and slowly unbuttoned his shirt. I pulled the tail out of his pants and undid the last button. I could see his broad chest now. After the last button opened, I dropped the shirt and, afraid, put my palms on his chest and pressed into him. I stepped close and looked up at his face. His visage was stern, with just a hint of a lopsided smile. A girl needs a firm hand to guide her. I was tired of men who just wanted me to feel good.

I picked up one oh his hands and took the cufflink out of the French sleeve. I held it up and he said, "Hold it in your mouth."

I was startled but after looking at his face again. I smiled and slowly inserted it between my lips. Tasteless, but so pregnant with meaning.

He held up his other hand. I removed the cufflink and put it with its mate. I stepped behind him and slipped his shirt off his broad shoulders. I starred at his back for a long moment. He was muscled like a weight lifter. All angles and well defined muscles. His waist was trim and he looked like Conan of Cimmeria, huge, strong, ruthless, and fast as a tiger. My fantasy filled my head with lust. I put his shirt on the rack and my hands on his back, just feeling him.

"Undress and put your clothes on the rack."

I start to speak and the feel of the metal bits in my mouth stopped me. I might have protested, but I wanted to be naked in front of him."

The question must have shone in my face.

"I want to see you. And don't speak." 

I wanted to believe him. Heck, I wanted him to see me, too. I wanted to be honest with him and I wanted him to touch me again. I removed my clothes, struggling to remain calm and poised under his gaze. Internally, I was the opposite. It had been too long since I had had a man. I wanted him to control me, take charge and fuck me and I was not in a hurry.

He patiently watched me and seemed to enjoy the show. After I had neatly hung everything on the rack I returned to where I had stripped. and looked at him.

I fought an internal struggle with modesty, starting to fold my arms over my breasts, then dropping them halfway there. He smiled and said, " Cross your arms behind your back."

I obeyed quickly, It was much easier to obey him than try to figure out what he wanted.

"Good, excellent. Now spread your legs wide and arch your back."

Once again I obeyed, happy to put on a show for him. I was enjoying watching his erection grow.

"Hold your head high and cast your eyes down at the floor."

I obeyed him again, except my eyes stopped well above the floor. Not my fault. He was close in front of me and he was growing.

""Perfect, Lori. You are beautiful. This is your display position. If I say 'Display,' this is what I mean. Clear?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Don't move." His hands roamed all over me as he walked around me, feeling my breasts and nipples (Oh My God). I was becoming as aroused as him as he felt my muscles, and skin all over my body. His warm hands were making my belly so hot, and he hadn't gotten close to my pussy yet. He continued his inspection and walked slowly around me, feeling everything.  By the time he returned to my front, I could feel moisture dribbling from my labia lips and slashing on the floor. Tiny droplets were spraying out and tickling my ankles, dropping onto my feet.

"Go to the table and lay your stomach on it. Spread your legs."

"Yes, Sir." I looked around at the sound of a drawer. He was putting rubber gloves on. I guess a BDSM club keeps a stock of such things around.

I was disappointed, a little. This was something that happened to lots of girls, even if it was new for me. His hands rubbed over the stretched skin of my ass then slid between my legs, for the first time in months. They tested the firm muscles of my thighs and buttocks. I relaxed and leaned back into his touch, it was great.

"You have a magnificent sex. Perfect, well shaped vulva and a tiny puckered anus. Your sex begs to be penetrated from either the front or rear. Have you ever had anal sex?"

"No. Sir."

"Most women have orgasms more easily from anal sex than vaginal. Hard to know for you until you try it."

I felt a finger rub my labia, arousing me even more, then it slopped inside and rubbed me gently. I was ready to burst. Then the finger pulled out and slid along my crack towards my bottom hole.

"Please, I've never done that." The finger stopped just resting against my sphincter muscle.

"This is a time of learning for you, Ms. Stanger. A time for exploring your needs. Did your fantasy master explore your body, all your assets?"

"Yes, my master owned me and did as he pleased."

"And so shall I." The finger slid into me and it was a strange sensation, but I felt more, I felt calm and relaxed now that he was in control,

I was surprised when Ralph said, "Ready, Roger?"

He replied, "Perfect timing, I'm just getting to know Ms. Stanger. Have a seat, guys."

Startled, I tried to straighten up, but Roger laid his hand gently on my neck, just reminding me to stay in control, his control. He was responsible, not me.. Just this gentle reminder soothed my embarrassment, reminded me that he was responsible, not me. I had surrendered my control along with my clothes. besides, they were my friends, too. 

I know Roger had invited Evelyn and Ralph, but, of course this was not what I expected. I thought they were going to watch my spanking to make sure I was not hurt. I hadn't expected to have them see their friend exploring my orifices. Roger seemed unconcerned and held me down with one hand while wiggling his finger inside me, teasing me.

"Say hello to Ralph and Evelyn, Ms. Stanger. They've come to watch your spanking ."

"Yes, Sir. Hello Evelyn, Ralph. Thank you for coming."

He removed his finger and lifted his hand from my neck. I waited for his order. I didn't get up, instead I waited, wondering, how long will he keep me here? That was when I understood I had become his slave, when I realized I was waiting to be commanded, Roger was not deliberately humiliating me. He was watching me obey him, like a bitch who was ordered to "Stay" with company watching. I couldn't deny the pleasure it gave me. I was in the control of a man who had taken charge and was putting me in my place. I closed my eyes, accepting it all, the control of my body, the unbridled joy of submitting. He had put me in the place I belonged.

After long moments while I relished my exposure, Roger said, "Display for Ralph and Evelyn."

I rose up, turned around, spread my legs, crossed my arms behind my back, arched my back, lifted my head high, and lowered my eyes to the floor.

Roger walked slowly around me, describing me to his friends while using his hands to caress me. He cupped his hands under my breasts, lifting them and describing their weight, fullness, size and color to Ralph. He invited Ralph and Evelyn to feel me, to see how wet I was. And I was wet. I was very aroused .My nipples were fully engorged, longer, wider, pinker than usual. My sex lips were swollen apart, ready to be penetrated.

I was savoring my exposure, still wondering how all my embarrassment had vanished, leaving only pride in my submission. I was posing like a slave girl on the auction block, being described by the pitchman, spectators admiring my poise, my body. Up for sale and I so wanted to be sold. I felt so good, like I had finally found my place in the world. I really, really, enjoyed standing there, fully exposed to people who weren't even my lovers, yet, but hoping Roger would take me, keep me like this forever.

Finally, Roger spoke to me again, "Don't speak. Bend over, put your head between your legs. Don't move your arms."

I obeyed him. I felt the cuff links shift in my mouth as I bent over. I go to yoga classes twice a week at the "Y" and had no problem with the position. He put his hand on my rump and his finger entered me again. He walked around me, letting his finger rotate inside me.

"He spoke to my observers, "Ms. Stanger is quite comfortable with being handled. Has she been a regular at your club?"

Evelyn said, "She's visited and watched several times, but always alone, never any scenes"

"She's your friend, Evelyn?"

"She's my masseuse, but also my friend. We've seen each other every week for six months. We sometimes have coffee. She lives close by the club."

"Tell me about her romances."

It was like I wasn't there. They were discussing me, but not talking to me. I couldn't talk with the cuff links in my mouth, but I felt I should speak for myself. No, a slave can't talk unless her master permits. Clearly he wanted me to be silent. OK.

"Stand up."

I obeyed and looked at him. He was studying me. He put a hand under my breast and lifted it, cupping it in his hand. He lifted it high and said, "You have a red line under your breast. From your bra?"

I nodded my head. He walked to my clothes and took the bra off the rack. He examined it and remarked. "An under wire bra. Ms. Stanger, do you like the way the wire grasps your breast?"

I nodded my head. Oh course I liked the way it raised and enhanced my breast. But I also liked the way they felt bound, encircled, like a man's hands were holding them.

"Get up on the table on your hands and knees."

I climbed up and got in position. My breasts swayed below me, pendulant. His hand lifted my chin, "Look straight ahead." I held the position and he moved his hand down to my belly. "spread your knees." I moved them apart.

He pressed his hand up, gently, on my belly. I lifted until he stopped pressing.

"Evelyn, is there some soft rope available?"

"Certainly, is fifty feet enough?"

"For this."

I felt him lay one end of the skein across my back, then he wrapped it around the base of my left breast, four turns, then switched sides and wrapped my right breast, also four turns. He passed the end over my back and around my chest, above my breasts several turns, tighter this time. Then several more turns below my breasts until he finally tied the ends together behind me.

"Get down, Ms. Stanger. Display."

I climbed down and saw my breasts for the first time. coils of rope grasped the base of each breast, making them stand out like round balloons far in front of my chest. They bobbled as I moved. They felt more tightly constricted than when they dangled below me. I only had time for a quick glance as I moved quickly into display pose.

"Is this what you wanted your breasts to experience, Ms. Stanger?"

I guess it wasn't too much of a secret and he was obviously a man that noticed details. I nodded again.

"Evelyn, may I have some more rope?"

She got another skein. He unrolled it and cut it in half. "Give me a hand, Lori. I unfolded one arm and held out my hand. He let three feet dangle then wrapped many terns around my wrist. gently, not very tight, then he tied the two ends together in a complex, flowing sort of knot, and let my arm drop. "Now the other one."

He tied my other wrist the same way and let it drop. "Relax your arms and don't move. He walked behind me and pulled my left arm up behind my back. He draped the long end of the rope over my right shoulder and wrapped it through my armpit and around my back. He did the same with my right arm, pulled it up behind me and draped the long end of the rope over my left shoulder, then pulled it back through my armpit to the center of my back. He wrapped the long ends around my chest over and under my breasts until he tied the ends together behind my back, below my shoulder blades and well out of m reach. He tied the short ends from my wrists together, too. I was helplessly wrapped up in rope. I couldn't touch any knots and hand were gently, but firmly immobilized.

I think rope is a better medium for binding a girl than chin. It seems more intimate." He held his hand to my mouth, palm up. "May I have the cuff links back now?"

I lay them gently in his palm and he pocketed them." You may speak now, Ms. Stanger. I think its appropriate for us to use first names, now, Lori. I'm Roger, but you can call me 'Sir,' or 'Master,' whichever you feel is appropriate. All right?"

"Yes, Master," and I think that is how I will think of him  from now on.

"Follow me. Its time for your spanking." He turned away and I said, "Yes, Master," and followed him. He went to a straight chair against a wall and sat down.

When I got close he said, "Lay on my lap."

I crawled up to him and obeyed. He guided me so that my breasts fell between his legs and my ass was sticking out. I gasped when my swollen nipples brushed across the cloth of his pants. I was so close to a climax.  "Spread your legs." I did as ordered.

"You do not have permission to climax. Wait until I tell you."

"Yes, Master, I don't know if I can control it. I've never done it before."

"Try."

"Yes, Master." He lay his arm across my back and his hand rubbed the tight skin of my bottom. It was a very intimate position to be punished in, but this wasn't punishment was it? I felt his penis pushing into my stomach and wanted to move to get myself in position, but he wasn't ready for that yet.  I felt his warm fingers following the line where her bottom joined her thighs, then turning and following the crack between her cheeks up to he waist.

"I will warm you up with my hand, at first to warm you and ready you for your lesson. I'll use my hand until you're a rosy pink, but first you must ask me for it."

I knew I was being told to ask for my spanking not only to enhance my submission, but also to make me an accomplice, in front of witnesses to the assault. I knew I was absolving him of any responsibility, legally, but I did want it, not the pain, but the subjugation. I felt the bond forming, locking me to him. I tensed my buttocks, somehow thinking it would hurt less. I had never felt myself to be a brave person. I was the prototype girly girl. I was scared of mice and spiders, I jumped at unexpected noises, I was afraid of the dark. It took every ounce of courage I had, but I really wanted to know, so, "Please, Master. I have been a naughty girl. Would you spank me hard until you think I've had enough?"

The rapid impacts of his hand were hard and painful, the pain was sharp and penetrating, driving deep into my belly. The pain was excruciating at first. I clenched my teeth to hold back my cries and focused on my arousal. It was huge, seething in my belly, under a thin layer of pain. I focused on the arousal, the seething pleasure and joy, savoring the anticipation, knowing the pain was just a gaudy covering. Colorful wrapping serving only to bring me to the treasure hidden inside. I struggled to cast the pain aside and lift my pleasures to the surface. I savored them, ignoring the pain. Soon I felt only the arousal. My belly grew warmer than my bottom and suddenly there was no more pain, only arousal, and submission. 

The blows stopped and Master asked, "Does it hurt now, Lori?"

"No, Master, may I come?"

"Not yet, crawl off my lap, go to the cabinet on the far wall, get down the solid paddle and bring it to me in your mouth."

"Yes, Master." I stood up and went to the cabinet I had to use my mouth to open the doors. There was all manner of instruments to give pain to girls hanging inside. I found the paddle and had to crane my head around to reach it. I looked at Master and he nodded his head. I stood up and took the paddle off its hook. I grasped the leather covered handle in my mouth, gently holding it with my teeth, some four inches of handle protruding. I turned for my return trip.

"Stop. Take the whole handle in your mouth."

I bent over and put it on a shelf. I used my mouth to rotate it and sucked it. deep into my throat, like a gag or a cock. I returned to Master. He took hold of the paddle and I opened my mouth . I expected him to pull it out of me, but instead he just held it there, filling my mouth. I couldn't speak or move my head.

"Women use their mouths significantly more than men. I have always thought they use communication to compensate for lesser strength and speed. When all I want from you is compliance or sex, I may fit you with a gag to silence you. Will you enjoy this?"

I nodded my head a little, as much as my impromptu gag allowed. I was telling the truth. Whatever he did to me, I would enjoy.

He pulled the handle out of my mouth and held it in front of me. On sudden impulse, I kissed it. He smiled and  guided me back onto his lap. I overshot and managed to rub my sex against his knee as I got back in position. He wasn't fooled and said, "Rushing things a bit aren't you, Lori?"

"Sorry, Master, may I come now?" I feared the paddling would start immediately, and I would climax without permission, I was so close.

"Not yet, Lori.  Count the strokes." The paddle was broad and flat. On my already warm bottom it stung more fiercely than his hand. "One...Two...Three. By five I was crying in pain before each count. I couldn't keep my teeth clenched for long. Soon I was crying out at each stroke. Then instead of number six, I felt his fingers rubbing my sex lips. It was heavenly. My arousal hadn't disappeared. It was just hiding under the increased pain. His fingers brought it into full bloom and I was ready to climax, when the fingers withdrew and he said, "Not yet, Lori." The next blow stung but it was distant, not real. "Six." His fingers touched me again, this time one penetrated my outer defenses and stoked my inner lips. I was so, so close when he withdrew and struck my rosy ass again.

"Seven'" and the pain was gone, the sting flew like an arrow into my belly and inflamed me. I heard a long, low moan and failed to understand it was me for a long time.

"Not yet, soon." His left hand reached under his leg and fondled my still engorged nipples until I thought I would climax just from them. Master said, "Evelyn, will you put the clamps on her now? Lori, keep you hands on the floor.' I felt fingers on my left breast, then the bite of a nipple clamp closing on my nipple. The pain was sharp, but not too intense. It was nothing compared to the pain I had felt earlier in my ass, but it damped my arousal a little. Another clamp bit my right nipple and my arousal shrunk a little more.

The paddle hit my ass again. "Eight." and those teasing fingers penetrated me again, bringing me closer to climax. I needed to come. My belly was a churning cauldron of heated lust.

I screamed, "Nine," with frustration and longing, not from pain.

"Almost. Next time, Lori. Hold on for one more."

"Yes, Master. I'll try."

The nipple clamps were pulled off me as the paddle landed on my red ass, I screamed, "Ten." and felt his fingers unerringly grasp my heretofore untouched clit and squeeze all those bunched nerves. I climaxed with a wail of pleasure. writhing on his lap as my belly spasmed in incredible joy. This was the biggest, most intense orgasm of my life. I lay across his lap until my throes of joy subsided.

"Evelyn, would you hand me that bottle of Aloe Lotion in the cupboard"

"Off course."

In a moment I felt him gently rubbing the lotion on my fiery ass cheeks. It was soothing and soon my bottom was just warm and comfortable.

He helped me get to my knees. I wasn't able to stand yet. "Thank you, Master. Thank you for spanking me."

"Lori, I've done what you wanted. Would you like to continue your fantasy?"

"Master, how do you mean?"

"If you consent I will take you home with me tonight as my slave and free you tomorrow to get on with your life. Then you will have experienced all you described to me in your fantasy. Then you will have some facts to let you plan your future."

"You would keep me as your slave tonight and release me tomorrow? Why should you keep your word? I haven't known you long. You don't owe me anything."

Evelyn said, "If you're worried about your safety, Ralph and I will pick you up at Roger's place at noon tomorrow."

I guess that decided me. "OK. I'm yours until noon tomorrow. I want to see if this slice of reality matches my dream. Master, I give myself to you until noon tomorrow."

"Good. Display, please. I need to make some arrangements."

I stood and got in position, Evelyn came close and Roger walked to the door with Ralph.

"Submission suits you Lori. I've never seen you looking so radiant and your orgasm was fantastic. I'm going to ask Ralph to spank me just like that when we get home." She walked behind me while talking.

I had to struggle not to move. Being obedient was very new to me. I didn't want to disobey him on my first night, but it was so natural to want to face her. I felt her fingers tracing circles on my ass. Sometimes on a tender region, sometimes not.

"Your ass is a spectacular red in two glowing circles in the center of each cheek. How does it feel?"

"Tender, but it doesn't hurt when its left alone." She didn't take the hint and remove her hands, but her touch was light.

"I'll bet it smarts when you sit on it. Maybe you can get him to let you kneel on the way home."

"I don't think I'll have a choice. Most cars don't have enough room to kneel on the floor."

"Roger has a limo and a driver waiting for him and you, now. Here's a tip. Most men love a blow job. Remember to tuck your left thumb into your palm and make a fist. There's a pressure point there that will suppress your gag reflex. Remember, left hand fist, if you don't want to gag."

A driver? A stranger? The shock must have made me stiffen somehow. Blow job? Left hand fist?

Evelyn said, "Don't worry. Roger's driver is a former military man who served with him and Ralph. He's a good friend and Roger's bodyguard as well. You can trust him implicitly and he's very discrete.

Roger came back in the room. I was facing the door and saw he was carrying something shiny. Ralph followed him in with a gym bag.

Roger came to me, "Kneel. I did and he put a pair of black 'Fuck Me' heels on me. "Stand. I obeyed He squatted down, locked shackles on my ankles. "Your fantasy has you in chains all the time. Ralph had a good selection."

My arms were still bound tightly to my body. I felt helpless, and aroused all over again. Now I just wanted him to take me to bed. I wondered if the restraints would stay on as he made love to me? Interesting. I never thought about bondage before. But he wasn't done. I felt him place a cool metal collar on my neck. Its lock clicked when it closed around me. He stepped in front of me. "Does this match your fantasy?"

"Yes, Master. Thank you. Master, I want to see what I look like. Is there a mirror?" I could never get free by myself.

"I don't see one." He pulled a smart phone from his pocket, backed up a few steps and said, "Try to look enigmatic. Like you're bound, but I've got you right where you want me." I wondered how he knew? It was just what I felt. I turned my body a little and half smiled at him. He took several pictures, then came back and showed them to me. I was perfect, Helpless, bound, and happy about it.

"Go back to the table and bend over it as you were when Ralph and Evelyn came in."

"Yes, Master," I said a little confused. He posed me. laying with my body on the table, He turned my head so he could see my face from the side and behind. He put a chain leash on my collar .He held the leash close to his face so the camera would catch it descending to my collar. and took several more pictures. He helped me up and showed me the pictures. They were erotic, my leashed naked and bound body, my bright red ass, the chain between my legs, and my face, quizzical, wondering what he would do to me, with a half smile. I felt the heat rising in my face as I looked at myself, helpless and happily spanked. What a slave I was.

Ralph came over carrying the gym bag and my coat. Roger put the coat around my shoulders and buttoned the top button. It would flap open, exposing my sex if a wind caught it or I took too large a step. He clipped a leash onto my new collar and took the bag from Ralph.

"Your car is at the front door. Both of you enjoy your time. We'll see you at noon tomorrow."

Roger said, "Thanks for the help. Thanks Evelyn for introducing us." I didn't say anything. I'd wait until  tomorrow and see how my fantasy felt. 

Roger led me down the stairs. Lots of people stared at us, many with knowing looks as we went to the front door. I was suddenly scared. I was about to step into the outside world as a true slavegirl. What if someone I knew saw me. I thought about how rapidly an instagram picture of me from a bystander's smartphone would get into all my client's phones in the city.

Roger was smart, careful, and, as I would confirm later, seldom left anything to chance. Just inside the door he stopped and took something out of his bag. He put a full face owl mask on me and a fox mask on himself. Then he opened the doors and led me outside. There was a small crowd waiting to get in. I looked at the faces and saw the shock as my shackles and leash were comprehended. The men smirked and the women were shocked. I was glad for the mask. I shuffled along at the end of my leash, thankful n one could identify me. There were several flashes from cameras or phones before we made it to the car. His driver looked massive and no one crowded us. He opened the door and Roger helped me inside. I needed it too, with my hands cuffed behind me and shackled feet. I relaxed when the door closed and we were safely inside his limo. 

Roger sat on the passenger side of the rear seat and said, "You might not want to sit right now. You can kneel in front of me or lay across the seat with your head in my lap."

I was grateful for his consideration, even if he caused it. I was still full of lust and I knew he hadn't gotten any relief in my orgasm, so I knelt between his legs and said, with a wide smile, "Thank you, Master. Is it ok if I kneel and put my head in your lap?"

He reached to me, unbuttoned my coat and threw it across the car. He smiled back and said, I trust you Lori, but the roads around here are full of potholes, so you need to wear this," He opened a side compartment and pulled out a thing I hadn't seen before. It was a leather covered ring, maybe two inches in diameter with straps on either side. "Its called a ring gag and its job is to protect my dick from your teeth if we hit a pothole."

I understood at once, and opened my mouth. He inserted it behind my front teeth and buckled the strap behind my head. It was the opposite of comfortable, but it didn't hurt, just stretched my jaw open.

He unzipped his pants and took out his impressive cock.

I lowered my head close to him and licked the tip. Salty, but good. I lowered my head further and took him inside me. I appreciated that he didn't grab my head and face fuck me. He let me go at my own speed and I rose and fell, sucking and licking, trying to keep my lips wrapped tight. I had never done this before, and was scared my gag reflex would kick in and mess me up, but I remembered Evelyn's tip and clenched my left fist. Then I clenched my right hand. It wasn't doing anything else. I went a little deeper each time until my nose touched his abdomen. Then I repeated, in - out - in...I was arousing him. His cock grew longer and especially wider as I worked. I was so glad I was giving him pleasure.

His breathing got quicker and I felt him clenching up his abdomen. Then he exploded with a grunt and filled my mouth with his hot, salty sperm. I sucked and swallowed as fast as I could, trying to stay up with the massive ejaculation. I did it. I got it all down and didn't spill a drop.

I lifted off him and tried to smile around my gag, but couldn't tell if it worked. He removed the gag and said, "Thank you, Lori, that was great and you're unexpectedly good at oral sex Have you done this much?"

"No, Master, Natural talent, I guess."

"Indeed. What other talents do you have?"

"Let's see. I play tennis well."

"You're staying bound for now."

"OK, I also play decent cards and chess.."

He nodded so I continued. "I love Mediterranean cooking"

"Eating or preparing?'

"Cooking, Master," I replied, sarcastically. He was teasing me and we both knew it.

"You're an anal virgin, and a demon at oral sex, how about vanilla sex?"

"Master, do all skills of mine eventually come down to sex?"

"At this point, pretty much, yes, entirely. Isn't that what your fantasy centers on?

"I guess so, but I'm much more complex than that. My best points are intellectual."

"Lori, you're very pretty, a hard, thorough worker, and quite submissive. I have enjoyed our time together. You should know that I want a bright strong girl who will stand up to me when I'm wrong and obey me the rest of the time. I will listen to any opinion but I won't let her change my mind when I've reached a decision, unless she has new facts. If you try to play me, wheedle me, or lie to me, I'll show you how much a real spanking can hurt. Understand?"

"Yes, Master. Crystal."

"Now, you've not answered my question. How are you at vaginal sex?"

"Master, I like it a lot, but I'm unskilled."

OK. Come up here and lay across my lap. let your ass hang off above the seat." I crawled up and he helped me. He managed to lay me out across him without once having anything touch my ass. I had to bed my knees, but it was comfortable. He lay his arms across me and played with my breasts and nipples. After a few minutes of harmless touch play, my nipples were engorged, looking like big, pebbled raspberries and very sensitive.

When I was about ready to explode he shifted his left hand to my sex and started teasing me there while his right hand amused itself with more nipple stimulation.

"Master, I'm going to come again if you continue."

"Lori, you don't have permission to come, so hold on to it.

I wanted to scream. He didn't know what he was doing to me. Wait. Yes he did. He was doing this on purpose. "Master, I say this with all possible respect. You're a mean, teasing, bastard."

"Oh no, Lori. I know my ancestry well. My mother was married to my father when I was conceived. But I enjoy watching you learn self control. Shall I stop my stimulation so you can enjoy the rest of our trip in peace?"

I considered his question. I don't know why I was complaining. I loved what he was doing to me. I just wanted to orgasm too. Holding it off was terrible, wonderful agony. Wonderful agony was much better thing than nothing. "No, Master. Please continue."

"Good."  His fingers resumed their wonderful work.

The car stopped and the driver opened our door. Master got out then helped me out. He asked the driver, "Sam," to get my coat and the bag and put them in the hall closet. He led me across a big garage that dwarfed the other cars in it. He led me to a door and through it into a hall. He led me into a kitchen and said, "Maria, this is Lori. She will spend the night and we'll have two other guests for lunch tomorrow. Lori, this is Maria.. She runs my house for me. If you need anything, ask her. Follow her orders on everything else.

I guess I was past embarrassment by now. I don't think I blushed at all. This morning I would have blushed myself to see some naked, bound woman in shackles on a leash, but not now. "She said, "Pleased to meet you, Lori."

I said, "I'm happy to meet you, Maria." Then he led me upstairs to his bedroom, I guess. He led me to a corner of a big four poster bed.

"Kneel."

I did and he tied the leash to the post, so my head was only six inches from the post. 

"I'm going to change. Wait here." As if I had any choice.

He went into what I presume was a walk-in closet and returned a few minutes later in sweat pants and a t-shirt.

He led me into a large bathroom and let me use the toilet. Then he undressed and led me into an enormous shower.  "I'm going to clean your insides. I presume you've had an enema before?"

"Yes, Master. Usually I've done it myself, but...."

"No matter. I enjoy it."

He had me bend over and inserted the enema tube into my bottom. He tied my leash to a ring on the wall. I wondered how many other girls he had tied here. The ring looked professionally installed when the shower was built, not an add-on.

The enema nozzle went in easily, then I was filled with an orange scented liquid. I felt the warm liquid flow into me, filling me until I bulged. This must be like anal sex, except I was standing up. I savored the warm, full feeling. He left me full for a few minutes then drained me. I watched the orange-brown liquid flow down the drain. drain. He repeated it twice more, until he thought I was clean.

He put the enema stuff aside then washed my bottom using a shower wand and a washcloth. He used lots of soap and lathered me well. He washed off and then he dried us both. there were heat lamps and a strong hot air blower.

"Now I think we'll do some sex play." He untied my leash and took me into a different room. I guess all wealthy dominants have to have a play room since 50 Shades. Anyway, his was large and full of bondage furniture. It was much better equipped than the Vault's room. I wonder if he ever had parties here. It would be fun and exciting, but crowded if every machine was occupied and tended by a dominant. Strangely enough. I wasn't scared, just interested. After all, I had some wealthy friends coming to pick me up tomorrow, and I really did trust Roger not to injure me, though it was clear he didn't mind hurting me if I asked for it.

He stopped in the middle of the room and asked if I had a preference.

"I looked around and said, "I think I'd like to try the pillory. I've always wondered what it would feel like and it fits my fantasy so well."

"Perfect, one of my favorites, too. Every girl I've let try it has superb orgasms." He led me to it, strapped my feet in place, spread as wide as the shackles allowed. Then he removed ropes from my hands and the leash. He left the rope on my breasts. I rubbed my wrists and then he said, "Just bend down and lay your neck in the cutout. then put your hands in place. Most girls like to pull their hair to one side so it doesn't hang down in front."

I did as he suggested and moved my hair to my right before putting my hands in their cutouts. He was careful not to pinch any skin. I felt an instant of panic as the bar closed on me. Too late. My instinctive jerk came after I heard the lock close.

I wondered how men had ever allowed these to go out of general use.  It was perfect for holding a woman in position for pleasure or pain. In my case, those were the same thing. What would life be like if it was considered as essential for a modern home as, say, a television?

I was scared, but it was also exciting to be held tight, unable to move, so erotically positioned that  every erogenous zone and all of my girl parts exposed and available. They were so erotic, whenever I had seen one I wanted to lock myself in it and wait for my Master to have me. Now he did.

I felt unbearable lust. I wanted to be used, eager to serve. I was eager to feel him in me, owning me, conquering me.  I was secure and comfortable.

The bar pressed slightly on my exposed wrists and neck. I couldn't change anything now, but I wiggled my wrists and neck. They were immovably held. It was a reality check. This was no dream. I was firmly and rigidly held, at my Master's mercy. I was at peace with the world, merely a vessel to stimulate and gratify my Master. I could do nothing now. I was just a female body to be used. I wondered idly what he would do first.

I found out as he held a ball gag to my lips and I obediently opened my mouth to receive it. He inserted it and buckled it tight. Rats.

I stared at the wall in front of me and my belly gave a fierce kick as I visualized myself, helplessly bound, my wrists and neck clamped in the stout oak, my breasts bound and dangling below me, my entire body exposed and vulnerable, unable to resist anything.

I was surprised by a hard smack on my already tender ass and  squealed into my gag and struggled against the device holding me, but it was much too late. The searing heat in my ass quickly changed into a surging heat in my belly and I moaned as a spasm wracked my loins. I could only tense vainly in my bonds and clench my jaw around the gag.

I felt his hands roaming, gently over my exposed body, caressing, fondling my dangling breasts, soothing me. His voice came to me, calm, low, "Steady girl, relax, you're safe now." He was calming me with his voice, just as he probably did with an excited horse or dog. And, despite my big brain and my knowledge of what he was doing, it worked. He was my Master. I knew he would take care of me.

Roger walked around his slave, touching, enjoying her feel, several times she felt the stubble on his face touch and rub on her bare skin as he felt every part of her. He stepped in front of her and she could see no higher than his waist. He briefly held her hands, more of a caress. He squatted in front of her and tilted her face up. He leaned forward and kissed her forehead. He kissed her around the gag. His tongue licked across her lips before he stood up.

Roger gazed lovingly at the girl. He thought she might be  the one. He considered his options now. At the club he had spanked her bottom, just enough to get her through the superficial pain and into her first orgasm to pain. Now he wanted to reward her for all her courage, her willingness to act out her dream. He wanted to keep her. She was beautiful, intelligent, and willing to take a big risk to get what she wanted. He wanted to give her the best night of her life and show her just what the joy of submission felt like. He stepped behind her, pushing his loins into her ass and leaned over her. He put a hand under each breast and fondled them with love, His fingers trapped her nipples and played with them . They swelled delightfully between his fingers and her breathing became fast. He heard the faint whistle as most of her breath screamed through her nose. Then he felt her shaking. Was she crying? He got off and went around to her head. She shaking with tears running down her face. Why was she crying? He had learned long ago to ignore a girl's tears. They were often just  a mechanism females used to get sympathy from men, but Lori wanted this. Cold feet?

Lori had expected him to whip her. That was what happened in her dreams when she was in the pillory. He surprised her by just caressing her. A burst of joy and anticipation filled her. Her pussy and ass were free. He was going to take her. Oh My God. She was again surprised, this time by her own reaction. She had expected pain, not tenderness. Arousal spiked and her belly trembled in anticipation. She felt flushed and faint. At least she couldn't fall over. The thought reverberated through her brain until she started laughing and laughing. Tears streamed from her eyes. She couldn't stop.

Roger took her gag out, expecting to hear sobbing. He was curious.. What he heard was laughter, great explosive belly laughs from this petite girl. He waited and the laughter subsided.

"Thank you, Master."

"For taking the gag out?"

"That too, but mostly for caressing me instead of whipping me. It was better than my dream."

"It was funny?"

"Master, I was laughing in joy, no humor involved. I felt your own arousal growing as you were tender to me. I was happy you plan to really take me."

He put a hand under my breast and played with my nipple and its ring. "And that made you laugh?"

"No, Master, not at first. I felt a little faint when you took it out and I thought to myself, 'At least, I can't fall over.' That struck me as hilarious and I started laughing and laughing. And that's how you found me.

Roger supposed you had to be a girl locked in a pillory, awaiting whatever your Master had in mind for that to be funny. "Good for you."

Roger replaced the gag, shaking his head. "Women," he thought. He went to the cabinet and selected a thick strap on blindfold. He put it on Lori and pulled it tight.

To Lori's delight, as soon as the blindfold cut off her sight, her arousal intensified amazingly. A spurt of scalding love juice wet her sex and her nipples shot to rigid, aching, engorgement. His hands stroked her nipples, making them ache even more. God, Master. Stop playing and fuck me!

I whined in frustration as he kept his strong hands on my dangling breasts, fondling my nipples and sending devastating jolts of arousal down into my seething belly until I squealed in delicious agony. I shouted, "Stop. Please stop. I can't stand it," into my gag.

But he wasn't done. His fingers left my boobs and trailed up and back onto my heaving sides, what, wait, no. I'm ticklish. Oh no. He resumed his attack on my helplessly presented body. His fingers tickled my sides. I laughed until I thought I would burst. I squealed into the gag, begging him to stop. I shook my ass back and forth like I was trying to dislodge a fly. He didn't stop until I was whimpering helplessly into my gag. He shifted his attentions back to my breasts and played with my nipples. He squeezed, and flicked them. He tugged and twisted them, as they inexorably swelled into painfully hard nubs, so that every touch was painful, yet so arousing. My belly was bubbling and trembling uncontrollably

He was driving me crazy. I struggled uselessly in the pillory. It gave not a bit as I shuddered and shook wildly as my arousal, my passion careened out of control.

He took one hand off my breast and started fondling my swollen pussy lips exploring the slick recesses of my sex. God, I was so close. I wanted him in me. He took his fingers away and hope surged.

Smack. Shock and pain merged as something smaller than his hand whacked my swollen sex lips. I squealed into my gag. Smack, again. It was a riding crop. It had to be. He was whipping my pussy! My climax engulfed me on the third blow, as I was forced to submit to his complete domination, my gag muffled squeals revealing my ecstasy as my pulsing orgasm sent wave after wave squirting into my helpless belly.

I was still deep in the surging throes of my orgasm when he put his mouth on my sex, his lips rubbing and tugging at the supremely sensitive nub of my engorged clitoris. His tongue thrust between my sex lips and lapped at my flowing juices sending my arousal screaming to incredible heights, driving me into a writhing frenzy.  I couldn't help it. I swung my ass back and forth, trying to alleviate the agonizing pleasure. It was too much.

My screams of uncontrolled passion seemed to only make him increase his efforts. My body strained with anticipation as an even larger climax grew larger, ever larger in the seething cauldron of my belly. I was helpless in every way. I couldn't move, I couldn't protest.  I couldn't stop or even slow my body's screaming ascent into another orgasm

The merciless torment burst into rapture as it reached its peak. My second orgasm exploded into me. My body arched into my bonds, lifting me, pressing my sex into his face as the tremendous orgasm crashed down. My belly spasmed with incredible power , sending a flood of love juices into my body, flowing into my sex, running in silver ribbons down my thighs as Master took  his mouth away.

The flood of joy roared through me for a long time. I closed my eyes to savor the ecstasy . Eventually it passed and I opened my eyes

He lay forward on me and I felt his erection probing my sex. I wanted him in me. My orgasms were impersonal, now I wanted him.. I was well lubricated and so ready for him. His rigid penis slipped into me and every single nerve ending in my love shouted to me, "At Last," as he passed. I gasped as he thrust his huge, rock hard, erection between my hot, wet, trembling love lips. I screamed in pleasure as I climaxed at his first unbearable thrust, then climaxed again as his huge shaft lunged into the core of my being, releasing a flood of scalding love juice around his rigid member, as tremendously powerful spasms ripped through my vagina, and I surrendered again to his sexual and personal mastery of me.

Trembling and spasming in the throes of her endless and mind-blowing orgasms, Lori knew she could not control her body, could hold nothing back. She was his sex toy, and so glad.

Roger was a man on a mission. He had no intention of climaxing now. It would be better, more satisfying if delayed just a little longer. He prided himself on his self control and now he was using it to the utmost. The need was great, but he could hold it off a little longer. While Lori climaxed around him, he withdrew, letting his erection sustain itself. He knew how to rouse it again if need arose.

Lori panted for breath around the red ball he had strapped into her mouth. Her helplessly bound, sweaty body shaking to her inner turmoil, Lori moaned in rapture. She knew she was conquered. She would obey him in all things. 

Roger smiled at the success of the blindfold. He smacked her ass, one side then the other while she writhed in her orgasm. It had become a kind of a ritual spanking because they both savored the pleasure. The mild swats on her taut bottom, didn't hurt, she squealed when a renewed torrent of scalding love juices flooded into her belly and her bottom gyrated in abandon as she spasmed frantically to a second massive orgasm.

Locked helpless in the pillory, aroused beyond bearing, and aroused by her Master, the whipsawed girl could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers imposed their delicious torment on her. He caressed her breasts, smacked her bottom, and played with her rock hard nipples  over and over. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in uncountable, endlessly repeating orgasms.

Pain and pleasure mixed into an indistinguishable frenzy of passion and Lori did not know whether she begged for mercy or more of the ruthless subjugation that filled her with fantastic excitement and lust. It really didn't matter what she wanted, for her Master was not going to heed her pleas. His goal was neither immediate nor urgent.

The cauldron of slave heat in her belly merged with the sting of her rosy spanked ass to send her dazed mind into a maelstrom of complete and willing submission. Her screams of pain and helplessness shrank into soft moans of lust and need. There was no resistance in her. She wanted nothing more than to be his complete and total slavegirl. She accepted his complete dominance over. All she wanted now was for her Master to take her, to fill her love canal with his hot member. She begged him to take her,  over and over, even in the throes of wild orgasms.

Roger had watched Lori's reactions carefully. He knew every orgasm he forced on her only made her conditioning to unquestioning obedience stronger. She was becoming a perfect sex slave. He knew a needy, responsive and obedient sex slave was an essentially happy girl. He was the source of pleasure and there was no hurry now. She would wait patiently for him to take her, then, when he did, she was totally his. He went back into the bedroom and undressed. He moved slowly, deliberately, letting her wait, for he well understood that pleasure delayed is pleasure increased.

She was steeping in her desire, for her orgasms so far were not quite perfect. He had carefully avoided her pussy and aroused her through more indirect stimulation. She may not know why, but she did know she was still unfulfilled. He had held his own needs in abeyance in order to raise her to this second quanta of arousal, using the female's limitless desire for sex to give her orgasm after orgasm, yet leave her desperately needy. He had repeatedly given her joyous pleasure yet held himself back, delaying his pleasure in order to make her happy, yet desperately needy.

He went back to her rigidly restrained form, removed her gag, and said, softly, "What do you want, slave?"

When she heard his low voice Lori realized he was ready to take her as her Master. His demonstration of power could not have been more explicit. He wanted her to beg. She thought, "I'll show him what I'm made of. He'll only respect me if I stand up to him." But when she opened her mouth, she heard herself say, "Master, please use your slave. I beg you." What?

Again softly he said, "Be precise. Tell me exactly what you want."

I had to think. Precisely? OK. "Master, I want you to fuck me in my ass and in my vagina, hard. She understood the unspoken message well. She was only a slave, owned by a strong, demanding Master, her body his to control, to lock up, to use or ignore at his whim. No matter how much she wanted him to use her body.

Her submissive passion did not wane with his demand. If anything, her passion increased with her words

Lori's body was on fire with slave heat that grew steadily stronger. She was shamefully excited by her submission and instant responsiveness to her Master's presence. She trembled in fear of what his well-remembered huge member would do to her in her hugely aroused state.

He had built up her arousal in careful stages, with unceasing orgasms and now he was letting her stew. He had not touched her sex or any part of her between her stretched legs. What was he waiting for? Just to show what she was capable of? What he was capable of? What did he know she didn't?

Her body shook with need and she whimpered over and over. What would it do to her if he touched her most sensitive area now? She didn't know. She had never been in this unbearably excited state before.

She feared she would not be able to stand it. Alas, she knew that in her helpless bondage, as a total slave, she would have no choice. She realized that slaves must simply endure what their Masters decided.

Roger's eyes feasted on the slender curves of his sleek, sex stained slave, trembling in her bondage, relishing her beauty and helplessness. He knew he could take her at any time and he was a patient man. But there were limits to even his practiced control. His cock was stiff as a board and uncomfortable.

He went to the well-stocked cabinet and found a supply of lubricant. "Since you asked for your ass to be used first, Lori, I'll oblige you. Relax your bottom." He rubbed his hands softly across her reddened ass, caressing and calming her heated whimpers.

He went behind her and took out his cock. It was almost time for its grand entrance. He moved close and let his cock brush her bottom. She jumped in anticipation. He reached forward and took a breast in each hand, and started gently massaging them. He could feel the hard nubs of her nipples grow longer and harder. Her breathing grew more rapid. Lori couldn't help but move her ass back and forth, rubbing it on her Master, caressing his cock with the only means she had, hoping he would use his tool to sooth the unrelenting boiling of the bubbling cauldron in her belly. She quieted her soft whimpers of need.

Roger put a big dollop of lubricant on the first two fingers of his right hand. He rubbed the lubricant around in his fingers until it was warm then he placed it on the puckered ring of her anus. "OK, relax your bottom. Feel that place, feel my finger. Squeeze my finger then relax."

She squirmed and gasped as his finger entered her. It took all his iron will to keep from impaling her on his rigid member, she was so helpless and hot. She could feel his finger sliding in and out, slowly. She focused on her bottom and tried to control her muscle. It was damnably hard to do. For years she had only done one thing back there: expel something and hold something in. Both required controlling that sphincter muscle, but never so precisely and never just that one muscle, but  a whole group.

He gave her time to practice, rubbing the lubricant all around the inside of her hole. She was so tight, he could still force his way in, but it would be better for her if she relaxed a little more. When she succeeded in tightening and loosening her muscle, he added a second finger and after a few strokes, a third finger and moved them in and out about as fast as he would his cock.

"Your body is mine now. I determine who uses it and when.  And all of these uses will pleasure you.  The secret is muscle control.  I want you to tighten your ass around my fingers then loosen it.  Tighten, loosen. Keep practicing.  Your goal is to loosen as the fingers go in and tighten when they come out.  You want me to feel you are open and welcoming me as I enter.  Then you want me to stay in you and visit when I start to leave.  You should match your rhythm of loose then tight to my strokes."

Roger watched her struggle to keep focus on the feelings in her butt as his busy fingers at her pussy kept her aroused. "Good, Lori, you're doing great. Now I want you to arch your back. Try and lower your waist and change the angle so you're thrusting your ass up to greet me." She responded beautifully. What a thrill to have this beautiful woman respond so well. It was going to be exquisite to mount her.

Soon she had picked up his rhythm and with a swift movement he replaced his fingers with his aching cock and drove it home in a swift motion. Lori gasped as the big, long cock suddenly replaced his fingers. His hand went to her breasts again and held them tight. They were wonderfully placed handles for her Master to use.

In a moment Lori climaxed and was moaning in pleasure.  Then Roger climaxed and Lori climaxed again as her body was filled with her Master's hot fluids.

I was trembling in the throes of my climaxes when Master withdrew.  He went into the bath and cleaned up. He brought a warm cloth and towel back and cleaned my breasts, pussy, and bottom. He removed my gag.

"Lori, did you enjoy this? Speak truthfully."

"Yes, Master.  It was wonderful. Thank you."

He put the gag back in Lori's mouth and walked out of her sight. His nimble fingers played her body yet again. Locked immobile in the pillory, he aroused her again beyond bearing, she felt the stinging blow as he spanked her rosy ass with his hard hand. Punished and pleasured by her Master, the immobile girl could not hold back her enforced submission as her Master's fingers and hand mercilessly imposed delicious torment on her. She screamed and pleaded for mercy then moaned in unbearable pleasure as her belly jumped and trembled with scalding heat and love juices poured in to her sex as she came again and again in a renewed onslaught of forced orgasms.

He understood the depth of her submission and the strength of her lust and knew Lori was already fully enslaved. He methodically switched back and fourth between pleasure and pain, not because  she could discriminate between them, for he was certain that, by now, she could not, but appreciating the symmetry. When her moans sounded particularly desperate, her breathing was rapid and shallow, when she had not orgasmed in the last minute, then he moved behind her, his erection poised at the entrance of her gaping pussy, he sent his hands corkscrewing up and around her torso to again fasten on her swollen breasts, fingers gripping her stiff nipples and rolling them back and forth.

Lori shuddered and gave a shrill squeal as he mercilessly thrust his huge, rigid cock deep into her. Her vagina contracted in the unstoppable spasm of an instantaneous and massive orgasm as she felt herself filled by his hard flesh. A mighty flood of love juice squirted out of her confined pussy and ran down her legs.. He grasped her flaring hips and held himself in her as she spasmed in ecstasy and the hot liquid flowed down her legs.

Clamped immovably in the pillory, she screamed her defeat and surrender as he plunged into her helpless body. Muscles spasming, hot love juice flowing out of her belly, she climaxed as a true and willing slave, her hot, responsive body entirely out of her control as she submitted to his mastery.

His hands still clamped on her heaving breasts, his fingers irresistibly caressing her turgid nipples added to her passion and a second massive orgasm wrenched her body as he continued to thrust with unbelievable power, taking her all, ruthlessly. Her muffled screams of ecstasy and despair were beautiful to him. Lori bucked and squealed beneath him, unable to escape or mitigate, forced to accept and endure. He taught her the meaning of her slavery and the complete power of the Master.

She couldn't believe his huge shaft reaming her out with such force. Even as she screamed for mercy into her gag, her Master forced her to surrender more deeply and fully than she had ever thought possible. Her belly erupted in raging spasms of heat as she came again and again in near a growing, reinforcing torrent of waves of fearsomely strong orgasms forcing a flood of love juices through her empty love canal. She began to understand the true, awesome strength of a slave's submission to her Master. Lori shook and spasmed to the passion his ruthless taking had unleashed in her. Her scream of shock and surprise changed to a whimper in her growing fear that she was ensnared, lost in his grip, forever sentenced to be the helplessly responsive, fiercely hot, pleasure slave of her dominant Master. The captive of her own submissive lust and capable of nothing but instant obedience.

In the midst of her hopeless despair, and despite her efforts to resist, a gigantic orgasm built in her. An orgasm that she knew was her immutable submission to permanent enslavement. Her Master continued his fierce attack on her immobile, tightly clamped , and hopelessly aroused body, his own spasming shaft speared to the center of the roiling cauldron that was her belly and spewed forth his hot seed in a stream of seed, flooding her center and triggering the gigantic orgasm. Feeling the titanic forces stored in her cells ripped open by the torrent of hot semen flooding her, Lori screamed in ecstasy and surrender as she was forced into the gigantic orgasm.

Her body arched, every muscle straining at the obdurate oak, clawing in vain at the air, she arched her head and let all of her control go out of her in a long, ululating scream, as the orgasm erupted in her belly.

Lori orgasmed like a true slave, her entire body convulsing as her internal muscles contracted around the still huge intruder inside her pussy, seeking an invader to milk of his seed in deeper and pumping love juices around him, trying to get the invading sperm close to her precious egg, with so much potential for new life.

Roger watched her body trembling and shaking to strong internal spasms as her belly squeezed,  over and over, the intensity of her submission made clear in every jerk of her hips against him and the corded muscles of her shoulders and back straining against the solid oak that confined her so perfectly. He grinned at the enormous power of Lori's orgasm and the depth of submission it showed. His pure animal pleasure was intense, but multiplied by the Dominant's joy of total control over such a fine slave. His laugh was one of pure exultation. His cup runneth over. He had wealth, youth, health, and fortune had smiled, indeed, on him by bringing him this fine, beautiful, intelligent, young woman, submissive and obedient as every man desired.

Lori heard his laugh thorough the fog of overwhelming orgasm and it carried a message both intensely sought and overwhelming in its meaning. Her belly spasmed again, in inevitable response to her realization that he had understood her helpless submission. Lori's head was filled with love and inevitable dependence. She lowered her head until her chin rested against the oak beam and she closed her eyes, content to await her Master's actions and orders. She knew she would never decide anything, from now on, but at last she was fulfilled.

Roger slid from her and ran his hand over her soft skin, marveling at the joy it was possible for her to give.

Master released me from the pillory, removed my blindfold and gag and took me into the bathroom. He cleaned me, cuffed my wrists behind me and had me lay in his bed. He chained my collar to the bed post. I had enough slack to roll over, but not stand up. It was enough. I lay on my side, facing away from him. I could touch his sex if I stretched a little, but he fell asleep quickly and I didn't want to wake him. How life can change so quickly. Yesterday I was alone in the world, making my own way me, with no plans save to continue. Now I was fettered to a man in a more intimate relationship than I thought existed now. He had a wonderful career, undoubtedly with majestic plans for the future and I was...  What? Auditioning? To be his slave, to have him control me absolutely. Maybe this is what it feels like to join the Army. To make yourself part of something greater, to belong and set aside your own wants to obey and strengthen your Master.  I felt a tiny, nagging self, deep inside me asking , 'Why?' I thought about waking Master and begging him to whip the nonsense out of me, but I didn't.
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