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

"I was, sir," I agree obediently.

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

"I overslept, sir."

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

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

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

I stay silent, as he wants me to be.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I got distracted, sir," I say.

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

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

"Masturbating?"

"Yes, sir."

"I see."

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

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

"It's yours, sir."

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

"Yes, sir."

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

The whip bites again.

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

"And that is why you did it?"

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

"You couldn't help it?"

"No, sir."

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

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

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

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

"You have not answered my question."

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

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

"Yes, sir."

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You liked that, did you?"

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

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

"Yes, sir."

His slow, graceful stride circles me.

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

"But this is not the first time?"

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

"I see."

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

"Victoria."

"Yes, sir?"

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

"Sir?"

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

"So tell me, then."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"The pain is to control me, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

"I would, sir."

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

"You are, sir."

"Then I do not understand."

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

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

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

He notices, as always.

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, and afterwards, sir."

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir," I say.

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

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

 

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

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

"Yes, sir."

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

"Why?"

"Because I was bad, sir."

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

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

The whip comes again.

"Yes, sir," I say.

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

"Yes, sir."

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

"She would not masturbate, sir."

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

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

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

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

"Because she is obedient, sir."

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

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

"I don't know, sir."

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

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

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

"No, sir."

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

"I think so, sir."

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

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

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

"You should punish me, sir."

"I should?"

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

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

"Yes, that too, sir."

"Your list of offenses is growing rather
long."

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

"You are very eager," he observes.

"Yes, sir. Please, sir."

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir."

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

"No, sir."

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

"No, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Victoria."

"Yes, sir."

"Stand up."

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

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

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

"Embarrassed by your behavior and
disobedience?"

"Yes, sir."

"And ashamed?"

"Very much, sir."

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

"Yes, sir."

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

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

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

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

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

"Yes, sir," I say.

"Then turn around and give me your
wrists."

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

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

"Now face me."

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

"Now show me what you did last night."

"Sir?"

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

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

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

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

"Please, sir," I manage to stammer.

"Go on, Victoria."

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

"Remain standing," he orders, watching
me.

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

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

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

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

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

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









This concludes Gratitude in
Submission. If you have not already done so, be sure to
check out these series from Jessica Whitethread:






Blind in the Mansion

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






Dust and Heat

Katherine Richardson has long been convinced
that the solution to her personal problems will come in that ever
elusive professional success. The last place she would look for
pleasure would be in the company of the bodyguard she has hired for
field research in Egypt, but it is not long before his
understanding and vitality have her coming to terms with needs she
has long refused to acknowledge.






The Caspari Encounters

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