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Chapter 1 - A game show called Grovelling
for Sex

 


“Master, wait!” Samantha yelled, running down
the busy sidewalk, stark naked and with a chain dangling from a
clamp attaching to her pussy to where it bounced and jangled at
knee level.

People were openly staring at her as she ran
past them, hair flying, large breasts waggling, chain dangling.

She was naked but for her collar, leash and
cuffs. Not a single judge in the world would convict anyone on that
sidewalk for staring, under the circumstances.

The “Master” Samantha was yelling to was
running ahead of her, his muscular legs propelling him through the
crowd. He had clothes on, just a T-shirt, shorts and bike shoes. He
was not looking back at her with a terrified expression, but he
might as well have been.

Now, we are not going to lie to you and claim
there is a rational explanation for all of this. There's not. There
IS an irrational explanation, however. Our irrational explanation
starts with Samantha doing something very similar, but under very
different circumstances. It started in Samantha's bedroom, or
playroom as she called it, for all sorts of good and naughty
reasons.

It was late in the evening a few days
earlier, and Samantha was kneeling naked before a man, a man she
hoped was not another stupid chudwah (Clueless Hetero Dom Wannabe).
And it was the exact same man who was running from her later, Jeff
Emerson. He was now standing naked before her, his lean cyclist
frame not exactly looming over her, but Samantha had heard from
some of the other girls that Jeff's cycling had given him
incredible staying power.

“He just doesn't get tired, ever!” Naomi had
exclaimed after submitting to him one weekend. “It's all that bike
riding he does. I swear to god, he could pedal that bike of his up
a straight wall, and he's just the same in bed, like a fucking
machine, only more personal.”

Now it was Samantha's turn. Jeff had long
been cutting a swathe through the women of the local munch with his
easy grin, his genial wit and his very fit body. The general
consensus was that if he had been wealthy, the subs at the munch
would have had knife fights over him by now.

But you had to wonder about a Master who
didn't care about money. Too many subs had taken on Masters who
wound up living off them. No sub wanted a man-sponge. They wanted
to be taken care of by a grown man, not take care of a grown man.
And yet it happened all too often.

Jeff had never been known to ask a woman for
money, or to move in with her, which was the only reason he had any
currency as a Master at the munch, which he'd attended for years.
But he never expressed any interest in taking another job beyond
being a bike messenger, even though his lifestyle was one of
near-homelessness much of the time, as the pay for that job was
incredibly low.

“He just comes to the munches so he can get
some food to eat,” Antoinette had once opined. “We're just a side
dish, so to speak.”

Now Samantha was kneeling naked before Jeff
in her $6,000 a month townhouse and offering him Mastery over her,
because it was her turn, dammit. It had been a long, dry spell
without Masters for her. She was not willing to admit she was in a
state of sub frenzy, but she was in a state of sub frenzy. She HAD
to have that sweet feel of a man's collar around her neck.

In fact, Samantha LIKED offering herself to
men. She had broken up with Masters several times just because she
wanted to get that rush of offering herself to a Master again.

Because when, as now, she knelt naked before
a man and offered a leash attached to her collar to him, it was
like throwing her entire life into the air, and it was tumbling,
whirling, even if the whirling and tumbling was invisible. Samantha
saw it as confined within the circle formed by the leash handle,
her whole life whirling in there, and at the moment the Master
grasped it, it shoots up into his hand, confined now to a single
group of possibilities, defined by who she and he might be
together.

That's why the act of submission had so much
meaning for Samantha, why it was such a thrill to do it. All that
potential, revved up, whirling, then released, and … what might
happen? What might happen?

What almost always happened when the leash
handle was taken, was that she wound up giving the Master a
blowjob, and Samantha was very OK with that. It was all the little
things that came after that were interesting. Or boring, if the
Master was boring, and far too many of them were boring.

“Please take me, and use me as you will,”
said Samantha, her voice small and pleading, not at all the
commanding tone she used in the office.

“You really want me to make you mine?” Jeff
asked.

“Yes, Master,” Samantha responded.

“Then beg me to,” he said with what could
only be described as a smirk in his voice, The bastard. He was
really going to make her beg and grovel for it. Samantha got a
little wet at the thought of it.

“Master, please, this girl begs you to take
her … her needs are much upon her … please, please Master,”
Samantha begged. She really did want to be taken, in that instant,
she could feel it all the way down to her pussy.

“Mmmm, not really all-out begging,” Jeff said
thoughtfully, as if she were a contestant on a game show called
Grovelling for Sex. “I think you need to kiss and lick my feet
while you do it, and put some feeling into it.”

Oh, he wasn't even going to take the leash
and he expected all this from her. What a bastard! And he was
making her even hotter. She knew what she should do, and she knew
what she wanted to do. And as always, while in submissive mode, she
did what she wanted to do.

Samantha leaned over and started lasciviously
licking and kissing his feet. “Please, Master, please, I beg you,
take me, use me, make me your toy, your bitch, your slut,” she
moaned desperately as she did so.

“Well, since you ask so nicely,” said Jeff,
taking the leash. This was his first time with Samantha. He'd heard
a lot about her, down at the munches, mostly from the girls she
hung out with. This was going to be fun.

Samantha sighed, immensely gratified. He had
taken her leash. She was his at least for the night, maybe forever.
That thought always added such power to the simple taking of a
leash. Maybe he would hold it forever, though probably not. There
was that whole dirt poor thing.

“Now kneel with your hands behind your back,”
Jeff ordered.

“Yes, Master,” said Samantha. She did as
ordered, feeling a certain anticipatory warmth as she began delving
into the deeps of her sub zone.

“What's your safe word?” Jeff asked as he
grasped her leash, gazing down at Samantha, enjoying the feeling of
power that taking a woman by the leash always gave him.

“Orange,” said Samantha.

“What's your safe sign?” he asked.

Samantha wiggled her toes and fingers, a
particularly unnatural rippling motion that was unlikely to
naturally occur while in the throes of ecstasy, or at any other
time, really.

“OK, use it wisely, if I see or hear your
safe signs I'll stop immediately, no matter what is going on,” said
Jeff.

“Yes, Master,” Samantha said. She's always
had divided feelings about safe signs. On the one hand, they were a
bit of a wet blanket, a tacit admission that no matter how deep or
involved the sex, it was all play, and that Jeff did not really
have the total control over her that she longed to give him.

On the other hand, it felt really good to
know that a play partner used safe words, and paid attention to
them.

“You have a toy chest, get
it out and let's see what kind of toys you have on hand, mine,”
Jeff said.

“Yes, Master,” Samantha said happily. One of
the joys of having a nice salary had been being able to get all the
good toys. She had more like a toy closet than a toy chest, but she
did keep all the smaller stuff in a nice chest.

Samantha went to the closet and hauled out
the chest, unfastening it.

“Oh, quite a lot of toys,” said her new
Master Jeff. “Are they clean?”

“Yes, Master!” Samantha said, unable to keep
the indignation out of her voice.

“Clean enough that you would take any of the
item in that chest into your mouth, if they would fit?” Jeff
asked.

Samantha winced as she gazed inside the toy
chest.

“Some of the items are kind of pointy,
Master,” she observed. ”But other than that, yes Master.”

“Well take out the leather cuff and shackle
set, mine,” said Jeff. “Also the red rope, and that buttplug tail
with the fox fur.”

“Yes, Master,” Samantha said. Jeff actually
intended to use the bondage gear she had bought. Mostly it sat in
the box, even when a Master was playing with her, except for the
paddle and the whip and sometimes the rope.

She had played with the gear so little she
was a little nervous. Jeff had a great rep, but still, she would be
completely helpless soon. And that knowing smile of his did not
help at all with her nervousness.

But the thought of being so helpless was also
making her wetter, dammit.

“Now kneel and hold position, girl,” Jeff
said.

“Yes, Master,” Samantha said, returning to
her former pose.

Jeff then fastened her right ankle to her
right wrist with one set of leather cuffs and her left ankle to her
left wrist with the other.

When he was through, Samantha realized she
really was helpless. The cuffs had tiny locking mechanisms that
were hard to use under ordinary circumstances, impossible to use
when you were wearing them. She wouldn't be getting out of the
cuffs unless and until Jeff released her from them.

She got wetter still.

Jeff reached down and picked up the buttplug
by the tail. He dangled it in front of Samantha's face, the
metallic plug end gleaming in the light as it swung slightly before
Samantha.

“Lick it clean,” said Jeff. “Get it good and
moist, as moist as you can. Because you know where it's going.”

“Yes, Master,” said Samantha. She was very
glad she'd been telling Jeff the truth about keeping the stuff in
her toy chest clean. Of course, it was an easy task … it almost
never got used, anyway. But that plug HAD been in her butt a time
or two. Special occasions, as it were.

Samantha licked the plug clean and got it
good and moist with her tongue, as best she could.

When Jeff was satisfied with her licking, he
pushed Samantha forward so that she lay face down on the rug, her
arms drawn down and lying parallel to her legs, forced that way by
the leather shackles. Her butt as also raised high in the air,
another effect of the shackles.

“Squirm if it hurts, mine,” Jeff said. “Won't
do any good, but I like to make a woman squirm.”

“Yes, Master,” said Samantha. “I like being
made to squirm.”

Jeff shoved the butt plug up Samantha's ass,
slowly and carefully, taking his own sweet time about it, which
worked for Samantha. And she did squirm, both because of the pain
and the pleasure, and the desire to please her Master.

“All right, shake that tail for me, girl,”
Jeff said after he was through. Samantha happily complied, waggling
the tail from side to side, feeling it swish against the back of
her thighs.

“That'll do, beast,” said Jeff, and Samantha
stopped waggling her butt. Jeff gave her tail a couple of tugs to
make sure it was plugged tightly into her butt. Samantha knew from
the feel of it that it was.

“Kneel again, mine,” Jeff said.

“Yes, Master,” said Samantha. Getting back to
a kneeling position was much harder with her wrists cuffed to her
ankles, but she managed it with some squirming.

Jeff looked down at her, that knowing smile
playing on his lips, his eyes mischievous. Samantha gazed up at
him, her big brown eyes liquid pools of desire.

“Serve me with your lips, mine,” he said,
holding his cock before her. It was already stiff, but not yet
fully erect.

Samantha would fix that.

She took Jeff's cock into her mouth and began
sucking it with all of the skills she had developed over the years.
One great thing about Masters, they weren't shy about telling you
what they liked and what they didn't. And what they tended to like
was enthusiasm, tongue action and gazing up a the Master
worshipfully as she sucked his cock.

Samantha delivered on all counts as she
sucked Jeff's cock. Jeff's face was the usual immobile mask that
Masters' faces became while their cocks were being sucked. But
Jeff's eyes still had those lights gleaming in them. How did he do
that, Samantha wondered as she sucked his cock.

Samantha could feel herself getting wetter
and wetter as she sucked his cock. She enjoyed the feel of his cock
in her mouth, the sight of his completely flat belly rising above
her, the helpless sensation provided by her shackled wrists. She
felt very much the slavegirl, and she supposed, at least for the
moment, she was one.

She felt Jeff's cock getting thicker and
harder in her mouth as she worked it. He made no attempt to control
her head, he let her work his cock as best she could. She loved
this, kneeling and serving, a handsome man looming above her,
feeling helpless and so used.

Jeff gazed down at Samantha, seeing her
upturned eyes gazing at him, seeing her breasts swaying as she
worked his cock, totally focused on serving him, making his heart
swell with triumph at having such a beautiful woman serving him.
Combined with the waves of pure pleasure his cock was sending up as
her tongue slid all over it, the result was a sense of absolute
mastery and pleasure, pure ego-boo that blasted his mind He had to
pull out, or he'd cum in her mouth. And while he looked forward to
cumming in her mouth eventually, he wasn't ready to just yet.

Samantha gazed regretfully at Jeff's cock as
it slid out of her mouth, long strings of drool drooping from it to
the rug. She was hoping for more from his cock.

Jeff walked over to the toy chest and pulled
out a panel gag with a ballgag set inside it.

”Open wide, mine,” said Jeff, holding the
ball portion of the gag in front of her.

”Yes, Master,” Samantha said. She opened her
mouth wide and let him stuff the ball into it, then waited
patiently as he hooked up the various straps to her face. She had
in fact never worn the panel gag in play before. She'd tried it out
after she bought it, but those few Masters that chose to gag her
always chose to use the simpler ballgag with a single strap.

Not Jeff, though, he went for the full panel
gag that obscured the whole lower half of her face.

He was a very different Master. The only one
who had been more into gear had been the Master who had been so
into gear that he did not want to touch her sexually, he just
wanted to truss and chain her up in various ways while dressed in
various kinds of exciting underwear and then watch her struggle to
escape.

That Master had lasted exactly one play
session. And strangely, that was the one Master she'd most felt
used by. She felt that she was just a living department store dummy
for fetish gear, though he'd insisted he found her a fascinating
person.

Once the head harness was on, Jeff had said,
“Now climb into the bed, it's playtime.”

“Yeff, Maffah,” Samantha munbled thorugh the
gag. Samantha could manage to speak understandably through a ball
gag, but with the panel in front of the gag as well, her words were
mumbly messes.

She crawled over to the bed and tried to
climb up into it. But her cuffs prevented her from straightening
her legs out, and her cuffs also prevented her from using her arms
to drag herself on to the bed. She was reduced to climbing to her
feet with her knees still half bent, then trying to roll onto the
bed.

But the side of the bed was too high, and she
fell down to the floor.

“That was fun to watch,” said Jeff. “Try
again, mine.”

“Yeff maffah,” Samantha said. She hoped Jeff
would not turn out to be another gearhead loser Master like that
other one. But she gamely tried once again to get on the bed,
spreading her legs wide and doing plenty of squirming as she did
so.

“I can see you need some help,” said Jeff,
and he picked her up easily and put her on the bed. He was strong!
He had no trouble at all picking her up, and he had felt his
muscles rock hard against her as he did so.

He laid her very gently on the bed, then took
ropes and tied them to her knees using several loops of rope on
each knee, then tied each knee to a curlicue in the elaborately
carved footboard and headboard of her bed (the bed had been chosen
precisely because of those elaborate carvings that gave plenty of
anchor points for ropes and chains). When he was through Samantha
was lying on her back on the bed with her knees spread wide, her
legs forced to remain doubled by her leather cuffs.

Jeff walked over to the toy chest and reached
in and came out with two devices, her Hitachi wand and her dildo on
a stick.

The Hitachi wand she had used many times, the
dildo on a stick she had used one or twice, but then discarded as
it really didn't seem to have any advantage over a regular dildo
and was in fact bulkier.

“I bet you are plenty wet,” said Jeff. “But
you would know better than me. Are you wet, girl? Will this dildo
slide easily into you?”

“Yeff, maffah,” Samantha responded, “if
fwiw.” She didn't know what was more humiliating, having to tell a
man she was wet down there or the way the panel gag made her sound
like an idiot as she said it.

Or the fact the humiliation made her even
wetter.

Jeff took her at her word and shoved the
dildo up her pussy, though he did it slowly and carefully enough.
There would have been nothing Samantha could have done if he'd
shoved the dildo roughly up her pussy, she was held spread wide by
the ropes, silenced by the gag. She was his to use, and that was a
major cause of her wetness.

Once Jeff had the dildo shoved all the way up
Samantha's pussy, he left it hanging out and plugged in the Hitachi
wand. He turned it on and its soft buzz filled the room.

“Your neighbors are going to be glad of that
gag before I'm through with you, mine,” Jeff said, waving the wand
in the air and giving her an evil leer.

Samantha gazed up at Jeff, wide-eyed. It was
easy to act apprehensive, under the circumstances. It was easy to
FEEL apprehensive, under the circumstances.

Jeff sat down on the floor in front of
Samantha's wide-spread legs and grabbed the handle of the dildo and
began working it in and out of Samantha's pussy, slowly and evenly,
eliciting a moan of pleasure from her. Then he brought the wand
down and applied it directly to her clit. There was no teasing, no
toying, he seemed to know her clit was already primed.

Samantha felt warm waves of pleasure surging
up her pussy as the vibrator worked its buzzy magic on her clit. At
the same time, the huge dildo surging in and out of her.

The wand kept up its relentless vibrations
and Jeff slowly increased the rate at which the dildo plunged the
depths of her pussy. Now she saw the point of the dildo handle … it
was to let a second person easily shove a dildo in and out of her.
Well she more “felt” the point than “saw” it, lying back on the bed
with her legs spread wide. But she definitely GOT the point.

Soon Samantha was squirming helplessly in her
bonds, her legs instinctively trying to close, but held back by the
ropes and cuffs that kept them doubled up and spread wide. She
moaned and gasped into the panel gag, the purest raw pleasure
surging through her mind as Jeff expertly manipuled the dildo and
wand.

Jeff watched her carefully, judging her
arousal by the way her body twisted and the sounds that came out
from behind her gag. He found his cock getting stiff as he watched
her, for the gentle light of her bedside table lamp made her body
into a living painting, pink fading into dark brown as he skin
moved from light to shadow. Her belly rippled as she squirmed, her
legs opened wider, begging for more, and her back arched slightly,
instinctively offering herself to Jeff as the throes of pleasure
overcame her.

Jeff caught a whiff of her feminine musk as
her pussy squirmed directly in front of his face. It was an animal
smell, but enticing, the raw sex smell of her body mixing with the
subtle perfume Samantha wore to create a distinctly feminine odor.
He breathed deep, enjoying it, and enjoying the sight of Samantha's
naked, shaved pussy so helplessly spread before him, so open to his
manhandling of her.

“Pwee, maffah, pwee!” Samantha cried as
Jeff's masterful use of the dildo and wand brought her to the brink
of orgasm. She knew what she was, she was a slave to men, she could
feel it to her bones, and she knew that as a slave she must beg for
her Masters' permission before she could cum. It was his to
decide.

“Pwee what, slave?” Jeff asked, still working
her pussy relentlessly. “What do you beg for?”

”Pwee, maffah, et ee um!” Samamtha cried
through the gag, her voice small and needful.

“Beg for it like the beast you are,” Jeff
said, his eyes unable to leave Samantha's writhing form. Her beauty
as she squirmed was irresistible, he knew he had to have her, and
have her soon, but he was thoroughly enjoying making her
squirm.

“Pwee, maffah, ah eh oo, pwee et me um, pwee,
pwee, pwee,” Samantha gasped, her voice filled with real
desperation as she fought the overwhelming tide of lust that now
inflamed her entire mind.

“Very well, since you beg so nicely, you may
cum, mine,” said Jeff in the most patronizing tones he could
possibly manage.

“Fank eew maffah!” Samantha very nearly
screamed as she gave in to the overwhelming urge to cum, and was
reduced to a mindless thrashing beast of pleasure writhing on the
bed, her body given over to ecstatic abandon, her legs surging
against the bonds that held them wide open, futilely, of course,
but it didn't really matter because Samantha was lost in a flood of
ecstasy, her whole being afire with pleasure as the dildo and the
wand seemed to drive the orgasms right out of her pussy, as she
imagined it.

Finally it was over, and she lay slack in her
bonds.

“Well that was a nice little warm up,” Jeff
said as he pulled the dildo out of her pussy, now covered in her
love juices. He turned off the wand and set it on the bed beside
her as she lay there, mindlessly drooling out of the corner of her
gag.

“Now it's my turn, ” Jeff said as he untied
the ropes that kept her knees spread wide.

Samantha said nothing, her mind was a blank,
her body was a limp doll to be played with as Jeff wished.

Jeff put an arm around Samantha's waist and
then rolled her over toward the center of the bed, so that she lay
face down on the bed, her ass hiked up into the air again.

He kneeled on the bed and got behind her by
walking on his knees, his still-tumescent cock bobbling gently as
he moved. When he was directly behind Samantha he shoved her knees
apart and slid his cock into the recesses of Samantha's pussy,
which was not actually emitting clouds of steam from the recent
orgasms, but felt as if it SHOULD be, to Samantha.

Samantha moaned again, even more muffled than
before as her face was pressed deep into the soft folds of her bed.
She was still totally helpless, and still enjoying the hell out of
being totally helpless.

Jeff began working his cock back and forth
inside Samantha, feeling her silky walls divide before it, the
wonderful sensations sending pulses of pleasure streaming from the
entire length of his cock to his brain. He squeezed the twin orbs
of Samantha's butt and felt the silky smooth skin, so nice against
his callused biker's hands. He gave her butt a spank as he rammed
his cock deep into Samantha, drawing forth a delighted ”ooh!” as he
did so.

He hooked his hands into the crease formed by
Samantha's hips and thighs as she knelt before him on her knees and
face, and began working his cock in and out of her wet pussy with
mounting excitement, his cock soon afire with pleasure. The sight
of her squirming so helplessly before him, her hair splayed out on
the bedspread, her closed, her hands grasping her ankles tightly,
her breasts pressed into the bed, reinforced the pleasure his cock
was sending him. Her muffled cries of pleasure from behind the
panel gag were music to his ears.

There was nothing like mastering a submissive
like Samantha, nothing, it was the best feeling in the world, and
Jeff was feeling it.

Samantha totally abandoned herself to Jeff,
her legs spread wide, her back arched up to take his cock in. More
orgasms surged through her as his cock rammed her again and again,
the friction igniting a fire of ecstasy within her.

Jeff felt his cock surging with desire and
saw no reason to withhold it. He groaned in ecstasy, ramming his
cock deep into Samantha's ass again and again with animal urgency
as he came.

He collapsed atop Samantha after he came,
pressing her body deep into the bed, unmindful of her discomfort as
he crushed her into the bed, forcing her legs into the air
alongside his butt.

“Mmmfg,” Samantha said, but the sound was not
a protest, just a grunt, and there was a certain satisfaction in
that grunt.

Jeff rolled off Samantha after a couple of
minutes of deep post-orgasmic satisfaction, enjoying the feel of
her soft, feminine body beneath his. It occurred to Jeff that he
was literally topping her at the moment.

He got up.

“Don't go away!” he said, walking out of the
bedroom and leaving Samantha lying on the bed, still cuffed and
gagged, wondering in a very relaxed way what he was up to. Things
had gone so very well.

Samantha heard some noises coming from out of
the kitchen and a few moments later with a tray containing some
squares of Jarlsberg cheese, some grapes, a glass of red wine and a
can of diet ginger ale, all of which she recognized as former
contents of her fridge.

Jeff put the tray on her nightstand after
clearing some space for it, then pulled her harness gag off her
face, and freed her hands from her ankles.

“Roll over and cross your hands behind your
back, mine,” said Jeff.

“Yes, Master,” said Samantha, complying. She
wondered what Jeff was up to. Generally Masters let her hands free
as soon as they were through fucking her, those that bound her at
all. She'd heard though, that Jeff liked to keep his subs in
bondage … which Samantha was fine with.

Jeff fastened Samantha's hands behind her
back then put a pillow against the headboard next to the nightstand
and sat on her bed, his back resting on the pillow.

“To my lap, mine,” said Jeff. “Sit straddling
me, facing me.”

“Yes, Master,” said Samantha. She dutifully
struggled into his lap, her bound hands making things much more
difficult than they would otherwise have been. Samantha was very
conscious of the way Jeff watched her as she struggled. He liked to
watch a woman squirm, all right.

When she was sitting straddling him, her eyes
higher than his, feeling his soft cock nestled beneath her butt,
Jeff picked up the ginger ale, popped the top, and had a long and
apparently very satisfying gulp of ginger ale.

“Thirsty, mine?” Jeff asked.

“A little, Master,” said Samantha.

Jeff picked up the wine glass and held it to
Samantha's lips so she could drink, then popped a square of cheese
into her mouth.

“If you are plying me with wine and food in
hopes that I will have sex with you, it is too late, Master,”
Samantha observed.

“Damn,” said Jeff. “I always get that
backward.”

“I am not complaining, Master,” said
Samantha.

“Darned right you're not complaining, slave,”
said Jeff, giving her a slap on the butt. “Now, tell me about
yourself.”

“What, Master?” Samantha asked, after yelping
in response to the slap.

“Tell me about yourself,” said Jeff. “What do
you like, where did you grow up, how did you become a corporate
logistics officer, that sort of thing. No deep dark secrets or
anything. Part of the pleasure of taking a girl's submission is
getting to know her. I like to know who I've got, you might
say.”

“Yes, Master,” Samantha said. She was feeling
some trepidation now. Everything had gone so well up until this
point, but then, the pleasures of sex were easier to navigate than
the murkier waters of relationships. And Jeff, for all his
familiarity with the women who came to the munches, was a curiously
unknown quantity.

“Well, Master, I was born to a nice family in
Westville, Connecticut,” said Samantha. “My dad is Chief Operating
Officer of Transglobal Corporation, which is a logistics supplier
for other corporations. My mother is head of the auditing division
of WholeAmerica Health Corp. They both love me, I know, but I
didn't see much of either of them growing up, Their jobs had a lot
of responsibilities.”

“Latch-key kid,” said Jeff
conversationally.

“Well, Master, I don't know if I completely
fit the pigeonhole you just put me in, but it's a close
approximation, I'll admit,” said Samantha. “I was pretty much on my
own in the afternoons and early evenings. My parents encouraged me
to participate in lots of extramural activities at school, and I
did, but I think it was mostly to keep me out of trouble.”

“Did it work?” Jeff asked.

“Mostly,” said Samantha. “The problem was, it
didn't work for my girlfriends, who were pretty much in the same
boat I was because we all lived in the same neighborhood.”

“Wealthy suburban community, huge houses,
long front drives,” Jeff said.

“Pretty much,” Samantha said. “How do you
know of such neighborhoods, if I may ask, Master?”

“I started off as a UPS driver, I made a lot
of deliveries to such places,” said Jeff. “And many others
besides.”

“UPS driver … why did you switch to being a
bike messenger, Master?” asked Samantha.

“Because it's more fun,” said Jeff.

“Interesting,” Samantha said.

Jeff gave Samantha another swig of wine and
popped another square of cheese into her mouth, something he did
regularly as they spoke. Samantha liked being fed like a child. She
hadn't known that about herself until that very moment.

“Yes, I suppose it is,” said Jeff. “I have a
different career arc than most because I have a different metric
for judging work. Most go by what pays the most, what has the most
prestige. I go by what's the most fun. And bike messaging is a lot
of fun. There is nothing like getting out on a crisp cold day and
zooming all over the city on a bike, dodging traffic and
pedestrians, calculating your ride for maximum speed and opening it
up to full speed on the downhills.”

“The uphills are perhaps not as much fun,”
observed Samantha.

“They are not,” agreed Jeff, “but they're
still FUN. Especially that feeling you get when you've powered up a
long, steep hill and you don't even feel tired, even though your
breath is coming out in gasps and your legs feel like banded
iron.”

“You are in marvelous physical condition,
Master,” Samantha said, enjoying the sight of his six pack and the
smooth muscles of his arms and shoulders, and the sloping muscles
that ran from his shoulders to his neck, as well as the feel of
those iron legs beneath her thighs.

“Yes, I am,” said Jeff, and there was no
trace of either modesty or braggadocio in his tones, a simple
statement of fact. “Now what was the problem with your friends who
were latchkey kids?”

“Oh, the usual,” said Samantha. “They call it
peer pressure, but it wasn't that, not for me. They were my
friends, they partied, they invited me to party with them, and I
did party with them. I didn't feel pressured to do it, I LIKED to
do it. I liked my friends, and they liked me. It was all kid stuff,
but then we hit puberty and the parties started involving boys,
drugs and booze. Good times, to tell the truth, but you know how
kids are, they don't know how to set limits and boundaries.”

“Bunch of rich kids, no parental supervision,
lots of money, having a great time every day when they come home,”
said Jeff.

“Pretty much,” said Samantha, “though we
weren't really rich, just upper middle class, I guess.”

“You have any idea how much your parents
made?” Jeff asked.

“Yeah, I saw their pay stubs now and then,”
said Samantha. “They brought home about $10,000 a month,
combined.”

“Ah, $120,000 a month in take-home pay, that
definitely puts your family in the rich category, among Americans,”
said Jeff. “But Connecticut is a wealthy state. You might be middle
class there.”

Samantha shrugged. She really didn't care
about that.

“So how did your parents feel about all the
drugs, booze and boys?” asked Jeff.

“We had to hide it from the parents, that was
the only thing,” said Samantha. “It was easy since we were on our
own so much, but you had to do it. Melanie Jacobsen got caught
giving a blowjob to a boy on the living room sofa with some ecstasy
tabs on the coffee table, when her mother came home from work
unexpectedly. She got shipped off to an all-girl boarding school in
upstate New York. I didn't even know they still had those! It was
the last any of us ever saw of her. We were all doing the same
things or worse, but we didn't get caught. And our parents were
only too happy to believe it was Melanie's bad morals that were at
fault, and accept our stories that we had NO IDEA what was going
on.”

“So you were giving boys blowjobs as a teen?”
Jeff asked.

“Of course,” said Samantha. “I like giving
blowjobs, and it kept me out of danger of getting pregnant while
making the boys very, very happy. Best thing ever, as far as I was
concerned.”

“An admirably practical approach,” said
Jeff.

“I never thought of it that way, but you're
right, Master,” said Samantha.

“But you somehow didn't get pregnant or
fucked up on drugs,” observed Jeff.

“Most of us didn't, Master,” said Samantha.
“Our mothers had us on birth control pills as soon as we hit
puberty, for the most part. Except for the super-Christian mothers.
Their daughters DID have a tendency to get pregnant, a point that
was not lost on the rest of us. Some us got fucked up on drugs.
Some people are just addicts waiting to happen, you know? But most
of us weren't. What about your family, Master, if I may ask?”

“Oh, way different story there,” said Jeff.
“My father was a steelworker, my mother was a stay-at-home Mom
until he lost his job when the company he worked for went under in
the 2007 crash. He never got a decent job again. They just weren't
there, and after a couple of years he just sort of faded away, you
know? He just couldn't stand not being the breadwinner he once was,
and when my Mom got a halfway decent job as an accountant, because
she'd studied it in community college at night, it was too much. He
started drinking heavily and shortly after that, he left, or got
thrown out, Mom was never real clear about that. Mom raised me as
best she could, but I was kind of a latchkey kid, too. I did sports
a lot, track and field, that kind of thing. I was a wide receiver
on the football team for a while. When I left school, Mom wanted me
to go to community college, but I wanted to work and help Mom make
ends meet, so I took the UPS driver job and that did help out a
lot, until Mom had her stroke. She couldn't work or do much of
anything on her own after that, and my aunts and uncles got her
into a nursing home where she's taken care of. Dad and I come and
visit, but she doesn't really recognize us any more.”

“Oh, that's terrible!” Samantha exclaimed.
How he could recite such a tale of woe so calmly was beyond her.
Then again, he had lived through it, while she was just learning
about it.

“That's life,” said Jeff with a shrug. “I
learned to roll with it. I take care of myself. And my slavegirls,”
he added with a grin. “Life is good, if you make it good. Now, when
did you discover you were a submissive, and how?”

So Samantha told him. Afterwards, they made
love again, and Jeff tied her down again, and Mastered her just as
thoroughly as the first time, and proved this time that he did have
the endurance the other girls had spoken of. And Samantha was
impressed.

 





Chapter 2 - A sex-soaked vegetable of a
woman

 


Samantha found over the next few days that
she just couldn't get Jeff out of her mind. Sense memories of the
sex they had had came up at the oddest times during work. She would
be talking to a co-worker about a delivery scheduled for the
following week and she'd flash on the feel of Jeff's fingers
squeezing and puling her nipples. She'd be working on a spreadsheet
and she'd flash on herself lying with her legs tied wide apart,
looking up at Jeff's body moving effortlessly, tirelessly, as he
fucked her brains out.

He could do that, she'd discovered, fuck her
so long and hard that she just laid there, a sex-soaked vegetable
of a woman, her brains literally fucked into uselessness.

She loved it, too.

But she also had flashes of feeling for Jeff
as a person. His past seemed tragic to her, but he did not seem to
regard it as such. Samantha supposed it was necessary, a strength
he had had to develop to cope with his circumstances. It changed
her view of Jeff entirely, this knowledge of his past. He had
seemed so carefree, and he did have a lighthearted, easygoing
personality. But Samantha now saw it as a sort of determination, a
steely will not to be overwhelmed by his past. He would be who he
wanted to be, not what circumstances made him.

Samantha admired that a lot.

When Jeff called to see if she wanted to come
out for coffee two days later, her tongue almost tripped all over
itself in its desire to say “Yes! Yes! Yes!”

They met at Starbuck's, late in the morning,
finding a comfy table in a corner in the midst of all the people
sucking down their triple lattes while they scanned their laptops,
each of them alone in the crowd, and very much OK with it.

Jeff had insisted it was his treat, and he
bought her an iced mocha latte while he had a decaf cappuchino.
“Gotta get to sleep at some point tonight,” he muttered when
Samantha raised a brow at his choice of decaf.

“Yes, Master,” Samantha had responded. She
loved calling men “Master” in public. If it shocked and scandalized
someone, all the better, as far as she was concerned. Not that the
typical Starbuck's habitue was likely to be all that shocked.

“I really enjoyed Saturday night with you,”
said Jeff.

“I enjoyed it, too, Master,” Samantha said,
smiling at him. “It was wonderful.”

“I kept thinking of you, growing up alone in
that big house, and what a wonderful sexual person you turned into,
so aware of what you like, and who you are,” said Jeff. “I was
impressed.”

“Well I was impressed with how you overcame
the tragedies in your life to be a strong and happy person,” said
Samantha.

“Good, we're impressed with one another,”
said Jeff. “I did have a question for you. Do your parents like
their jobs?”

“Well, no, not in the way you like being a
bike messenger,” said Samantha. “I mean, they like the money and
the prestige they get from being in management. They like having a
nice house in the suburbs and having the ability to get me through
college without taking on a shit-ton of debt. But they don't like
the work itself. I mean, it's not exciting work. It's spreadsheets
and forms and jockeying for power with others like themselves.
Sometimes they come home with every last nerve frayed, when things
go badly at work. Thinking about it, they kinda hate their jobs,
really … the actual work, that is … but they'd never admit it.
Maybe they don't even know it.”

Jeff nodded. “Strange that you seem to be
following in their footsteps,” he observed.

“Well I have a source of strength that they
do not have,” said Samantha. ”My sex life is immensely satisfying
to me.”

“Your parents don't enjoy their sex lives?”
asked Jeff, brow raised.

“Eew,” responded Samantha. “I don't know. But
I'm pretty sure it's not all that important to them.”

“Maybe it was, when they were your age,”
suggested Jeff.

“I never thought of it,” said Samantha. “I
don't want to think of it.”

“I withdraw the question,” said Jeff.

“Thank you, Master,” Samantha said.

“Have you thought of any questions for me?”
Jeff asked.

“About a million of them,” Samantha said.

“Well let's start with the first thousand,
then,” said Jeff, taking a sip of cappuccino.

“I can't remember any of them at the moment,”
said Samantha.

Jeff gave her a look.

“What if I was to order you to remember one,
as your Master?” said Jeff.

“I would try,” said Samantha.

“Ah, it's not important,” said Jeff.

“Yes, Master, I suppose not,” said Samantha.
“How do you survive?”

“What?” asked Jeff.

“How do you live?” Samantha
asked. “How do you keep yourself fed, clothed and sheltered on a
bike messenger's income?”

Jeff grinned. “It's not THAT little income,”
he said.

“I did some research,” said Samantha. “A new
bike messenger makes about $250 a week. A experienced one might
make as much as $300 a week. I figure you are VERY experienced, for
a bike messenger, maybe you make as much as $350 a week. That's
about minimum wage, at the top end of the salary ladder. Am I
close?”

“You are definitely in the neighborhood,”
said Jeff, nodding. “It is not much money, but it works.”

“You can't have an apartment for that kind of
money,” said Samantha.

“True,” said Jeff. “I and four other bike
messengers share a two bedroom apartment that goes for 1500 a
month.”

“Five of you in a two bedroom apartment?”
asked Samantha. “Sounds crowded.”

“None of us spend much time there,” said
Jeff. “Most of my roomies go out drinking at night, and when
they're not working or drinking, they're going to school or they're
sitting in the living room playing video games. We got two beds in
each bedroom and the living room sofa folds out into a bed.

”Where you play video games,” observed
Samantha.

”Yeah, nobody much likes the sofa,” said
Jeff. “But we are a hard partying bunch and most of us can sleep
through anything, including all the yelling and screaming that goes
on in a game.”

“Sounds like a lovely lifestyle,” said
Samantha. “But you don't go out drinking, do you, Master?”

“No, got tired of that after a while,” said
Jeff. “I go to coffee shops with my laptop and take advantage of
the free wifi.”

“You don't play video games?” Samantha
asked.

“Sometimes,” said Jeff. “Mostly, I've gotten
bored with them, too.”

“So what does interest you, Master?” Samantha
asked.

“You do,” said Jeff, grinning.

“Other than me,” Samantha said.

“I'm a real fan of Basic Income,” said Jeff.
“I like to read, mostly freebie stuff I can get from digital
libraries and such. And I like to keep up with the news
online.”

“You don't do drugs, anything like that?”
Samantha asked.

“Not really,” said Jeff. “I like to smoke a
joint on the weekends sometimes. Nice to mellow out every so often,
you know?”

“What do you do when you get high?” Samantha
asked.

“Play video games, listen to music, chill,
that kind a thing,” said Jeff.

“Sounds dull,” said Samantha.

“It would be, if I did it all the time,” said
Jeff. “I don't get the guys who do that. But not my problem.”

“”Sounds like a very healthy
lifestyle,” said Samantha.

“That's not really what you
think,” said Jeff. “Tell me what you really
think.”

Samantha sighed. Jeff was one of THOSE
Masters. The ones you couldn't lie to, even if you wanted to. Even
to be diplomatic.

“Sounds kind of rough and dull,” said
Samantha. “You ride a bike all day, whether you feel like it or
not, and you live with four other guys who are young gamers, with
not even a room of your own, but you're kind of old to be totally
into gaming, so you read old books that nobody wants to read. You
don't even have internet, so you go to coffee shops like this and
use their wifi.”

Jeff grinned.

“Well, when you put it THAT way, it does
sound kinda rough,” he said. “And you're right, Some mornings I get
up and I just don't feel like taking my bike out into the cold and
rain. But that tends to go away once I'm warmed up. We DO have
internet at our apartment -- I guess you didn't hear me when I said
the other guys are gamers. I go to coffee shops to escape the
noise, more than to get the wifi. It's amazing how much guys scream
when they play video games.”

“I've had a few Masters who
were gamers, so, yes, I know what you mean,” said Samantha. “If
they screamed like that when they were fucking me, I'd be
worried.”

“Well, speaking of fucking you, I've got
something I want you to do, mine,” said Jeff. He took out a small
bag. “Are you dressed as I requested?”

“Yes, Master,” said Samantha. “No panties, no
bra, just this dress.”

“Nice dress,” said Jeff.

“Nice and short,” said Samantha with a wicked
grin.

Jeff shoved the bag across the table. “I want
you to go to the restroom and take your dress off and put on the
contents of this bag. Hands behind, turn on the device, and don't
lock the door.”

“Don't lock the door?” Samantha asked.

“Correct,” said Jeff. ”Put those on and
wait.”

Samantha looked at Jeff for a long minute.
What Jeff was ordering her to do could be construed as a crime, if
she got caught. Of course, women rarely got charged with such
crimes.

And that only made it more delicious.

“Yes, Master,” Samantha said, picking up the
bag.

“Oh, and turn off the light while you're in
there, once you have done as I command,” said Jeff.

Samantha sighed. It was dangerous, it was
scary, it was exciting, and she knew she would do it.

“Yes, Master,” she said.

Samantha picked up the bag and rose and
walked the short distance to the restroom. Jeff had chosen a table
very close to the restroom, and now Samantha knew why.

Inside the restroom, Samantha removed her
dress, leaving her naked except for her shoes. As Jeff had given
her no orders to remove her shoes, she did not remove them. She
opened the bag and found a strap on ballgag and a pair of leather
cuffs linked by a short chain.

She put on the ballgag first, deeply
conscious of her nudity and vulnerability as she did so. As Jeff
clearly intended. Then she put on the cuffs. When she slid the
catch home on the second cuff she realized that she was not going
to be able ot get the cuffs off by herself. Presumably, it would be
Jeff who removed them, or a police officer, depending.

The thought made her wet. She was being such
an absolute slut, and enjoying every minute of it. And the fact
that she was following a Master's orders got her submissive
feelings going.

She turned off the light with a little
difficulty, since her hands were cuffed.

Then she stood there in the
dark, waiting and wondering, very aware that the door was not
locked and it might not be Jeff who came in.

She was pretty sure it WOULD be Jeff, but
there were no guarantees. He was close to the bathroom but there
were always people wandering about in Starbuck's and one of them
might duck into the rest room on an impulse, before Jeff could get
in.

That's what put the edge on the play, though.
It was tense. And so sweet. As the seconds piled up into a minute,
then another minute, then another, then stretched into a time that
was as formless as the darkness in which she waited, her hands
began twisting and turning in the cuffs. The stupid rational part
of her mind was insisting she needed to remove the cuffs and gag
and put the dress back on, that it was too long, with every second
the chance was greater that someone strange would come in and see
her like this.

Someone stranger even than she was, perhaps.
Because all the drive, all the self-control that had driven her
into the upper heights of corporate middle management was a
useless, fluttering piece of silk in front of the huge swollen
pussy that her sexual urges made out of her body at times.

Times just like these, as she stood naked,
bound and gagged in an unlocked Starbuck's restroom, waiting to be
hauled off by the police as the crazed, naked slut she was.

Yes, this was fucking crazy, and she loved
it.

As soon as Samantha left the table, the
tension ratcheted through the roof for Jeff, too.

He knew that Samantha would do as he had
ordered. He didn't know what it was with submissive women, but many
of them would dare anything on a Master's orders.

Was it incredible courage? Blind faith?
Simple foolhardiness? Sheer, unbridled lust? Or some unholy mixture
of all of these things as well as things Jeff would never
understand?

Jeff didn't understand, but he knew that
Samantha was stripping, putting on the bondage gear and shutting
off the light, leaving the door unlocked, just because he had
ordered her to in a Masterly way.

And so her condition was his responsibility.
He knew it, she knew it. There was no escaping it. If she got
caught by a stranger in there, it was on him. Of course, Samantha
was the sort who would take responsibility for her own actions
publicly. But it would be over between her and Jeff. And word would
get out that he was a flaky, unreliable and irresponsible Master.
And that would be that for him. He'd have to start taking up with
vanilla women.

The stakes were very high for Jeff. From the
moment Samantha shut the door, he had to fight the impulse to run
in there with her. And he knew that it was a safe thing to do, that
Samantha would be glad he had.

But Jeff knew Samantha would be gladder if he
waited. So he waited, keeping a sharp eye on anyone moving about in
the shop, and trying not to look as if he were.

Several times he saw women walk past the
bathroom door, and he let them, although he knew that women were
unreadable. It wasn't hard for him to tell if a man was headed for
the bathroom with a venti mocha latte in his bladder. And that was
the case for some women, too. But some of them weren't that
predictable.

Yes, Jeff had done this before, with other
submissives. The first one had not been a lucky one, but she hadn't
been part of the local community of submissive women.

Jeff had had much explaining to do on that
occasion. He could have simply left the door and glided off on his
bike, but no, he'd stayed and explained. And that had been the end
of the relationship.

One woman, two women, three women who did not
look as if they were heading for the bathroom but could have been
walked past the restroom door. Jeff was on tenterhooks each time.
It would just kill him if Samantha got caught like this. When one
of the women had paused as if to enter the restroom, his heart
froze.

Then he saw she was just taking a sip from
her drink and his heart resumed pumping again.

When he saw a man heading for the restroom
Jeff almost sighed with relief as he rose from his chair and beat
the man there.

The first thing he did when he got in was
reach into his pocket and take out a black cloth hood and pull it
over Samantha's head.

Samantha suddenly had her vision filled by a
blaze of light from outside. She knew SOMEONE had come in, but all
she could see was an outline. Her heart hammered like a drum. Then
the person shut the door behind them, without turning on the light,
and Samantha sighed with relief, because she knew it was Jeff.

Anyone else would have turned on the light
immediately.

When she felt the soft cloth of the hood
sliding over her head, she smiled behind the ballgag.

Jeff turned on the lights as soon as he had
the hood over Samantha's head, then locked the door.

Jeff turned to look at Samantha standing
there, hooded, gagged, cuffed and naked in the prosaic comfort of
the Starbuck's restroom.

Jeff removed his clothes more slowly than he
would have if he had been able to draw his eyes off Samantha's
beautiful, naked body standing there. By his will. By his will.
When he had his pants off he gave her butt a slap, just to hear her
muffled squeal.

Jeff stood behind Samantha, watching her
breasts jiggle in the mirror as he put one hand around her throat
at the base of her collar and slid another hand up between her
legs. He easily slid a middle finger into her pussy. She was very
wet already, ready for use.

Samantha squealed when Jeff slapped her. All
that tension broke within her with the slap. The spot where Jeff
had struck her on the butt wasn't as warm as the place between her
legs. All that time she had been waiting, her heart in her mouth,
she'd been getting wetter and wetter down there. When she felt the
hand wrap around her throat and then felt another hand slide
between her legs, her whole being thrilled in pleasure.

Because, on one level, she knew it was Jeff.
But on another level, maybe it wasn't. Maybe it was some random man
or woman who had beat Jeff to the door. It was possible, they'd
seen her there, in a split second understood why she was there, and
just happened to have something on hand to hood her with.

That POSSIBILITY it was not Jeff amped
everything up by a factor of ten for Samantha.

She moaned as she felt the hand clench on her
throat. It could even be a woman she was moaning for, she didn't
know.

Maybe it was the handsome middle-aged man
who'd seemed so engrossed in his MacBook. But Samantha had easily
sensed that he was watching her, and whatever else was going on in
the coffee shop. He might be the sort to enjoy raping a women in a
bathroom.

Samantha moaned even more when she felt the
hand slide inside her pussy. When she felt fingers probing her clit
and squeezing her nipples all the erotic suspense she had been in
manifested itself as pure, unalloyed pleasure that surged through
her body.

At the same time, the erotic suspense torqued
even tighter. Because the person who was molesting her did not
smell like Jeff. He or she was scented with Axe body spray. Subtly
scented, but she was sure of it, one of her former Masters had
practically bathed in it.

And Jeff would never wear Axe. If he wanted a
woman to smell him, he'd just not shower after a ride on his bike.
He thought he smelled pretty good with just a shower, and he was
right.

Jeff toyed with Samantha's breasts and pussy,
watching in the mirror as he did so. He loved the way the smooth,
full curves of her body moved, the way her hooded head tilted to
one side, the way her legs instinctively widened to accommodate his
hand as he stroked and probed her labia and clit.

Jeff loved it so much that he felt his cock
stiffening as he pressed his lean, hard body against her ripe
curves. His fingering of Samantha became more intense, the sight of
her squirming in his grasp was exhilarating and arousing at the
same time. His cock became a hard pole that slid into Samantha's
butt crack, seeking as if with a mind of its own to find that sweet
spot it liked to bury itself in.

Jeff could bear it no long, he grabbed
Samantha and forced her to the bathroom floor, half-lowering her as
her hands were bound behind her back and she could not see.

When he had Samantha kneeling face down on
the floor, Jeff casually kicked her legs apart and knelt between
them. His cock was hard, and he knew Samantha was wet. He shoved
his cock right into her pussy, her low moan of pleasure as he did
so a fitting complement to the long, silky wave of pleasure her
pussy created as his cock slid in.

Jeff grabbed Samantha's naked hips and began
fucking her in earnest, ramming his cock deep into her pussy with
short, savage thrusts that made her gasp and moan from inside the
hood she wore.

Samantha's hands, cuffed behind her back,
were spread wide. She was indicating her submission to whomever was
using her. (Almost certainly, it was Jeff.) The sexual tension that
had built up while she was waiting to be used in an unlocked
bathroom had exploded. Her pussy was wet, already building toward
orgasm as Jeff began using his cock, holding and controlling her as
he did so.

Her moans were animal sounds, stifled by the
gag and the hood, keeping the coffee shop habitues from hearing her
while she squirmed on the floor, a bound slut in heat.

Jeff heard her moans and his cock got even
stiffer as he rammed her. The sight of her squirming before her,
the feel of her pussy sliding its silky walls along his cock, her
absolute helplessness and submission so arousing to him. He rammed
her harder, faster. This was no prolonged erotic experience, this
was a quick dirty fuck on a bathroom floor.

Samantha felt Jeff's hard cock slamming into
her go up another gear, and she began to orgasm, helplessly,
hopelessly, just a naked pink squirming woman on a bathroom floor,
cuffed, gagged and hooded, her upraised ass available to all,
especially Jeff, since that was ALMOST certainly who it was.

Jeff felt Samantha's pussy grabbing at his
cock as she came. It was too much, too much, the sight and smell
and the sound and the feel of her as she came. He came too, sending
his seed surging into her pussy, his low groan of pleasure a
counterpoint to Samantha's muffled, high-pitched cries as she
helplessly orgasmed, unseeing.

Jeff collapsed atop Samantha after he came,
pressing her whole body against the bathroom floor.

After a moment just enjoying the sweet feel
of her soft flesh beneath him as his cock slowly shrank inside her,
Jeff pulled out. He rose quickly and dressed, leaving Samantha
lying on the floor, legs spread wide.

Then he leaned over and unfastened Samantha's
cuffed wrists.

“Get dressed in a hurry, bathroom slut girl,”
Jeff said in a voice that was deeper than usual, and in a Spanish
accent that only he had ever believed was plausible. “Don't clean
up any stains, you are a nasty bondage bitch.”

Then he left the room, humming softly to
himself.

Samantha pulled the hood off her head as soon
as Jeff or whomever it was left the room, and quickly moved to the
door and locked it before anyone else got in. They she wiggled back
into her tight white dress. It was only then that she removed the
gag, stuffing it and the cuffs back into their bag.

Finally she very deliberately spent a few
moments looking in the mirror and brushing out her hair and
touching up her makeup, so she wouldn't look like a woman who had
just spent time writhing on the bathroom floor.

But there wasn't much she could do about the
flush of red at the base of her neck and on her cheeks. And Jeff or
whomever it was had specifically forbidden her to “clean up the
stains” which of course meant the liquids that were now trickling
down the insides of her thighs from her pussy. But she did
interpret that to mean she could smear it around or else the stain
would ooze down to her knees, because that would just be gross.

A moment later, bag in hand, Samantha exited
the bathroom and quickly made her way to the table where Jeff sat,
smirking. She was very careful not to look anyone but him in the
eyes. Some of them knew, she knew. But so long as she didn't look
anyone in the eye, she would not have to know which ones knew. For
that would have been embarrassing.

But sitting there at the coffee shop,
pantyless, with shiny cum stains on her inner thighs, that was just
good date night fun.

As she leaned forward sitting at the table,
looking at only Jeff, she took a discreet whiff of him.

Axe body spray. Well, that settled it.

 





Chapter 3 - Not in the plan at all

 


“So how did it go in the bathroom, mine?”
asked Jeff, leering. “I imagine it was very dull.”

“No, Master, not at all,” said Samantha. “A
man came in while I was in there and put a hood over my head and
then fucked my brains out.”

“Really?” asked Jeff.

“Yes, Master,” said Samantha. “What were you
doing while I was in there?”

“Oh, I was browsing the Internet and got
distracted by an interesting article on a new material for bike
frames,” said Jeff. “Very light and strong.”

“I'm sure it was fascinating, my Master,”
said Samantha with a smile. “Say, are you wearing Axe body spray,
Master?”

“Yes, just a touch,” said Jeff. “Why do you
ask, mine?”

“Because the man who fucked my brains out was
wearing Axe body spray, and I've never noticed you to wear it
before,” said Samantha.

“Ah,” said Jeff. “A fascinating coincidence.
I don't often wear it, because you are my submissive, which means I
never HAVE to Axe … but sometimes I do, anyway.”

Samantha gazed Jeff, brow raised, then her
face slowly broke into a smile and she was giggling insanely. Not
at the pun itself, it was a horrible pun, and deserved only the
tiniest bit of a laugh. But that bit of laughter was a bubble that
suddenly swelled and burst with all the emotions of their bathroom
escapade, and Samantha found herself overcome by an intense
giggling fit.

Jeff, seeing her laughing so hard, and
hearing the happiness in her voice, joined in the laughter, and for
a few moments they happily giggled away like schoolchildren.

Samantha watched Jeff laugh, such an easy,
unaffected laugh, and she was so happy. And then when they stopped
laughing and started talking about an interest they both shared,
which was playing World of Warcraft, Samantha was still happy. She
watched Jeff speak and it was if he was the only person in the
world, and his voice the only one she could here, and she was
loving …. uh-uh … loving … oh, no! … LOVING it.

Only she was not loving IT. She was loving
Jeff.

Oh, god, she'd fallen for Jeff! And the
happiness in her was so great that not even this thought made a
dent in it.

Because this was not in accordance with her
Master Plan. Samantha had had a Master Plan for years. She would
become the slave (and wife) of a billionaire, or at the very least,
a multi-millionaire, a wise, wealthy and powerful man who would
rule her like a god, make her scream with passion in bed and take
her out ot nice restaurants (not coffee shops) and buy her
jewel-encrusted collars and make her suck his cock while she wore
them.

And here she was, laughing in a coffee shop
with the most dirt-poor Master she had ever even heard of, much
less met, and she could almost feel the lock within her submissive
heart clicking shut, clicking shut on a man whose weekly wage was a
fraction of hers.

This was not in the plan at all.

Samantha was not aware that her mouth had
fallen slightly open as she listened to Jeff, or that her eyes were
open wide, and fixed on his face with unwavering attention.

But Jeff noticed all these things.

“Oh, god, she's falling in love with me!” he
thought. And Jeff was not bothered by that thought, and that
bothered him.

“Well, Master, what have you planned for the
rest of the day?” Samantha asked.

Jeff, the intuitive Master, knew exactly what
Samantha meant by that, even if Samantha didn't. “Stop talking and
fuck me,” was what she meant. And Jeff was in complete agreement on
this point. The way Samantha looked at him was so inviting, it was
as if she were inviting him to bind her very soul.

“We are going to go to your apartment, where
I am going to put you in bondage so severe that you won't even be
able to blink without my permission, and I am going to fuck you so
hard you will forget that the fellow in the bathroom ever existed,”
Jeff answered.

“Yes, Master,” Samantha breathed, her voice
honeyed, not consciously, but because what Master Jeff had ordered
was what she most wanted to happen.

They rose moments later and left the coffee
shop, and drove off in Samantha's car.

Several pairs of knowing eyes followed them
as they walked out. People in coffee shops are a wide-awake bunch.
They notice things, they put things together. There were several
people who were certain that Jeff and Samantha had fucked like
bunnies in the restroom. A few had even caught the sheen on
Samantha's inner thighs as she left the restroom. One of the more
lonely and fetish-inclined men had had to get up and leave the
coffee shop shortly after Jeff and Samantha did, because he knew
that if he stayed he was going to find some way of sniffing the
chair Samantha had vacated. Yes, eew. But he also knew that if he
did so, others in the coffee shop would know EXACTLY what he was up
to. And so he left the shop.

 


“What is your will, my Master?” Samantha said
as soon as she and Jeff were inside her door. She loved saying “My
Master.”

“Go to your bedroom, strip off your clothing
and kneel by the bed,” said Jeff.

“Yes, Master,” Samantha breathed, heading
immediately to her room to obey orders.

Jeff walked along behind Samantha, enjoying
the sway of her hips and things it made that tight dress of hers do
as she walked. Oh, the plans he had for the contents of that tight
white dress.

 





Chapter 4 – The most impossible bondage

 


Samantha squirmed, she couldn't help
squirming, this was the most impossible bondage she had ever been
put in, and also the most delightful bondage she had ever been put
in.

Samantha was lying on her back on her bed.
Her arms were cuffed behind her back, which would have been painful
anywhere but on her soft, springy mattress. A chain ran from her
collar to the headboard behind her. Her ankles were shackled, and
ropes ran from the rings on those shackles to the curlicues at the
headboard, spreading Samantha's legs very wide, into a split.

There was a spider gag strapped into her
mouth, a large one with pointed barbs that bent backward,
preventing her from dislodging the gag with her tongue. Not that
Samantha wanted to, but the point of bondage was, that she wasn't
ABLE to. Her opinions on the matter of being spider gagged, like
her opinions of having her wrists cuffed behind her back or her
legs tied in a split, was moot.

This was already an extreme bit of bondage
for Samantha. But the finishing touch was a set of nipple clamps.
They were severe nipple clamps, at least, Samantha thought of them
that way. The clamps themselves were diamond-shaped affairs with
flat metal ends that could be tightened via a thread that also
flattened the diamond shape of the clamp. A chain attached to the
non-nippular end of the diamond connected the two clips.

They were so effective as clamps that you
could actually hang weights on the chain between the clamps while
she wore them and rock them back and forth, and they would still
cling to the nipples.

And yes, there was a reason Samantha knew
that. It still made her nipples throb when she thought of it.

She thought of it a lot.

But Jeff did not put the clamps on her
nipples, that was the problem. First, he had Samantha stick her
tongue out, well outside the metal ring that held her mouth open.
He attached one of the clamps to her tongue while it was sticking
out.

Next, he attached the other clamp to
Samantha's clit hood.

The length of the chain between the clips was
adjustable via a built-in ratchet. Jeff next tightened the
chain.

“Pleab,. No Master!!” Samantha cried as Jeff
tightened the chain, forcing her to raise her head higher by a tiny
bit with each turn of the ratchet. Jeff ignored her pleas,
shortening the chain until Samantha's chin rested on her chest with
her tongue sticking all the way out. And all Samantha did was beg
and plead as the chain shortened … no safewords were heard.

When Jeff was through, he stood back to
admire his work. Samantha looked positively pornographic. She could
not help but squirm as she lay there, legs spread wide, head raised
and mouth held open by that dastardly spider gag, her pink tongue
sticking through the gag, and that silver chain running from her
tongue to her clit hood, her every tiniest motion pulling at her
clit.

For the finishing touch, Jeff crawled onto
the bed, his every move rocking it slightly and making helpless
little mmphs issue from Samantha with every jiggle of the bed.

Samantha was in heaven. This was the hardest
bondage she had ever been in, but it was Jeff, the man she had
fallen in love with, who had put her in it. That made the bondage
so sweet, even with that stupid clamp pulling and tugging at her
clit with every slightest motion, sending commingled waves of pain
and pleasure coursing through her mind.

Jeff crawled alongside Samantha, then
straddled her with his knees on either side of her shoulders,
making lots of little “urks” and “ahs” issue from Samantha's open
mouth as he did so.

Then he slowly and carefully guided his
turgid cock into her mouth through the spider gag. Her mouth felt
every bit of it as it slid in, gliding over her tongue, sending a
delicious shiver of pain and pleasure down to her clit as it pulled
her tongue ever so slightly backward.

Samantha looked up at Jeff looming over her,
his cock sliding in and out of her mouth, slowly, perhaps because
his balls were dragging over the clamp and chain that ran between
her tongue and pussy. That flat six-pack of his running up to his
powerful chest, his strong neck, his eyes gazing down at her with
unconcealed lust and … something else. Something warm and good.

Could it be?

Samantha's whole being got warm and wet at
the very thought. That the man she loved might love her. And now
that she thought about it, looking up into his eyes as his cock ran
in and out of her mouth, she could see it. That was the look of
love in his eyes. He might not know he loved her, but he did.

The thought of all this love mingled with the
pain and the pleasure of the chain pulling on her clit as Jeff
probed her mouth with his cock was like an explosion in her mind, a
detonation that echoed through every chamber of her mind and heart,
changing everything in an instant, irrevocably.

It left her stunned and defenseless, open to
Jeff in ways that would not have been thinkable an instant
before.

Every time before she had offered a man a
leash, there had been that aura of possibility, of change that was
unthinkable and unknowable until it happened.

And it had just happened.

Which explains what happened next.

“What do you think of me now, mine?” Jeff
asked, as if reading her mind. She wouldn't put it past him.

“Ah uv oo, ah-uh,” she said.

“Oh, my God!” Samantha thought, even as she
said the words. She had confessed her love to Jeff! What a blunder!
It completely went against Woman Rule 37, perhaps the most
important Woman Rule, which was that you never confessed your love
for a man until you were sure that he had figured out that he loved
you.

She knew Jeff loved her. But did he know it,
too?

“Of course you love me, mine,” said Jeff,
smiling down at her with the insufferable smirk of the Master who
knew he had his slave right where he wanted her.

The strange thing was, this tactical blunder
did not change the way she felt at all. Normally she would have
been alarmed and frightened over it. But the silent explosion of
love inside her continued unabated, changing everything about her
and her life. It felt as if her entire relationship to the universe
had just changed, in effect, that the universe had just
changed.

It was devastating, overwhelming and
wonderful, all at once. She felt as if her mind and her body were
orgasming in complete synchronicity. Love had hit her like a
hammer, and everything that was Samantha was ringing like a
gong.

Jeff stared down at Samantha. She looked kind
of out of it. But there was something about her face. Jeff stared
down at her, and he had the strangest feeling. He seemed to be
falling into her face. Those huge eyes of her that stared up at him
so devotedly as he slid his cock in and out of her mouth were deep
wells that he was irresistibly drawn into.

And Jeff did fall into them, and the shock of
it was like the shock of leaping into a pool of cold water on a hot
day. His whole body responded to it. For a frozen instant there was
nothing in the world but Samantha's face gazing up at him. She was
so beautiful, even with the spider gag stretching her mouth wide.
Her mouth was a beautiful bow that his cock slid in and out of. And
those eyes that seemed to contain the whole universe, a universe he
felt connected to with every part of his being.

Jeff had gazed down at the eyes of women with
his cock in their mouths before. It was always a wonderful
experience, it made his ego swell and grow like his cock did when
it was stroked.

But this was different. Jeff felt his ego
dissolving, becoming nothing, leaving just the pure essence of Jeff
opening in the liquid pools of Samantha's eyes.

“What do you think of me now, mine?” Jeff
asked her, gazing into her eyes. He knew the answer.

“Ah uv ooh, ah er,” she replied, so sweet, so
honest, so direct. She loved him. Jeff knew as she said the words
that they were the truth, and exactly the right words to say.

“Of course you do, mine,” Jeff said, smiling
down at her, expressing his acceptance of her love. But there was
more to it than that. He had missed something, floating egoless in
Samantha's eyes as he was.

Jeff had never realized before what a burden
an ego was. He felt wonderful, free, as if some barrier between him
and the universe had fallen away, as if his connection to Samantha
were a gateway to the universe itself.

Samantha read Jeff's acceptance of her in his
words, hearing them with a clarity she had never experienced
before. The way he said “mine” sent waves of pleasure throughout
her mind and body, pleasure so intense that she began to orgasm
helplessly. The constant pulling and tugging at her clit seemed to
pull them right out of her, and the love in her heart for Jeff made
the orgasms surge throughout her entire being.

Jeff felt his whole being suddenly flower
into something else, something beyond him as he gazed down at
Samantha sucking his cock, and it was a wonderful feeling, a sense
of himself expanding, transcendent, becoming something more than he
had ever been. It was the most powerful, wonderful feeling he had
experienced in his life, and he found himself orgasming, cumming,
releasing his seed to her, his whole being still swimming it the
pools that were her eyes.

Samantha felt Jeff's seed spill into her
mouth, and she accepted it, accepted him, accepted the love that
had sprung up between them.

The orgasm seemed to last an eternity, for
both of them, locked in a timeless moment of pure love.

But it ended. The love remained, but the
orgasm ended, and Jeff slid his cock out of Samantha's mouth and
rolled over and sat on the bed next to her.

He was in love with Samantha, he knew it.

Samantha knew it, too, he could see it in her
eyes. In that moment, the two of them had been united in a way he
had never felt connected to anyone in his entire life.

He had to think about this. He had to grasp
it, understand it. It was important, he knew, but he had to figure
it out so he could control it.

Jeff rose and started looking for his
clothes.

Samantha looked at Jeff in alarm. He was
getting dressed. He was leaving. This was so wrong. So wrong. He
was making a mistake. He should be cuddling up to her and allowing
the bond between them to thicken and grow.

“Maffah, pweese,” Samantha cried.

“Gotta go, mine,” said Jeff. “Got some
thinking to do.”

“No, maffah,” Samantha cried.

“Sorry,” Jeff mumbled as he pulled his
underpants on.

Samantha felt all the universe rising and
coalescing her. Jeff must not be allowed to leave. She was his and
he was hers, he had to stay and understand that.

She began unfastening her bonds. The ones she
owned, the ones she wore at home, all had hidden catches that could
be turned and released by her if need be, even while bound. She was
submissive, but she was practical and careful/

She freed her wrists with some effort, freed
her collar, then freed her feet as Jeff dressed, struggling
furiously and silently on the bed. She removed the clasp from her
tongue, but did not bother with the one on her pussy, because it
didn't matter.

As she dressed, she said, “Wait, Jeff,
please, wait a moment.” But Jeff did not respond to her pleas, he
just kept getting dressed.

Something in him knew that if he did not
leave, his entire world would slip outside his control. And
controlling his life had been very important to him. He had seen
what had happened to his parents when they were unable to control
their lives.

Jeff got dressed just before Samantha got
freed from her last foot chain, and walked hastily out of the
bedroom.

The last fetter was annoying difficult to
remove, because Samantha knew she must catch Jeff before he went
out the door. She had no time to dress. She left the chain attached
to her pussy because it didn't matter. She got up and dashed
downstairs, following Jeff. If she could catch him before he got
out the door …

But no, just as she got to the front door she
saw it swinging shut.

She did not stop. She opened the door and ran
outside. All the universe was lined up with her on this, she could
feel it. This was more important than anything else in the world.
There were no rules she would not break, and with the universe
swelling inside her, backing her, there were no rules he could not
break.

Samantha dashed out on the street, naked, a
chain dangling from her pussy to her knees. There were passers-by
strolling about, but there was Jeff just stepping onto the
sidewalk.

”Jeff!” she cried.

Jeff turned around and saw Samantha, stark
naked, standing on the top of the steps that led to her townhouse,
heading for him. His eyes widened, because he saw all the universe
heading for him along with Samantha, all of it, rushing toward
him.

His instincts took over, and he turned and
ran.

Samantha saw Jeff turn and run and she
instinctively chased after him, down the shady urban sidewalk full
of urban people who were gawking at the spectacle of a man running
away from a naked woman with a chain dangling from her pussy. Even
in a gentrified urban environment, it was a rare sight.

Fear lent wings to Jeff's feet, but the whole
universe lent wings to Samantha's feet, and the two of them dashed
along the sidewalk like a pair of Ferraris on a cannonball run
maneuvering through a mildly busy street.

Jeff saw an alleyway on his right and ducked
into it instinctively.

Samantha's heart leaped in triumph, she
followed, hard on his heels.

Jeff stopped about halfway down the alleyway.
It was a dead end. What had made him duck into it? Hew knew he
could outlast Samantha. He could outlast anyone. If there was one
thing a cyclist developed, it was endurance. He should have kept
running straight down the sidewalk.

But here he was, stuck in this urban
alleyway. He turned, and there was Samantha standing before him,
her body naked and unashamed, her eyes blazing, her face beautiful
and determined.

“Jeff,” she said, “Jeff, don't run from this.
Please.”

Jeff looked at Samantha as if he had never
seen her before in his life. She was right. He was running away. He
never ran away from things. He always dealt with them, no matter
how hard they were. Just like he had dealt with his mother's
illness, his father's unemployment, the hardness of life as a bike
messenger.

And here he was, running from Samantha,
because he was falling in love with her. And in his heart, he knew
why he was doing it. He had to control his life. And his love for
Samantha meant that his life wouldn't be his to control any more.
It would be Samantha and him, him and Samantha, not just him. Love
was like that, the joining was real, not some legal artifact. He
would care about Samantha as much or more than he cared about
himself.

Then he looked into Samantha's eyes, so full
of love for him and so filled with all the power and conviction
that comes with such love, and he realized that he had been running
from a fait accompli. He already did care about her as much as he
cared about himself, or more.

“You're right,” said Jeff. “I ran, that's not
me.”

He stepped forward, and Samantha stepped
forward, and they embraced, and they kissed, and all the universe
wheeled and rotated within them as they kissed, locking into a new
configuration that was more natural, more right, than the one that
had been before.

When they came up for air, Jeff said the
words he should have had the courage to say earlier. He said, “I
love you, mine. Let's go back to your place and see what we can do
about that.”

“Yes, Master, I love you, too,” said
Samantha.

Jeff reached down and picked up the end of
the chain that was dangling between Samantha's knees. He glanced at
the alley entrance and saw several people watching curiously, some
of them a little alarmed.

“We may have some 'splaining to do,” he
observed.

“Yes, Master, you brute, making me chase you
like that,” said Samantha. “I'll explain that you didn't intend to
brutalize me.”

Jeff nodded and and led Samantha out of the
alleyway, leashed by the pussy, which was totally appropriate.
Strangely enough, nobody said a word to them, except for one middle
aged woman who looked sharply at Samantha and asked, “Are you all
right, honey?”

“I've never been better,” said Samantha,
looking straight back at her with all the universe still shining
through her. “Thanks for asking, though.”

The woman nodded as she passed.

Then Samantha and Jeff went back into
Samantha's place and lived happily ever after. They got married at
some point and had children and did great things together and had
ups and down and successes and failures, but what they mostly had
was each other, and more happiness than either of them could have
imagined was possible.

And so you see, there was an explanation for
why Samantha was chasing after Jeff naked with a chain dangling
between her legs, if not a completely rational one, at least an
explanation that made sense to Jeff and Samantha.

 


The End
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